

Men Become Women: Crossdressing Story Bundle

Erica Smooth

Indulging Desires


The Crossdressing Adventures of Sarah and Donna


Erica Smooth


Chapter 1 - The Transformation

Dan had always known he was different. He longed to explore his feminine side, to wear women's clothing, and to feel like the woman he knew he was inside. And tonight, he was finally going to do it. He had arranged to meet his friend Sarah, who was going to help him transform into his alter ego, Donna.

As he entered Sarah's apartment, he was greeted by the sight of her lingerie strewn across the couch and her makeup kit spread out on the coffee table. Sarah was already dressed in a sexy little black dress that hugged her curves, her long hair cascading down her back.

"Welcome, Dan," Sarah purred, her eyes roaming over his body. "Are you ready to become Donna?"

Dan nodded nervously, feeling a flush of excitement and arousal spreading through him.

"Good," Sarah said. "Let's get started."

She led him over to the bathroom, where she helped him strip off his clothes and shave his body hair. As she ran the razor over his skin, she leaned in close, her breath hot on his ear.

"Feels good, doesn't it?" she whispered.

Dan shivered, feeling himself getting hard at the sensation of Sarah's touch. He was aching for more, for her to take him completely.

Once he was smooth and hairless, Sarah led him back into the living room, where she began to apply makeup to his face. She started with a light layer of foundation, brushing it delicately over his skin. Then, she added concealer to hide any imperfections and eyeshadow to make his blue eyes pop.

As she applied mascara to his long lashes, Sarah leaned in even closer, pressing her body against his.

"You're so beautiful, Donna," she murmured. "I can't wait to see you in your dress."

Dan felt his heart racing as Sarah helped him into a tight little black dress and a pair of strappy high heels. He felt sexy, powerful, and ready to take on the world as Donna.

"Perfect," Sarah said, admiring her handiwork. "You look amazing, Donna."

Dan felt a shiver run down his spine as Sarah admired his new look. He could feel his cock getting harder and harder as he gazed at her, his desire for her growing with every passing moment.

"Thank you, Sarah," he said breathlessly. "You're amazing."

Sarah smiled wickedly, running her hands over his hips and down to his cock. She could feel it straining against his panties, and she knew he was desperate for release.

"You're such a good girl, Donna," she purred. "Do you want me to make you feel even more like a girl?"

Dan nodded eagerly, his heart racing with excitement and arousal. He was aching for release, and he knew Sarah was the only one who could give it to him.

Sarah dropped to her knees in front of him, pulling his panties down to reveal his hard cock. She ran her fingers over the smooth, hairless skin, admiring the way it throbbed with need.

"Let's get you off, girl," she said, taking him into her mouth and sucking him deeply.

Dan moaned, feeling the pleasure wash over him in waves. He felt like a girl, like the woman he had always known he was. And with Sarah's mouth on his cock, he knew he could let go completely.

As she sucked him harder and harder, Dan felt his body tense up, his orgasm building to a fever pitch. And when he finally came, he cried out in pleasure, feeling his hot cum spill over Sarah's lips.

"That's it, girl," Sarah said, wiping her mouth and standing up. "You're such a good little girl."

Dan smiled, feeling a sense of satisfaction and completeness wash over him. He was Donna, and he was finally able to embrace his true self.

But Sarah wasn't done with him yet. She led him over to the couch, pushing him down onto his back. She climbed on top of him, straddling his hips and grinding against him.

"You're such a sexy little thing, Donna," she said, running her hands over his body. "I can't wait to feel you come undone."

And with that, she began to ride him hard, taking him deeper and deeper into her as she made him feel like a girl. And as they both cried out in ecstasy, Dan knew that he had finally found the freedom and pleasure he had been searching for all along.

Dan, now Donna, felt a wave of pleasure rush through her body as Sarah rode her hard. She moaned loudly, feeling her breasts jiggle with every thrust. She could feel the heat building inside her, the tension coiling tighter and tighter.

"Oh, Sarah," Donna gasped. "You feel so good inside me."

Sarah smirked down at her, running her hands over Donna's body as she ground against her. "That's right, girl," she purred. "You're such a sexy little thing."

Donna felt her cheeks flush with arousal as Sarah reached down to fondle her breasts. She could feel her nipples hardening under the fabric of her dress, the sensation driving her wild with desire.

As she rode Donna harder and harder, Sarah leaned in close, her breath hot on Donna's ear. "You're such a good girl, Donna," she whispered. "I love feeling you come undone for me."

Donna cried out as the pleasure exploded inside her, her body convulsing with ecstasy as she came hard. And as Sarah pulled out, Donna could feel the hot wetness spreading between her legs, her desire for more growing stronger by the second.

Sarah led her over to the couch, pushing her down onto her back. She climbed on top of her, straddling her hips and grinding against her.

"You want more, don't you?" Sarah asked, her voice low and sultry.

Donna nodded eagerly, feeling the wetness between her legs growing stronger by the second. "Yes, Sarah," she gasped. "I want more."

Sarah smirked, reaching down to run her hands over Donna's body. She could feel the heat radiating off her, the desire for more growing stronger by the second.

"Then let's give you what you want," she said, as she pulled out two buttplugs from a drawer.

Donna's eyes widened with excitement as Sarah inserted the plugs into both of them, her body responding instantly to the sensation. She could feel the pressure building inside her, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter.

"Oh, Sarah," she moaned. "This feels amazing."

Sarah leaned in close, her lips brushing against Donna's ear. "I know it does, girl," she whispered. "Now let's see what else we can do to make you feel good."

And with that, she began to stroke Donna's cock, taking her to new heights of pleasure. As Donna cried out in ecstasy, Sarah milked her for every drop, making her cum into a wine glass and making her drink it.

Donna felt a rush of pleasure wash over her as she drank her own cum, feeling a sense of freedom and liberation. And as Sarah helped her spruce up her makeup and dress her in a matching outfit, she knew that she was ready for whatever the night had in store for her.

"Let's go, girl," Sarah said, as she called an Uber to take them to a local gay bar. "We've got a lot more exploring to do."


Chapter 2: Going Out

Donna felt her heart racing as they stepped out into the night, the cool air brushing against her skin. She could feel the excitement building inside her, the anticipation of what was to come driving her wild with desire.

As they climbed into the Uber and headed to the gay bar, Donna felt a rush of excitement wash over her. She was finally able to explore her true self, to embrace her desires and let go of all inhibitions.

And when they arrived at the bar, Donna felt a sense of freedom wash over her. She could see couples dancing and flirting, their bodies moving together in a sensual, erotic dance.

"Come on, girl," Sarah said, taking her by the hand. "Let's dance."

Donna nodded eagerly, feeling the heat of desire growing stronger with every passing moment. She moved her body in time with the music, feeling the rhythm of the beat flowing through her.

As they danced, Sarah leaned in close, her body pressing against Donna's. "You're such a sexy little thing, Donna," she whispered. "I can't wait to see what else we can do."

Donna moaned softly, feeling the heat building inside her once again. She wanted Sarah more than anything, wanted to explore every inch of her body and feel the pleasure coursing through her.

As they danced, Donna could feel the desire building stronger and stronger. And when Sarah leaned in for a kiss, she eagerly responded, their lips meeting in a fierce, passionate embrace.

As they continued to dance, Donna felt a sense of excitement wash over her. She could feel the heat of desire building stronger with every passing moment, the anticipation of what was to come driving her wild with lust.

As she moved her body in time with the music, Donna could see men and women looking at her with desire, their eyes lingering on her curves and her nylon-clad legs. She felt powerful and sexy, the thrill of their attention filling her with a sense of erotic empowerment.

And when a man approached her from behind, his hands resting on her hips, Donna could feel the pleasure coursing through her body. She ground her ass against him, feeling his hard cock pressing against her through his pants.

She moaned softly, feeling the nylon of her stockings rubbing together, the sensation sending waves of pleasure through her body. She could feel the tightness of her dress, the way it hugged her curves and emphasized her feminine shape.

Her hair was loose around her shoulders, the strands brushing against her skin as she moved. She could feel the sensation of her thong underwear tight against her asshole, the pressure driving her wild with desire.

As she danced, Donna could taste the sweetness of her lipstick on her lips, the sensation filling her with a sense of sensuality and eroticism. She felt alive and powerful, the thrill of the moment driving her wild with lust.

And when Sarah leaned in close, her lips brushing against Donna's ear, she could feel the heat building inside her once again. "You're such a sexy little thing," Sarah whispered. "I can't wait to take you back to my place later and make you mine."

Donna moaned softly, feeling the pleasure building stronger with every passing moment. She was ready to explore every inch of her desires, to embrace her true self and let go of all inhibitions.

Donna and Sarah walked deeper into the building only to discover that there was a kind of fetish club behind a dark purple curtain; the dimly lit interior immediately engulfed their senses. The pungent smell of sweat, leather, and sex filled the air, heightening their senses and arousing their bodies. The sound of moans and groans echoed throughout the room, blending with the thumping beats of the music.

Donna's heart raced as she looked around the room, taking in the sight of men and women in various states of undress, some engaging in sexual acts right on the dance floor. She felt a rush of excitement mixed with fear, knowing that she was about to explore a side of herself that she had always kept hidden.

Sarah squeezed Donna's hand reassuringly, sensing her hesitation. "Don't worry, baby," she whispered in her ear. "We're here together, and we're going to have an amazing time."

Donna nodded, feeling a wave of arousal and gratitude wash over her. She was grateful to have Sarah by her side, guiding her through this journey of self-discovery.

As they made their way deeper into the club, they were approached by a group of people dressed in sexy maid costumes. They welcomed them warmly and invited them to play a game of "maid service."

Donna felt a shiver of excitement run down her spine as she realized what was about to happen. She and Sarah eagerly accepted the invitation, and soon they were dressed in skimpy maid outfits, with short skirts that barely covered their asses and low-cut tops that showed off their ample cleavage.

The outfits hugged their curves tightly, emphasizing every curve and contour of their bodies. The fabric felt smooth and silky against their skin, causing them to feel more aroused with each passing moment.

As they served drinks to the guests, Donna and Sarah performed various tasks, such as bending over to pick up dropped items or cleaning up spilled drinks. Each time they did so, they felt a wave of arousal wash over them as the guests stared hungrily at their exposed bodies.

At one point, Donna felt a hand brush against her thigh and put pressure against her pantied ass, sending a jolt of electricity through her body. She turned around to see a handsome man with piercing blue eyes staring back at her. "Mmm, you look delicious," he whispered in her ear. "How about you come back to my room and let me explore every inch of your body?"

Donna felt a surge of arousal and desire wash over her as she considered his offer. She turned to Sarah, who nodded encouragingly. "Go ahead, baby," she said. "Explore your desires."

With a sly grin, Donna took the man's hand and followed him deeper into the club, eager to explore the depths of her newfound desires.

Donna stood nervously in a private room, still wearing her skimpy maid costume. The tight-fitting skirt barely covered her ass, while the low-cut top showed off her ample cleavage. She felt a thrill of excitement mixed with fear as she realized what was about to happen.

The man wrapped his arms around her, and she could feel the softness of her lingerie against her skin. The feeling of the fabric against her sensitive nipples sent shivers down her spine, and she let out a soft moan of pleasure.

As he ran his hands up and down her body, she felt a sense of femininity that she had never experienced before. The feeling of his rough hands on her smooth, silky skin made her feel like a woman, and she could feel her arousal building with each passing moment.

She could feel his erection pressing against her thigh, and she knew that he wanted her just as much as she wanted him. She was nervous, however, as this was her first time tasting or sucking a cock.

The man could sense her hesitation and leaned in close to her ear. "Don't worry, baby," he whispered. "I'll guide you every step of the way. Just let yourself go and enjoy the ride."

With a deep breath, Donna nodded and unzipped his pants, releasing his cock from its confines. The sight of his hard length made her heart race with excitement, and she could feel her panties growing damp with desire.

She took a deep breath, taking in the scent of his arousal as she lowered her head and began to give him a sloppy blowjob. She could feel his throbbing erection in her mouth, pulsing with desire as she sucked and licked him with abandon.

The man moaned with pleasure, grabbing her hair and pulling her head closer to him. "That's it, baby," he growled. "Suck my cock like a good little slut. You're so fucking hot, I could cum in your mouth right now."

Donna felt a wave of arousal wash over her at his words, knowing that she was pleasuring him and fulfilling her own desires in the process. She continued to suck and lick him, taking him deeper and deeper into her mouth until she felt him on the verge of climax.

With a final thrust, he pulled her off his cock and bent her over, pressing her against the wall. Donna could feel his hard cock pressing against her thigh as he reached down and spread her legs apart.

Without warning, he plunged into her, causing her to cry out in pleasure as he filled her completely. She could feel his hard length stretching her, filling her with a sense of pleasure and fulfillment that she had never experienced before.

He thrust into her with abandon, each stroke causing her body to quiver with desire. She could feel her orgasm building within her, threatening to consume her completely.

With a final thrust, he pulled out of her and came all over her back, the hot spurt of his seed covering her skin in a warm and sticky embrace.

As Donna collapsed against the wall, the man looked at her with a mixture of awe and admiration. "You're incredible," he said. "I've never met a woman who could take me like that before."

Donna smiled, feeling proud of herself and her newfound sexual prowess. She turned to the man and kissed him deeply, tasting the saltiness of his lips and the sweetness of his arousal.

As she pulled away, she heard a sound behind her and turned to see Sarah entering the room. She was dressed in a tight leather outfit that hugged her curves, emphasizing her ample breasts and shapely ass.

"Don't mind me," she said, a wicked grin spreading across her face. "I just came to join in on the fun."

Donna felt a surge of excitement and arousal at the sight of Sarah, knowing that she was about to experience a side of herself that she had only fantasized about before.

Sarah walked over to Donna and licked the cum off her back, savoring the taste of the man's arousal. She then turned to the man and shared the cum with him, kissing him deeply and allowing him to taste the sweetness of their shared pleasure.

Donna watched with a mixture of desire and arousal as Sarah and the man explored each other's bodies, their passion and desire building with each passing moment.

Without warning, Sarah turned to Donna and bent over, exposing her tight, shapely ass. "Go ahead, baby," she said. "Fuck me like you've never fucked before."

Donna felt a surge of excitement and desire wash over her at the sight of Sarah's exposed ass. She reached down and grabbed her cock, feeling the throbbing length in her hand as she positioned herself behind Sarah.

With a deep breath, she plunged into Sarah's tight ass, feeling the sensation of her warm, tight walls enveloping her completely. Sarah moaned with pleasure, grabbing onto the bed sheets and bucking her hips as Donna thrust into her with abandon.

The man watched with a mixture of awe and admiration as Donna fucked Sarah's ass with all the passion and desire she could muster. He reached down and began to stroke his cock, feeling the heat building within him as he watched the two women exploring their desires.

Donna felt her orgasm building within her, threatening to consume her completely. With a final thrust, she pulled out of Sarah and came all over her back, the hot spurt of her seed covering her skin in a warm and sticky embrace.

Sarah collapsed against the bed, panting with pleasure as she felt Donna's cum running down her back. The man smiled at the two women, feeling grateful for the opportunity to explore their desires and fulfill their fantasies.

As they lay there together, sated and fulfilled, Donna realized that she had found a side of herself that she would continue to explore and indulge in with Sarah by her side, guiding her every step of the way.


Chapter 3: A Visit From a Bull and Friends

It had been a few weeks since that night at the club, and Donna (formerly known as Dan) and Sarah had been exploring their sexual desires with renewed passion and intensity. They had been dressing up as sluts, indulging in erotic fantasies and experimenting with new forms of pleasure.

One day, Sarah suggested that they invite a BBC bull over to fuck them both. Donna felt a wave of excitement wash over her at the thought of being dominated by a powerful, well-hung man.

They dressed up in their sexiest lingerie, with Sarah wearing a lacy white corset that barely covered her ample breasts and a tiny thong that emphasized her shapely ass. Donna wore a black bra that showed off her perky breasts and a matching thong that barely covered her cock.

As they waited for the bull to arrive, Donna felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness. She had never been with a black man before, and she didn't know what to expect.

The doorbell rang, and Sarah went to answer it. Donna could hear her laughing and flirting with the man as they made their way into the living room.

The man was tall and muscular, with a shaved head and a thick, black beard. He was wearing a tight black t-shirt that hugged his broad shoulders and a pair of jeans that showed off his muscular thighs.

Sarah introduced him to Donna, and they all sat down on the couch, chatting and flirting with each other. The man's name was Marcus, and he had a deep, rumbling voice that sent shivers down Donna's spine.

Without warning, Sarah leaned in and kissed Donna deeply, feeling the softness of her lips and the warmth of her breath. Marcus watched with fascination as the two women explored each other's bodies, their passion and desire building with each passing moment.

Donna felt her cock growing hard as Sarah pulled away, turning to Marcus and kissing him deeply. She could taste the sweetness of Sarah's lips on his mouth, and she knew that she was about to experience something incredible.

Without warning, Marcus stood up and began to undress, revealing his massive, black cock to the two women. Donna gasped at the sight of it, feeling a mixture of fear and desire wash over her.

Sarah smiled at her reassuringly, reaching down and stroking Donna's cock as Marcus approached them. He leaned in and kissed them both, tasting the sweetness of their lips as he explored their bodies with his hands.

Donna felt her arousal building with each passing moment, her cock growing harder and harder as Marcus touched her. Without warning, he lifted her up and carried her to the bed, laying her down and positioning himself between her legs.

As he thrust into her with abandon, Donna felt a wave of pleasure wash over her, her body quivering with desire. Sarah watched with fascination as Marcus dominated the two of them, his massive cock filling them both completely.

They fucked for what felt like hours, their passion and desire building with each passing moment. Donna felt her orgasm building within her, threatening to consume her completely.

With a final thrust, Marcus pulled out of her and came all over Sarah's face, the hot spurt of his seed covering her in a warm and sticky embrace.

After Marcus pulled out of her and came all over Sarah's face, Donna lay there, panting and exhausted. Sarah licked the cum off her face, savoring the taste of the man's arousal.

Donna watched with fascination as Sarah cleaned herself up, feeling a mixture of arousal and desire building within her. She wanted more, wanted to explore their desires and indulge in their fantasies with abandon.

Without warning, Sarah turned to her and leaned in, kissing her deeply and tasting the sweetness of Marcus's cum on her lips. Donna moaned with pleasure, feeling her arousal building once again.

Sarah pulled away, smiling at her wickedly. "I think we should invite him over again," she said. "What do you say?"

Donna felt a wave of excitement wash over her at the thought of being dominated by Marcus once again. She nodded eagerly, feeling the throbbing heat of her cock growing harder and harder with each passing moment.

Sarah leaned in and kissed her deeply, exploring her body with her hands as they continued to indulge in their desires. Donna felt herself growing more and more aroused, her body quivering with desire as she surrendered herself completely to the pleasure and passion of the moment.

As they continued to explore their desires and indulge in their fantasies, Donna and Sarah's relationship grew stronger and more intimate. They began to experiment with new forms of pleasure and explore new kinks, pushing the boundaries of their desires and testing the limits of their passion.

One day, Sarah suggested that they try a threesome with another woman, and Donna felt a wave of excitement wash over her at the thought of exploring her bisexuality with her best friend. They began to search for the perfect woman, looking for someone who would be willing to indulge in their desires and fulfill their fantasies.

After weeks of searching, they found a beautiful blonde woman named Emily, who was eager to explore her own desires and fulfill their every fantasy. They arranged to meet at a hotel, where they could indulge in their desires without any distractions or interruptions.

As they entered the room, Donna felt a wave of nervousness wash over her, unsure of what to expect. Emily smiled at her reassuringly, her eyes filled with a mixture of excitement and desire.

Without warning, Sarah leaned in and kissed Emily deeply, exploring her body with her hands as Donna watched with fascination. She felt her own arousal building with each passing moment, her body quivering with desire as she surrendered herself completely to the pleasure and passion of the moment.

As they explored each other's bodies, Donna felt a surge of desire and arousal building within her, her cock growing harder and harder with each passing moment. Without warning, she leaned in and kissed Emily deeply, tasting the sweetness of her lips and exploring her body with her hands.

Sarah watched with fascination as the two women explore each other's bodies, their passion and desire building with each passing moment. She felt her own arousal building, her body quivering with desire as she surrendered herself completely to the pleasure and passion of the moment.

As Sarah watched with fascination as the two women explored each other's bodies, she felt a surge of desire and arousal building within her. She couldn't resist the temptation any longer and leaned in to join them, caressing and kissing both Emily and Donna with fervor and passion.

Donna moaned with pleasure as Sarah touched her body, exploring her curves and curves with expert hands. Emily watched with fascination, feeling her own arousal building with each passing moment.

As they indulged in their fantasies and explored their desires, the three of them lost themselves in a haze of passion and pleasure, their bodies entwined in an erotic dance of desire and lust.

"Donna, I want you to fuck me," Sarah whispered, her voice filled with desire and longing.

Donna felt a wave of excitement wash over her at the thought of being able to explore her desires and indulge in her fantasies with Sarah. She leaned in and kissed her deeply, feeling the softness of her lips and the warmth of her breath.

Without warning, she positioned herself between Sarah's legs and began to penetrate her, feeling her body quivering with desire and pleasure. Sarah moaned with pleasure, feeling the throbbing heat of Donna's cock inside her as she surrendered herself completely to the moment.

As they continued to indulge in their desires and explore their fantasies, Emily watched with fascination, feeling her own arousal building with each passing moment. She couldn't resist the temptation any longer and leaned in to join them, kissing and caressing them both with fervor and passion.

The three of them continued to explore their desires and indulge in their fantasies, pushing the boundaries of their passion and testing the limits of their pleasure. As they surrendered themselves completely to the moment, they knew that they had found a side of themselves that they would continue to explore and indulge in with each other by their side, guiding them every step of the way.

As they lay there together, sated and fulfilled, Donna knew that she had found a side of herself that she would continue to explore and indulge in with Sarah by her side, guiding her every step of the way. The possibilities were endless, and she couldn't wait to see where their journey would take them next.


Erotic & Hetero

Crossdresser Adventures

Part 1


Erica Smooth


Chapter 1: Stockings

John was sitting on the couch, scrolling through his phone, when Ann walked in wearing a silky black nightgown that clung to her curves in all the right places. John's eyes lit up at the sight of her, and he felt a familiar stirring in his pants.

"Hey there, handsome," Ann purred as she sauntered over to him. "What do you say we spice things up a bit tonight?"

John raised an eyebrow. "What did you have in mind?"

Ann smiled mischievously and reached into her purse, pulling out a small box. She handed it to John, who opened it to find a pair of black stockings nestled inside.

"I want you to wear these," she said, her voice low and seductive. "For me."

John's heart started racing as he looked at the stockings, feeling a sense of excitement and nervousness that he couldn't quite explain. He had never worn anything like this before, but the sight of Ann's arousal was too much to resist.

"Okay," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Ann helped him slide the stockings up his legs, the soft, silky material sending shivers down his spine. He felt a strange and unfamiliar sensation rush through his body, a feeling of sensuality and femininity that he never experienced before.

As he stood up, he could feel the stockings hugging his curves and accentuating the muscles in his thighs, making him feel sexier and more desirable than he ever thought possible. He turned to Ann, who was gazing at him with a look of raw desire in her eyes.

"You look incredible," she said, reaching out to touch his leg. "So fucking hot."

John felt a rush of excitement as she ran her hand up his thigh, his tent in his pants growing harder by the second. He couldn't believe how turned on he was, how much he was enjoying this new experience.

"Come here," Ann whispered, pulling him in for a deep, passionate kiss. As they kissed, John felt a sense of transformation taking place, a sense of becoming someone else entirely. He loved the way the stockings made him feel, the way they brought out a new side of him that he never knew existed.

And as they fell onto the bed, the stockings still clinging to his legs, John knew that he was ready to explore his femininity even further.

As John and Ann fell onto the bed, they were both wearing only their underwear, Ann in a matching black set and John in his boxers and stockings. Ann pulled John close to her, running her hands over his body and marveling at the way the stockings hugged his curves.

"I can't get enough of you in these," she whispered, kissing him deeply. John felt a rush of heat flood his body as their lips met, the sensation of Ann's tongue flicking against his sending shivers down his spine.

He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her closer as they kissed hungrily, their bodies pressed tightly together. He loved the way her skin felt against his, the way her hands roamed over his back and shoulders, exploring every inch of him.

As they continued to make out, their passion growing more intense by the second, John felt a sense of freedom and liberation that he never knew was possible. He loved the way the stockings made him feel, the way they allowed him to explore his femininity in a safe and loving environment.

Ann reached down, trailing her fingers over the top of his stockings before sliding them up to grasp his ass, pulling him even closer to her. John moaned as he felt her tongue flick against his earlobe, sending a jolt of pleasure racing through his body.

They continued to kiss and explore each other's bodies, their passion growing more intense with each passing moment. As they lay there, wrapped up in each other's arms, John knew that he never wanted this moment to end.

He loved the way Ann made him feel, loved the way she embraced his feminine side and encouraged him to explore it. And as they finally drifted off to sleep, their bodies entwined and their love growing stronger by the second, John knew that he had found the person he was meant to spend the rest of his life with.


Chapter 2: Panties

A few days after their first stocking encounter, John was at work when he received a text from Ann that made his heart race.

"I have a surprise for you when you get home," it read.

John couldn't concentrate for the rest of the day, his mind racing with all the possibilities of what Ann had in store for him. When he finally arrived home, he found her waiting for him, a coy smile on her face.

"Close your eyes," she said, her voice low and seductive.

John did as he was told, feeling a sense of anticipation and excitement building inside him. He heard Ann rustling around, the sound and feeling of fabric against fabric. She slid something up his legs and then she told him to open his eyes.

He looked down to see that he was now wearing a pair of lacy black panties, the soft material hugging his curves and making him feel even more sensual and feminine than before.

"Oh, Ann," he gasped, feeling a wave of pleasure and arousal wash over him. "This is incredible."

Ann smiled wickedly and leaned in to kiss him, her lips meeting his in a passionate embrace. John felt a tent in his panties grow harder as they kissed, his body craving more and more of Ann's touch.

She took his hand and led him to the bedroom, where she pushed him down onto the bed and climbed on top of him. Her fingers roamed over his body, exploring every inch of him as he moaned in pleasure.

As she kissed him deeply, John found himself lost in a world of sensuality and desire, his body craving more and more of Ann's touch. He loved the way she made him feel, loved the way she embraced his feminine side and encouraged him to explore it even further.

As their passion grew more intense, Ann reached down and ran her fingers over the top of his panties, tracing the delicate lace and causing John to moan out loud. He loved the way the panties felt against his skin, the way they hugged his curves and accentuated his feminine features.

Ann reached down and slid her hand inside the panties, her fingers finding his tent in his panties and causing him to gasp with pleasure. She stroked him gently, her touch sending waves of pleasure through his body as he bucked his hips against her.

Finally, unable to take it any longer, John exploded in a rush of pleasure, his body shaking with ecstasy as he came hard. Ann smiled down at him, her eyes shining with satisfaction.

"That was amazing," she said, leaning down to kiss him again. "I can't wait to see what we explore next."

Ann continued to kiss John deeply, her hand still inside his panties, stroking him gently as his body slowly came down from its orgasmic high. She loved the way he looked in the lacy black panties, loved the way they accentuated his curves and brought out his feminine side.

"You look so fucking sexy in those," she whispered, running her hands over his body. "I want to see what else we can try."

John's heart raced with anticipation as Ann pulled out a lacy red thong from her bag. He had never worn anything like this before, but the sight of Ann's arousal was too much to resist.

He slipped on the thong, feeling the delicate lace against his skin and the way it hugged his curves even more tightly than the panties. As he turned to face Ann, he saw the desire in her eyes, and he knew that he was about to experience something incredible.

Ann climbed onto the bed next to him, running her fingers over the top of his thong as she leaned in to kiss him deeply. John moaned as he felt her tongue against his, the sensation sending waves of pleasure through his body.

As they continued to kiss, Ann reached down and stroked him gently through the thong, her touch sending shivers of pleasure racing through his body. He loved the way the thong made him feel, loved the way it brought out his feminine side and made him feel even more desirable and sensual.

Finally, unable to take it any longer, Ann slid the thong to the side and took him into her mouth, her tongue flicking against the head of his cock as he moaned out loud. He loved the way her mouth felt against him, the way she teased and tantalized him with her lips and tongue.

As she sucked him harder and harder, John felt a rush of pleasure building inside him, his tent in his thong growing harder by the second. He loved the way Ann made him feel, loved the way she embraced his femininity and encouraged him to explore it even further.

Finally, unable to hold back any longer, John exploded in a rush of pleasure, his body shaking with ecstasy as he came hard in Ann's mouth. She smiled up at him, her eyes shining with satisfaction.

"That was incredible," she said, kissing him deeply. "I can't wait to see what else we can explore together."


Chapter 3: Dress Up

After the thong experience, John was more eager than ever to explore his femininity with Ann. They spent hours talking and experimenting, trying on different outfits and lingerie as they explored the boundaries of their desires.

One day, Ann surprised John with a stunning red dress, the silky material flowing down to the floor in a cascade of sensuality and femininity. John felt his heart race as he slipped into the dress, the delicate fabric hugging his curves and making him feel even more sensual and desirable.

Ann watched him with a look of raw desire in her eyes, running her hands over his body and marveling at the way the dress brought out his feminine side.

"You look amazing," she said, her voice low and seductive. "So sexy and desirable."

John felt a wave of pleasure wash over him at her words, loving the way she embraced his feminine side and encouraged him to explore it even further.

As they continued to explore their desires, John found himself growing more and more comfortable with his feminine side, loving the way it made him feel and the way it brought him closer to Ann.

One night, as they were cuddled up in bed, Ann leaned over and whispered in his ear.

"I want to try something new," she said, her voice low and seductive.

John's heart raced with anticipation as Ann reached over and pulled out a long, black wig from her bag. She helped him slip it on, running her fingers through the long strands of hair as he marveled at how different he looked.

As she applied his makeup, John felt a sense of transformation taking place, a sense of becoming someone else entirely. He loved the way the wig made him feel, loved the way it brought out a new side of him that he never knew existed.

As they finally finished, John looked at himself in the mirror and marveled at how different he looked. He had never felt more sensual or feminine in his life, and he knew that he had Ann to thank for it.

Ann walked up to him, running her hands over his body as she leaned in to kiss him deeply. John felt a tent in his panties grow harder as they kissed, his body craving more and more of Ann's touch.

As they fell onto the bed, John felt a sense of liberation and freedom that he never knew was possible. He loved the way the dress and wig made him feel, loved the way they brought out his feminine side and allowed him to explore it in a safe and loving environment.

And as they made love, their bodies entwined and their passion grew stronger by the second. As they continued to make love, Ann's fingers played with John's long, black wig, twirling the strands of hair around her fingers as they kissed passionately. John felt a rush of pleasure wash over him as he felt Ann's hands in his hair, loving the way she embraced his feminine side and encouraged him to explore it even further.

He loved the way the wig made him feel, the way it brought out a new side of him that he never knew existed. He felt sexy and desirable, more confident and liberated than ever before.

As Ann's fingers continued to play with his hair, John moaned out loud, his body craving more and more of her touch. He loved the way her fingers felt in his hair, the way they teased and tantalized him with their gentle touch.

As they continued to make love, John found himself lost in a world of sensuality and desire, his body craving more and more of Ann's touch. He loved the way she made him feel, loved the way she embraced his feminine side and encouraged him to explore it even further.

Finally, as they reached the heights of ecstasy together, their bodies shaking with pleasure and desire, John knew that he had found the person he was meant to spend the rest of his life with. He loved Ann more than anything in the world, and he knew that their journey of exploration and discovery was only just beginning.

As they lay there, wrapped up in each other's arms, John felt a sense of peace and contentment wash over him. He knew that he had found his true calling, his true self, and he knew that he had Ann to thank for it.


Chapter 4: Heels

With the dress and panties now a regular part of their foreplay, Ann suggests that John try on some high heels to complete the look. As he slips his feet into the strappy sandals, he feels a jolt of excitement that races through his body. He loves the way the heels make him taller, the way they accentuate the curves of his legs, and the way they make him feel confident and sexy.

Ann walks around him, admiring his newfound feminine form. She runs her hands over his body, from his smooth legs to his curvy hips to his plump ass. "Mmm, you look so fucking hot in those heels," she purrs, her voice dripping with desire.

She leans in and kisses him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth as her hands roam over his body. John moans in pleasure, his body quivering under her touch. He's never felt so alive, so feminine, so desired.

Ann pulls back and smiles at him. "You know, John, I think you might enjoy something else, too. Something a little more... intense."

She kneels down in front of him and runs her hands up his legs, her fingers tracing the seams of his stockings. She reaches his crotch and feels the hardness of his cock straining against the silky material. She grins up at him and takes his cock in her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head and teasing him with her lips.

John moans in ecstasy, his body writhing on the bed as Ann drives him closer and closer to orgasm. She takes him deep into her mouth, swallowing his cock all the way down to the base, and he feels a rush of pleasure that makes his toes curl.

She pulls back and stands up, a wicked gleam in her eyes. "I want you to fuck me in those heels, John. I want you to pound my pussy until we both come."

John nods eagerly, his tent in his panties growing harder by the second. He flips Ann over onto her back and positions himself between her legs, his heels clicking on the hardwood floor. He slides his cock inside her, feeling the tightness of her pussy grip him as he starts to thrust.

Ann moans in pleasure, her body writhing under his touch. She loves the way his heels make him taller, the way they accentuate his curves and make him look even more feminine. She grabs his ass and pulls him deeper inside her, urging him on with her moans and gasps.

John pounds her harder and harder, his body quivering with desire. He loves the way the heels make him feel powerful and confident, like a true alpha male. He thrusts faster and faster, until he can't hold back any longer. He comes hard inside her, his body shaking with pleasure.

Ann screams in ecstasy, her body convulsing as she comes too. John collapses on top of her, their bodies intertwined in a hot, sweaty mess.

"That was amazing," he whispers, his voice filled with awe and wonder.

Ann smiles up at him, her eyes sparkling with love and desire. "Yes, it was," she murmurs. "And there's so much more to explore."

After their intense lovemaking session, John and Ann fall asleep in each other's arms. They wake up a few hours later, refreshed and ready to continue exploring their newfound sexual desires.

John slips on his high heels again, feeling a renewed sense of confidence and excitement. Ann watches him as he walks around the room, admiring the way his legs look even longer and sexier in the heels.

"I want to try something new," Ann says, her voice low and sultry. "Something that I think you'll love."

John nods eagerly, his heart racing with anticipation. He's willing to try anything to please his wife and explore his own sexual desires.

Ann leads him over to their dresser, where she pulls out a bottle of body lotion and some silk stockings. She sits him down on the bed and kneels down in front of him, running her hands up his legs and over his feet. She rubs the lotion into his skin, massaging his calves and thighs with slow, sensual strokes.

John moans in pleasure, his body tingling under her touch. He loves the way the lotion feels on his skin, the way it makes him feel pampered and feminine.

Ann slips the silk stockings over his feet and up his legs, smoothing them out with delicate fingers. She stands up and admires him from head to toe, taking in the sight of his curvy legs and plump ass.

"Turn around for me," she says, her voice husky with desire.

John does as he's told, feeling a sense of submission and obedience that turns him on even more. He knows that Ann is in control now, that he's her little slut to do with as she pleases.

Ann runs her hands over his ass, squeezing and massaging it through the silky material of his stockings. She leans in and whispers in his ear. "I want you to bend over for me, John. I want you to show me your pretty little ass."

John obeys, bending over at the waist and spreading his legs wide. He feels vulnerable and exposed, but also incredibly turned on.

Ann runs her hands over his ass again, admiring the roundness and smoothness of his cheeks. She leans in and kisses him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth as her fingers slide inside the waistband of his panties.

She pulls them down, exposing his ass to her hungry gaze. She rubs the lotion into his skin, massaging his cheeks with slow, sensual strokes. She leans in and kisses him again, this time focusing on his neck and ears. John moans in pleasure, his body tingling with desire.

Ann stands up and takes a step back, admiring the sight of John's exposed ass in his heels and stockings. "I have something else for you, John," she says, her voice low and sultry.

She reaches into the drawer and pulls out a small, black plug. She smears some more lotion on it and slides it inside John's ass, pushing it deep inside him.

John gasps in pleasure and surprise, feeling the tightness of his ass stretch to accommodate the plug. He loves the way it feels, the way it makes him feel even more submissive and feminine.

Ann grins at him and takes his hand. "Come with me, John," she says, as she leads him to the bathroom.

She turns on the shower and steps inside, pulling John in with her. She washes his body with slow, sensual strokes, paying special attention to his feet and legs. She rinses the lotion off his skin and watches as the water beads on his nylon-covered legs.

John leans back against the shower wall, feeling a sense of surrender and pleasure wash over him. He's never felt so feminine, so sexy, so desired. He knows that Ann is in control now, that he's her little slut to do with as she pleases.

Ann turns off the water and grabs a towel, wrapping it around John's body and drying him off with gentle strokes. She leads him back to the bedroom and pushes him down onto the bed, admiring the way his nylon-covered legs look spread wide.

"I want you to touch yourself, John," she says, her voice low and sultry. "I want you to stroke your cock for me while I watch."

John nods eagerly, his hand slipping between his legs and cupping his cock through the silky material of his panties. He strokes himself slowly, feeling the pleasure building with each passing moment.

Ann climbs onto the bed and straddles him, her pussy just inches from his face. She grinds against his mouth, moaning in pleasure as he licks and sucks on her clit.

John feels a rush of desire that sends him over the edge. He comes hard, his body shaking with pleasure as he shoots his load all over his belly.

Ann leans down and licks his cum off his body, savoring the taste and the feel of his submission. She grins up at him, a wicked gleam in her eyes.

"You're such a good little slut, John," she purrs. "And we're just getting started."


Chapter 5: Makeup and Perfume

After weeks of exploring John's femininity together, Ann decides to help John explore his feminine side even further by teaching him how to apply makeup and choose the perfect perfume. She leads him to their bathroom and sits him down on a stool in front of the vanity mirror.

"Are you ready to become a real little slut, John?" Ann asks, as she lays out an array of makeup brushes and products in front of him.

John nods eagerly, his heart racing with excitement. He watches as Ann expertly applies foundation to her face, smoothing it out and blending it in with a brush. She then moves on to eyeshadow, using a variety of shades to create a smoky, sultry look. She finishes off with a swipe of mascara and a bold red lip.

"Now it's your turn," she says, as she hands John a brush and a tube of foundation. "Go ahead and apply it all over your face, just like I did."

John takes a deep breath and starts to apply the foundation, feeling the soft bristles of the brush against his skin. He watches as the blemishes and imperfections disappear, leaving behind a smooth, flawless canvas. He then moves on to the eyeshadow, choosing a soft pink shade that matches his dress.

As he applies the eyeshadow, he feels a sense of liberation and freedom, as if he's shedding his old identity and becoming someone new. He loves the way the makeup accentuates his feminine features and makes him feel beautiful and desirable.

Ann watches him with a smile, her eyes sparkling with pride. "You look amazing, John," she says. "You're a natural at this."

John blushes with pleasure, feeling a rush of confidence and empowerment. He reaches for the tube of mascara and applies it carefully to his lashes, making them long and thick.

Ann then hands him a bottle of perfume, telling him to choose the one that he likes the most. John sniffs a few of the bottles, but settles on a sweet, floral scent that reminds him of springtime.

He sprays it on his wrists and neck, feeling the delicate aroma envelop him like a warm hug. He loves the way it makes him feel feminine and sexy, like a real woman.

Ann then leads him back to the bedroom, where she admires him from head to toe. "You look so beautiful, John," she says, as she runs her fingers through his hair. "I almost don't want to fuck you and mess up your makeup."

John giggles, feeling playful and flirty. "Don't worry about the makeup, Ann," he says. "I can always touch it up later. Right now, I just want you to fuck me like a little slut."

Ann grins at him, her eyes darkening with lust. She pushes him back onto the bed and starts to undress him, her hands fumbling with his dress and panties. She tosses them aside and leans in, her mouth seeking out his hard cock.

As she sucks him off, John feels a sense of pleasure and joy that he's never experienced before. He loves the way Ann accepts him and encourages him to embrace his feminine side, and he feels grateful to have her in his life.

As they make love, he feels the textures of nylon and silk against his skin, the softness of the sheets beneath him, and the aroma of Ann's perfume filling his nostrils. He revels in the sensory, sensual experience of being a woman, of exploring his sexuality in new and exciting ways.

And as he cums, he feels a sense of release and satisfaction that he's never known before. He's discovered a new side of himself, a side that he never knew existed, and he knows that he'll never be the same again.

Afterwards, as they lie in bed, cuddled up together, John feels a sense of contentment and happiness that he's never experienced before. He knows that he's found something special with Ann, something that he wants to explore and cherish for a long time to come.

"Thank you for helping me explore my feminine side, Ann," he says, as he strokes her hair. "I never knew that I could feel this way, but now that I have, I never want to go back."

Ann smiles at him, her eyes shining with love and affection. "You're welcome, John. I love you, and I'll always be here to help you explore and embrace your true self."

And with those words, John falls asleep, feeling safe and secure in Ann's loving embrace. He knows that they have a lot of adventures ahead of them, a lot of new experiences to discover, but he's ready for whatever comes next. He's ready to be a little slut, a little goddess, a little bit of everything.


Chapter 6: Full Transformation

John wakes up with a start, feeling the silky smoothness of his stockings against his legs. He turns over to see Anne already awake, staring at him with a smile on her face.

"Good morning, beautiful," she says, running her hand down his thigh. "You look so sexy with your makeup smeared all over the pillow."

John touches his face and realizes that the makeup he had put on the night before is now smudged all over the pillowcase. He feels a flush of embarrassment, but Anne just giggles and pulls him closer.

"Don't worry about it, baby," she says, leaning in to kiss him. "We can always put more makeup on you later."

John feels a sense of excitement at the thought of going all out with his feminine transformation. He feels a sense of empowerment and sensuality that he never knew was possible.

Anne stands up and takes his hand, leading him to the bathroom. She starts to apply more makeup, expertly drawing on his eyeliner and mascara. She selects a bright red lipstick and applies it to his lips, making them look plump and kissable.

John looks in the mirror and can hardly recognize himself. He looks like a beautiful woman, with full lips, dramatic eyes, and flawless skin. He feels a sense of pride and excitement at the transformation.

Anne leads him back to the bedroom and starts to help him dress. She selects a lacy bra and panties set, a matching garter belt, and a sexy, red lace babydoll dress. She helps him slip on some black heels and then stands back to admire her handiwork.

John looks in the mirror and can hardly believe what he sees. He looks like a beautiful, sensual woman, with curves in all the right places and a sense of femininity that he never knew was possible.

Anne takes his hand and leads him to the bed, pushing him down onto the silky sheets. She climbs on top of him, kissing him deeply and passionately, her hands roaming all over his body.

John feels a sense of desire and lust building inside him, his body quivering with anticipation. He wants nothing more than to be taken by his beautiful, powerful wife, to be dominated and pleasured in ways he never knew were possible.

Anne leans down and whispers in his ear. "I want you to be my little slut, John. I want you to let go and embrace your femininity completely. Can you do that for me, baby?"

John nods, feeling a sense of surrender and passion wash over him. He's ready to let go and explore the depths of his sensuality with Anne.

She starts to kiss and caress him all over, her hands sliding down to his stockings and up his dress. She pulls down his panties and starts to lick and suck on his cock, teasing him and driving him wild with desire.

John moans in ecstasy, his body writhing on the bed as Anne continues to pleasure him. He feels the fullness of her mouth and the softness of her lips, and he can hardly contain himself.

Anne stops suddenly and climbs off him, standing up to remove her own clothes. She's wearing a strap-on dildo, thick and black, with veins and ridges that look all too real.

John's eyes widen in shock and excitement. He's never been taken by a woman before, but the thought of Anne dominating him with the dildo is too hot to resist.

She climbs back onto the bed and positions herself between his legs, sliding the dildo inside him. John feels a sense of fullness and pleasure he's never experienced before, his body quivering with desire.

Anne grips his hips and starts to fuck him harder and harder, her thrusts growing more and more urgent. John feels the dildo hitting all the right spots, sending waves of pleasure through his body.

He moans and writhes on the bed, feeling more sensual and feminine than ever before. He's lost in the moment, lost in the passion and the desire that's coursing through him.

Anne leans down and starts to suck on his nipples, sending shivers of pleasure down his spine. She grips his hips even tighter and starts to fuck him harder and harder, her thrusts growing more urgent and intense.

John feels himself building towards orgasm, the pleasure becoming too much to bear. And then, with a final thrust, he comes, his cum shooting out all over the bed.

Anne climaxes soon after, the dildo still buried deep inside John. They collapse onto the bed, spent and satisfied, their bodies slick with sweat.

John looks up at Anne, his eyes full of love and passion. "Thank you for showing me this side of myself," he says. "I never knew I could feel so sensual and powerful."

Anne leans down and kisses him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth. "You're so beautiful and sexy," she says, running her hands down his body. "I love seeing you like this, John. I love seeing you embrace your femininity and your sensuality."

They lie there for a few moments longer, basking in the afterglow of their passion. John feels a sense of contentment and fulfillment he's never known before.

He knows that his journey with Anne has only just begun, that there are many more adventures and explorations to come. But for now, he's happy to lie here with her, to revel in the beauty and the power of their love.

Dressed Like Her: Part 1

I was caught. There I was, sitting on the edge of the bed, stockings on my legs, bra and panties clung to my body, and heels on my feet. I had been masturbating in front of a mirror in the bedroom. The thought of being a sexy woman and the image of being that woman always put me over the edge. I had one of my wife’s soft cotton socks around my dick to help keep the mess under control, and also, because I loved the feeling of the material on my cock. I was so caught up in the moment that I didn’t hear the front door open. I didn’t hear my wife, Kate, come up the stairs, walk down the hallway and open the bedroom door.

“Rob,” she asked in a calm tone, “what on earth of you doing?”

The surprise of her entrance left me speechless. I panicked. Our eyes briefly made contact before I averted my gaze. Without a word, I grabbed the comforter off the bed, wrapped it around my lingerie-clad body, and darted to the bathroom. Once inside, I clumsily pulled off the heels, grabbed the stocking tops and pulled them off, unclasped the bra and yanked down the panties. I wrapped everything in the towel and stashed it next to the toilet. I grabbed my bathrobe off the back of the bathroom door and covered up my naked body. My heart was beating super fast and I thought I was about to have a panic attack. I sat down on the toilet, leaned forward and put my hands on my face. There was a knock at the door.

“Rob, honey, open up.” Kate said, sounding more amused than angry. “I’m not upset, I just want to talk with you.”

“Babe, I don’t know what to say,” I replied.

I got up and opened the door. Kate was sitting on the edge of the bed. She patted the bed next to her, inviting me to sit down.

“How long have you been dressing up?” she asked.

“Years,” I admitted. “I swear it’s just a fetish. I’m not gay or anything. I’ve been borrowing your stuff, putting it on, getting myself off, and trying to put everything back exactly where I found it.”

“I already knew you were in my lingerie drawer,” she said. “I wasn’t particularly bothered by it. I didn’t want to embarrass you. You did piss me off one time though; you left a cum stain in one of my favorite pairs of panties,” she recalled, with a giggle. “Now let’s get you properly dressed up and explore this thing. I must admit, seeing you there in my underwear was a bit of a turn on.”

She went to the bathroom and grabbed the bundle of stashed clothes. Kate pushed me back on the bed and instructed me to put out my leg. The sexy feelings from earlier came flooding back as she slid the first stocking up my leg. It felt just as cool and silky as every other time I had put them on. Kate slid the second sheer stocking onto my other leg. Then she had me stand up to fasten them to the suspender belt she had just wrapped around my waist. Once the stockings were in place, she grabbed the panties and slowly slid them up my legs. The feeling of them against my nylon legs was incredible. Kate stared at me with an intense look.

"You’re really like dressing me up, don’t you?" I remarked. "Yeah, I do" she said. "Nearly as much as you by the look of that cock of yours," she laughed looking at my now hard penis trying to force its way out of captivity. "Your would be correct,” I laughed, as I felt the snake in my panties come to full attention.

Kate grabbed my hand and looked at my nails. “These need some polish,” she said, grabbing some from a drawer in the bathroom. “Red will suit you nicely.”

She applied the nail polish and seemed happy with her work.  "Now, let's do this properly and get you into a dress" she said. I very rarely wore dresses. I typically just put on her lingerie. I stood up, and she grabbed a dress from her closet. She had me raise my arms and slid it around my body. There no buttons to fasten it. It only had a satin belt around the waist and one tiny clasp. Kate adjusted the dress until it wrapped tightly around my breasts, showing a small amount of cleavage, fastened the clasp and tied the belt, holding it tightly in place around me. As I adjusted myself,  the fabric parted at the front revealing more of my stocking clad legs.

"This is going to open up when I walk, don’t you think?" I noticed. "A bit" she said, "you will just have to take small lady sized steps today. It's the perfect size though. We are both the same size, but I've got some extra natural curves" she joked. "And they are mighty fine" I said, looking at her breasts bouncing around as she dressed me. She then grabbed a pair of black patent leather open toe pumps from her closet. These looked to have a three-inch heel. "They will do fine for now," she said, “eventually we can go higher.”

I slipped my stockinged feet into the shoes and stood still whilst Kate readjusted my dress and seams. "Ok, walk over there" she said. I walked across the bedroom and back again. Walking in these shoes was a lot easier than the six-inch spikes I had been wearing before. "Are my seams straight in the back?" I asked. "They look great," she said, "in fact your nearly looking like a real woman all over, we just need to work on your face and hair, then you’ll be ready." She pulled a blonde wig from a bag in her closet. “This is from a halloween party a few years back,” she said.

She used bobby pins to pin back my hair, and then stretched the wig over my head pulling and tugging at it t until it was finally in place. She then spent some time brushing it into place and applying a little leave-in conditioner. Kate then turned her attention to my face.

Foundation, powder, blush, mascara, eye shadow and some lipstick to match my dark red nails. She went to her dresser and got some jewellery. She grabbed a single stranded pearl necklace with matching pearl drop earrings. She also took out some beautiful rings, trying them on my fingers. She eventually picked out two for each hand. On my left-hand wedding finger she put a single stone diamond solitaire. "This looks like someone’s engagement ring?" I said inquisitively, lifting my hand to take a closer look. "That is exactly what it is," she said coyly. “It’s a fake diamond, but I’ve had it for years. I want you to be my bride.”

I blushed at this and tears unexpectedly welled up in my eye. The thought of me being her bride really excited me. "Oh Kate, It’s so beautiful, thank you." I grabbed her and gave her a big hug. "Is that a yes?" she asked, smiling. "It depends how the rest of the night goes,” I replied, with a grin.

I was now dressed as a beautiful woman. I looked in the mirror and the image was of a beautiful young woman dressed to kill and to thrill! Once again my cock started to harden and poke its way out of my dress. Kate walked over to me and we kissed, trying not to smudge our lipstick and faces. She pressed her tight body against mine and humped her leg against my hard cock. "Well, it looks like we will have to tame that cock of yours before we go out" she purred  to me sexily.

“Go out?” I asked. “I’m not sure if I’m ready for that!”

“Trust me, you’ll be fine,” she replied, “let me take care of that boner and then we’re going to take you out for the evening.”

She seductively slid down my feminized body and parted the material of my dress, revealing my stockings and panties. She pulled my panties down to my knees, freeing my cock and balls. She sucked one of my balls into her mouth whilst rubbing my hard dick slowly with one hand and my nylon covered leg with the other. The feeling of the two sensations was truly amazing. Kate then lifted her head to my cock and slurped it up, straight into her mouth. Her head started to bob up and down as she sucked it  for all she was worth. She sneaked her other hand around behind my ass  and started to tickle my butt hole with one of her long nails. That was all it took and my cum really started to boil. She brought her hand back around, licked her finger so it was dripping with saliva, and then quickly returned her mouths attention to my cock. She moved her hand back around to my butt and pushed her wet finger easily into my ass. It felt as big as a carrot as she wiggled it slowly around and then started to pump it back and forth. That was as much as I could take and I gasped, "Oh shit, I hope your ready for this!" She nodded her head and started to suck me harder. I exploded a week's worth of cum into her sexy little mouth. She never stopped sucking and swallowing me after many spurts. When I had finally finished she pulled her finger out of my ass and pulled up my panties, tucking my soft cock back in. I was expecting her to give me a wet kiss and do some swapping, but she stood up and swallowed all of it right in front of me. "Oh okay," I exclaimed, sounding a little disappointed. "That was mine" she said greedily "I earned it, but don't worry, we can share some later, if you want to" "Oh yes please, I can't wait" I gushed. "Kate, You're a very sexy girl," I said to her. "Only for  you" she replied "I've never done any of this prior to this. You just bring out the animal in me" "I can't argue with that" I said.

We decided that we were ready to go out for the evening. Kate had brought a nice coat for me to wear out. She had a leather one, but had brought me a PVC coat that had black fur around the cuffs and also the collar. It fitted tightly to the waist then flared out, just stopping at knee length where my dress stopped. "These match quite perfectly," I said to her. "Yeah, I bought them just for that, she said, "I've worn that exact outfit a few times myself" “So where to?” I asked. “Shopping, duh!” she exclaimed.

Like most dudes, I've always been a practical shopper, only going to the mall when I needed to and could never spend all day just browsing. Dressed like this and with my wife, it felt like the natural thing to do. We spent the full day in the shopping Mall. I had to practice taking smaller steps as when I tried my normal walk my dress opened up revealing a glimpse of stocking clad leg. It had happened a few times and we had a couple of giggling teenagers follow us for nearly thirty minutes, hoping for another glimpse. Kate thought it was pretty funny and kept walking quickly to make me do it again.

Throughout the day she tried on a whole bunch of new clothes, makeup, jewellery, lingerie, stockings and shoes. All of them on the sexy side of stylish. The shoes were almost all  high heels, and the clothes all made from some form of sensual fabric, lace or silk.

I didn't want to screw up my outfit  so  I didn't try on anything, but Kate insisted in the shoe store. She brought over a pair of really sexy bright red pumps with a five-inch stiletto heel. "Babe, you've got to try these on ," she gushed. A young male shop worker came over and asked if he could help. "Oh yes, please bring my sister a pair of these in size nine please" "Certainly" he said and walked away. He came back with the shoes and sat on the floor in front of me. I held up my right foot for him and he slid off my shoe. He let his hands linger a little too long on my leg and foot for my liking, then he slid the new shoe onto my stocking clad foot. He did the same with my left foot.

The position in which I was sitting gave him a perfect view right up my legs and under my dress, so I teased him by opening my legs a bit, just enough so he could see my stocking tops, but not so far that he could see I had a cock hidden in there. I stood up in the shoes and did a little fashion parade for Kate who cooed that they were perfect, and asked the worker to wrap them up for her. I sat down again and the guy changed my shoes back for me.

I could see him looking up my dress and at my stocking tops, so I slowly opened my legs wider, leaving them open for a few seconds and giving him a full view, including my satin panties. Kate was watching my every move and grinned at me, tempting me on to open my legs a little further. I figured it was dark inside my dress and as my cock was soft at the moment he wouldn't be able to see much. The poor guy must have thought he was looking into a beautiful woman's vagina as he just started to tremble and grunt as he sat there changing my shoes.

His hands were gently gripping my nylon-clad ankles as he pulled of each shoe and put my old black heels back on for me. "Make sure my stockings are smooth around my ankles please" I said to him, "I don't want my legs to look untidy." When he had finished putting on the shoes he smoothed the nylon around my ankles as I had instructed. As he stood, Kate and I could see him trying to hide his hardness growing in the front of his pants. He scurried away. We left the shop giggling. "Baby, you're a natural tease!" laughed Kate "did you see his face when he started to get a boner?" "That'll teach him to look up a ladies dress uninvited" I laughed.

By lunchtime we were ready for some rest. We just grabbed coffee at the food court and continued straight through to the afternoon. We spent a ton of money, but it was worth it.

At the end of the day we were totally exhausted, so headed back home. The day had gone perfectly and we each had a really good time. Each of us were so much happier than we had been the day before. This was both arousing and fun.

We went into the living room and both collapsed on the sofa. "I never knew shopping was so tiring," I said "Yeah, it's always tiring, but pretty fun don't you think?" "It is when I'm a woman,” I laughed.

I went to the kitchen to get a bottle of champagne and two glasses. We sat chatting and finished off the full bottle before realising it was starting to get dark outside. "Do you want to go outside?" Kate asked, "Sure, let's go outside on the balcony" I said.

We went out on the balcony together and she lit a cigarette, blowing the smoke out into the dark night air. There was only one seat on our balcony so offered it to her. "No, I'll stand and look out at the sky for now" she said. "Do you mind if I sit?" I asked "my feet are killing me after spending all day in these heels". "Oh sorry," she said in sympathy, "I forgot it takes some time to get used to them, go ahead, sit," she laughed.

I sat on the outdoor chair and watched as Kate leaned against the rail and gracefully smoked her cigarette. After some time she walked over to me and sat on my knee straddling my nylon-clad legs. She was wearing a skirt that slid right up to her waist revealing stockings and panties. Her stocking clad legs rubbed against mine and made a sexy swishing sound as she rubbed against me. She slowly inhaled her cigarette and blew smoke gently in my face. That turned me on so much that my dick went from soft to hard in less than a second. She offered me a smoke, passing me the cigarette. We finished it off together, while she sat straddling me. When we had finally finished she put her hand down to my crotch and found my hard cock. Pulling open my dress she freed it from my panties and started to rub it softly. "It's so smooth and erect," she said gazing into my eyes. We touched lips and played tongue hockey until she said "I've got to have you in me now!"

Lifting herself up and pulling her thong panties to one side in one quick maneuver she impaled her body onto my hard cock, never taking her eyes off mine. Her eyes rolled, and she moaned as she sank down on my cock and she breathed; "I wish you could feel what that's like, having someone inside of you it's just unbelievable." "Oh I wish I could" I replied honestly. I had been thinking about it for years and would love to have been screwed the way a woman gets fucked whilst being dressed.

She sat and rode my cock for a long time, this time I kept the control and asked her when she was ready to cum. "I'm so close,” she said, “right on the edge, but lets go inside where its warmer." As she stood my cock slipped out of her tightness,  making a slurping noise. I looked down and could see that her delicious juices had run all down my legs, soaking my stocking tops and my dress. "I hope you weren't planning for me to wear this later," I said as she led me by the hand back into the house. "No, I have other plans for you" she said wickedly. I laid back on the sofa, with my dress up, revealing my cock sticking up like a flagpole. Kate walked over and straddled me again, letting my hard dick slip straight back into her moist warm slit as she squatted. The feeling of her nylon clad legs rubbing against mine was really hot.

She then produced a tube of KY jelly from her purse, which was laying on the couch. "What's that for?" I asked, with a grin.. "I want to feel you in my ass" she said "but it’s been a while since I treated you. Promise me you'll be gentle?" "Of course" I said greedily, "I'll be as gentle as I can with you, but how should we do this?" "I think if a bend over the couch and stick my butt out, you can come up behind me. Is that good for you?" she asked. "Uhh, yeah of course" I said, "let's try it!"

She knelt down on the sofa, pointing her lovely, plump ass in my direction. I lifted up her skirt and pulled her panties right down to her knees, revealing her perfect creamy butt. I started to massage her ass cheeks and I gently worked my way into the middle, pulling her cheeks apart and seeing her puckered little rose bud. I had never done this previously, but something came over me and I leant forward and started to lick around her little brown hole.

She smelt very musky down there, but not dirty at all. My tongue probed around her and I could feel her sphincter muscles starting to loosen a bit. She was moaning with pleasure and saying "Oh please don't stop that's heaven" over and over. I assumed I had found one of her weak spots. My tongue found its way right inside her hole and I started to flick it in and out, fucking her ass with my tongue. Her moaning increased and she was now telling me not to stop, and pushing her ass back to meet my thrusting tongue! I carried on with the tongue fuck for a few more minutes until her muscles were fully relaxed. "How does that feel?" I asked. She must have been extremely far gone because her reply made no sense, just a series of 'Ooh's' and 'ahhs'! I opened the tube of KY jelly and I applied it all around her ass hole. Pulling my dress apart, I also lubed up my cock. I positioned myself directly behind her butt, holding my hard cock right up against her ass hole. "Kate, Are you ready for this?" I asked. "Yes, yes, please" was her reply.

I pulled her butt cheeks apart and started to push myself forward, the head of my cock slipped in easily with the lube and her already relaxed muscles. "Oh" she squealed "that feels big!" "Do you want me to stop?" I asked. "Don't you dare" she hissed, "keep going, push it all in baby!" I did as she wanted and I started to push forward slowly. My dick slid into her ass hole a little at a time. I stopped halfway thinking that would be enough. She already had four and a half inches of hard cock inside her. She must have felt me stop and she asked "Is it all in?" "Not yet" I said "that's just about half of it." "Well keep going please" she hissed "I want all of you in me!"

I pushed even harder and the last four inches or so slid in until the base was pressed tightly up against her butt cheeks. "That's all of it," I said, "are you good?" "Oh yes, fuck me hard now" was all she could groan. I started to slowly pump my cock in and out of her. Her ass was so amazingly tight that she kept getting pulled up with the force of it. "Faster, Harder" was all she could groan. I pumped her butt as hard as I dare, giving her my full eight-inch stroke up to the hilt every time. "Oh shit, Oh shit" she started to scream and had a massive orgasm. Her whole body was twitching and shaking. I carried on fucking her ass until her orgasm subsided and then slowed down my pace and let my cock slip out of her. She turned to face me and I could see that it must have been an amazing orgasm. Her eyes were still wide and her cheeks were totally flushed. "Shit, that was amazing!" was all she could say.

She kissed me hard and passionately on my lips, playing tongue hockey with me for a few minutes. "You must have done that before. The tongue thing?" she asked. "Nope" I said, "that was my first time, but I hope it won't be our last.” "Not if I have my way" she replied. She looked down and saw my cock still poking out between the folds of my silky dress. "You didn't cum?" she asked. "No, I wanted you to first" I said. "Well I certainly did," she laughed as she slid down my dress. She took my cock back into her mouth and slid her mouth over it till she had it three quarters of the way in. I felt the tip of my cock touch the back of her throat. She then started her signature trick of sucking and humming while bobbing her head up and down on it. As always that worked perfectly and had my juices gushing up. I knew she wanted it so didn't hold back and my cock erupted, spewing spurt after spurt of hot gizz into her mouth. This time she caught it all and seductively stood back up to my face. She leaned back and opened her mouth. It was overflowing with cum! Kate leaned forward, and placed a hand on either side of my head pulled me forward till our lips met. She slowly opened her lips to kiss me, so I did likewise and felt the cum trickle from her mouth into mine. We swapped back and forth until it was all gone.

We broke from the cummy kiss and she pointed at my dress saying, "Look at the mess you’ve made!" Cum had dribbled from my mouth and had stained the front of my lovely black dress. Kate had fared no better and her dress was also messed up. We giggled at the state of each other and laid back on the sofa to cuddle. "What are we going to do tonight?" I asked her, "we need to get changed if we are going out again, we look like whores." "I want to stay in," she replied "can we?" "Of course, sounds great" I said, "Let’s order Chinese or something". "Good idea. We need to get changed anyway," she said, she still looked ravishing, her long nylon clad legs in full view. “Sounds great, baby,” thank you for everything. Tonight was amazing,” I told her. “This is just the beginning,” she replied.

Bottom for my Wife


Chapter 1

I've always been fond of large women, not obese necessarily but you know, big. Like Amazonian big. Tall, big curvy hips and a chest to match with broad shoulders, but not in a masculine way mind you, but kind of proportionate for a girl. Let me tell you they aren't really that easy to come by either. I'd dated and bedded a few girls in high school and freshman year in college, but none of them really stoked my fire, if you know what I mean.

Then I laid eyes on Clarissa my sophomore year of college I knew I had to have her. She was 6' 7" tall and about 220 pounds of what looked like solid muscle, but still curvy in all the right places including her nicely shaped C cup breasts. With blond curly hair and blue eyes that would make you melt I wasted no time in declaring my undying love for her. She, on the other hand, was determined to make me work for every last bit of her affection. The first five times I asked her out she flat out denied me in no uncertain terms, but I had resolve. Then she played hard to get for another year at least before I finally wore her down enough to where she finally agreed to go out on a date with me, and I pulled out all the stops for her.

A carriage ride through the park, dinner at a fancy restaurant, dancing, roses, champagne, you name it I lavished it on her with reckless abandon. Well I won't bore you with the rest of the details but I managed to win her over in time. Oddly enough she said it was my sense of humor the ultimately got her. Whatever, I didn't care! I finally had the girl of my dreams and everything was great. Our sex life was fabulous and we would go at it sometimes 2 or 3 times a day in the beginning.

After we both graduated college I popped the question and she said yes. I was the happiest man alive. We got married on a warm July weekend, bought a house in the suburbs and settled into what I thought would be a nice normal life together. I'd gotten a job at a local tech firm doing IT work and the pay was great. She was working as a physical therapist at the local hospital.

After a few years of the usual routine I guess some of the spark had gone out of the relationship. Our sex life gradually dwindled from 2-3 times a week, to 2-3 times a month, and eventually 2-3 times a year. I still loved her with a passion and tried desperately to add some flair to our love life, but most times Clarissa just wasn't interested. I began to become worried that maybe she was seeing someone else on the side, and just the thought of it tore me up inside. I tried to squash those feeling down as far as I could and work harder to be the man she fell in love with, but I was starting to lose hope.

Then one day Clarissa got into a car accident on the way home from work. Some jackass ran a red light and T boned her car pretty badly. It was the best thing that ever happened to us. She had broken her leg and bruised a few ribs, but she was all right in the end. After a few days in the hospital she was released and I brought her home and tried to dote on her hand and foot. At first she kind of liked it, and needed it as it pained her to get up and move around too much. But eventually she became more mobile and gradually rebuffed my attempts to help her out in almost any way possible. She seldom laughed at my jokes or goofy antics anymore despite my best efforts. It felt like she was pushing me away and I didn't know what to do to make her fall in love with me again. I was crushed.

I had been moping around the house for a few days and had almost given up hope when out of the blue one night Clarissa shuffled over to my side of the bed, which wasn't an easy feat for her with the cast still on, and began gently brushing her hand over my chest. I went hard almost immediately! I swear it had been months since my wife had touched me in a sensual way, and even longer since we had had sex. Still I couldn't get my hopes up. Why would things have changed so suddenly? Maybe she was trying to butter me up for something. She certainly knew how to push my buttons, regardless of the fact she hadn't even fingered them in ages. I gently placed my arm across her back with my hand on her shoulder and began to softly caress her, not wanting to push it too far too fast. She lifted her head to look me in the eyes and I could see something smoldering there, just beneath the surface of her gorgeous baby blues.

Then the dam burst. She grabbed me by the shoulders and hoisted herself on top of me crushing her lips down onto mine. Our tongues danced together for what seemed like ages before we both needed to come up for air. When we did we were both panting like rabid dogs, groping and feeling each other over every inch of each others bodies. God, I'd never seen her like this before. It was like she was possessed. She kissed me with such ferocity that I thought she was going to suck my teeth straight out of my mouth. When she finally came up she gave me another burning look.

"I have to have you right now! Fuck me, George! Fuck me right now!"

She then reached behind her with one arm and grabbed the waistband of my tighty whiteys and tore them off my body in one smooth motion, tossing the remains to the floor. She didn't have to tell me twice! I reached down with my left hand between our bodies and raised my achingly hard cock up to where her dripping love tunnel was waiting. It was a little awkward getting into position with her cast still on her leg and all, and I was a little worried that she was going to be in pain with all the jostling around and the strange positioning, but if she was she didn't show it at all. She reached back down between her legs and guided my throbbing member straight into the hot, waiting folds of her pussy. I tried thrusting underneath her to get as much of my cock into her heavenly pussy as I could but she was just too big for me.

Besides, she had her own ideas. She latched both her hands down onto my shoulders and proceeded to half rock herself up and down and half shove my body back and forth with such force she was practically ramming my head into the headboard. Concussion notwithstanding, it was the best five minutes of my life. She fucked me with such command and control while I was powerless underneath her the whole time. By the end we both climaxed at the same time and she collapsed on top of me and promptly passed out, while I was still inside her. I didn't mind though. I reveled in the feeling of my wife's body on top of me, even if she was bigger than me. Not that I was a small guy, but at 5' 11" she was a full 8 inches taller that me and probably had at least 30 pounds on me. It wasn't long till I passed out from exhaustion too, but that sure didn't last all night. Clarissa woke up twice more in the middle of the night and ravished me both times similar to the first... and I couldn't have been happier.

This trend continued for the next few weeks, with her taking even more control in the bedroom. She would whip me into every position she could manage with her cast on and several more I'd never considered possible, but I loved every minute of it. I was counting the seconds at work till I could get home and let her have her way with me.

So the Friday her cast was coming off I decided to leave work early and surprise her at home with some flowers, champagne and lingerie I had bought the day earlier to celebrate. When I walked through the front door I immediately knew something was amiss. As I yelled hello while shutting the door I could hear her struggling with something and swearing to herself from her office.

"Clarissa?" I called, as I walked down the hall toward her office door.

"Be out in a minute!" she yelled while still wrestling with something.

"Is everything okay?" I was mere steps away from the door now.

"Don't come in! I'll be out in a sec!" she screamed sensing I was almost at her door.

"C'mon honey, what going onnnnn..." I said as I rounded the corner.

At this point I had to pause to take in what I was seeing. Clarissa was hunched over in her office chair with her back to me, fighting with something in her lap. She was wearing blue jeans, a t-shirt and a ball cap with her hair stuffed up inside of it. This may be normal for some women from time to time, but I'd never seen my wife in anything but a dress, or blouse and slacks or whatever, but it was always feminine looking. She didn't even own a pair of sweats. As I continued to look I noticed what seemed like porn on the computer screen. It was a little hard to tell with her in the way, but in kind of looked like some dude was really pounding the crap out of a hot little blonde on some patio furniture.

"Are... are you watching porn?" I asked a little slowly.

She hastily looked up and I could hear her say 'shit!' under her breath as she immediately hit a few keys on the keyboard and the image disappeared.

"Dammit George... I told you I'd be right out!" she said in frustration as she went back to struggling with something in her lap.

"Honey... look... its okay. I don't mind if you watch porn. Hell I'll even watch it with you," I told her, "Is this what's caused the new spark in our love life, because if it is I'll start ordering it by the metric ton!"

I was trying to lighten the mood a little, but I could see her make one final move with her arm then heard the zipper on her jeans zip up. She slumped her shoulders, placing her hands on the armrests and hung her head a little and sighed. I walked up behind her and gently started massaging her neck. That was odd, from the top down view of her in the chair it looked like she had almost no tits.

"Really honey... it's alright. I love you so much I'd be willing to do anything to keep you happy. Absolutely anything," I told her.

It was the truth. I would have jumped in front of a speeding train if it had made her happy. She slowly sat up straight in the chair and tilted her head back to look at me.

"Anything?" she asked.

"Anything," I assured her.

She straightened her head and turned her chair around toward me as she cleared her throat. As she faced me for the first time since I got home I noticed that she looked, well, a lot like a guy. The ball cap, t shirt, jeans and damn it... I was sure her tits had almost vanished. Then, as I looked closer, I could swear she had a bulge in the front of her pants. She stood up and pulled me close, grabbing my ass with one hand as she pulled me in and kissed me deeply. As we explored each others mouths I couldn't help but feel her press into me with her pelvis and knew something wasn't right down there, I felt something else in the way, something between us both literally and physically.

"Ahhh... honey," I stammered as I pulled away for a second, "Is there something big in your pocket?"

"You bet there is baby, and I am happy to see you... badum ching!" she replied with a huge smile.

"Huh?" I said completely confused.

"C'mon, you know the gag. Is that something big in your pocket or are you just happy to see me! Huh?! Huh?!"

She paused, waiting for me to get the joke. I'm pretty sure all I had registering on my face at that point was utter confusion. Her expression changed from comedic to cautious reservation.

"Look, hopefully you'll understand it all later, but for right now let me just try to explain. I know things haven't been the same between us for a while now and I'm truly sorry about that, but for reasons I can't explain it just seemed like I was missing something. I mean our life is great and all and I love you deeply for all the wonderful things you've done for me over the years, but it seemed like things were just becoming boring... well, routine or something... anyway, it was just driving me nuts."

"Why didn't you tell..."

She held up a finger to shush me.

"Shhhhh.... let me finish," she insisted, "I felt like I was changing, and our usual sex life was just not enough to keep me interested."

I didn't like where this was going. It sounded like she was on the verge of admitting to cheating on me, which would have been devastating news to me.

"Honestly I was close to being unfaithful, until the accident. While I was recovering at home I was bored senseless while you were at work and I had nothing to do, so I spent a lot of time on the computer. One day while I was fucking around, a freebie porn site popped up and just for kicks I decided to look around. I had nothing better to do right? Well I found a section on shemale and transsexual porn and... I don't know... something clicked. I was immediately aroused! Seeing those big studs fucking those hot chicks with their hard cocks bouncing about really turned me on. So I started watching more, and the more I watched the hornier I became. That was the same night I jumped you in bed. I was so hot I couldn't take it anymore. I'm pretty sure you didn't mind, but being in control on top of you was really getting my goat, so to speak. So you see, that's what I was watching when you came in. Here, look."

She turned around to the computer and maximized the browser screen and pressed play. As she backed away from the desk to give me a better look the couple frozen in their passion came to life, and after looking for a few seconds I noticed that the 'female' indeed, had a good sized cock bouncing around while her beau was really thrusting his into her ass. I had never seen shemale porn up to this point or even considered that a cock on a girl might look good, but this was actually turning me on too. I guess Clarissa noticed the look on my face or the stirring in my pants, because she walked behind me and placing her hand on my hips gently began gently rubbing the bulge in her pants up against my ass. This caught me a little off guard and I turned away from the screen to face her again.

"So this is what you've been watching for the last few weeks that's been getting you all hot and bothered?" I said a little surprised, she nodded at me and smiled, slightly embarrassed, "So do you want to be the shemale? Or have the shemale do you, or... what?"

I was grasping at what part of all this, really turned her on.

"Neither, its the guy that really turns me on," she said with a hint of lust in her voice.

"So you want the guy to do you as if you're a shemale?" I asked.

"No I want to be the guy that does the shemale." she insisted.

"Okay... so the idea of doing.... shemales... as if you were a guy gets you horny?" I said slowly trying to make the image clear in my head.

"Well that's part of it I guess," she replied.

"Okay so what's the other part?" I asked her.

"You just don't get it, do you George?" she said as she smiled, put her hands on my shoulders and looked me straight in the eyes, "I want you to be my shemale. You're the one I want to fuck. The idea of you dressed like a girl while I pound you silly with my cock makes me just... So... HOT!"

She punctuated the last word by pulling me in again for another make out session. To say I was in shock would have been an understatement. My mind was awash in questions of my own sexuality as well as my wife's, but I was having a hard time concentrating while my wife was kissing me and grabbing my ass while thrusting her pelvis into mine. I was quite clearly turned on as the bulge in my pants was bumping up against hers as she continued to grind on me. I was finally able to tear myself away after several minutes of heavy petting.

"Wait, wait... hold on a minute. I'm not sure... I mean I don't know if, well... if I'm up for this," I said hesitantly, "I mean are you saying you want me to get a sex change or something?"

"No, no! Not at all... that is, unless you want one, but no, that's not something I would ask or expect you to do. All I'm asking is for you to try a few new things with me, for me, on me, and try to keep an open mind about it. I promise I won't push you any further than what you're comfortable with. You do still love me don't you dear? You told me you would do absolutely anything to make me happy. I think this is where I need to start."

She was right. I had said exactly those words and I had meant them. I just didn't think it would have led me to taking it up the ass, literally. But I was deeply in love with this woman, not to mention still fully aroused, so if this is what it took to keep her happy I'll be damned if I was going to say no.

"Okay honey. I said I would to anything for you and I will, just please keep this between the two of us alright?" I said.

Her face instantly brightened as she threw her arms around me and screeched in my ear.

"Oh... thank you, thank you, thank you. You can't believe what this means to me honey! I really do hope you're going to love it as much as I do! Come on, let's go celebrate!"

She took me by the hand and led me out into the living room/ kitchen area where she noticed the gifts I'd brought home.

"Are these for me? Oh darling! You're such a sweetie! Here, open the champagne while I open this."

I popped the cork and poured us a couple glasses while she unwrapped the package and took out the pink lace and silk teddy with matching panties I'd purchased for her. As she held them up I saw a mischievous look of delight fill her face.

I had always made it a point when buying clothes as a gift to intentionally get them a size or two small. That way I could say 'Oh I thought you were smaller than that.' No girl wants their man to think they're fat. Also that way they would have the fun of returning it to the shop for something they really wanted. Clarissa held up the teddy to her body.

"They look like they're a little small for me, but... they might just fit you," she said.

She took the teddy off the hanger and draped it over the front of my shirt as she took a glass of champagne and held it up.

"To new beginnings," she toasted.

We clinked our glasses and looked in each others eyes as we took a drink. Feeling rather nervous and needing something to steady myself I gulped down my entire glass in two swallows. Clarissa smiled and topped up my glass again.

"Easy there tiger. We've got the whole evening ahead of us," she said as she winked at me. I drained that glass too. Clarissa held up the panties to me as well, "These are cute! You have to admit the irony here is completely delicious. You buy the panties for me, but wind up wearing them in the end!"

I was still in a bit of shock, but she totally loved this.

"More champagne dear?" she asked and I nodded.

She filled my glass and grabbed hers. Seeing that I was going to down my third, she drank all of hers as well.

"Why don't you grab the bottle and we'll take the party upstairs to the bedroom, huh?"

Starting to feel a little buzzed by now I picked up the champagne and followed her as she walked up the stairs to our bedroom. I was still in a daze I guess because all I could do was stand at the end of the bed with the bottle in one had and my empty glass in the other.

"Go ahead and pour yourself another glass sweetie," she said as she sauntered up to me.

She held out her glass as I filled both hers and mine. After another glassful she set everything down on the end table and pulled me in close.

"Feeling a little bit better now?" she purred, "I know I am, and I think it's time we get things started. Don't worry about a thing honey. I promise I'll be gentle."

With that, she nuzzled up to my ear and began placing gentle kisses up and down my neck. I rolled my head back and being a little buzzed I started to lose my balance, but Clarissa caught me and pulled me in closer placing one hand on my ass and giving it a solid squeeze. I let out a soft moan as she let her other hand slowly snake her way up my chest and began stroking my chest through my shirt paying close attention to my nipples stopping to pinch them lightly. I don't know if it was the alcohol or what, but this was really turning me on. Her kissing and became more insistent along with her grip on my ass pulling me in and grinding me on the bulge in her pants.

"Oh... Oh, you're getting me so hot baby. Do you like the feel of the new me? I bought it with you specifically in mind. I think he really wants to meet you. Here, sit down on the edge of the bed and I'll help you two get better acquainted," she said as she gently pushed me down on the bed.

I was now at eye level with her crotch and could see the huge bulge in her jeans extending from the zipper all the way down into the pant leg. Holy shit that thing looked enormous! She took my hand and placed it on her crotch and I instinctively began tracing the outline with my fingers. Clarissa smiled at me, but I never took my eyes off the protrusion in her jeans.

"Yea I think you two are going to be fast friends" she said slightly breathlessly, "Why don't you help him out of his confines darling?"

I used both hands to undo her belt buckle, unfasten her jeans and pull them down along with the boxers she was wearing. With all that around her ankles now her enormous dildo bounced up and almost smacked me in the face. My eyes went wide as it wagged back and forth in front of me suggestively. Good lord this thing was as big as a baby's arm, and a big baby at that! Possibly a toddler, as it was at least 10 inches long with a big bell end that was surprisingly life like with veins and such. Despite my surprise I think I actually licked my lips. Clarissa must have seen that because she gently cupped the back of my head and ever so slightly pulled me towards it.

"See, it likes you. Why don't you give it a little kiss there, right on the end," she said.

She used her other hand to grab the base and angle it towards my mouth. Tentatively I leaned forward and gave it a small peck on the end. Clarissa let out a soft sigh as she was clearly enjoying this. I knew she couldn't feel anything, but she sure played the part well.

"That's it baby," she cooed, "Don't stop there. Give it a little lick. You can do that... can't you honey? You look so sexy down there. Go on, give it a little taste for daddy."

She gave my head a little nudge toward it again. I stuck my tongue out and she placed the head on it and wiggled it around a little then pushed it up toward my lips and tried to gain entrance. Being so buzzed I'm not sure what I was thinking but Clarissa really seemed to be enjoying this and I was actually getting a little stiff myself. I parted my lips and Clarissa slowly slid the dong into my mouth while uttering a soft groan. I reached out and grabbed the base with both hands as she let go of it and placed both hands on my head. She pulled it out slightly then pushed it back in a little further.

"Oh... honey that feels wonderful. Yeah... hmmm... that feels great." she said.

Now she started pumping in and out of my mouth with a little more speed. Pretty soon she was giving it a little extra force as well, and suddenly the mushroom tip hit the back of my throat and I instantly started gagging. She pulled it out of my mouth with a pop while I started coughing.

"Oh my god I'm so sorry honey! Are you okay?" she asked.

"Yep," I managed to eke out, "Give me a minute."

"Here let me get you something to drink," she said. She slipped out of the jeans and walked over to the end table and poured me another glass of champagne and walked back with her dildo swinging from her harness they whole way in a kind of lewd dance, "Here you go sweetie."

I took the glass and sipped this time, not wanting to cough while drinking. After my coughing relaxed I finished off the champagne and looked up at Clarissa. I'll admit it was a pretty odd sight to see my wife looking so butch with a huge cock bouncing in front of her, but seeing her with a dick was actually turning me on. My own cock was now straining in my pants.

"What do you think honey? Willing to give it another try?" she asked. I said nothing but reached out grabbed her turgid dong and pulled it into my waiting mouth, "Oh baby! You're really liking this aren't you! I'm so glad!"

As her hands found my head again she started thrusting that veiny monster in and out of my mouth. With both my hands on that beast I was able to control the depths it was plumbing much more and managed not to choke too bad the next time it hit the back of my throat. She was looking down at me while stuffing my face with her toy and when I would look back up at her she would smile so big and give her hips a little extra shove. I could feel my cheeks puffing as she humped her fake cock in and out of my eager mouth. She was enjoying this so much, and I wanted to make her happy. It didn't hurt that this was actually turning me on in a weird way. I slurped my way up and down that huge dong trying to get more and more of it into my mouth with every stroke. I tried to remember every blow job I'd ever received and all the things I'd liked about them the most and replicate them. I popped it out of my mouth and ran my tongue all over it a few times before gobbling it back up again. I really tried relaxing my throat and gag reflex to fit more that horse cock in my mouth and down my throat. All the while my wife sighed and cooed with pleasure and excitement, then after a few minutes she suddenly pulled her dong out.

"Let's try something new shall we. Maybe I can help you get more of this down. Here, lay on your back with your head over the edge of the bed," she commanded.

I did as I was told. She squatted down and levered that massive dong at my mouth. I opened up and she slid that massive dildo into my mouth and down to the entrance of my throat and stopped right there for a minute. After I had gotten used to the feeling she began to thrust in and out ever so slightly, maybe a quarter inch at a time. Once she felt like I could handle that she'd give me another quarter inch or so. After about 5 minutes she was steadily pumping 2 inches of dong past the entrance to my throat and I didn't seem to be having much trouble with it.

"You doing OK baby?" she asked as she looked down at me with wanton lust in her eyes. All I could do was nod at her slightly, "You're doing great baby, but let's try for a little more OK?"

She stopped the small thrusts... and slowly began sinking that massive cock down into my mouth, past my throat and onward toward my stomach. I managed to fight off the gag reflex after all the practice and before I knew it, her fake testicles were resting on the bridge of my nose. I heard her squeal lightly with delight, and although I couldn't see her face I was sure she had a great big grin on her lips.

"Oh, sweetie... you look lovely with my cock stuffed down your throat!" she moaned, "Now lets see if your tonsils can take a beating!"

She proceeded to pump her fake cock in and out of my mouth, slowly at first, but quickly gaining speed until after a few minutes she was really pounding my throat with that dong. At some point she reached down and pinned my arms to the bed, which for whatever reason turned me on even more. By now my cock was straining in my pants but I was helpless as she pistoned her cock into my face with reckless abandon. We were both breathing hard and after a bit I heard her saying.

"You ready for my load baby? I'm gonna cum all over your pretty face. Would you like that baby? Do you want daddy's hot load all over your sweet little face?" I grunted in approval, being unable to do anything else. She pulled all 10 inches out of my face hole and pointed the tip of that spit covered monster straight at my nose and exclaimed, "Here I come baby! Oh yeah! Daddy's gonna give you a facial!"

Then she reached down and grabbed the right testicle of the dong and gave it a quick squeeze and a stream of white liquid streamed out of the tip of the dong and hit me square on the nose and over onto my top lip. I flinched and closed my eyes because I wasn't really expecting anything to come out. Then another spurt of liquid hit my chin and lower lip.

"Oh... Fuck yea! Uh... baby... take that jizz!" my wife moaned.

Splat after splat continued to rain down on my face. By now it was dripping all over my face and because I was essentially upside down it started to run down my chin and lips and into my nose. I instinctively ran my tongue out to lick up what was soon to be up my nose before I even thought about what I was doing. To my surprise it actually tasted creamy and sweet. Like frosting or syrup, which in a way I guess it was both literally and metaphorically.

"You like the taste of my cum baby?" Clarissa moaned.

"Um... yeah actually. What is it? It tastes really sweet," I replied.

"It's my own recipe I came up with. It's got yogurt, corn syrup and powdered sugar with a little bit of water. I'm glad you like it 'cuz I think you'll be eating a lot of it in the future," she said still breathing hard after pumping me like a champ.

I wasn't sure what to say or do next. There I was lying on my bed with a load of fake cum all over my face and the biggest hard on I'd ever had in my life straining in my pants to get free, my wife standing over me with a huge strap on dildo and the biggest half exhausted smile I'd ever seen on her face.

"Um so what do you want to do next?" I asked.

"Well that depends of you baby. It looks to me like you're really enjoying this," she said as she motioned to the bulge in my pants, "I've got a million things I want to do to you but I've got to know how far do you want this to go?"

I lay there for a minute thinking about how to respond, but in the end I knew what I wanted. She had opened up a new part of me that I didn't even know existed and I wanted more. I wanted to see where she could take me. I loved this woman with all my heart and if being her bitch was what got her off, then dammit I was going to be the best damn bitch she ever had.

"All the way baby. I want this to go all the way," I told her.


Chapter 2

So after having been throat fucked by the largest strap on dildo I'd ever seen, which just so happened to be attached to my wife, and a fake load of cum dumped on my face. I had just told the love of my life that I was ready for whatever she wanted to dish out. Oddly enough after my first other-than-normal sexual encounter, ever, with anybody, I was still horny and ready for anything. Neither of us had gotten any real sexual relief and now my cock was aching, painfully hard, in my pants.

"Oh baby! You can't believe how happy it makes me to hear you say that!" said my wife, gushing with excitement, "Lets get your face cleaned up then we can start on your transformation OK?"

"Alright honey. Uh... what did you have in mind?" I asked a little nervously.

"Well let's start with this," she said.

She then bent down and began licking my face clean of the fake semen she had splattered me with minutes earlier. It was a pretty odd sensation to have my wife lick my face, but it was actually making me even hornier, if that was possible. She helped me off the bed when she was done and led me into the bathroom.

"Now lets see what kind of girl we can make out of you. Strip out of your clothes," she demanded.

I immediately complied while she went to the shower and started the water running. It was somewhat amusing to see my wife walking around naked from the waist down with a huge dong hanging from her crotch. She still had her shirt and ball cap on and if it wasn't for her curvy hips she would have looked like a full on dude. As I stood there watching her I realized I also still had a raging hard on. I had never considered guys to be attractive or sexy. Certainly never entertained the thought of having sex with another guy. Why was I still hard after practically staring at another naked man for all intents and purposes? I knew deep down that it was really my wife and not another man, so was my subconscious controlling my libido, or was I becoming attracted to men now? I didn't have too much time to ponder the situation before Clarissa turned around.

"Showers ready sweetie. Should be nice and warm for you. Use my shower gel and loofah and get good and clean all over. I'll be back in a minute with a few extra things for you," she said.

I stepped into the shower and lathered myself from head to toe. The scent of lavender and vanilla filled bathroom. This was my wife's favorite gel and it made me think of her to smell it on my body. Completely lathered up I was so horny now. I flicked my hand over my cock and gave it a few quick tugs. Oh shit that felt good! So good I gave it a few more and leaned my head back and closed my eyes. I could feel the heat rising up from my aching balls. I knew it wouldn't take very much for me to unleash a huge torrent of cum and I didn't know if I could stop myself at this point.

"Honey?!" I heard my wife exclaim. I snapped my head up and opened my eyes in surprise. My wife was smiling at me from around the shower curtain, eyes locked on my hand still grasping my boner. I had never been caught masturbating in front of my wife, and I'm sure I flushed 3 shades of crimson.

"Oh baby, I know you're horny and trust me I am too, but you wouldn't want to ruin our fun by finishing solo would you?" she asked, as I meekly shook my head and reluctantly released my grip on my throbbing member, "Good. I promise I'll make it up to you and you won't regret it one bit."

With that, she leaned down and gave the head of my cock a gentle kiss. I could feel the heat of her lips as they touched my mushroom tip and thanked my lucky stars I hadn't been stroking too long or that would have been the end right there. She instructed me to rinse and then she turned off the water when I was done. Then she handed me a bottle of hair remover and told me to put it on all over my body. While we were waiting she plucked my eyebrows until the stench of hair burning chemicals was permeating the bathroom, then she turned the water back on and told me to rinse again. After a quick once over with a razor blade to get everything that the hair remover missed and to smooth out any rough patches, she had me get out of the shower and rub my whole body with lotion until I was as smooth as a baby's bottom. Again the smell of lavender and vanilla filled the air, her favorites. She sat me down on the bathroom sink and began to put makeup on me, telling me the whole time what she was using and why she was putting it on in a specific order and different techniques people used, but that I would learn how to do in myself eventually.

Do it myself eventually? That started to sink in. This wasn't just a one-night romp for her. She had meant for me to do this on a regular basis, like for the rest of my life. I didn't want to do this for the rest of my life did I? Sure I was having fun and I did promise my wife I'd do anything to make her happy, but was I becoming the lady of the house? This was a big change from having worn the pants in the family for... well... forever. We can always discuss the length of the agreement later I thought. Besides my cock was still straining, and I think I would have done anything for relief at that point.

Eventually she stopped and brought me the lingerie I had bought for her earlier in the day. As I slipped on the panties I felt an electric spark run through me as the feel of the silk on my skin spiraled through my body. Then she helped me slip the teddy on and it was even an even more intense sensation. The silk brushed up against my nipples and moved in ways that made me want to caress my entire body nonstop. She looked me up and down and nodded to herself while admiring her handiwork.

"Not bad," she said, "Not bad at all if I do say so myself. Your tits are a little small, OK, nonexistent really. We need to do something about your hair and your raging boner is a dead giveaway, but besides those you actually make a pretty hot chick. Here check yourself in the mirror."

I turned to face the mirror and was astounded! Yea, I had no tits, guy haircut and a raging hard on, but I actually looked like a girl!

"Wow honey! You did a fabulous job on me!" I told her.

"Not yet. That's still coming baby doll!" she quipped as she slapped me on the ass.

She then grabbed my hips from behind and ground her pelvis into my pantied ass. I closed my eyes and began to moan slightly surprising even myself at the reaction she was having on me. I could feel that turgid dong sliding between the crack of my ass, making my own still hard cock twitch in anticipation forming a precum spot on the front of my panties. As my wife continued to grind on me from behind she reached around and pulled the panties to the side freeing my cock. She placed her finger on the tip of my dick swabbing up the leaking fluid.

"Oh look honey! Your clitty is so excited your leaking fluid. Here let me help you clean that up," she said as she stuck her finger in my mouth.

I was not expecting that at all, but once her finger was there I couldn't stop her, and being as excited as I was there was enough cum to leave a small streamer from the tip of my dick all the way to my mouth. She wagged her finger around, spreading my own slick fluid throughout. I had never tasted my own cum up till that point and was surprised that it didn't taste bad at all. Oh sure, it wasn't artificial frosting like I'd had earlier, but it wasn't gross like every girl who ever tasted my spunk described it as.

She turned me around and crashed her lips into mine. As we lustily probed each others mouths I could feel our cocks bumping up against one another. Hers was higher than mine and larger so the tip was poking me in the stomach, while mine was rock hard and pointing straight up between us. I reached down and placed a hand on her dong and started softly stroking it as we kissed. She moaned slightly in my mouth, which I thought was odd at first. Obviously she's turned on, but she is really getting into this role to be acting like a mere touch of her fake cock would make her react so.

What the hell, I thought, might as well play it up like she is. I placed both hands on her cock and began to really give it a good tug job. She pulled back from the kiss and really let out a deep gasp now as I continued to stroke her.

"Ohhh yea baby! That feels so good! Stroke daddy's cock for him like a good girl!" she told me. I was looking down at her dong now, watching myself stroke it up and down. God this thing was such a monster, even with two hands there was still more than enough for a third hand, possibly a fourth. I felt my wife touch the top of my head. Gently at first, then with increasing force pushing me down.

"Come on sweetie. You know what daddy wants. He wants to see those gorgeous ruby lips of yours wrapped around his love pole again," she moaned.

I lowered myself to my knees, bringing that beast to eye level with me while still stroking it. I tentatively opened my mouth and gently licked the tip of the dong as I looked up into her eyes. She had grabbed me by the back of the head as she looked down upon me with a wicked smile upon her face.

"Yea... that's it honey. Lick that cock. Get it nice and slick for daddy so he doesn't hurt you with it later," she groaned as she pressed my face toward her cock.

I opened my mouth and took in the tip of her dong and licked the head of it all around, even finding the slit at the tip with my tongue and teasing it a bit. Slowly though she forced more of the dong in my mouth. Soon the tip was at the entrance to my throat and I was fighting hard not to gag like the first time it had been there. Clarissa sensed my struggles and pulled back, but only slightly. I managed to get my reflex under control and she slid her dong back in, this time with some force behind it and before I realized it, the tip was past the entrance of my throat and two inches down. She stopped there for a few seconds as I struggled to maintain my composure, then figuring I was OK with it, since I hadn't passed out or thrown up, she shoved the rest of that monster into my mouth and down my throat with one final thrust.

With her balls now resting on my chin I could have sworn I heard something buzzing. She let out a loud groan as she grabbed a handful of my hair and started pulling slowly out. My eyes were now watering and my cheeks were puffing out as I really struggled to relax my gag reflex and tried to breath normally at the same time. Clarissa was oblivious to this as she stuffed her dong back down my throat to the hilt then back out a few inches then back in again with more force.

"Mmmmmm... fuck yeah! Suck that dick you slut!" she panted at me as she fucked my face.

She had built up a steady pace now and although I was managing to not pass out, it was becoming a losing battle. She continued to hump my face with reckless abandon. Now she was using both hands on the back of my head and really pumping her dong in and out of my throat oblivious to my struggles. I tried grunting, but I think she just took that as encouragement. I looked up at her, but her eyes were closed as she was lost in throat fucking land somewhere. Suddenly she tensed up and I felt her body begin to spasm. She released her grip on the back of my head and her eyes opened but were rolled back into her head as she started babbling.

"Guhhuuhhhhhmmmm... mmmnnnnnnnggghhhk..." was what came pouring out of her mouth as she stumbled back a little pulling her dong out of my throat and mouth with an audible pop. Her hands were stretched out now like they were unconsciously scanning for something to grab onto. As she slowly started to sink down I quickly stood up and grabbed her from behind and gently guided her to the bathroom floor. I placed a towel under her head as she continued to spasm and shake. I thought she was having a seizure at first but after a few seconds on the floor the intensity of her spasms decreased, her eyes became visible again, but still glossy and unfocused and her babbling became somewhat coherent.

"Nnnnhhhh... uhhh... uhhhh ohhh... oh... mmm... myyyy... gggooo... gooooddd... fffffuuuuukkkk," she sputtered out after about twenty seconds on the floor, "Oh... Oh fuck... oh my fucking god... oh my fucking god... I... I've never... cum... so hard... in my... life."

Her eyes slowly came into focus as she looked around and finally up at my face.

"Oh! Oh baby! Oh my god! That was the best fucking orgasm... I've ever had in my life!" she practically screamed at me.

She leapt up and put her arms around me giving me a great big hug. I could still feel her having small tremors as she was breathing heavily. Now that I knew she was OK my mind started racing. How could she have had such an earth shattering orgasm with only a strap on dildo? I was missing something here.

"Um baby?" I asked her gently.

"Yeah sweetie?"

"Uh how did you... ummm... I mean, what made you... well orgasm like that? I mean, how are you feeling anything with that dildo just strapped on like that?" I finally blurted out.

She smiled at me and now that she was in full control of her limbs she stood up.

"Well I got these online from a specialty shop that makes customized dildos. This is actually different from the one I used earlier. I slipped it on while you were in the shower. The ejaculating model was empty so I figured it was time to get my rocks off another way, so to speak. Here check it out,"

She pulled the waistband down while still holding the still spit covered shaft in place so I could see what was going on in there. It was like a double-ended dildo but the other end was curved around to fit into her pussy. Her end tapered as it bent to enter her folds but the other end of the dong was so big around that the harness was just there to hold it all in place. I heard the buzzing sound again, only this time more distinctly.

"Is... is it vibrating?" I asked.

"There is a bullet that fits into the other end wired to a remote control I put back here in the harness" she said as she turned around and I could see a small bulge in the rear of the harness. I have to admit, my ego was a bit bruised at that point. I'd never managed in all our years of lovemaking to make my wife orgasm that hard before. And here all she needed was a couple of toys and she was a babbling and screaming mess.

"Oh Well... I guess that explains that," I'm sure I said with a hint of dejection in my voice.

"Oh please baby, don't be upset," she said as she sank to her knees beside me on the floor, "I've tried this thing out a few times before and I never even came close to the kind of orgasm you just gave me tonight. The feel of your hands, lips and throat on my cock was sheer heaven. And the look of you sucking on this beast just gets me going. I can't believe you were able to deep throat the whole thing so well. Damn, I'm getting horny again just thinking about it!"

"Ohhh! But look at you. I've totally wrecked your pretty makeup job. Here, lets have some more champagne while I get you all fixed up again,"

She stood me up, taking me back to the counter, and then she went to the bedroom to retrieve the glasses and bottle of champagne. When she returned she poured us both more and then she began to touch up my makeup.

"Tomorrow we'll take you out and get you some things of your very own. You're going to need a whole new wardrobe and some wigs and breast forms. We'll get you some new makeup too and, oh I've got an idea! I'll take you to the salon and have the girls totally give you a makeover!" she squealed in my ear.

"Whoa! Wait! Hold on there a second! I can't have a whole gaggle of women at your beauty shop doing me over like a girl! What will they think of me? What if someone sees me in there and recognizes me? I don't mind doing this in the privacy of our own home, but I don't want the whole world to know what we're up to," I said probably a little to forcefully.

"But honey," she said as she poured me another glass, "I'll doll you up before hand. Nobody will recognize you. Besides nobody knows you down there. I'll just tell them you're a friend from college."

She clinked her glass to mine and we both drank.

"You want me to dress up and then go to the beauty shop? Are you crazy? Everyone will know I'm a man in drag! What if the neighbors see us leaving the house? Beverly and Doug certainly know us well enough to realize its me in drag!" I pleaded.

"No one's going to see us baby. We'll keep the garage door closed till we're in the car and by the time we're on the street no one will notice anything," she said calmly as she poured me more champagne, "Besides don't you trust me to do a good enough job on you that no one will recognize you? You can't tell me that the girl you saw in the mirror earlier looked anything like my husband George?"

She kind of had me there. Even though it was strange to hear her talking about me in the third person, I had to admit that the girl I'd seen in the mirror looked nothing like me. Oh sure, similar facial features and guy hair and lack of boobs were something like me, but If I had seen just the face out in public like that, I don't think I would have recognized it as myself. She had done a marvelous job on my makeup, I had to give her that. She could see me thinking things over and refilled my glass again. I hadn't even noticed I had finished it.

"Well... sure it didn't really look like me in the face, but..." I started to say.

"Oh once we get you all done up it won't look like you in the body either, trust me honey," she said calmly, "Besides you look like you've been having fun."

She smiled, as she was rubbing her hand on my still achingly hard cock, and I moaned at her touch.

"Sure baby this... mmmm... this has been... fun but... I don't know if... if... ohhh god... if this... uhhh... this is... ohhh fuck,"

I just couldn't concentrate any more. Between the champagne, the excitement of her hand on my cock, and the desperate need for release my brain locked up solid.

"Don't you worry sweetie. I'll take care of everything. Nobody will know. Besides you trust me right? You said you'd do anything for me," she purred.

Yes and yes, I thought, but couldn't manage to get those words out of my mouth. She knew exactly how to push my buttons and at this instant she was playing one spectacular overture. After a few minutes she was done touching up my makeup so she took me by the hand and led me back to the bedroom.

At the foot of the bed we started making out again and her hands roamed up and down my body. The feel of her insistent hands touching my skin through silk and nylon was heating me up to another level of excitement. She clutched my pantied ass and kneaded my cheeks as she kissed a line down my cheek to my ear where she nibbled on my earlobe. Then she turned me and shoved me onto the bed so I was on all fours in front of her then pulled my hips back so that my knees were just barely on the edge of the bed. She slipped my panties down and sank to her knees, placing both hands on my ass cheeks spreading them. As she came in close I could feel her hot breath on my exposed rosebud. Was she really about to eat me out? I felt her tongue lightly circle my hole as I quivered at the sensation.

"Hmmm you like that baby?" she said from behind me.

I moaned back in approval. Her tongue became more insistent, spiraling around then probing at my back door. She went down across my taint and licked my balls gently before making her way back up and again trying to gain entry with the tip of her tongue. I guess I was clenching a little hard, this being my first time with real ass play and all, and she couldn't quite get it in. She stopped for a second then I could feel a finger gently wiggling its way into my puckered sphincter. She was still having a difficult time of it and spit on her finger a few times to help lube it up a bit and after a minute or so, she managed to get the whole thing in.

"How's that feel honey?" She asked.

"Mmmm... not so bad baby," I replied.

"Lets up the ante then," she said.

She pulled her finger out and started working in two fingers, again spitting on them for lubrication. This time I could feel a tinge of pain, but when I would start to tense up Clarissa would stop and let me relax a bit before she continued. I was now face down on the comforter, with both hands balled up in the fabric. Soon she had both fingers all the way in me and she started pumping them in and out slowly. The sensation was entirely new to me and all I could do was grab the covers and moan slightly at each thrust of her hand. After a few minutes of this she pulled out again.

"OK you're doing great baby. Let's try for three," she said.

After more spit lube and a generous amount of finesse and persuasion she managed to jam three fingers into my love tunnel. The pain was much more pronounced now, but once again after some massaging the pain subsided and now the pleasure was becoming overwhelming. I was moaning really loudly as she humped my ass with her fingers.

"Ohhh that's good... oh do me honey," I inadvertently moaned into the comforter.

"What's that baby? I couldn't hear you. You want me to do something?" she asked.

"Do me honey," I managed to pant out softly.

"Do you? Is that what you said? You want me to put my cock in your hot pussy? Speak up baby. Tell me what you want," she said.

"Do me honey," I was more insistent, as she started rubbing my cock.

"Don't be shy baby! Shout it out. Tell me what you really want me to do to you," she demanded.

"Oh god honey fuck me!" I practically screamed, "Do me now! Fuck my little pussy hard honey! Please fuck me now!"

"Well since you asked so nicely," she replied, "I'll try and be as gentle as I can, but I'm pretty horny right now and I've been wanting to fuck your sweet little pussy for a while now. Good thing I took some time to open you up properly so you won't feel as much pain when this monster goes in."

She walked to her dresser and pulled out a huge bottle of lube and walked back behind me. After squirting a liberal amount of lube both in the crack of my ass and on the tip of her cock she rubbed her cock head up and down my crack distributing the lube all over.

"Yeah baby. You know what I want, don't you. No more beating around the bush. I'm going to tap your ass with a passion and ferocity like you've never experienced before. You think you're ready for that baby? Think you can take all my manhood in you're tight little virgin pussy?" she said as she placed one hand on my ass and began probing my entrance.

All I could do was nod and moan. The tip of her cock danced around my rose bud for a few seconds before she sensed where it should go, then with the mushroom tip lined up she began pressing into me with steady unyielding force. As my ass began stretching to accommodate the tip of her monster I felt the pain beginning to well up in my backside and I fought hard to relax my natural instinct to clench down. My wife seemed to sense my inner turmoil, but didn't stop her pressure on my ass. Instead she provided verbal support.

"That's it baby, relax that ass. Don't... ugh... fight it. Just let daddy... nnngghh... inside you," she hissed at me through clenched teeth as she continued to press her massive cock into me.

Everything seemed to be going in slow motion. It was taking forever for her to pass my entrance, suddenly all at once I could feel the tip pop inside me followed by twenty seconds of searing pain. Clarissa didn't move a muscle until she could tell the initial rush of pain had subsided somewhat.

"You doing alright baby? I'm sorry about that but that should be the worst of it. You ready for me to continue?" she asked me sweetly.

I think I whimpered a little and nodded my head in affirmation. She now had both hands on my hips and proceeded to slowly push the extended length of her dildo into my ass little by little. I could feel the pressure building up on my insides, as that beast snaked its way up my colon going to depths I didn't know existed in myself. Before I knew it, I could feel her fake testicles bumping up against mine, and her hips pressing against my ass cheeks.

"Ohhh baby that's it!" she screamed, "I'm in you... Fuck! This looks good! From my view its just like I'm fucking some hot bitch!"

She punctuated the last word by slapping me on my ass with her right hand. The unexpected sting of the slap and vibration of the dong inside of me made me jump slightly and let out a low guttural moan. Slowly she pulled out of me and I could feel her massive cock retreating to the entrance to my ass, but not out completely, just leaving the tip inside me. Then again up inside of me, but a little faster this time. The pain was definitely diminished and a new sense of fullness and pleasure was taking its place. I could feel the veins and texture of her monster cock rubbing against my prostate making my own erect cock twitch and jump. Out again and back in much quicker this time as she tightened her grip on my hips and cooed in pleasure. She picked up the pace now as she placed one hand on my shoulder for leverage. She punctuated each thrust with a grunt at first, then with dirty talk.

"Ugh. Fuck. Yea. Take. That. Big. Cock. You. Fucking. Whore. Unh. Yea. Oh. Shit. Your. Pussy. Is. So. Fucking. Tight. You. Bitch!" she grunted at me.

She was really pumping her rod up inside me now with absolute ferocity. The full ten inches of her beast was stretching and pounding my ass into total submission and it felt surprisingly awesome. My own cock was hard as a rock, leaking precum, and bouncing around between my legs. Each thrust of hers across my prostate was like an electric shock directly to my pleasure center. I was a grunting, panting, and sweating mess. The silken teddy was stuck to my body in patches of sweat as I knelt face first into the comforter with my ass sticking up at the end of the bed being assaulted by my wife with her massive dildo.

Her pace quickened even more and I knew that I was almost done for. Just a few more thrusts and I was going to erupt like a volcano. I tried to say something, but panting and grunts was all I managed to eke out, along with a possible 'fuck' or 'shit' in there for good measure. Her pumping had reached a fever pitch and after several more savage thrusts inside me I gasped loudly and began spewing the biggest load of my life. The first few spurts shot straight out and hit my chest and chin with the rest ending up all over the comforter. Clarissa must have been close as well because she began convulsing and flopped down on my back gasping and moaning. In my weakened state I couldn't hold us both up and I collapsed onto the bed into the pool of my own cum. I was too tired to care. In fact I felt really good, spent, but good. I could feel my wife's warm weight on top of me, still breathing hard with her dong still firmly ensconced in my ass. After a few minutes she got off me and gently pulled her massive schlong out of my stretched ass. The sensation left me feeling a little empty.

"So was it as good for you as it was for me baby?" she asked me.

I rolled over to see her standing at the end of the bed, her dong still hanging in front of her, pointing at me lewdly. It took me a few seconds to find my voice.

"Uhhh... Oh yeah. I think that's the biggest load I've ever cum in my life. I can't believe I came that much and I didn't even touch my dick. I've still got some on my chin," I said with a tired smile.

"And all over your chest too," she said lustily, as I looked down and saw the massive amount of spunk that was generously applied to the front of my teddy.

"Um yeah, I guess there too," I replied.

"I'm glad you liked it," she said smiling at me sweetly, "Cause I'm really liking it too."

She crawled on top of me, dragging her dong on me along the way. She lay down on my panting body with her face above mine and licked off the spunk still clinging to my chin then kissed me deeply. We passed the small bit of cum back and forth till it disappeared. I was surprised to find that my second taste of cum was better than the first. I'm sure my wife's delivery system had something to do with it.

She pulled back from me and looked in my eyes. There was a sparkle there that I hadn't seen in a long time. Probably not since the first few months of our marriage. She playfully ran her finger over my cheek.

"You look so good sweetie. I think I could go another round right now. Hmmm? How about it? You up for it?" she asked me sweetly.

"Oh baby, I'm a little sore right now," I confessed, "But at this moment I don't think I could deny you anything."

"Oh that's okay honey. We've got the rest of our lives to fuck each other silly," she said with a wide smile, "Besides I need you to be able to walk tomorrow. I've got some big plans and you're still along for the ride, right baby?"

My sphincter puckered and a small spike of pain and excitement ran from my ass all the way up my spine. This is what I had agreed to, but hey, it wasn't going to be so bad right?

Boyfriend Becomes Girlfriend: Claire Helps her Boyfriend Dress Up Like a Girl

Claire, my girlfriend, was a gift from heaven. She and I spent five minutes seductively removing each other's clothes until we were stripped down completely naked. Claire said that I needed some fake nails for our special occasion tonight. She grabbed a false nail kit from her bag. These nails were pre colored, a lovely crimson red, and they just needed to be attached and trimmed to shape. She attached each nail  with the glue provided and then trimmed them gently, leaving them really long this time. Each nail was sticking past the end of my finger by a least a quarter inch. I must admit that they looked sexy as hell, but I was worried that I would not be able to hold or eat anything.

Claire then started to put my makeup. She first added foundation, rubbing the liquid in evenly till it looked like I had a lovely deep tanned face. Next Claire took an eyebrow pencil and added a dark color to my, curvy eyebrows to accentuate the shape. When she had finished, my eyebrows looked extremely feminine. Claire then picked up a dark eyeliner pencil and began using it on the rim of my eyelids. My eyes were soon surrounded with the thick black sexy eyeliner. Next, using dark shades of eyeshadow, she worked at my eyelids to produce a lovely fading color tone. She then applied another coat of thick black mascara onto my lashes, which had the effect of making them look even longer and thicker. Claire then took some reddish blush which highlighted my cheekbones and she also used powder using a powder puff to help lock-in my makeup and any reduce shine. She picked up a crimson colored lip pencil, and carefully outlined my lips. She then took a tube of hot red lipstick and generously filled in my lips. To make my luscious lips look even fuller she painted a deep gloss over the top. My lips were now a succulent juicy bright red color. "All done," Claire said finally, holding a mirror up for me to see myself.

This time she had applied a bit more makeup than usual, which gave me a very sultry and glamorous look. "Wow," I said, "that’s really good, what's this look for?" "It's our wedding roleplay evening, we've got to look our best," she giggled. Claire then took out the long blonde wig I had worn for the last weekend and, removing my shorter one, fitted the longer wig to my head. "You'll have to grow your own hair this long eventually," said Claire, "I want my female partner to have long blonde hair just like this all of the time." I assumed that this type of thing was going to happen. I guess accepting her bedroom antics meant quite a few changes for me. "Anything for you, babe," I said.

She spent about five minutes teasing my hair into a long flowing glamorous style. I could feel my soft hair brushing against my back and shoulders. It tickled me slightly and gave me goosebumps, but it felt so sensual. I sat there completely naked apart from my silicone breast forms, which she had hung on my chest. Claire went to her bag and pulled out a white corset with dangling suspender clips. The corset was made from the purest white satin and lace and it had hard strips running down from just under the breast cups to the waistline. Claire asked me to stand while she fitted it around me. It fit perfectly around my boobs, pulling my breasts up to produce a deep, sexy cleavage. She had to pull hard around my waist to fasten the corset and she said, "take a deep breath." I did as she requested and this had the effect of pulling in my waist so that she could fasten the corset clips, but also to push up my boobs a little further. When she was done I relaxed and I could feel that my waist had now been squeezed into a much shapelier and thin, feminine waistline. "This is very tight," I remarked. "You'll soon get used to it," she replied "we girls have to squeeze into tight things like this to please our partners sometimes you know!" she laughed. "Hey, I don't mind" I said, "It makes me look more feminine anyway.”

Claire then grabbed a pair of white stockings of the purest silk. She stretched them slightly and started to slide one up my leg saying, "these will make a girl feel special, they are hard to get these days but the feeling of pure silk against your legs makes it worthwhile." I couldn't have agreed more as she slid the cool silk stocking up my leg, fastening it to the suspender clips on my corset. She did the same with the other stocking and then slid my panties up my legs. They were the purest of white too, lacy, and matched the corset I was wearing. Next Claire sprayed me with some perfume. This intense aroma made me feel very heady.

Claire went to her dress bag and pulled out a full negligee. It was again pure white and was made up of wispy soft silks and nylons. It had a lacy trim round each sleeve cuff and all of the way down the front edges and around the bottom. Claire asked me to stand so she could slip on my new beautiful negligee. It slid gracefully up each of my arms, the flared sleeves dangled down at least a foot as I held out my arms. The negligee was soft and cool to touch and slid easily around my body and stocking clad legs. Claire lifted my hair over the back of the negligee and then adjusted the flowing material at the front until it sat perfectly over my boobs.

She then went to her bag and produced 6 inch heeled sandals I had worn the week before. She slid each shoe in place and fastened the ankle straps, as she slowly ran her soft hands up my legs. The sensation was amazing as her hands slowly slid their way up to my groin area.

My cock had been hard for ages now and she rubbed it through the silky material. She stood and said to me, "He'll have to wait for a bit, come and look at yourself." She pulled me gently up and led me to the full-length mirror in our bedroom. Walking in these shoes made my ass wiggle as I walked. As we got closer I could see myself wiggling in a very sexy walk. I looked dazzling, almost virginal in the pure white negligee and long blonde hair cascading over my shoulders and down my front. "Tonight, you're my virgin bride,” she said, "what do you think?"

I was speechless, never before this had I looked in a mirror and seen such a beautiful sight. My cock certainly appreciated the view because it was harder than it had ever been. It was trying to push its way through my panties. Claire could not see this as my negligee hid it so well. "I look so beautiful" was all I could say as Claire adjusted the front of my negligee. "I always knew you would," she said. "When I first got to know you I just knew you would make a pretty bride, and I wasn't wrong!"

Claire led me back into the room to sit on the sofa. She was still completely naked and the sight of her lithe body was making my cum boil. "Wait here while I go and get ready" she said, leaving me sat on the sofa. She wriggled off into the bedroom and closed the door behind her. I sat there for twenty minutes, drinking wine, but not daring to move in case I spoilt my immaculate look. The bedroom door opened and Claire walked out.

She was dressed in black from head to toe. She had a tight black PVC corset that pushed her small boobs up to produce a large cleavage, sheer black silk stockings and panties. On her feet she wore black thigh length boots with a six-inch spike heel. With her dark hair brushed straight and her face made up a lot heavier than before, she looked very seductive and sultry. Around her neck she had a black satin bow tie, just like a bunny girl wears. She looked like a goddess stood there. "You are my bride, so I dressed in my best black Tux," she said wickedly.

She walked over to me and gently pulled me from the sofa till I was stood alongside her. She picked up an empty glass from the table and we both walked hand in hand outside onto the balcony my negligee swishing around and rubbing against my stockings as we walked. 'Whats the glass for' I wondered to myself as we stood facing each other on the balcony, but then Claire interrupted my thoughts by saying, "Nikki, I love you more than life itself and want to spend the rest of my life with you, do you agree to be my bride?" "I do," I said. "Claire, you are my soul mate and one true love. With you I have become complete, do you agree to be my bride?" I replied. "I do," said Claire. "You may now kiss your bride," I said to Claire seductively.

She moved forward and kissed me hard on the mouth our lipstick covered lips slipping and sliding till they were settled into the most passionate kiss. Claire's hand made its way into my soft negligee and found my hard cock. "How close are you?" she asked. "If you touch me once more I'll explode," I said panting.

She said nothing as she slowly slid down till her head was level with my cock. She started to lick and suck it through my panties, massaging my balls at the same time. I looked down and could see her lipstick smudged over my panties as she lifted my cock from its panty cell and, taking it in her mouth, started to bob her head up and down on it. I lost all control and started to cum. Claire quickly took my cock from her mouth and held it to the glass to catch my entire spewing load, continuing to massage my balls and cock until I was spent. When I was finished she stood up and showed me how full the glass was. The glass was a large tumbler and its was nearly half full of white cum. "Hmm, that looks good" she said, "I would like to drink this now but I think I'll keep some for later" "Ok?" I said a little puzzled, not knowing what she had in mind. "Right Mrs. H" she said, referring to my new name, "it's my wedding night and I want to screw my virgin bride!" What did she mean? I thought we had already made love in every way possible? I went inside and waited on the sofa whilst she went into the bedroom with the glass full of cum. She returned with a small gold vibrator, but what struck me most was the huge strap-on dildo she was wearing. This thing was as large as my own cock and complete with its own set of false balls hanging down. I now guessed that Claire was going to screw me with these devices. I had wondered what it would feel like to be screwed like a lady, and I was soon about to find out! 'That's too big' I thought 'I'll never be able to take that!' Claire looked at the worried look on my face and came over to me and gently said "Don't worry Nikki, I've had your big one in me, it feels so good, you'll really enjoy it"

Claire picked up the small gold vibrator. "Do you want me too?" she asked seductively, looking deep into my eyes. "Uh huh" I said, not taking my eyes from the vibrator buzzing in front of me, "please take my virginity."

She told me to kneel over the sofa as she had done earlier that night. I did as asked, my negligee falling around my front. I felt Claire lift up the material at the back and start to massage my butt cheeks just as I had done to her earlier. She worked her fingers slowly to the center to tickle my butt hole. I felt her lower her head to my butt, her soft hair brushing against my cheeks. Her tongue started to probe my butt licking all around my hole, working its way to the tight puckered entry hole. I felt her tongue start to penetrate me, pushing gently and slowly. The sensation was out of this world. I now knew why Claire had been so excited when I did it to her.

Her tongue started to pump in and out harder and harder, driving its way in as far as it would go. After a few seconds I started to relax and felt my butt muscles relax to. She backed her head away slightly and said. "Are you ready for the next bit, this is just to get you relaxed so I can take your virginity!" I grunted my acceptance.

She applied some lubrication to the vibrator and my bum hole and I could feel the coolness of the vibrator as she positioned it against my hole. She started to push and I felt my muscles relax to accept it. When she had used her finger on me before it had felt like a cucumber, this small vibrator felt like a cruise missile as she pushed it slowly all of the way in.

The pain and pleasure mixed together was like dynamite going off in my head. Claire started to work the vibrator in and out until my muscles relaxed to accept it. Soon it was sliding easily in and out without any problems. The pain had gone now and I was left with a sensation of pure ecstasy. She withdrew the vibrator completely and then leant forward, her strap on dildo pushing gently against my bum hole.

"Ok girl, here it comes" she said, "prepare to be deflowered" I felt the head penetrate as she slowly drove it forward. After the vibrator this thing felt like an airship trying to penetrate me! "Oh" I gasped "it's too big!" "Just as big as yours" she said "do you want me to continue?" By now I was lost somewhere between ecstasy and euphoria and said, "Yeah, do it!"

She pushed harder and I could feel my muscles stretching as she slid inside me. I tried to relax as it just carried on going in and in. Eventually I could feel her soft skin and stockings brush up against my butt as she managed to penetrate me fully. I felt that I was going to split in two as she started to slowly pump in and slowly as my muscles relaxed to accept the cock. As she felt me relax she started to screw me harder until eventually she was thrusting the full eight inches in and out of me, slamming into my butt with her body as she impaled me.

My blonde hair was swinging back and forth as she drove her cock into me and I looked down to see my breasts bouncing up and down. I felt her speed up as she started to groan and pant and guessed she was going to have an orgasm herself. The screwing I was now getting was exciting me so much my cock had hardened and was nearing orgasm itself, without any outside help. "Claire, I'm going to cum again" I gasped "Fuck me harder!" She pumped as we both rode the wave of our orgasms together. She stopped and pulled her cock from my butt. I felt so stretched and was sure I would never walk the same again!

I sat up and saw that my cum had flooded out all over my negligee and stockings. "Well" she gasped, "you aren't a virgin anymore, how does it feel my love?" "That was the best yet" I said, "I hope we can do that gain soon?" "At least once a week for the rest of our lives" Claire promised, taking my face in her hands and pulling me to her for a sloppy kiss. Claire felt the sticky mess on the front of my negligee and lifting the material, started to lick it all off, then she bent her head down and licked the lumps of cum from my silk stockings. She was still sat there with her huge rubber cock sticking up. I put my hands down and started to rub it. "Do you like that?" she asked "Oh yes" I relied "Suck it for me Nikki" she commanded.

Claire stood in front of me and, holding it by its base and its false balls, pointed it straight at my mouth. I leant forward flicking back my blonde hair and took the cock in my mouth. It stretched my jaw wide as it slid in. I gagged as it touched the back of my throat but I had only taken half of it in my mouth. "Don't worry Nikki" she said "we girls always gag on our first blowjob, It'll come with practice" I guessed this was to be another of the things that I would have to get used too. It didn't take long for me to start to enjoy it as the cock slid easily in and out of my mouth and started to push at the back of my throat without making me gag. I looked over at the mirror and was greeted by an amazing sight. There I was, a stunning blonde bombshell, giving head to my girlfriend, who had a huge cock strapped to her!

My head was bobbing up and down like a pro as I tried to please her. 'This is what it must look like when Claire gives me a blowjob' I thought. "Are you ready for me to cum?" Claire asked. I wasn't sure what she meant so just nodded my head in agreement. She reached down and squeezed hard on the false balls and I was so surprised when a huge spurt of cum shot into my mouth and down my throat. The first spurt filled my mouth to overflowing, some of it escaping from the corners of my mouth and dribbling down my cheeks and chin. I swallowed quickly as the second spurt came, filling my mouth with just as much as the first spurt. I swallowed again enjoying myself as the third and forth spurts erupted into my now willing mouth. By now the spurts were a lot less and I could keep a mouthful of cum without having to swallow. When she had finished emptying her balls I let the cock slip from my mouth and stood facing her.

She looked greedily at my cum covered lips and face as said, "Go on, do it" I leant forward and kissed her strongly on the lips, our lipstick mixing as we opened our mouths in a cum swapping kiss. We shared it evenly, swallowing as much as we could. Claire cleaned up my face with her tongue and I returned the favour. "What was that" I asked her looking at the huge dildo, a little surprised that a rubber cock could actually cum. "That's a special dildo" she said, "girls use it on each other when we don't have a man, but we usually fill it with cream. I saved your cum from earlier and used that. I wanted you to experience the thrill of sucking a hard cock and have it explode proper cum in your mouth" "There was so much of it" I said, "I had to swallow two mouthfuls otherwise I could have drowned, is there always that much?" "Not with other guys I've been with, but there is with you" she grinned "You seem to have a ton, isn't it good!"

I had to admit that it had felt good. Two weeks ago the thought of sucking a cock dry would have disgusted me, but now with Claire it felt so natural, especially dressed this way. We collapsed on the sofa together exhausted. We lay in each other's arms for ages, I gently stroked her hair whilst she rubbed her hand up and down my silk clad legs.

Dressed For Fun

I suppose it was inevitable what would happen. I'd bought my wife some sexy, slutly clothes -- black fishnet stockings, pink panties, a short plaid skirt, and a corset top. She looked tantalizing, all dolled up in the slut's costume, on her knees sucking my stiff cock. When I finally came in her wet mouth, I'd shoot so much sperm that it would overflow out of her lips, dripping down onto her tits.

One morning, she left for work, and I had the day off. We had sex the night before, and her slut clothes were strewn all over the bedroom. I'd woken up with a stiff cock, and stroked it with the soft sheets, while I thought about how tight her pussy had felt when she came all over my cock. I also thought about how soft and sexy her fishnet stockings felt against my legs, and how her pushed-to-the-side panties rubbed against my cock while I fucked her from behind.

I rolled the stocking up my legs first, repeating how I'd watched my wife do it. A forbidden thrill rushed me as I felt the silky material wrap around my legs. By the time I'd gotten the first one on, a drop of pre-cum had dripped out of the tip of my dick. I smeared the juice over my finger, and licked the sweetness away. I slid the other stocking on, and looked own at my swollen, purple cockhead, and sexy, fishnet wrapped legs. Beautiful.

I picked up her pink panties next. They were a bikini style, with a full bottom, all the better for rubbing my leaking cock against when they covered my wife's ass. She'd had them on when I fucked her, and they were soaked with her juice. I pressed them against my mouth, and sucked the wetness from them. One stocking clad leg, then the other, slipped into them, and I pulled them over my ass, wrapping my balls in the pussy-soaked satin. The pressure from the small size squeezed my cock, forcing out a stream of pre cum. I greedily licked it off my fingers. It was so sticky and sweet.

The plaid skirt came next, and as I stepped into it, I started to look like a sexy woman from the waist down, and least until you saw my rock hard cock tenting out the skirt. The skirt barely came down over my stocking tops, making me look like a total whore. My cock needed to be stroked, but I wanted to finish the filthy crossdressing fantasy before I gave it a good squeeze. The black lace corset wrapped around my chest, giving me a soft, feminine look. Just one more thing I thought. I went into the closet, and found my wife's sluttiest high heels. As I slid my stocking clad foot into the front strap, and fasted the back strap on, I let out a moan. My heart pounded as I put the other one on, and stood up in my new high heels. I slowly walked out of the closet, totally enjoying how the heels made my legs feel so long, and how they stuck my hot ass out. I swished over to the full length mirror on wardrobe, and gasped when I saw my reflection.

There I was, the same face as ever, but with my body dressed up in the sluttiest outfit imaginable. What is it about cross-dressing that's so hot? Is it the nastiness of dressing up in your woman's sex clothes? Is it the forbidden thrill of doing something so nasty and perverted? Is it that you can create the hottest piece of ass that you've ever jerked off about? I don't know, but I knew I had to concentrate as to not to spill my load all over the front of my skirt when I looked at myself.

I just looked so fucking good, and felt like such a dirt slut. I swished some more around the bedroom, wiggling my ass, looking over my shoulder to the mirror to see my legs and skirt bounce around. When I get really turned on my ass gets horny. Usually my wife takes care of it my sliding a lubed finger in my tight ass. Today I'd have to take care of it myself, and I knew just how.

My wife's vibrator is so fucking hot -- 7", not too thick, soft, pink, and curved like a real dick. I walked in the sexy heels over to her panty drawer, where she kept it, feeling like a horny girl who needs a good fucking up her tight ass. The vibe felt smooth in my hands, and I moaned like a whore as shoved it in my mouth. My wife had fucked herself with it yesterday afternoon, and it still tasted like her pussy. A pussy tasting cock. What could be better?

I went back to the mirror, and watched this wanton bitch suck the jelly vibe cock clean. As good as it felt with my lips wrapped around the cock, I knew it would feel even better sliding up my hot, tight ass. I got some lube, pulled my panties down to my ankles, and lubed up my fingers. My asshole was so hot and sensitive that I groaned as I lubed it up. I slowly slid a wet finger inside my ass, and stifled my slutty moan by sticking the vibe back in my mouth.

I was filled front and back, split-roasted like a complete whore. When I felt my ass relax a bit, I pulled my finger out, and smeared lube all over the pink cock, giving it a kiss for luck.

I like talking dirty during sex, so I gasp out "Do you want that hard cock up your ass bitch?"

"Oh yes, slide that prick up my virgin ass!"

The tip of the vibe found its way to my tight asshole, and I moaned in total pleasure as my asshole kissed the head of the cock.

"Fuck me. Fuck my slutty ass," I groaned, sliding the slick head up my ass. Sliding the vibe up my virgin ass was the hottest feeling I'd ever had. It literally took my breath away.

There I was, a straight, normal guy, dressed up in strappy high-heels, fishnet stockings, pink panties around my ankles, plaid skirt and lace top, sliding a pink jelly vibe in my ass, my cock feeling thicker and harder than ever before. More groans escaped my mouth as the rest of the cock slid into my aching ass, until I had it all the way in. A twist of the base turned the vibe on, and the vibrations made my cock leak like a faucet, dripping out a constant stream of sticky lust. The vibe drove my ass wild, throbbing through me into my cum filled balls.

I was the sluttiest bitch I'd ever seen in the mirror, a nasty slut getting her ass fucked, while her throbbing cock stood out from under her skirt, dripping pre-cum onto the carpet.

My moans were non-stop now, and I knew I was so close to blowing my cum. I pushed the vibe in and out of my ass while I squeezed my cock as hard as I could, feeling it so thick and solid in my hand.

"Make me cum! Make my slutty ass cum," I screamed, and felt my cock go rigid. A squirt of pre-cum flew out of my dick before my orgasm hit. My ass gripped the vibe tight as my balls emptied their load. Sperm shot out thickly and wetly, splattering the reflection of a cross-dressing slut blowing her cum. The cum hit the mirror with such force that I heard the splatter, even as my own moans of filthy pleasure spilled from my lips. 5, 6, 7 spurs rocked out of my swollen head before the pressure lowered, and the cum began to just flow out of my cock.

My heart raced in my ears as I came down from my cum. I slid the vibe out of my ass, and the massage of the cock head against my slutty asshole caused my knees to buckle. I collapsed to my hands and knees in front of the mirror. Thick, sticky cum was splattered against the glass, and I knew what I had to do. No good slut, after getter her ass fucked that good, could let that cum go to waste. I stuck my tongue out and licked up the sperm. The cum felt warm, sticky, and so nasty. I licked up a tongue full and collapsed on my back, smearing the cum all over my lips and sucking it up. My sex life was changing forever.

After my first semen-splattering crossdressing experience, I was hooked on dressing up like a slut, and masturbating in stockings and high heels. Most of my wife's clothes were too small for me, so rather than fall into the trap of stretched out skirts and panties, I ordered my own. Actually, I would order two sets of slut clothes - one for me, and one for my hot wife. That way, I could have her wear a set, and while I fucked her, I'd think of how later I would dress us in the same outfit, and slide a lubed jelly cock in my tight ass.

It was so hot lying back on the sofa, in my favorite costume - a slutty schoolgirl with 3-1/2" heels, fishnet stockings, a garter belt, plaid skirt, and a tight white top. My rock hard and throbbing cock would stick straight up, and I'd rub it against the soft cotton skirt until it was leaking pre-cum, and then change over to using my woman's soft satin panties to stroke into. I'd watch porn until my cock was throbbing and ready to cum, then I'd stand in my high heels and stroke my cock until wet, hot jism would fly wildly of the the tip, all over some slut in a porn mag. I'd cum so hard in heels - it was so nasty and filthy to dress like a woman and spurt cum. Any spilled sperm on my finger would quickly and greedily get licked off.

It was lots of fun, but as the weeks went on, I began to think and fantasize about fucking another hot CD. The idea of getting all slutted up and having nasty fun with another whore with a cock was a favorite fantasy of mine, and when I'd bend my wife over and fuck her from behind, I'd imagine she was a sexy CD, who had a hot and smooth prick to pull on while I drove my cock into her asshole.

But where to find the right cock? I checked out an adult personals site, but nothing really caught my eye. I decided to throw a line in the water myself, and placed an ad.

"Sexy, slutty, shy CD wishes same or couple for casual meeting, then maybe hot times", I wrote. I got all slutted up, and took a few photos of myself, with my 7" cock sticking out from the under my school girl's skirt, all shiny with the cum that I'd spurted in my hand, then used to rub the into my cock skin, making it all slick and dripping.

I got lots of responses, but all most all were from horny non-CD guys. Then one day I opened up a message that looked interesting.

"Hi. My husband and I looked at your photos, and they really turned us on. He's looking to explore his bi side. He likes to CD, though he's shy about it too. I think he looks just wonderful in his panties and stockings. Hope to hear from you."

They'd attached a few photos of their own, and my heart began to beat faster as I looked over a shot of him from the waist down, in a French maid costume - high heels, stockings, and a nice big bulge in a pair of black panties. The wife was nice looking too, with a fit body and good tits.

I responded to their message, and we chatted back and forth, getting to know each other better. They were new to the big city, having moved here for work, and didn't know too many people yet. They sounded like a very nice and friendly couple, and we set up a dinner date for later in the week.

I work in a lab, so was easy to tell my wife that I had to stay late to supervise a test. As a side note, I'd suspected for about a year my horny wife was having a fun-fuck affair with her best friend - they spent a lot of time together, and our downstairs bedroom seemed to have the faint smell of hot pussy after they'd spent a lazy afternoon around the house. If she could have some hot bi-sex and still love me, then I figured I could do the same.

Anyway, my wife didn't seem to bothered that I'd be gone till late, probably because she was thinking of the pussy licking she was going to be able to do later with her friend. I kissed her goodbye, and headed out for my date.

We'd agreed to just have dinner the first time, and see how things went from there. I got to the restaurant early and had a drink while I waited. About 10 minutes later, they walked in, and I recognized them from their pictures.

Andrew and Trish were their names. Trish was about 5'-5", with brown hair, a gorgeous smile and sparkly eyes. She was nicely dressed in a skirt and blouse. Andrew was the prize though - a bit shorter than me, cute freckles on his face, round full lips, and a handsome body.

We talked, ate, and got to know each other. They were a really nice couple, friendly and down to earth. We didn't talk too much about sex that night, just admitting that we all were willing to try some new things At one point Andrew went to the bathroom. Trish leaned in close, and said "Andrew really likes you. He said he's, well, excited by you." She turned a bit red when she said that, which I thought was so cute, and endearing. I was hooked on them.

Still, we'd agreed to just a dinner, and as we paid up, we made plans for Friday night to meet at a fancy hotel, and see how things went. Trish hugged me as we left, and as I shook hands with Andrew, he looked at me, took a deep breath, and hugged me too.

It felt exciting. Exciting to have his body pressed against mine, and exciting that I'd turned him on enough for his to overcome his shyness about being excited by another guy.

What is it about brand name Gay that's so off-putting to most guys? Is it just prejudice, like it used to be about difference races? Is it that our sexuality is so much a part of who we are that we recoil if we start to feel that identity turned? Or is it that when most guys think gay they have a picture of either some lipsy wedding planner, or a Freddie Mercury type in leather chaps and a jock, marching in a Pride Parade? Waiting for the Hammer to Fall indeed.

I know with Andrew I felt an attraction to him as a person, and towards a sexy person the same way I would with an attractive woman, It some something new and exciting to me, and I relished the thought of a hot threesome with him and his sweet wife.

Friday night I told my wife that I'd be gone all night supervising the test, and that she should make some fun plans herself. Unsurprisingly, she said she would do something with her friend. Someday I'd find out what that was, but for now I was happy to have her occupied, and probably headed for a good licking and fucking from her pal.

I met my new friends that night at a hotel, and with racing pulses we headed upstairs. I'd splurged a bit and gotten us suite with two bathrooms, one for each of Andrew and I to change into our girly clothes. We'd briefly talked over dinner about our love of sexy women's clothes, but I felt too much discussion of it would take away some of the magic of our first time. So we put some soft music on the radio, and same lit some candles she brought along. I told them I wanted to see them dance, so they held each other and swayed to the music. Besides the sexual attraction I felt towards the both of them, I also felt honored that they were sharing their intimacy with me.

After a song, Andrew said Trish and I should dance, while he made us drinks. Trish sauntered towards me, looking more confident and relaxed than I'd seen her before. She was getting into the moment, and realized what a wonderful night it was going to be.

"You and Andrew moved so nicely together," I said. "You two are are great couple." We embraced, and slow danced.

"We are. He's the love of my life. That's why I want him to explore his fantasies, and share them with me. And you." She looked at me and slowly came in for a kiss.

Her lips were soft and warm and she smelled of sweet flowers. I eased back from her kiss, and looked at Andrew. He was flushed with excitement from watching us, and with attraction for me. I waved him over, an the three of us embraced and softly touched each other. Trish gently moved back and guided Andrew and me together. He looked at me with nervous, vulnerable eyes, as Trish whispered to him to relax and go with his desire. His kiss and lips were even softer and sweeter than his wife's. I kissed him back with the same slowness and tenderness. We broke off our first bi kiss.

"Thank you for including me in your fantasy," I said.

"Thank you for being my fantasy." I picked up my special bag and headed to one of the bathrooms.

I took a quick shower, and then rubbed lotion on my smooth skin, having shaved myself silky that morning. Now it was time for me to dress up like the slut I was, and give and get a good fucking.

I fastened the bra around my chest, and stuffed each cup with soft panties. My white and red trim button up blouse went on next, and I adjusted it to give myself some nice bulges in the chest. A satin garter belt went around my waist, and I leaned against the counter as I slowly rolled on my fishnet stockings, and let out a small moan of pleasure, the way I always did when I put stockings on. I attached the straps of the garter belt, and slid my panties on afterwards, like a good little slut. The red plaid of my school skirt contrasted so well against the white top and black stockings. Now it was time for my favorite piece of my slut gear, my strappy high heels.

They're so sexy. Black, 3-1/2" heels. A strap over my toes, and an ankle strap to hold them in place. I feel so sexy and excited whenever I slide my feet into them and fasten the strap.

My cock, which had been stiff and aching the whole time I was dressing up, now got iron stiff as I stood up, and turned around to face the mirror. I looked like a total slut, and I loved it. I was drinking in the view when Trish knocked on the door.

"Can I come in?"

"Yeah, sure," I said, my heart racing in my ears. No one had ever seen me all dressed up, and I was as nervous as a little girl.

"Wow. You look so hot! Can I go back to school too?" She walked in with a small bag, and told me to sit down.

"You never said anything about makeup, but would you like to try? I do Andrew', and he loves the way it makes him look."

I said yes, and Trish spent the next 10 minutes fixing me up - blush, eyeliner, and bright red lipstick.

"Let's style that hair up" she said, and fixed my hair with some mouse to give me a woman's short cut look. I have to say, now I did look like a hot little bitch.

"Oh, you're so sexy. I can't wait till Andrew sees you. He's so horny, his cock is almost ready to cum by itself." It was the first time I'd heard her swear, and somehow it was really exciting. It meant that she was ready for sex too.

"Now just stay here while I toddle off and get slutted up myself, you nasty bitch."

It seemed only yesterday that I first slid on my wife's stockings. Now I was dressed like a woman, waiting to have crossdressing sex with a hot couple. I was so excited I had to while away the waiting by rubbing my cock against my silky panties.

Finally, I heard the other bathroom door open, and Trish called out "We're ready." I smiled at the the pretty girl in the mirror, and walked out in my heels.

The sight I saw next was one I won't ever forget. Trish was dressed in heels, stockings, garters and a sexy bra that pushed her plump boobs together. And Andrew. Oh Andrew.

Imagine the sexiest French Maid you've ever seen. Now imagine her with a thick bulge filling up the front of her skirt, as she stood here in her black pumps, seamed stockings, short skirt, low cut top, and ruby red lips. She was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

"I'd like you to meet Janet, my maid" Trish said. "What's your name?"

I'd never thought about giving my schoolgirl a separate name, but now it seemed so right.

"Jenny. I'm Jenny."

"Well Jenny and Janet. Say hi to each other." We moved towards each other, and I hope I looked at her as dreamily as she did to me. Her eyes just sparkled with desire and joy, and her face glowered with a shy smile.

She put her arm around me, and drew me in close. I could smell the same sweet flowers on her as Trish used, and I drank in the scent. Our legs touched, seamed stockings touching fishnets, and then our skirts, then our cocks. We both gasp as we felt the stiffness in the front of each other's skirts. We slowly swayed with each other, like we did before, except both of us were now dressed up in our finest sex clothes. It seem so right, so correct, so nice, to be dressed up holding onto another hot CD.

I couldn't wait any longer, and grabbed her body, pulling her in for a kiss, as our hands found each other's ass.

"Oh my God. You two are so fucking hot," Trish whispered. She began to rub her pussy through her panties, and within seconds they were soaked with juice. I trailed wet kisses all down Janet's neck, and stroked her her soft legs. It was all too much for me. The touch, the feel, the scent. My legs gave way and I dropped to my knees on the soft carpet.

I licked her inner thighs, and she moaned out my girly name. I lifted her skirt up, and saw her cock, trapped inside her panties. She was too big and thick for the confining satin, and I gently lowered her panties down to her ankles.

Free from the satin, her cock grew, and began to gently throb in from of my face. She was 6 inches long, smooth, with a beautiful plum head, all shiny with pre-cum. Janet's cock was simply the most beautiful I'd ever seen, and it was there in front of me, available for sucking.

My face felt hot with blood, and my hands were shaking as I flicked my tongue out and ran it along the underside of her cock. She moaned with joy, and I traced her shaft to where it met the head. A big drop of pre-cum dripped out onto my tongue, and now it was my turn to moan.

I opened my lips and took her inside my mouth. As my lips closed around her warm and silky skin, I knew I was going to be a cock sucker for the rest of my life. It just felt so right being on my knees, slutty heels fastened around my ankles, short skirt rubbing against my thighs, with this wonderful cock filling my mouth with a fullness that I'd only fantasized about until then. From that day on, Janet could fuck my mouth whenever she wanted, and I was always going to have some sexy CD available for stuffing my mouth.

I was surprised how easily cock sucking came to me. I guess by having one, I knew how to take care of hers, so I bobbed my head back and forth, letting my lips and tongue gently caress the shaft, pulling off to lick and suck just the oh so sensitive head. Janet moaned and told me how good it felt, which only added to how happy I felt being her cock sucker.

I felt Trish join me on the carpet, and she asked if she could have a lick too. I pulled off Janet's cock, and guided it to her mouth as I licked and took Janet's balls into my mouth. I came up for air, and Trish and I tongue kissed Janet's cock, sharing the sweet pre-cum flavor.

Guys, I know you don't want to be gay. But there's just nothing as hot and sexy as being crossdressed, on your knees, sharing a CD's cock with her sexy wife.

Janet's moans were coming non-stop, and I felt so happy to be giving her the greatest thrill of her young life.

It took all my will power and control not to just keep bobbing my slutty lips over her beautiful cock until it spattered that wet sperm all over lips and face. I'd jacked off so many times, thinking of having a warm she-cock in my mouth. But I wanted to give Janet a taste of what she wanted too. They were such a sweet couple, and I felt so honored to be included in their intimacy. As the addition, I felt it was my job to pleasure them, as a return for the favor they'd shown me. So with a hungry mouth I released her cock, helped by the fact that I knew I'd have it again.

My own cock was in danger of bursting my panties, and so I got up, and slowly slid them off. My cock tented out the front of my skirt, and I felt so sexy standing here in my stockings and heels, towering over the sexy couple on their knees in front of me.

I began to stroke myself, smiling at them, turning them on even more with the movement of my hand over my long and stiff cock. I squeezed out a big drop of pre-cum, and smeared it over the head so I was all nice and shiny. Janet looked so nervous, excited, and flushed that I thought she was going to faint. Trish must have noticed too, as she held Janet with one arm, softly telling her to breath and relax. Trish guided one of Janet's hands to my ass, and the other to my cock for support.

"Relax sweetheart. It's right there for you. The cock you've always wanted. Hot, hard, and sticky. Enjoy."

I reach down and cup the back of Janet's head with my hand, and slowly pushed her towards my cock.

"Don't worry Baby. I know you're going to do a good job." I said, and pushed my cock closer and closer to making contact with her lips. Finally, the magic moment happens, and Janet's soft lips touch my hard cock. Both of us moan out like little naughty girls, sharing a forbidden and taboo pleasure. I've made Janet into a stocking wearing cock sucker, and am the first cock to ever slip past her virgin lips. I felt so proud and contented to be the one to help her lose her virginity.

Just like me, once she got the rush of feelings of finally having a cock in her mouth under control, she sucked a mean cock. Janet swirled her tongue all around my head, and greedily slurped up the pre-cum that was now dripping like wild from my slit. Then she opened her mouth wide, and took me down as far as she could. She got about 3/4 of the way down my 7" cock before she had to come up for air.

"Good girl. Such a good cock sucker you are. Don't worry, you'll get lots of practice. You can suck me anytime you want to. I'm yours for the asking." I said, and Janet beamed such a beautiful smile.

Her shyness gone, she started to become the cock sucking whore she wanted to be. My cock was licked, sucked, and kissed with lust, greed, and passion. She popped my cock head out of her mouth, and held it out for Trish to close her lips around. Now I was having my cock sucked by both them, husband and wife, though the husband was a bit feminine looking right now in her stockings, heels, and maid uniform. They passed my head back and forth, then both of them slashed their tongues over my head and shaft, making me let out a girly moan, and another big drip of sticky juice.

Trish decided to turn up the action, and grabbed a bottle of lube from her bag, lubing up her fingers as she looking at me with sexy, slutty eyes.

"How would you like that little schoolgirl ass fucked with my fingers?"

"Oh yes baby, please. My little virgin ass need a good fucking. Please be my first," I moaned out. She reached between my spread legs, and found my tight little hole. Like all men, I dearly love having my ass penetrated by anything long, smooth, and hard. She lubed me up good, smearing lots of cool gel around me, and then slowly and sweetly slide inside my backdoor with her index finger. If I was a slut before, now I was a total tramp, cross-dressed, standing there in high heels, a CD maid sucking me off, while her wife screwed my ass with wet, slick fingers. I'm not sure what I'd done in my life to deserve such a treat, but whatever it was, I'm glad I did it.

"So my little slut likes her ass fucked. You're so tight sweetie. You're grabbing onto me with every stroke," Trish said. "Is it turning you on, being fucked on both sides? Does it make you pump out that cum? Janet, is she soaking your mouth with juice?"

Janet pulled off my cock with a slurp, licking her lips. "She's dripping all over my mouth. I can't believe she hasn't cum yet. And that's what I want Jenny. I want that wet sperm flooding out of my mouth. Please give it to your little maid whore. Fuck my lips, and cum in my hot, wet mouth." She licked my swollen purple head dry (for just a few seconds, until the next drop of pre-cum spilled out), and then covered my throbbing erection with her young mouth again.

Trish's finger went a bit deeper in my ass, and began to rub all around, while Janet's head bobbed back and forth. I thought of how many times she must have sucked off Trish's strap-on, fantasizing about just this moment, and how lucky I was to be her first cock. I reached down and held onto her shoulders while I waited for my orgasm to hit.

Between the fantastic, first time blow job, Trish fucking my ass, and me being all sluted up, it didn't take more than 30 seconds, and I felt that solid swelling when you know you're going to spurt. I tightened my asshole around Trish, and moaned out Janet's name.

Just like when I jack off all while dressed, my first few spurts were all pre-cum, and Janet moaned with lust around my cock as I flooded her mouth, just like she wanted. Trish's finger was locked in my ass, and then the rest of my orgasm hit. I tried to keep looking down at Janet, so fucking sexy kneeling there on her stockings, skirt brushing around her thighs with every sucking movement of her body, looking up at me with thankful, loving eyes as I made her the woman she'd always wanted to be. The cum was dripping out of her mouth and down onto her blouse, as much as she tried to swallow it all down. But when my main climax hit me, I just had to close my eyes, and let out a huge moan as I emptied my balls through my swollen cock into that warm, wet heaven. I must have blasted 6 or 7 ropes of cum out, each one a special peak of even greater pleasure in a warm pool of ecstasy. I had to lean back into my heels to keep from falling over, as my cum took all my strength away, seemingly pouring all my energy into Janet's mouth. Finally, my cock stopped ejaculating cream, and I was able to open my eyes at sexy, sexy Janet, swallowing my load, and running her lips and tongue all around to get the rest.

Trish tenderly slid her finger out of my ass, making me jump, and leaned over to her wife for a wet, spermy kiss. I drunk in the sight of them kissing the cum off each other's lips, knowing I would jack off to this memory for years to cum. I collapsed down to my knees, and joined them in a girly kiss.

"Did you like that sweetheart?" Trish asked Janet. "Did you like that hard, thick cock stretching your mouth, and soaking you with cum? You looked so good sucking on her, such a nasty, filthy little slut who can't get enough cock. Just like you've always wanted to be. Are you going to turn into a total slut now? I'll bet you won't be able to keep enough cocks in your mouth. And you," she turned to me with a smile. "Did you like fucking my slut's mouth? Was she good?"

"She was the best blow job I've ever had. Janet, you can suck my cock anytime you want to baby. As long as I can get a taste of you sometime too."

Trish recovered first from our shared cum high, and stood up to lead us to the king sized bed. She pulled the sheets down, and patted on the soft mattress.

"C'mon girls. Plenty of time to rest up later. For now, I wanna see you two fuck. Besides wanting to make a cock cum in her mouth, Janet's other nasty fantasy is to have her pretty little ass fucked by a real cock. I've tried to keep her satisfied with my strap-on, but despite all the good fuckings I've given her, she keeps wanting a warm, purple cock. Want to break her cherry?"

I looked at Janet, who was blushing again (so cute, she has cum on her blouse from sucking cock, and is still flushed at the thought of getting fucked), and smiled. "I would love to take you cherry Janet. May I?" I held her hand, and guided her down onto the bed, a soft pillow under her stomach.

She looked so wonderfully hot - heels, stockings, pushed up skirt showing her garter belt, blouse, and lipstick smeared lips, looking back at me with happy, horny eyes.

I got into between her legs and lifted her skirt up over her ass.

"First, your back door needs a bit of loving to get ready." I took the bottle of lube, and dripped big splat onto her, letting it run down her ass, making her squirm with the coolness of the liquid. Then I gently rubbed the top of her stockings, making her wait for her ass to be pleasured. Slowly I moved my hands up to her cheeks and spread them apart, exposing her most intimate area for Trish and I to see. Her asshole was beautiful - smooth, pink, and just so lickable. It glistened with the lube, and I couldn't wait any longer. I flicked my tongue out and made contact with her ass, causing Janet to moan, and Trish to curse.

"Yeah, that what I want to see. Two little sluts playing with each other's ass." It was thrilling to hear this sweet and tender woman turn into a nasty and demanding bitch during sex. Janet wasn't the only one turning into what she'd always wanted to be.

"Lick my sluts asshole. Get her ready for that big cock. I've just fucked her with a small strap-on, so she'd stay nice and tight. But look at her now. Rotating her ass back on your tongue and mouth like a cheap slutty bitch. You like having this schoolgirl lick your ass. Makes you feel like a real woman, with a real pussy. You just wait, little slut. She's going to fuck that hole of yours good and hard." Such filth coming from such a sweet mouth. I loved it.

Once Janet's asshole was all wet, hot, and lubed, it was time for her to be turned into a whore for good. My cock had swollen back up again, and started to throb with my heartbeat. For good measure, Trish put her lips over it and gave it a nice wet suck.

"For luck. Now fuck my slut's ass."

I lubed my cock up till it shined in the light, and scooted forward on the bed. Janet got up on her hands and knees, and lifted her ass towards me, like a well trained little whore. Trish must have taught her well how to take a cock. But she'd never had a real cock, all warm and hard meat, under a soft and smooth skin. My cock was the first part of my body to touch hers, and my cock kissed her asshole, saying hi for the first time. My cock and her ass. Meeting each other for the first, but not the last time. Janet moaned cheaply as she felt the warm pressure of hard cock on her asshole. Our bodies were joined in a tender exchange of intimacy, every jerk of my cock stimulating her ass. Gently I leaned forward, pressing my head against her hole, as I grabbed her firmly by the waist, getting a hold of her bunched up skirt and hips. She was tight. Tighter than any woman I'd ever had. But we were both so wet and lubed, my cock was so hard, and her ass so hungry that after a few seconds of blunt resistance, her asshole opened up and welcomed my inside like a long lost friend.

The feeling of my cock sliding into her virgin ass was indescribable. The fact that we were both so slutted up made it so nasty, kinky, and hot.

Janet's slutty moans filled up the whole room, until her wife shut her up by kissing her hard on the lips. Then she just whimpered like the bitch she was, getting her first good fucking. We bucked back and forth, our stockings and heels rubbing against each other, and we fucked like little schoolgirls. I held onto her garter belt, keeping a good grip on her, and Trish started calling Janet a slut and our bitch.

"You little slut. You've finally gotten what you've wanted all along. A big hard cock in your tight little asshole. Do you like it slut? Does it make you feel like a real woman to bring pleasure to that prick? Then fuck him! Fuck him good. Work that asshole around his cock. Make that cum boil up from his balls. Make that stud cum!"

Finally, it's all too much stimulation for me. The nasty cross dressing. The feel of the stockings and heels. The way Janet's ass gripped and rubbed my cock. I gave out, and let myself cum.

I tightened up my asshole as my cock went rigid in Janet's ass. She felt the stiffness of my cock, knowing it was going to splash her asshole with sticky hot sperm, and she groaned without control. My cock went iron stiff, and I felt the cum shooting up through my rod, into her now well fucked asshole. The sensation of all that hot fluid filling her ass, knowing that she's made a hot cross-dressing stud cum was too much for her, and without even touching her cock, she blew semen all over the sheets. I kept spearing her asshole until my legs gave out, and we collapsed on the bed, her anal virginity taken.

We laid there for about a minute, getting our breath back. Slowly and tenderly I pulled my still hard cock out of her now slutty ass, and she whimpered with delight. She was truly now a slut, having made a cock cum in her mouth, and her ass. Next time I'd ask to have the favor returned, and get my cherry broken, but for now it was her night.

The three of us stretched out and relaxed in the king sized bed.

"Janet sweetie. Did you like making that cock cum? I'm not going to be able to keep cocks out of your mouth and ass, am I?" Trish said, running her fingers along Janet's stockings.

"As long as Jenny here wants me, I'm hers alone." she replied, making me blush with joy.

I kissed them both on the forehead and we snuggled for the night, Trish's two studs still slutted up, me in the middle of this wonderful couple.

I thought about what would happen next - me getting fucked. Maybe a DP of Trish with our two hot cocks. Maybe ever bringing my wife into the action. But for now, nestled and surrounded by these two hot people, there was no place else I'd rather be.

Becoming Madame Mayor: BUNDLE 1-3

Becoming Madame Mayor: Part 1

By and large, when Tina suggested something unique to me, I was immediately on-board; but, this was insane.

"You want me to what?" I asked her, as my eyes squinted in her direction.

"Abe, I want you to consider coming out as a woman," Tina said with a serious tone. "Publicly declare your intention to transition and proceed as a girl."

Tina was my campaign advisor, life coach, and best friend. She was a beautiful girl with dark curly hair. We had met in college and we somehow managed to play an important role in each other’s lives all these years later. I had graduated with a political science degree and she had a degree in business management. Our academic credentials somehow managed to reflect our unique personalities. I was an assertive, confident leader and Tina was a motivated, strategic organizer. While there was sometimes a feeling of sexual tension between us, by and large we were in a strictly platonic relationship. This, of course, didn’t mean that I wasn’t secretly lusting for her. I just assumed she had me in the friendzone. I was on the small side, but I was a pretty good looking guy. I always wondered why she never showed any interest in me. She constantly had what I affectionately called, ‘The Boyfriend of the Week’, but she never seemed to want to settle with anyone. I had even seen her with a few women. The subject of sexuality never came up, but I concluded that she must be bisexual or maybe just confused.

After college we had both spent a few years volunteering and working with nonprofits. The altruistic work helped bolster our resumes. The work fostered pragmatic passion in each of us and inevitably ended up pushing us into the cutthroat world of politics. With Tina’s help, my first elected position was on the local school board. This was my first real taste of public service. Riding off that success, the next year Tina helped me campaign and successfully get onto the city council. I held a seat on the council for a few years but now I was attempting to secure my highest position yet: mayor of Riverside.

Riverside was a unique place in that it was exceptionally diverse and open to change. People in our town celebrated progressive thinking to an extreme. The topics of gay rights, the women’s movement, the ‘me too’ movement, ‘black lives matter’ and every other social justice keyword-of-the-day, were used as a rallying call to the majority of residents that lived here. We were undeniably liberal and Tina and I fit right in. I was proud to call Riverside home. People voted aggressively on these subjects, sometimes to a fault. Therein was my problem.

I was up against a man named Tom Burken. Tom had been a big-wig lawyer for a local credit union and somehow he ended up getting into politics. He wasn’t particularly qualified for the position; but, he was handsome, charismatic, and most importantly: he was gay. In Riverside, this was a big deal. So here I was in my dining room and my campaign manager/best friend is telling me I should become a woman.

“Abe, please stop pretending like you think this is a bad idea,” Tina insisted, “I’ve known for years that you aren’t comfortable as a man. You’ve just been so boxed up about it. Every time I try to bring it up you shut down on me.”

Tina was right. I did have unaddressed feelings; I’ve had them for years. When she tried to bring it up I would quickly change the subject. Ever since I was young I knew I was different. I was more comfortable brushing my sister’s hair than I was playing kickball outside with the boys. In later years, I was jealous that my prom date got to wear a beautiful dress and I was stuck wearing an uninteresting and bland tuxedo. I yearned to put on a dress, makeup, and heels every morning. I was jealous of beautiful women. To this day, I have a lock box under my bed filled with sexy lingerie, bras, panies, stockings and heels. At least once a week I would put on the clothing and look at myself in the mirror. Often I would masturbate and watch porn while I was dressed up. I fantasized about being a woman but I craved femininity in a non-sexual way too.

I had dated many girls growing up, and I was attracted to them, but I had to be honest with myself. I never truly identified with my masculinity. The idea of being with a dude was never particularly appealing to me. I never felt gay, I just didn’t feel like a man. Maybe it was lucky genetics or maybe it was just pure willpower, but somehow I was able to compartmentalize this part of myself and still lead a productive and successful life. I drove my desires into a dark corner of my mind.

So here I sat as Tina directly called me out. She once found a pair of panties under my bed. I lied and told her they were from a girl that I had over the night before. There were some other incidents that probably gave away my secret as well. I looked down at Tina’s legs. She was wearing a pair of sunkissed pantyhose. Or perhaps they were stockings; It was hard to tell. The point was, I was jealous. She had a pair of classic black high heels on her feet that appeared to be 4 or 5 inches high. She was also wearing a black skirt and white blouse. If I was being truly honest with myself, to my core, I had to concede that I wanted to be wearing those sexy stockings and heels.

“Yeah,” I admitted, “I’ve been trying to suppress this side of myself for as long as I can remember. Maybe I should just own it.”

“Abe, you know that I’m just trying to help you,” Tina said. “I think this would great for you personally, but there is something else you should consider. This would give you the edge you need to win this election. This town would love a ‘coming out’ story; you and I both know that. Sometimes I think these people would elect a bank robber if he or she were LGBTQ”

“You’re right,” I agreed. “The only reason I’m down in the polls is because Tom Burken is an openly gay man. In all reality, he’s not the best choice for this city. My platform is more comprehensive and valuable for this city.”

I thought about myself standing at a podium, about to give a speech. I’d be wearing a navy blue business suit, stockings, and modest heels. In this fantasy, I would be hiding a sexy black bra and panties under the suit. My hair would be down around my shoulders and I’d have pretty red lipstick, dark eyeliner and mascara on my face. The scenario playing in my head gave me confidence and relief from years of hiding this huge desire of mine.

I had to ask myself, what is a successful politician? The answer now seemed obvious. She is nothing more than the manifestation of an individual’s confident identity, message, and plan. My message and plan were loud and clear but I lacked credibility because people were sensing my lack of confidence. This was a defining moment of clarity. I had to be true to myself. I need become the girl I was meant to be.

As I sat at the table thinking about the pleasures of womanhood, I noticed an uncomfortable pressure in my trousers. I had a raging erection and it was creating a tent that was certainly visible to Tina. I tried to casually cross my legs but Tina called me out again.

“The thought of slipping on some panties is turning you on, eh?” She looked down at the big circus tent in my pants. “Listen Abe, since we’re sitting here being honest with each other, I’m going to drop some knowledge on you. I’ve always been attracted to you, but I’m more attracted to women. I tried to fight it for years, but I’m definitely into chicks.”

She went on to explain that the idea of dressing me up as a girl and helping me transition into becoming a woman was a huge turn on for her. She had been fantasizing about this scenario for years. She craved cock, but she also desired the softness of a woman. Just hearing her talk like this was enough to make my dick become even harder. The fact that she wanted to dress me up as a girl made my cum begin to boil.  She told me that the series of events leading up to the mayoral election pushed her to finally confront me about all of this. She too, was feeling pretty liberated. In fact, she had even brought some items to help us celebrate.

Tina pulled a plastic bag out from under her chair. She tossed it to me. “Here, these are for you. It’s just a little something to get you started.”

I looked down at the bag and slowly opened it. My eyes immediately lit up and my cock lurched. Inside there was a colorful variety of fabric. I placed my hands inside and felt multiple materials: silk, lace, nylon, soft cotton and lots of stretchy elastic. The bag was filled with a few pieces of lingerie, two bras, about a dozen pairs of panties and a black dress. My hands trembled a bit as I ran them across the clothing. Then I heard Tina unzip her purse, and she pulled out three smaller packages. She tossed them at me and said, “I figured you would need some of these too.” In my hands were now two packs of nylon stockings, one white and one sheer black. The other pack was a pair of nude-colored pantyhose.

“There’s actually more out in my car,” she said, with a grin, “Like they say: ‘Variety is the spice of life’, right?”

I was speechless. I looked down in my lap at the clothes. I was experiencing a variety of conflicting emotions. Excitement, fear, joy… even arousal. Tears formed in my eyes and all I could do was get up, walk over to Tina and give her a deep hug. I held her tightly and softly whispered, “Thank you so much.”

Tina giggled. “What’s so funny?” I asked. She pulled away, keeping her arms around my neck and looked down. My raging boner was pushing right into her. “Oh, sorry,” I said.

“Don’t be sorry,” she said, with a devious tone “let’s take care of your friend down there and then get you dressed.”

With that, Tina slid herself down me and put herself in front of my bulge. She then reached up, undid my belt, button, and zipper, and pulled down my trousers. She put her thumbs in the waistband of my boxer briefs and swiftly yanked them down my legs. This was the first time either of us had acted on our desires for one another and it was incredible. I couldn’t help but stare at her sexy curves and her pretty face. I was almost ready to burst before she even touched me. Tina brushed away the dark curls from her face before she leaned forward, looked up at me, and maintained eye contact as she took the entire length of me into her mouth. She held there for a moment, at the base of my cock and then began to work her head up and down on my shaft. I impulsively groaned out loud. Then Tina took one hand and groped my balls while she used the other hand to jerk me off while she sucked. I was experiencing a moment of pure bliss. Her warm mouth worked me for less than five minutes before I felt myself tense up. She sensed that I was about to cum and in response I felt her grip tighter and quicken her pace.

When I could take it no more, I gasped, “Tina!”

“Mmm hmm,” she hummed, with the entirety of my cock pulsating in her pretty mouth. In this moment, any thoughts of elections, polls, campaigning and politics-in-general had completely left my mind.

With this, I trembled as I shot spurt after spurt of hot sticky cum into her mouth. Tina continued to bob her head up and down as I released a huge load into her. After what felt like minutes, she skillfully pulled her head away while keeping her lips pursed. She gave me another close-mouthed smile as she swallowed all of my cum. Then she opened her mouth, showing me that it was empty.

“I’ve been wanting to do that for a long time,” she said.

“Well why didn’t you? That was absolutely incredible!” I exclaimed.

“I was just waiting for the right moment,” she replied, “Now that we’ve taken care of that pesky little bulge of yours, we need to get you dolled up.”

I stood next to the dining room table for a moment and tried to digest everything that had just happened. In my post-orgasm state of mind, it was a bit much to comprehend. "Don't just stand there," Tina said eagerly, "lets get you dressed." I followed her into my bedroom as I wondered what clothing she was going to have me try on first. My body hair was naturally pretty sparse so I wasn’t too concerned about shaving at this point. I was also fortunate in that I had grown out the hair on my head to a decent length, for a guy. I already had a sense what I looked like as a woman because I had been doing it in private for years. With Tina’s help, I expected a very passable transformation.

“Strip naked,” Tina instructed, “Come on don’t be shy.” I did as I was told, stripping off all of my clothes and throwing them to the other side of the bed. She pulled out a pretty black cocktail style dress made from soft sheen silk. As she brought the dress up to my body to check the fit, it glimmered in the light. “I was thinking we’d start you off with something very feminine,” she said, noticing my eyes widen as I stared at it. “That is an incredibly sexy dress," I replied. Then she went to the bag and pulled out a matching black bra, panty and garter belt set, followed by one of the packs of brand new sheer stockings. “Black lingerie is the sexiest lingerie. It’s standard for any woman that wants to feel risqué under her clothes.” Tina proclaimed. “I agree,” I said, “I often fantasize about this kind of outfit.”

Tina then grabbed a different bag and pulled out a pair of breast forms. She sat me down on the edge of the bed and applied them to my flat chest.  "It looks like you’re not too hairy, which is great. We’ll still get you shaved up for next time but I’m eager to see you all put together right now," she said. She picked up the lacy bra and held it up to me. Then she wrapped it around me. The bra had a clasp at the front but it also had shoulder straps also had to be adjusted. "Perfect fit, I got lucky" she noted. “I really didn’t want to have to go back to the store and exchange all this stuff for a different size,” she laughed. “Okay now let’s get those stockings and that garter belt on!”

My favorite part of dressing had always been the stockings. Tina bunched up the first one in her hand and then she slowly slid it over my leg. I shivered with delight, as the feeling of someone else putting them on you was even more incredible than doing it yourself. She then slid the second stocking up my other leg and had me stand up. Then she grabbed the sexy little panties and had me step into them. She slowly pulled them up my stocking-covered legs with a look of determination on her face. She had to tuck back my slightly soft cock. "You’re enjoying this as much as I am, aren't you?" I asked. "More than you can imagine" she replied. "But it looks like you’re the one having the real fun,” she teased, as the bulge in my panties began to grow a bit and stick out the side. "I can’t deny it. This is the hottest thing that’s ever happened to me," I agreed. My mind was a whirlwind of excitement.

Then Tina looked at my nails. “These will need some polish,” she stated. She grabbed a container with a dark red color and sat me down again. She had me hold out my fingers and she carefully applied polish to each of them. My nails weren’t particularly long but the nail polish made them look pretty damn sexy anyway.  When they were dry she got up and took a step back to check me out. "You look hot as hell, now we just need to get you into that dress." she said. She had me put my arms up and she slipped the dress over my head. I stood up to let it fall naturally. There were no buttons or zipper, but there was a small clasp at the back. Tina pulled it down my body and adjusted the fabric near my chest so I was showing a little bit of cleavage. Then she fastened the clasp. I moved around a bit and noticed that my stocking tops were showing through a small slit on the side. "Do you think this is too short?" I asked, sarcastically. "Yeah, but you’re no cheap whore," she said, "you’re a classy lady of the night. Just make sure you take small steps when you’re wearing something like this. Overall I think it fit you perfectly." she said.

At this point, I momentarily shifted my focus away from myself and looked at Tina in her little skirt. "I feel compelled to say that you are sexy as hell" I said, as her sexy boobs bounced up and down as she was dressing me. “Thank you,” she replied, “It’s weird that you’re choosing to tell me this now. Better late than never I suppose.” Then she grabbed a pair of black leather open-toed heels. They looked to have a heel that was about three inches. "These should work for now. I doubt you have much practice walking in these things." she said.

She helped me slip my feet into the shoes as she rain her dainty hands across my stockinged legs. They slipped in easily because of the stockings.  Then she had me walk around the room and she gave me some tips to help keep my balance. I found her advice made it a lot easier compared to when I was secretly crossdressing alone in my bedroom.

"How do the shoes look?" I asked. "They look fantastic" she said "as a matter of fact, you are looking damn near perfect. We just need to get some makeup on your face and fix your hair to complete the transformation." Tina brushed my hair for a bit and worked her magic until it was looking perfectly feminine. Then she started to put some makeup on my face. She put on foundation, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick. When she was done, my face was looking flawless.

So the transformation was finally complete. I stood up and walked over to the full-length mirror. Before me stood an extremely attractive woman. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I kicked back a heel and admired my shapely, stocking-clad legs. I looked at the nice little bubble-but at the hem of my skirt. I even had great-looking tits! Suddenly I felt my cock start to stiffen in my panties and poke into the material of my dress.  Tina walked over to me and gave me a tender kiss on the mouth. The pressed herself against me and took notice of my cock. She reached down and played with it through my dress. “I guess i’ll have to take care of that again,” she purred. “Before I do, you need a name. I’m thinking Abigail. What do you think?”

“I love it!” I exclaimed, as she put her head under my dress and looked for my cock.

Tina pulled down my panties and brought them to my knees.  Then she started to suck on one of my balls as she slowly jerked me off. She took her other hand and ran it up and down my nylon-covered leg. The sensation of her warm mouth on my balls and her nails on my stockings was truly amazing. After some time I felt her lift her head up to my cock and take it into her mouth.  Her sexy face began to bob up and down as she snuck a finger around to my ass and began to tickle the entrance to my butthole. The feeling was sensational and I felt like I was going to cum soon. I felt her bring her finger back around, put it in her mouth, and cover it in saliva. Slowly, she brought her hand back to my behind and slowly pushed the finger into my ass. It felt pretty big as she thrust it inside and began to start pumping it inside of me. At this point, I couldn’t take it anymore and I told her,  "Here it comes baby!" Tina grunted in approval and began to suck me even faster. I burst a huge load inside of her for the second time that night. Tina continued to suck me as I pumped spurt after spurt into her pretty little mouth. Her curls were all over her face and I felt them on my stockings. After I finished cumming, she pulled her finger out of my ass and swallowed. As was customary, she showed me her empty mouth as she pulled up my panties and tucked me back into place. I had no idea she was such a cum slut.

My mind briefly wondered to politics again. There would need to be a press conference. There would be critics, of course. But overall I was feeling great. I knew that this bedroom playtime was just a small taste of the fun I would have. Little did I know that I had implants, surgeries, and whole new experiences to look forward to in my new life as Abigail.

TO BE CONTINUED...

Becoming Madame Mayor: Part 2

I got out of bed and groggily walked toward the kitchen. I wasn’t quite awake yet and my mind was still trying to figure out the difference between dreamland and reality. I sauntered past the large mirror in the living room. Within the mirror was the image of a good-looking girl; she was wearing a silky pink nightgown. She had small breasts, fair skin, and a yummy ass. I noticed that her nightgown had delicate white lace adorning the hemline. The girl’s hair was up in a loose bun with unbound strands falling down on her pretty face. The morning sunlight shined behind her, giving her an angelic glow. What a pretty girl, I thought to myself. I put my arms up into the air, stretching them after a restful night’s sleep. Curiously, the girl in the mirror also put her arms up. I yawned, and she did the same.

Oh... Wow, I realized, making eye contact with her, She is… me. I hadn’t forgotten everything that had happened over the past weeks, but my mind was still having trouble accepting this new reality. Waking up and thinking of myself as a man had become an automatic reflex for the past 30 some odd years. This felt new and different. It felt like I was a person with terrible eyesight putting on glasses for the first time. I never knew how out-of-focus my life was until I put on the lenses of acceptance. There was obviously going to be an adjustment period but it felt incredible.

I walked into the kitchen and noticed that Tina had left a copy of the local newspaper, The Riverside Chronicle, on the kitchen counter. I wasn’t used to waking up without her, but she was obligated to leave the house early to set-up for a fundraiser event being held later that evening. She had taken a red sharpie and circled the headline on the front page of the paper.

‘MAYORAL CANDIDATE COMES OUT AS TRANS WOMAN’

Well I guess there’s no such thing as bad publicity, I thought to myself, whilst skimming the article. A smile ran across my face as I noticed my delicate fingers painted in red nail polish. I had come out to the world about my transition and I was still intending to run in the mayoral election.

Tina had helped me craft an open letter which detailed the reasoning for my transition publically. We sent it out to all the major media outlets in the region and it was generally well received. Tom Burken, my leading opponent, wasn’t very pleased though. He alleged that the entire thing was a publicity stunt intended to seize votes from the progressive-leaning populace. Amusingly, he wasn’t wrong. Tina, my campaign manager and my lover, had engineered this reveal and she was completely aware of the political implications. What the critics didn’t realize was that I had been living with gender identity issues for my entire life. Tina merely helped me come to terms with the fact that I wasn’t living up to my true potential.

I heard my cell phone ringing back in the bedroom. I ran back to answer, my girly ass jiggling as I moved. I picked up the phone and answered, “Hello, Abe… igail speaking.”

I could hear Tina laughing on the line, “You don’t even know your own first name and you’re running for city mayor, eh?”

“Good morning, darling,” I laughed.

“Practically afternoon!” she countered, “Have you started getting ready yet?” she asked.

I looked at the clock; it was eleven thirty in the morning. “Not yet,” I admitted.

“Well you better get going, sweetheart,” she said, “and make sure to wear something flashy. You need to stand out tonight.”

“Yes baby, I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised,” I countered.

“And you’re sure you can get ready without me?” she asked.

“I guess we’ll find out!” I said with a laugh.

The event was a campaign fundraising gala. It was being held inside the main greenhouse at the city botanical gardens. The gala was a fancy-dress event: men in white ties, women in flashy dresses. As the guest of honor, I was expected to dazzle and impress. I had picked up a dress the week prior. My challenge was going to be the makeup. Typically Tina was there to help me out but she had to be at the venue making preparations. This would be the first true test of my transition into womanhood.

As the day passed I replied to emails, made some phone calls, and practiced my speech for later that evening. I lounged around the house wearing a pair of tight black yoga pants and a pink camisole. Underneath I had a pair of cute yellow panties and a standard white bra. I didn’t put in any breast forms yet, but I would need to. I hadn’t yet had my breast augmentation surgery but I had a consultation scheduled for the following week. Even without the breasts, I was still looking sexy. Yoga pants always got me excited. Every time I passed a reflective surface I wouldn’t allow myself to look. I resisted the urge to play with myself on this particular day; there was too much that had to be done! When the sun finally started to fall low into the sky, I thought it time to finally get dressed.

When I got to the bedroom I stripped down completely naked. I had already shaved my entire body earlier in the day. I ran my hands down the length of my curves and enjoyed the smoothness. Tina had taught me to exfoliate and moisturize every day. As a result, my skin was super soft and healthy. With this in mind, I went to the dresser and grabbed a tube of lotion. I propped one leg up onto the bed and spread the lotion on myself, starting at the ankle and working my way up to my thigh. Then I repeated with the other leg. This gave my skin a beautiful sheen and also a delicate floral scent. I was already in heaven.

Next I grabbed a pair of sheer, nude-colored stockings. They were hold-ups, so there was no need for a garter belt tonight. I sat on the bed and used my thumbs and fingers to roll the first stocking into a silky donut. I put my foot inside and slowly pulled it up my leg, unraveling the delicate material as I went. The feeling of the nylon on my freshly shaved and moisturized legs was heavenly. I repeated the process for the other leg.

Once my stockings were on, I grabbed a lacy red thong from my drawer. It came with a matching red bra. I Held the thong out in front of my face and let the material touch my lips. I even took a small sniff, laughing at myself. There was nothing quite like a pair of skimpy red panties. I stepped into them and slowly slid them up my legs. The interaction of the lace and the nylon sent shivers down my spine. I drew them all the way up and adjusted my cock back, creating a smooth mound in the front. I playfully snapped the waistband on my hips, which made my cock jump a little bit in its panty cell.

Next came breasts. I grabbed my breast forms and then applied the special adhesive to them. I attached them to my flat chest and adjusted them so they were perfectly positioned. The added weight on my chest was oddly sensual. Then I grabbed the red bra and wrapped it around myself. It clasped in the front, so I adjusted my boobs and fastened the clasp. The weight on my chest now felt supported and the load was distributed to my shoulders.

I took a moment to glance in the mirror. That ended up being a mistake. Before me was a sexy lady dressed in a racy little lingerie set. The red bra and panties, with their floral lace, contrasted perfectly with my milky white skin. The nude-colored nylons screamed sexyness, especially the lacy tops. It was a bit too much for me and my hard cock was now standing at full attention. I should just let myself enjoy it, I reasoned. But I carried on.

For my shoes, I had picked out a pair of red, strappy high-heeled sandals. They had an ankle strap with a gold buckle, and they were about four inches in height. I slid my nylon-clad foot into the first one. The motion made a unique high-pitched hollow scraping sound as my stockings slid against the shoe. (Anyone that has slipped into a pair of high heels knows the sound i’m referring to!) The sheer nude stockings allowed for my red painted toenails to be visible at the front of the shoe. I put on the other shoe and stood up. I took another look in the mirror and admired my bottom half.  The heels transformed my posture into that of a sexy woman. My leg muscles seemed to morph into a more-feminine shape and my ass was given a noticeable boost. Now I was standing there in only my bra, panties, stockings and heels. It was time for the dress!

I grabbed the garment bag from my closet and slowly unzipped it. Inside was a ravishing red dress with a lace top and silky flared waist. The hemline sat four inches above the knee, which would make my long, nylon-clad legs the feature attraction. I was certain that I was going to turn some heads tonight. I gently removed the dress from the bag, straightened it out, and held it in front of me. I stepped into it and felt the material rub against my body. I pulled it up and put my arms into the quarter-length sleeves. The tops of my thin arms were now encased in delicate lace. When everything was in place, I reached behind me and slowly pulled up the zipper. The dress formed to my midsection perfectly, and the feeling of the lace on my arms and upper body combined with the silky flared waist rubbing against my thighs and stocking tops was driving me wild. After some minor boob adjustment, I was satisfied.

Another mirror check confirmed that I looked just as sexy as I felt. My long blonde hair cascaded down onto my lace-clad shoulders. The dress formed to my womanly shape on the top and flared out at my waist. The dress transitioned perfectly to a pair of smooth, shapely legs clad in nylon and a pair of killer red heels. I smiled at myself, played with my hair and kicked back a heeled foot, putting on a little show for myself. The entire ensemble was perfect and I could feel that my cock approved too. Fortunately the flared portion of the dress hid my manhood quite nicely.

Sitting down at the vanity, I next had to tackle my hair and makeup. I managed to tease my hair into something temporarily presentable. Tina had planned to work on it a bit when I arrived at the venue. As for the makeup, this was my big test. As a gift, Tina had purchased a kit from Bare Minerals for me. I had been watching YouTube videos for guidance and tips. Using the methods I had seen, I started with foundation. I applied some that had a radiant tint. It perfectly matched my skin tone. Then came some concealer and a bit of powder and bronzer. Using the internet advice, I tried to do some contouring on my face. I was pleased with the result. I would intermittently rub my fingers across my stocking tops to punctuate the sensory experience of my feminization.

Next, I moved to my eyes, starting with a bit of eyeshadow. I used a dark eyeliner for a classy radiant look and used a volume-building mascara to make my lashes really stand out. Last, were my lips. I used a shade of vibrant red lipstick that matched my dress, and I applied some coral gloss to bring out the color and give it a bit of sheen. I puckered my lips, spreading out the gloss and I took a moment to enjoy the unique smell of the makeup. This reminded me to put on some perfume. I spritzed some with a delicate floral aroma. I strategically applied it to my wrists and neck. With this, my transformation was complete.

I stood up and walked back to the full-length mirror. I had succeeded. The woman standing in front of me was beautiful and confident. A deep feeling of satisfaction overcame me as I considered the implications of my new identity. A few weeks prior I would have grabbed a quick shower, put on a suit and ran out the door. The most complicated thing for a man is picking out a tie, and most men even assign that to their female partners! The feminine ritual of ‘getting ready’ provided me with a meditative sense of mental focus and intention. I looked forward to a lifetime of this purposeful routine. I made a kissy face to myself, and once again had to resist the urge to play with my cock.

Walking across the floor, I could feel my stockings stretching and pulling. I could feel my silky dress rubbing against my legs and I could hear the satisfying clicks of my high heels on the hardwood floors. I made one last stop to my closet to grab a red handbag, that also matched my dress. In it, I put some makeup, my cell phone, and a copy of my speech. I started to zip the bag closed, but then I stopped, grabbed a few condoms, and placed them inside as well. A woman could never be overly prepared, I thought to myself.

The event itself went exceedingly well. The botanical gardens were absolutely beautiful and Tina’s crew did an excellent job in both decorating and keeping things running smoothly. The food was delicious, the entertainment was wonderful and my speech went off without a hitch. I was impressed to see how many of Riverside’s social elite had decided to attend. I obviously won them over because people were making financial contributions to the campaign at an exceedingly rapid pace. We had shattered all of our goals, which gave our entire team a sense of deep accomplishment. I made it a point to single out Tina, specifically, in my speech. She played the leading role in the success of our mayoral campaign. What the audience didn’t know was that she was the one that compelled me to make my life-changing decision to become a woman. For this, I will always be thankful.

When all of the scheduled events and formalities were complete, I was finally able to relax, grab a drink, and mingle with the crowd. Wherever I went, there was a swarm of people that wanted to interact with me. I relished in the attention and skillfully schmoozed my way into their collective good-graces. As the champagne took a hold on people, I noticed myself answering many personal questions about my transition and my sexuality generally. They seemed eager to learn more about the process and I tried to respond as honestly as I could. I also received multitudes of compliments on my appearance. I noticed more than one man devouring my tits and ass with his gaze. Even a few females seemed to be a bit too focused on my stockinged legs and my juicy butt. I loved all of the attention and I felt sexy as hell.

I noticed that Tina had been conversing with a woman near the stage for some time. It was unusual for her to linger, as she would typically join me in ‘working the room’ for this type of scenario. I grabbed two more champagne flutes from a passing waiter and approached the pair.

The woman was a real stunner. She was a tall brunette with a curvaceous body. The woman was wearing a blue, knee-length dress that clung tightly to her hips and showed off an impressive amount of cleavage. Her black nylon stockings and classic black leather high heels were the icing on the cake. Tina had a devious smile and a twinkle in her eye as I approached.

“There’s the lady of the hour,” Tina said. I handed them each a glass of champagne. “Abigail, this is Rose Fisher, of Fisher Enterprises.” My eyebrows raised at this. The Fisher company was well-known in our region. They owned and operated hundreds of storage rental locations near Riverside.

“Pleased to meet you, Rose,” I said, “Thank you so much for coming tonight. Are you having a good time?”

“Absolutely,” she replied, raising her glass. Tina raised her glass in turn and they each downed their drinks. I couldn’t keep myself from glancing at her beautiful tits when she tilted her head back to finish her drink. “Your girl Tina here throws one hell of a party,” Rose said, “As a matter of fact, the two of us were just talking about getting out of here. We could keep the party going back at my place.” I looked Tina. She grinned and nodded. You didn’t need a degree in psychology to figure out their motive. I knew exactly what they had in mind. My cock stiffened and began to poke out of my red thong panties. Fortunately the folds of the dress kept things under wraps, but Tina saw me squirm and she glanced down at the front of my dress. 

“Yeah that sounds great,” I replied, beaming at the prospect of taking home these two beautiful women, “I just need to make my rounds one more time and we can head out.”

“Okay great,” Rose said. Then she stepped toward me, put her hand on my hip, and softly whispered in my ear, “Don’t be too long. Tina and I will be be out in my limo waiting for you.”

I quickly made my last rounds, grabbed my bag and headed outside. The cool, dry air of the night came as a surprise when exiting the warm, humid greenhouse. A slight cool breeze blew up my dress; It felt like electricity running down my legs. Even the sensation of a breeze was more enjoyable as a woman. I walked down the main sidewalk and approached the stretch limo that was parked near the side of the building. I enjoyed the sensation my nylons made as they encased my legs. The clicking sound of my heels echoed on the side of the glass building. Perhaps prompted by the sound of my shoes, the driver got out, tipped his hat, and opened up the back door for me.

Inside the limo, Tina and Rose were in each others arms passionately kissing. They were so focused on the makeout session that they didn’t even notice me get into the limo. I cleared my throat to get their attention. Tina, who was now sitting on Rose’s lap, turned around and wiggled her finger in the universal ‘come over here’ motion. I sat next to Rose, turned to the pair, and inserted myself into the makeout session. We continued this way for the entire drive to Rose’s home.

When we finally arrived at the house, it was no surprise to see that Rose’s property was exceedingly large and beautiful. After passing a security gate, we winded down a long, tree-lined driveway. The driver dropped us off at the front of Rose’s expansive home. We gathered our belongings, walked inside, and wasted no time in getting right down to business.

The moment we walked into the house I knew I was in a world all its own, this mansion looked like something out of a hollywood movie set. Rose led us to a large bedroom on the second floor. The walls were a deep red and there was a large california king bed in the center of the room. Above us was a large light fixture with diamond shaped pieces of glass. Rose walked to a switch on the wall and dimmed the lights. I was trying to comprehend the fact that I was in a bedroom with these two beautiful women.

"Let’s do another shot Abigail," Rose said to me, grabbing some tequila and a few shot glasses from a small minibar.

“Okay you’ve talked me into it!” I said.

“Abigail, you’re getting pretty crazy tonight. I’m not sure that i’ve seen this side of you before!” Tina said as she grabbed the shot glasses and handed one to me.

I grabbed the glass and said, “Yes I know but I think it’s time to celebrate a bit. You know, have a little girl fun.”

Rose turned on some dance music and the three of us began to move our bodies. This went on for what seemed like hours. The music, the women and the alcohol put me in a trance. Rose and Tina grinded on each other as they moved to the music. Then I noticed that the two of them had begun to kiss again. This was not an everyday kiss. Their beautiful mouths were open and their tongues were tracing one another's sexy lips.

Watching the two of them kiss had my cock bursting out of my panties again. Beyond Tina, I had never been with a woman as a woman. Watching the two of them in this particular moment lit a fire in me. I decided to live in the moment and not hold back. As they continued to kiss each other and touch all over, Rose turned to me and asked me to join in. Tina interjected, “No Rose, she doesn’t have much experience. She should watch us for a bit so we can teach her a thing or two before she joins in.”

"That sounds absolutely perfect," I said replied, and I actually meant it.

Tina then started to slowly undress Rose. She turned her around and unzipped the zipper on her blue dress. The fabric from the dress fell forward, exposing a magnificent pair of breasts being supported in a sexy black bra. Even through the bra you could see that Rose’s nipples were hard. I watched as Tina took off her bra, and brought her mouth to each nipple, flicking out her tongue and pinching them with her fingers. I was so turned on that I began to rub myself under my dress. Tina then reached under Rose’s dress and began to work her hands around. Rose squealed with delight as she took a moment to pull her dress the rest of the way off. It fell to the floor and a pair of sexy black panties was revealed. I saw Tina pull the panties to the side and put her fingers inside of Rose. As I stood watching, all I could think was that I wanted those fingers inside of me. I felt my red thong riding up my ass and became more aggressive with the handling of my cock.

Now Tina pushed Rose back onto the bed. Rose shimmied herself so she was propped up at the headboard and Tina brought her mouth to Rose’s vagina. She pulled aside the panties again, revealing a shaved pussy, and she began to eat her out. I could see Rose’s juices running down her legs. Then Tina took Rose’s swollen clit to her lips and she began to suck and flick with her tongue whilst fingering her too.  Rose began to moan loudly and I couldn’t take it anymore. I didn't know exactly how I would join in yet but I had to do something so I hiked up my dress and I continued to jerk off. Rose looked over with a look of hunger on her face and nudged Tina to look over at me too. The girls stopped and decided it was time to let me join in on the fun.

They got up and walked over to me. Rose started to kiss me first. I forcefully kissed her back and allowed our tongues to fully enter each other's mouths. Tina made her way to my breasts. She groped me for a while and then she got behind me and unzipped my dress. As the dress fell to the floor I enjoyed the sensations of the smooth material gliding past me. Now I was making out with Rose in just my underwear, stockings and heels. Tina pulled the cup of my bra down and began to suck on my breasts. I moaned loudly. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me but there was no going back now. I was extremely turned on. I continued to play tongue hockey with Rose as I felt Tina move to my panties. She slowly pulled them down, sliding over my stockings, and I felt her move her head to the tip of my cock. She licked her lips and took me into her mouth. The feeling of her warm and wet mouth felt amazing as she bobbed her head up and down on my shaft.

“If it’s okay with you, I’d like to take over down there for a bit,” Rose said, breaking our kiss.

“Yes let’s switch,” Tina said, “I want to see that pretty face up close.” Tina moved up to me and began to kiss me as Rose slid down me. “Excellent job on the makeup, darling,” Tina cooed.  Rose teased me, kissing up and down my inner thighs and playing with my stocking tops. Then she used both hands to jerk me off before impaling her sexy moth onto my cock. Her oral skills were artful; I was truly in heaven.

After some some time, our lovemaking shifted to a large padded chair in the corner of the room. Rose took off her panties, sat down in the chair and placed her legs on the arms, giving Tina full access to her dripping pussy. Tina took off her dress and crawled forward. She feasted on Rose’s juices, whilst flicking her tongue in a small circular pattern on Rose’s clit. Noticing the opportunity before me, I grabbed a condom from my bag, slipped it on, positioned myself behind Tina and placed my cock at the opening of her pussy. I teased her, moving my cock up and down on her vagina lips until she couldn’t take it anymore. She pulled her face away from Rose’s love box just long enough to scream, “Fuck me Abigail!” With that, she pushed her ass back and I slipped deep inside of her.

I fucked her gently at first as she moaned into Rose’s crotch. Then I quickened the pace, enjoying the sensation of our nylons rubbing together as I plunged inside of her. As I fucked Tina, she was in so much pleasure that she was having trouble giving Rose’s swollen pussy the attention it deserved. Rose sensed this, so she got up from the chair and stood in front of me, her legs straddling Tina. I noticed some of her wetness dripping onto Tina’s back. She moved forward, presenting herself to me and I eagerly moved my head to her and plunged my tongue inside her. She was absolutely delicious.

I felt Tina tense up as a wave of orgasm came upon her. “Oh baby, please don’t stop!” she moaned, as I slammed in and out of her like a piston. I slowed down my pace and let her enjoy her orgasm. My cum began to boil. Tina pulled away and Rose took her place.

I fucked Rose in the same doggystyle position as she moaned and groaned. Tina disappeared into the other room. I assumed she needed a glass of water, but I wasn’t paying too much attention because I was balls deep in this lovely lady. I gave her ass a firm smack, grabbed her hair and rode her fast and hard. I was so focused on fucking Rose that I was taken by surprise when I felt something behind me.

Tina had gotten on the floor behind me and she ran her nails down the length of my back. She continued all the way down to my lower back and slowly ran a finger down my asscrack. I heard the sound of a container open and then, pulling my red lacy panties to the side, Tina squeezed lube into the entrance of my hole. It was freezing cold but it felt amazing. Then I felt her slowly push a finger inside of me, working the lube into me. She slowly finger fucked me but then pulled away and I felt something else pushing at my asshole. I turned around just in time to see that Tina had put on a strap-on dildo. It was the kind that also went inside of her pussy so she would be fucked while she fucked me. She giggled, slapped my ass, and pushed into me.

I felt a moment of hot pain, but then my ass accepted her and a wave of pleasure struck me. Tina matched the frequency of my fucking and we quickly found our groove. I grabbed Rose’s hips and slammed into her while Tina reached around me and pulled herself all the way inside of my ass. The sensation of fucking Rose while being fucked was a sensory overload. I was now in the center of a beautiful woman sandwich.

As we fucked, Tina unclasped my sexy red bra and threw it to the floor, exposing my bare chest. She reached around my smoothness and started to squeeze my breasts and pinch my nipples. The sensation was beyond anything I had ever felt. I finally started to feel waves of orgasmic pressure rock through my body. 

"Oh god, that feels so fucking good, please don't stop, please don't stop," I begged to her.

Rose moaned beneath me and I felt her tense up.  I felt Tina’s rubber cock hitting my g-spot and I couldn’t hold back any longer.

"I'm going to cum, ahhh, fuck me, please keep fucking me, oh!" I stammered as I began to erupt.

I felt Tina move her head to my ear and whisper, "That’s right Madame Mayor, cum for me, I want you to cum!”  For some reason, being called ‘Mayor’ made me cum even harder. I could feel Rose cumming too.

“Yes, yes, yes, please, yes!” she screamed, and finally I pulled myself out of her and Tina pulled herself out of me.

I slipped off the cum-filled condom and the girls came to my front and swallowed up the remaining seed from my softening dick.

“Woah, that was incredible,” I said, “I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”

"I’m pretty sure we can say the same" Tina said, giving Rose a small peck on the cheek.

The three of us grabbed some water bottles to rehydrate and then collapsed on the couch, a tangled mass of stockings, long hair, and soft breasts.

I chuckled, and said, “So I guess this means we can count on your support in this upcoming election, Miss Fisher?”

Rose laughed, “You’ve got my vote!”

TO BE CONTINUED...

Becoming Madame Mayor: Part 3

When election day finally came I managed to pull off a commanding victory. Tina deserved the bulk of the credit because of her masterful tactics as my campaign manager. Thanks were also owed to the large group of individuals that donated money to the campaign. One of the largest donations came from our new friend, ally, and ‘playmate’, Rose. With her financial support we were able to broadcast our message to the citizens of Riverside which ultimately lead to the win. Tina and I had become closer with Rose and we often would invite her to our home on the weekends for some sexy fun.

What’s more was the fact that Abigail emerged from within me as a confident and successful woman. Abe took a backseat in my mind as the newly elected ‘Madame Mayor’ moved into the mayor’s office downtown. I fully embraced my new identity as a woman, and the femininity that came bundled with it.

Another priority of mine was to get breast implants. I was able to work on my feminine figure with diet and exercise but growing breasts was most effectively achieved with surgery. I had the implants put in before election day so I was able to show off the new additions when I won. I decided to go with a D-cup that matched my body size perfectly. They were soft and perky, and I had trouble keeping my hands off them. Simple things like taking a shower was extra sensual when you have a pair of nicetits on your chest.

There was lot’s of city business to attend to from the get go. Being mayor proved to require a very ‘hands on’ approach for solving problems. With my new identity and the resulting confidence that came with it, I was able to make allies and figure out the ropes quite quickly. I was able to bring Tina in as an assistant too. This was a great arrangement because she was very good at helping me handle the day-to-day activities that the position required. She and I were also able to sometimes escape to a quiet place in the city hall for some ‘private entertainment’ as we saw fit.

All of the hard work was very rewarding but very stressful, so I made it a priority to make sure I had time to unwind throughout the week. This typically meant that Tina and I would go out for dinner and drinks on the weekend, followed by some bedroom fun with each other. Sometimes we would invite Rose to our bedroom too.

On this particular weekend, the annual farm show was being held at the city fairgrounds. I was asked to make an appearance and speak at the opening ceremony Friday morning. The event was a celebration of agriculture and blue collar values. There were animals on display, tractors, artisans, and tons of food. It seemed like it would make for a fun day.

I considered myself to be a classy lady, but I didn’t want to convey an image that I was ‘too good’ for the crowd at the farm show. So I decided to play the part and let my hair down a bit. Tina and I decided to have some fun with the entire thing. Earlier in the week we got together to decide what outfits we would wear.

After rooting through the closet, I found a short jean skirt that was perfect. I decided to wear the skirt with a pink plaid button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. I wore white sneakers on my feet with cute ankle socks. I put makeup and went for a more natural look. I also had Tina help me put my hair into a tasteful ponytail. It would be a perfect place to grab for certain… activities, I thought to myself, grinning.

Underneath I decided to be a little more risque. I wore a hot pink victoria’s secret thong and a matching push up bra. I unbuttoned the top few buttons of my shirt and displayed a modest amount of cleavage. Since I was in public I couldn’t be over revealing, but my new set of D-cups were definitely on display.

When I was all dressed, i took a look at myself in the mirror. As always, I was very excited to see the beautiful woman before me. My white sneakers contrasted beautifully with my shapely, tanned legs. My legs brushed up against each other and I savored the sensation of smoothness.

My long legs eventually led to my short denim skirt that was a few inches above my knees. I would have to be careful when bending down or sitting so that I wasn’t showing off my hot pink panties to anyone. Of course, there was nothing wrong with a little teasing here and there.

My shirt fit very well and was perfectly suited to the nature of the event. The pink plaid material clung tightly to my curves and the top buttons held in my new glorious globes. I rolled up the sleeves because it was quite warm on the day of the festival.

My face was very cute, with the natural makeup, and I put a small amount of light pink lipgloss on. It was sexy but not overly so. The last feature was the ponytail, which was cute and naughty at the same time. As a last finishing touch, I decided to tie a red bandana into my hair. The small detail really completed the look and I was quite pleased with the final result.

When Tina was done getting dressed she joined me in the living room. She had choose to wear a pair of very short daisy duke shorts and a tight white Coca-Cola branded tee shirt. Her ass was practically bursting out of her shorts and her breasts were looking fantastic. She wore a pair of black flip flops, she had her hair down and had a pair of dark sunglasses on her head. This girl was rocking it.

Dressing like this was much different for Tina and I. typically we would wear business suits, skirts, high heels, pantyhose and stockings. When we weren’t at work we still liked to keep things relatively classy with dresses, blouses and other stylish clothing. Typically the most casual thing we would wear was yoga pants! So needless to say, this was an unusual wardrobe change for each of us. But it still got us going in a unique way.

We headed to the fairgrounds in time for the opening ceremony. I was diligent in acting upon my mayorly duties. I helped get the crowd going and gave a little speech that celebrated the diversity of our community. It was standard politics but the people attending really seemed to appreciate my words.  At one point, I heard a man shouting from the crowd, “We love you Abigail!” I couldn’t help but giggle and blush.

After the ceremony, Tina and I were free to enjoy the event. We grabbed some french fries and some beers and walked past the petting zoo, the candlemaker shop, the blacksmith and the wood carving stall. We enjoyed the smells of fresh produce and enjoyed each other’s company as we moved slowly through the fairgrounds.

A slight breeze kicked up and blew directly up my skirt. This was a reminder that I was still presenting myself as a very attractive woman. With all of the hustle and bustle I had forgotten this fact. I felt an erection begin to build in my thong panties.

Tina stopped and looked at me, reading the fact that I was distracted, “What’s wrong beautiful?” she said, grabbing my hand.

My eyes impulsively went directly to her busty chest. They then continued down her soft figure and I was starting directly at her daisy dukes. I caught myself staring and I felt the hardness growing under my skirt. It was getting to the point that someone would notice the bulge if we didn’t take care of it.

“Ahhhh, I know what you’re after,” Tina said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “I have an idea, come with me!”

She grabbed my hand and led me down a side path between two food stands. The sensations of the wind up my skirt, her sexy ass bouncing up and down, as well as her soft hand leading me somewhere to take care of my perpetually horny desires had me going wild. I loved this girl with every fiber of my being.

Eventually we came to a wooden ticket stand. I looked up and read the sign that clearly said, “Corn Maze Tickets.” I chuckled to myself because it occurred to me that they missed an opportunity to spell maze, M-A-I-Z-E instead of M-A-Z-E. But the thought quickly vanished from my head when i became aware of the fact that my girly clit was now aggressively pressing into the tight denim skirt that was encompassing my lower body.

Tina led me into the maze and we she quickened her pace, still holding my hand and pulling me through the rows of stalks. At one point she stopped, pulled me to the side, put her hand behind my head and pulled me in for a kiss. She shoved her tongue into my mouth and swirled it around. I reciprocated and gave myself to her. We heach softly moaned before she pulled away and continued to lead me through the corn.

After a series of left and right turns, I was amazed (a-maized haha) that we still hadn’t come to any dead ends. It seemed impossible. Finally, after I had reached a point of maximum arousal, we came to a dead end with two wooden chairs set up.

Tina instructed me to sit down in one of the chairs. She sauntered away from me, turning her head back as she shook her sexy little ass in my direction. I watched in confusion as I saw her pulling loose stalks of corn away from the walls of our alcove and placing them at the narrow opening we had just entered. After a few minutes of this, the entrance had become completely opaque, effectively creating a private little room for us in the middle of the maze.

I had been sitting there watching her. I couldn’t help but reach under my skirt and slide my thong off to the side. I spit in my palm, then reached down and grabbed my cock. I began to slowly jerk myself as I watched mer move.

When Tina seemed satisfied with her handiwork, she strutted back to me and sat down on me, facing me with her legs straddling my lap. She bent forward, kissed my neck and whispered in my ear, “I helped design this maze. I’ve been helping ever since I was in high school. I have a knack for these types of things. I put this little spot in here so you and I could have a little privacy.”

This made complete sense to me. Tina had always been a math wiz. Come to think about it, there wasn’t much she wasn’t great at. It only seemed natural that she would have played a role in creating the corn maze.

As we sat there, she began to lean into me and start to rock herself gently back and forth on my lap. It was especially exciting because we could hear people all around us, laughing and navigating the maze. A few groups even made it to the dead end, but they were deterred by the false wall that Tina had constructed.

While still seated on my lap, she pulled herself back and slowly removed her white tee shirt. Underneath she was wearing a gorgeous purple push up bra with floral lace patterns. She moved her hands to my breasts and began to agressively grope me. I cried out in delight.

In response, Tina put her hand across my mouth and leaned in to my ear again. “You’re going to have to control yourself baby. There are people all around us.” I felt her hair brushing against my neck and she leaned in and started to suckle the area directly below my ear. I was pretty sure she was going to leave a hickey. It felt like we were young lovers, trying to hide our passion.

The thought of being caught was making things more exciting. Each time Tina grabbed me or used her mouth on me I had to prevent myself from making any sound. This took much more self-control than you might have expected.

She reached her hand around to the back of my head again and grabbed my ponytail. She lightly tugged it, forcing my head back, exposing my neck to her barrage of kisses and love bites. Goosebumps ran down my neck and it felt like electricity running down my spine. The sensations came to a head at the tip of my penis, which was now throbbing on its own accord. I would soon need some release from the growing tension.

Tina stood up and put on a sexy little dance for me as she slowly lowered her short shorts to the floor, exposing a pair of tiny little purple panties. She moved her body and her shoulders back and forth, making eye contact with me. She slowly turned herself around, and wiggled her ass in a serpentine motion. She suddenly turned her head back, which caused her hair to flip over her shoulder as she made eye contact with me.

Tina took two steps back and sat on my skirted crotch, wiggling her panty-clad bottom on me. I reached around and squeezed her breasts. Then I flipped down her bra, wet my fingers with my mouth and took my saliva covered fingers and played with her erect nipples.

This caused her to gasp, so this time I took one of my hands and covered her mouth as she rode me. I couldn’t take it anymore, so I lifted her up, flipped up my skirt and pulled my dick out. It was standing at full attention and was pointing directly to the beautiful blue sky above us.

In one swift motion, I grabbed Tina’s hips, pulled aside her panties and impaled her onto my rigid pole. As I thrust deeply into her, I preemptively reached my hand over her mouth again because I anticipated her crying out loud.

The last thing we needed was someone catching us and arresting THE MAYOR for indecent exposure in a public space. That would certainly make some headline news, I thought to myself. 

We maintained a slower pace of fucking but for each complete motion Tina would pull herself all the way off me, gradually teasing me, followed by a hard slam down as my cock thrust deeply into her tight warm and wet hole.

Tina ran her hands up and down my smooth, shaven legs, tickling me with her long sexy red nails. This continued for some time as I used my hands to pull her up and then pushed her back on to me. The image of my painted nails on her flesh was mesmerising. All the while, I kissed and nibbled on her neck, ears, and back.

As we fucked, we fell into a trance, but the trance was broken when we heard a rustling sound in the corn stalks. A person was forcing their way into our private little alcove. We abruptly stopped fucking and sat in a moment of silence, my hardness still deep inside her.

When the stalks of corn parted, we were both relieved and surprised to see that Rose emerged with a huge smile on her face. She was wearing a blue summer dress with yellow sunflowers on it. She immediately put the displaced stalks of corn back in their place, giving us privacy again. She put a finger to her lips as she pulled out her phone and showed us the screen. On it, was a text message with GPS coordinates. Tina had secretly texted her our location and told her there was a surprise at that very spot. The surprise was two beautiful women, one of which happened to be ME!

Tina turned to Rose and pulled off her dress, which exposed her milky white torso and perky breasts. She grabbed her, pulled her close and passionately kissed her. "Glad you could make it you beautiful girl!”

Rose smiled and ran her hand across Tina’s face,  "Glad to be here, let’s see how much pleasure we can give Abigail while she has to keep her mouth shut."

With that, she pulled down a sexy black g-string and exposed her bald, glistening pussy lips. It was obvious that she was already very wet. She walked over to us and began to caress both of us softly.

Tina couldn’t help but reach up and touch her soft breasts. As she caressed them, she played with her hard nipples. “Mmm, these feel amazing,” she said. “Maybe you should taste them,” Rose replied.

Tina was still sitting on my cock, and she began to ride me up and down again as she took Tina’s breast into her mouth. She sucked and licked as I plunged deep inside of her.

Rose let out a moan as Tina reached out and slid her hand between her legs and started to play with her clit. Then she grabbed my hand and placed it over her pussy. It was smooth and dripping wet. I finger fucked her as Tina rode me hard. I could feel her pussy clenching down on me as a wave of orgasm hit her.

When she finally caught up her breath, Tina insisted that Rose take her place on my cock. We still had to be quiet as Rose straddled me, leaned down to kiss me and then moved forward and down so the entire length of my cock was swallowed up inside of her.  She was tight, wet and warm. It felt like she was clenching her pussy down on top of me and it was incredible. As we fucked I could smell her sweet perfume mixed with mine and the smell of her girly sweat. She brought her ruby lips to my pink glossy lips and we passionately kissed as I drive myself into her with an increasing pace. She started to moan aloud but quickly caught herself.

Tina got behind me and began to give me a deep tissue massage on my shoulders. The feeling of fucking while getting rubbed was strangely relaxing and arousing at the same time. As she massaged me, Rose reached around and put a finger deep inside of Tina, finger fucking her with skill.

I reached around and dragged my long fingernails down Rose’s back, leaving long red lines. She reached around to my back and unfastened my bra. The motion of our fucking caused the bra to fall free, exposing my beautiful pair of tits. Rose quickly gave her full attention to them, groping one while sucking on the other. I was in heaven.

I looked up and noticed people were still exploring the corn maze as I rammed my cock into Rose. My long tresses of hair were swinging wildly from the motion of our lovemaking. I could feel it running across my shoulders and my and my breasts and it sent a shiver down my body.  My boobs were rising up and down as I buried my cock deep inside of her.

My delicate hands were clinging to Rose’s shoulders and I could see my shiny red fingernails gripping her as I thrust forward continuously. The sum of all the sensations was enough to put me over the edge.. "Are you two ready?" I whispered to them. "Yes, give it to us," Tina panted. "Here it comes," I whispered into Rose’s ear.

I felt my dick tense up as my orgasm came suddenly. I started to fill Rose’s slit with my hot sticky cream.

"Oh god I can feel it in me," Rose gasped, “It’s so hot, and there's so much!” She began to shudder as an orgasm hit her hard.

At the same time, Tina started to cum too, triggered from the two of us. Rose’s fingers were still inside her pussy.

After all three of us came, Rose sat us down and instructed me to suck the cum out of her vagina. I did so eagerly. After taking it in my mouth, I stood up and shared the sweet cum with both of the girls.

“Mmm, I guess you don’t always need us to play with your butt,” Tina said, “You produced quite the load!”

At that point, we decided it best to get ourselves cleaned up. We got dressed, and sneaked out of the corn alcove before anyone else became suspicious. I could feel my pink thong riding up my ass and once again the cool breeze was riding up my skirt. I loved all of the sensual sensations.

When we got back into the main part of the Farm Shoe, the three of us shared an Ice cream. The vendor couldn’t figure out why we thought it was so funny when I ordered it.

Just another day in the life of a mayor, I suppose.

Pleased in Her Panties: Bundle 1


Part 1

John was a 28-year-old electrician living in upstate New York. He was slim, but in good shape, about 5’10,165 pounds. He had soft features, but he kept fit and trim. His stomach was flat and toned. He ran on the track team in High School which gave him attractive, sculpted legs and a tight rear end. He maintained a high level of fitness as he got older. His hair was long and blonde and he normally wore it in a tasteful ponytail. He could never really grow a beard. In fact, he appeared to have minimal body hair because of its light color. John was constantly receiving attention from the opposite sex despite the fact that many of his features were androgynous. Women often compared him to Johnny Depp. Overall he was a self-assured, confident man with a fulfilling and stable life. John was married to the love of his life, Abby.

Abby was 25 and she was a bombshell. She and John had met at a mutual friend’s wedding and within 2 years they decided to tie the knot. She was originally from Tennessee but she moved to New York after college to take a job at a regional office in the tech industry. Abby was a serious business professional. In fact, she was the breadwinner of the marriage.This beautiful woman had long, chocolate brown hair that fell to her shoulders. She had dark, kind eyes that complimented her full lips and playful smile. Abby spent lots of time working on her body. She had a tight stomach, generously-sized breasts, a firm, plump ass and killer legs. Her sense of style was feminine and sexy but professional. She was not afraid to wear clothes that hugged the contours of her sleek figure. Abby’s wardrobe was abundant with skirts, dresses, yoga pants and cute blouses and tops. She preferred to wear lacy and silky lingerie which included high-quality bras and panties, negligees, corsets, and garter sets. She often wore sexy high heels on her perfectly manicured feet. She had a particular affinity to pantyhose and stockings because she knew it drove her husband wild. And indeed, John couldn’t keep his hands off her. Abby had a slight southern accent which complimented her friendly and mischievous disposition.

The pair had an extremely loving and supportive marriage. Of course, they had their spats like everyone else, but on the whole they had a great relationship with lots of open, honest communication. John and Abby shared responsibilities around the house. John would often cook and clean and Abby was competent with a hammer or a screwdriver. Overall, they were open-minded, confident individuals with joyful lives. People in their social circles considered them to have an ideal relationship.

It was early April and John and Abby were driving home from a trip to visit Abby’s family for Easter. They decided to stop at a hotel for the night, just off the interstate. They intentionally took some extra days off work for ‘recovery’ from the stress of the holiday. They were in no particular rush to get back home.

That morning John was getting out of the shower. He grabbed a towel, dried himself off, and came out of bathroom. His large, and extra clean-smelling cock bounced as he walked. Abby was propped up on the bed reading a fashion magazine. She was only wearing a short maroon negligee and a dark pink thong. The thong was barely visible to John as he nakedly approached the bed. His cock stirred. She was aware of the fact that she was putting herself on full display for her husband. She loved teasing him.

She lifted her eyebrows and peered over the top of her trendy reading glasses, admiring the specimen before her. “Hey babe, let’s get dressed.” he said “I want to grab some crappy continental breakfast before we get back on the road.” John went to grab a pair of boxer briefs that were sitting on the edge of the bed. She playfully kicked them off the bed as he grasped for them. “Whoops” she said, with a devious tone. Her gaze lowered to his cock, and a smile spread across her face. John smiled back. “I promise I’ll fuck your brains out as soon as we get home” he said “I miss our mattress at the house”. He reached down to grab his underwear from the floor. As he bent down he noticed a pair of his wife’s panties, partially hidden by the comforter. A bra was there too. Abby was wearing the set yesterday.

He jokingly picked up the panties. He pretended like he found what he was looking for, made eye contact with his wife, and smirked. Abby laughed. “I dare you to put them on” she said. “I know you won’t”. Although John was bigger than Abby, he wasn’t that much bigger. He figured they would probably fit. Also, she had challenged him. ‘Game on’, he thought. The panties were black and lacy with a hipster cut. Secure with himself and his sexuality, he slid the panties up his legs and stood proud before his wife. Abby giggled.

John instantly felt his cock stiffen, pushing on the lacy material. He was unexpectedly super hard. His manhood formed and obvious tent in the panties. He didn’t expect this reaction but he didn’t try to resist either. The panties felt amazing.

“Woah there cowboy” Abby said, “Whatcha’ got there?” She put her magazine down on the bed stand and took off her glasses. She flipped around on the bed, putting her face near the tip of his bulge. Looking impressed, she proclaimed, “I have an idea”. She reached down under the bed and grabbed the matching bra for the panties. John hesitated, “uhhh, babe...”. “You hush!” she barked, “I want to see how you look”. He quickly surrendered. She sat up and helped him adjust the straps and slide them over his arms. She grabbed him and turned him to face the other direction. He felt her long fingernails brush against his back as she fastened the clasps. She made some minor adjustments, and gave his now panty-covered ass a firm slap. He gasped.

At this point his hard cock was poking out the side of the panties. It couldn’t be contained. She got back on her belly and turned him around again. Abby grabbed her husband’s hips and pulled him toward her face. She softly kissed the tip of his cock and used her hands to  gently massage his balls through the panties. He shuddered with delight as he enjoyed the view of Abby’s short negligee riding up her body and revealing her tight little thonged ass.The combination of the lingerie and his wife’s sexy body began to put him over the edge.

After a few minutes of teasing, Abby stood up in front of her newly-lingeried husband. They each reached out and embraced. John grabbed her and ran his hands down the length of her curvy body. She did the the same to him, but she stopped at his panty-clad ass. Using both hands she gave him a firm squeeze. Her hands lingered in this spot. They kissed deeply, and explored each other for a few moments before she pushed him onto his back on the bed.

John’s heartbeat raced as the back of his head hit the pillow. His wife was taking control and he was loving it. Abby climbed on top of him, and gently shifted her weight so the front of her pink mound slowly slid against his panty-covered manhood. He felt the elastic of the panties and the tugging sensation of the bra as his beautiful wife pushed back his hands and slowly rocked back and forth on him. She could feel his already hard cock becoming even harder. Abby leaned forward and passionately kissed him. Their tongues swirled  and their lips locked. She gently bit his lower lip and pulled it away with her mouth.

She then directed her attention to John’s neck. She nibbled and kissed as her long silky hair tickled his shoulders. John felt himself getting goosebumps and a tingling sensation traveled down his spine. His wife worked her way down to the bra strap. The bra was black, padded and lacy. The padding gave the illusion of breasts on John’s chest. She gently pulled down the bra to reveal a surprisingly hard nipple. She took her soft, wet tongue and gently lapped it across his nipple. Then she pulled away a bit and gently blew. An icy sensation caused his nipples to stiffen even more as the tingling returned to his spine. Abby pulled the bra back into place and continued down John’s torso.

He felt her hair brushing his stomach as she peppered him with kisses. When she reached his hips, Abby delicately grabbed the waistband of the panties in her mouth and pulled back slightly. Then she let go and the panties made a satisfying little snap across his skin. Abby finally moved her attention to the delicious cock before her. She slowly took the entire length of his cock into her mouth while staring directly into his eyes. She began to move her head up and down on the cock while moving her hands under John’s body. His body squirmed and shuddered uncontrollably. “I want to taste you,” he told her.

Abby reoriented herself so they were in a 69 position. Her thonged pussy was directly above his face and his cock was inches from her warm mouth. Without hesitation, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close. The smell of her delicious musk was soaking into her pink thong panties. John gently flicked his tongue against the soft material of her thong. She moaned in delight as he traced the contours of her sweet lips and swirled his tongue randomly around the soaked fabric. After a few minutes of the teasing, he reached up and pulled the thong to the side. He thrust his tongue deep inside of her and lapped up the sweet juices. When his tongue found her honeyed clit, she began to convulse as her first orgasm struck.

In response, Abby took the entirety of John’s dick into her mouth. She pulled his panties to the side and brought her lips to the base of his shaft. She kept it there for a moment and made a low humming sound. The humming caused a steady vibration on his cock, which in return, caused him to moan deeply onto her clitoris. She began to bob her head up and down on his rod and tasted a bit of his precum. He was about to explode.

John was overwhelmed with pleasure as his beautiful wife made sweet oral love to him whilst he was dressed up in her sexy bra and panties. The combination of sensations finally came to a head. John felt himself tense up shortly before he exploded into his wife’s mouth. Streams of white, sticky cum shot inside of her. She loved the taste of her husband’s seed and willingly collected it in her mouth. After what seemed like minutes of spasms, Abby pulled her mouth away from his cock and turned herself around so she and John were face-to-face. With a devious smile, she opened her mouth to show him the cum inside. “Jesus Christ,” he said. “That was insane.”

An idea struck her before she swallowed. After a moment of hesitation, she moved her head toward his. She pressed her lips to his mouth and slowly parted them. She pushed her tongue slowly into his mouth, which brought a glob of cum with it. He didn’t resist. Their mouths opened wider and they began to playfully swap ropey streams of semen back and forth. This continued for a while when Abby noticed something poking at her leg. It was John’s cock. He was getting hard again already!

They each swallowed their mouthfuls of cum and flipped to their sides, facing each other. They began to make out again, the taste of John’s load still fresh in their mouths. She pulled away. “You little whore,” Abby said, “You’re really enjoying this aren’t you?”. John was still recovering from the orgasm, but the feeling of wearing his wife’s lingerie while swallowing cum was turning him on again. “Yeah, is that okay?” he asked. “Absolutely!” she said, pulling him close. Her hands moved up and down his body, paying special attention to his bra and panties. She ran her finger around the waistline of the black panties. His fingers were gently playing with her pussy.

Abby slowly took one of her manicured fingernails and traced it down his spine. She then reached around with the other hand and slowly moved it from the back of his neck to the top of his asscrack. She applied a slight amount of pressure as she continued to move her fingers down the crevice until she reached his asshole. She moved her mouth to the side of his head and  softly whispered, “Do you want it?” before she nibbled on his lobes and breathed sexily into his ear. “Yes,” he said, as his cock noticeably stiffened between them. She removed her hand, brought it to her mouth, and sucked on her middle finger. A stream of saliva clung to the red nail polish as she pulled her hand away from her face. Then she reached around and placed it back at the opening of his willing hole. John gasped as she slowly pushed her finger inside of him. She got to the first joint and then slowly removed it. His pushed his ass back on her hand. This prompted her to start gently fucking him with her fingers. The pace quickened, and he reciprocated by finger fucking her vagina. The two of them, intertwined had reached a new level of intimacy in their relationship. After many minutes of bliss, Abby whispered, “I need you inside of me”.

Without hesitation, John sat up and flipped his wife onto her belly. The soaked pink thong clinging tightly to her juicy bottom was a beautiful sight. She brought her knees forward and lifted her ass into the air. He grasped her hips and pulled her back to his cock, which was bulging out the side of his panties. He teased the opening of her pussy for a moment before he thrust into her. She eagerly pushed back onto him and lost herself as he fucked her into oblivion. In the corner of his eye, John noticed a mirror. He looked over to see himself clad in sexy black bra and panties while fucking the shit out of the goddess before him. His asshole was tingling from penetration and his breath smelled of cum. It was enough to trigger his last, and most intense orgasm. As he began to unload inside of Abby, she too began to cum. After minutes of incredible spasms and pleasure, the duo collapsed in each others’ arms and fell asleep.

The sound of knocking at the door, followed by a woman announcing,”Housekeeping!” jolted them awake. They looked at one another, and began to laugh. They both knew this was just the beginning of a whole new chapter in their sex lives.

Pleased in Her Panties: Part 2

After the road trip, John and Abby returned back to their home in upstate New York. The topic of the ‘raunchy evening’ they had in the hotel had not come up in conversation but it was on both of their minds. John could not stop thinking about the feeling of the sexy bra and panties against his skin, the taste of cum in his mouth, and the feeling of his wife penetrating his ass with her fingers. He knew that he wanted to explore this type of ‘bedroom play’ with Abby, but he wasn’t sure how to bring it up. John didn’t want to sound too eager. One thing was for certain; he wasn’t gay and he wasn’t interested in bringing a dude into the bedroom. This was about exploring femininity; the clothing, the softness, and the sensory experience. It was about enjoying the pleasures associated with receiving rather than giving. He was ready to revisit the experimentation but he wanted to make sure he and Abby were on the same page. As it turned out, his wife already had a plan in motion.

Abby was sitting at the computer in their home office wearing nothing but a pink bathrobe. She was waiting for John to come home from work when she decided to put her ‘Amazon Prime’ subscription to good use. She wanted to surprise John with some sexy things of his own. She thought back to the night in the hotel; the feeling of pinning her husband down and taking control. She enjoyed the role reversal aspects of the experience. She thought some sexy lingerie would help bring him out of his shell. Abby added a few pairs of stockings; nude, white, and obviously, black, to the shopping cart. You can’t have stockings without pantyhose, she thought; so she added a few pairs of those as well. When they had previously played their little game of dress-up, Abby noticed that her bra and panties didn’t quite fit him. With this sizing fact in mind, she added some bras, panties, garter belts, negligees, and a corset to the cart. She was careful to buy only super-feminine versions of these garments. She wanted him to feel like a woman, in addition to just looking like one. When the cart was quite full and the total was displayed, Abby went to click ‘check out’- but she hesitated.

A thought occurred to her. If we are going to do this, we should do it right. She went back, added a few cute dresses, skirts, tops, and heels to the cart. She also added a business suit along with some other classic office attire. She knew he was always turned on by the clothes she wore to work. To top things off, she added a butt plug set, some lube, and a variety of little vibrators. (She already owned a respectable collection of these but you can never be over-prepared when it comes to sexy times). Then with a smirk, she found a highly reviewed strap-on dildo as well. It was a variety of strap-on that also went inside of the woman. It would provide pleasure to the receiver and the giver. That should do it! she thought. After the credit card information and billing info were entered, she hit ‘submit order’. Abby couldn’t wait for the items to arrive. Fortunately, there was free two day shipping. As she contemplated the fun to be had, she heard the front door open.

John walked into the kitchen and yelled up to his wife, “Honey, I’m home!” As per the usual, he immediately threw his work clothes into the hamper and jumped in the shower. He was shampooing his hair when he heard the bathroom door open. “Mind if I join you?” Abby’s voice asked, suggestively. “Of course not,” he said. “My eyes need something beautiful to look at after staring at wiring diagrams all day”. “Always the charmer,” she replied. His wife removed her bathrobe, slunk into the shower, and embraced her wet and naked husband. She reached for her pink bath sponge and some of her feminine-smelling body wash. The pink gel smelled like lavender. Before he could protest, Abby was working the sponge all around John’s body. She paid special attention to his shoulders and lower back. John melted as the stress of the day fell away. “What, you want me to smell like flowers?” he asked. “Maybe,” she said with a grin. She got behind him and reached around to his crotch. She worked the sponge into his balls and eventually ended up gripping it around his cock. John’s dick slowly stiffened as he enjoyed the feeling. His wife started to slowly work the sponge up and down the length of his shaft. Mmmm, he thought. The smell of the feminine soap and the warm, wet sponge on his manhood put him in a strange state of relaxation and arousal.

After a few minutes of steamy shower bliss, Abby reached behind her and grabbed a tube of shaving gel. She dispensed some of it into her hand, reached down, and began to spread it out onto her husband’s leg. “Are you seriously doing this right now?” he asked. “Not if you stop me,” she replied. He did not stop her. Once one leg was covered in the now-lathered shaving gel, she grabbed her pink razor. Starting at the bottom, she expertly pulled the blade across his skin. Because of his hair color and his genetics, there did not appear to be much hair to begin with. But the shaving process was removing what was left. The water trickling down his freshly-shaven leg felt different, in a good way. “You are pretty good at this,” he told her. “I’ve had many years of experience,” she replied, rolling her eyes a bit. When she completed the first leg she moved on to the second one. When his legs were silky smooth, she moved on to the rest of his body hair. Lather. Shave. Rinse. Repeat. The process was quite hypnotic and John wondered why he had never considered letting his wife do this to him before. Of course, he never knew this was something she would be interested in doing to him before.

When his entire body (except his head) was hairless, John rinsed the hair away into the drain. The couple embraced as the stream of hot steamy water fell from the shower head. His hands wondered to her ass and she went back to jerking off his now even-harder cock. They explored each others mouths with their tongues and nibbled on each others ears and necks. Abby decided that she needed to reinforce this new routine, so she decided to treat her husband to a shower blowjob. She got down on her knees, using her husband to keep herself stable and swallowed up his big cock effortlessly. The water streamed down her face. Her slick, wet hair glistened and ran down the contours of her feminine curves. John looked down to his wife's head bobbing up and down below him. Even after many years of being together, she still excited him more than anything else in the world.

As Abby expertly worked the cock in her warm mouth, she brought her finger around to John’s backside. Gently, she pushed the finger to the outside of his hole. She felt him tense up at first, but then felt him start relax. She gently teased the outside of his rosebud as she began to taste precum on the back of her tongue. John began to moan, and she sensed that he was about to cum. After about a minute, John’s body began to convulse and he started to shoot sperm into his wife’s mouth. At the instant she felt him start to cum, she began to thrust her finger in and out of his asshole. John made a small, girly scream as she did this. He unloaded his entire supply into her and she pulled her head away. Abby looked up with a smile, opened her mouth to show her man the creamy spunk inside, and swallowed it. “That one was for me,” she told him. “Maybe I’ll share next time.” John kissed her, turned off the water and grabbed two pink towels from the rack. He tossed her one and responded, “I think I might like that.” It was at this point that it occurred to him that his entire body was completely hairless. It felt fucking fantastic. Abby smirked, “You just wait. I’ve got devious plans for you, dear.”

Two days later Abby was coming home from the grocery store and she noticed a large collection of brown boxes on the front porch. They’ve arrived! she thought. She quickly took the groceries into the kitchen and put everything away as quickly as possible. She knew John would be home in less than an hour and she wanted to surprise him. She brought the boxes into the bedroom and laid them out on the bed. She grabbed a pair of scissors and cut the tape on one of the larger boxes. Inside was an abundance of beautiful, sexy material. This particular box had an array of bras and panties. Another box had individual bags with an array of elegant and racy dresses. Some of the other packages contained the various selection of nylons, skirts, blouses, shoes, lingerie and toys. After everything was unboxed, she carefully removed the tags and laid everything out on the bed. It was a sight to behold. The entire surface of the bedwas completely covered in sexy, feminine clothing.

Abby had already taken the time to clear out three drawers in their large dresser. She carefully transferred the shoes, toys, and other accessories to the lower drawer. In the middle drawer, she placed the negligees, slips, corsets, babydolls, and lingerie sets. This left the top drawer for bras, panties, stockings and pantyhose. In the closet she had cleared out some of her older clothes to make room for her husband’s new dresses, tops, and skirts. She but the business suit on a separate padded wooden hangar. After breaking down the boxes and taking them to the recycle, she poured herself a glass of wine and headed back to the bedroom to get dressed. Her husband would be home in about 15 minutes.

As usual, John immediately headed to the shower when he got home. While he was in the bathroom, Abby sat down on the bed and waited for him to come out. As the bathroom door opened, the steam escaped and John’s now-hairless body emerged. He took two steps into the bedroom when he saw his wife. His jaw immediately hit the floor. Abby was wearing a complete matching set of sexy black lingerie. Her breasts were being supported by a lacy black bra that matched a pair of floral lace panties. A seductive garter belt sat slightly above her waist, hugging the curves of her hips and perfectly framing her feminine figure. The garter belt was holding up a pair of sheer black stockings. On her feet she wore a pair of 5 inch black patent leather stilettos. The entire ensemble was slightly obscured by a long black silky robe. Abby sat with her legs crossed on the edge of the bed. “Hey sexy,” she said as John’s cock sprang to attention, “do you want to have a little fun?”

John’s hard tool pointed assertively toward the object of it’s desire. He moved forward and reached out to grab his wife’s waist. He wanted to pick her up and have his way with her without hesitation. Before he could touch her, she put out a high-heeled foot and stopped him dead in his tracks. His momentum pushed his stomach forward into the spike of her heel. He took half-a-step back and looked disappointingly at her. Her shoe left a red mark in the center of his abs. “What gives?” he asked, “You obviously knew I was going to jump you, dressed like that!” “I know,” she said, “but today I figured we would try something a little different. Something that I know you’ve been thinking about. Honestly, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about it either. It’s been driving me wild. That’s why I wanted to surprise you with something special.” He sat down on the bed,

She went to the newly-stocked lingerie drawer and pulled out a matching bra, panty and suspender set in a creamy white color. She also pulled out a brand new pair of white stockings. She put all of them on the bed next to him and went back to the lingerie drawer. He looked at the pack of stockings and could see that they were 'White, 10 Denier, Lace top'. Nice, he thought to himself. Abby came back over and had what looked like two wobbly jellies in her hands. "These are silicone breast forms," she said. "I tried them myself once but didn't like how big they made me. They attach with adhesive and they give a natural breast look. Sit still while I attach them." She applied the special adhesive to each one and stuck them firmly to his chest, directly covering each nipple. John could immediately feel the weight of them on his chest. Each breast form had a false nipple at the front. Smiling, he reached up and played with the nipples. "We need to gave them some support," she said.

Abby took the bra and fitted it around him. This particular bra fastened at the front. When she was satisfied with the bra she said, "Ok, we need to put your stockings and suspender belt on next." She opened the pack of stockings and stretched each one a little before bending down to his feet. The first stocking slid easily up his leg. The coolness and silky smoothness of the stocking was extremely sensual. He had worn stockings once before at a Halloween party, but this felt different, a lot more erotic. Abby slid the second stocking onto his other leg and asked him to stand. He felt that the stockings felt a little loose at the top and they started to slide down his leg. "We need to get the suspender belt on to hold them up," she said. He could sense a little excitement starting to creep into her voice. "Your really enjoying this aren't you?" he asked. "More than you know," she said as she wrapped the suspender belt around his waist and fastened it at the back. She clipped the stockings at the front and back. When she was done he could feel the elastic straps flexing and pulling as he moved around. His cock stood at full attention.  Next came the panties, which she slid effortlessly up his legs against the smoothness of the nylon stockings. She encased his cock in a cell of satin and lace. He was now dressed in the finest lingerie money could buy, and felt his cock getting even harder. Abby saw this and flicked it saying, "Not yet, I'm not ready yet!" That had the desired effect and it went soft again.

Abby looked at his nails and decided that he needed some false ones for tonight. She dashed away and reappeared with a false nail kit. These nails were pre coloured a lovely crimson red, and just needed attaching and trimming to shape. She attached each nail in turn and then trimmed them into a smooth round shape that was not too long. "You've got to be able to pick things up!" she laughed. "That would be a good idea" he agreed, laughing with her. "I'd hate to think we'd gone to all of this trouble and I couldn't use a fork." "I think it's the dress next," said Abby. She picked up a cream-colored silk dress and asked him to stand. She carefully slid the dress over his head. The cool silky fabric slithered slowly down his body and eventually settled as it sat comfortably over his new boobs. It felt wonderful against his skin as he pulled the straps over his shoulder to get them in the right place. Abby checked out the fit and was pleased with what she saw. "Perfect," she said "that neckline is just right. It doesn't show your falsies, although we should maybe use bigger boobs next time!"

"What about shoes?" she said, "You did say that you'd worn heels before for Halloween, could you walk ok in them tonight?" "I managed okay last time," he said. "They were awkward at first, but I practiced a little and soon I worked out that there is a knack to it. When you walk with a butt wiggle it all works better." "Great" she said, heading back to the drawer. She presented him with a pair of cream mary jane heels that looked to have a full five-inch heel. They were the type of shoes he’d seen his wife wear to work. "Could you walk in these?"  Abby asked hopefully. "I'm not sure, but I'll give them a try," he said. Abby slipped his feet into the shoes. As she fastened the straps around his ankles, her other hand gently massaged his nylon clad ankle. The sensation was electric. The shoes fit fine but certainly did arch his feet a lot. He stood up slowly trying to keep his balance. "Whoa!" he said, "these are higher than the last pair I wore." "Ok then," she said, "try walking in them". He walked across the room and it all came flooding back to him, the way he had to walk. He started the little butt wiggle and sway of the hips that had worked so well last time, and also remembered to walk with one foot directly in front of the other, just like the models do. It worked great and he didn't have any trouble getting across the room and back again. "You were born for them" Abby gushed excitedly. "I'm not sure about that." he said, "They are not the most comfortable shoes I've worn." "No, but they are the most sexy," Abby stated quite correctly. "We just need to work your face and hair. Then you will be ready," she said.

Next Abby sat him on a stool and started to give his face a thorough makeover. She first applied a medium brown foundation, rubbing it in evenly until it looked like he had a lovely tanned face. "That should hide any stubble that wants to come through," she said. Next she plucked his eyebrows, "to give them more shape," she said. She then took an eyebrow pencil and added further color to his curvy eyebrows to accentuate the shape. When she had finished, his eyebrows looked very feminine. Then Abby held the back of his neck with her hand and had him look up at her. She said he had really big, beautiful blue eyes, and that he should show them off. She picked up a dark eyeliner pencil and began using it on the rims of his eyelids. His eyes were soon encircled in the sexy eyeliner. Next, using shades of green and brown eyeshadow together, Abby worked at his eyelids to produce a lovely fading color tone. She then applied two coats of thick black mascara, allowing the first coat to dry before applying the second. This had the effect of making his already long lashes look even longer and thicker, resulting in lovely dark, long and feathery lashes.

Abby then applied some reddish blush to highlight his cheekbones using a gentle blusher brush, which added a soft glow to his complexion. Powder was then lightly patted all over his face with a powder puff to help lock-in his makeup and any reduce any shine. John’s wife stood back and looked extremely pleased with her efforts. "Just your lipstick now," she said. She picked up a red lip pencil, and holding his head still with one hand, used her other to carefully outline his lips. She took a tube of crimson red lipstick and generously filled in his outlined lips with the rich red cosmetic. To make John’s lips look fuller and lock in the color, she painted gloss over his lipstick using a lip brush. This gave his lips a bright, glossy shine. When she was finished he had the biggest, reddest, shiniest lips. "Oh," she remarked, "you are starting to look truly beautiful. We just need to get you some jewellery, and then sort out your hair.”

She went to her own jewellery box and selected some things. Regrettably, she hadn’t purchased any jewelry for her husband. She had a pair of large clip on silver hoop earrings, a heavy silver rope chain with matching bracelet and some assorted rings. She slipped the chain around his neck and fastened it in place. Then she attached the matching bracelet to his wrist. She took the earrings and clipped one on each ear. Next she tried the rings on all of his fingers to see what looked best. She settled on just one for each hand. She settled on a large green emerald stone for his middle finger on his left hand and a large diamond and ruby cluster ring for the third finger on his right hand. With the rings and long red nails, his hands now looked really feminine. She then returned to her jewellery box and picked out an elegant gold ladies watch for him to wear for the evening. The jewellery, rings and watch transformed his arms and hands into a truly feminine form. The full ensemble complemented his elegant long red fingernails.

As he turned his head he could feel the large earrings bumping against his neck. "Your hair will stop them moving around so much." she said, noticing that he had been flicking them around. "I just need to fix that hair," she said with a hint of laughter in her voice. Abby took his hair out of its ‘man bun’ and let his long blonde hair fall to his shoulders. She spent five minutes with a brush and heated tongs teasing it into just the right style. He could feel the hair brushing gently against his shoulders and back as he moved his head. It felt heavy compared to his own hair and when he stopped turning his head it carried on moving in a gentle flowing movement, brushing sexily across his shoulders. The sensation was pure electrifying. To top things off, Abby grabbed some of her favorite perfume and sprayed it on his chest and neck. He smelled feminine and delicious. "All done,” she said, “take a look. I think I’m going to call you Jenna.”

Pleased in Her Panties: Part 3

John… or rather, Jenna, stood up. As he stood he felt a tugging and stretching sensation on his thighs that was coming from the lacy garter belt straps. It took him a moment to gain his balance because of the high heels on his feet. Once he was up, he ran his hands down his sides and felt the cool, smooth material of the short dress he was wearing. He placed his hands and groped himself, feeling the added weight of his chest because of the breast forms. The bra under his dress created a pleasant pressure on the upper part of his body and the panties hugged his hips and waist. His long, blonde hair tickled his neck and shoulders. His earings brushed against his neck, sending tingles down his spine. As he took a couple steps forward, all of these sensations were amplified. The stockings gently rubbed against each other with each step. The sensation of rubbing his stocking-clad legs together was out of this world. They made a faint swoosh sound. The high heels clicked on the hardwood floors. And speaking of hardwood, John’s cock was trying to burst out of its panty-clad cell! It created a very visible bulge in the front of his cream colored dress.

When he reached the full length mirror, John’s jaw dropped. He could not believe what his eyes were showing him. Standing before him was a woman. But not just a woman, she was absolutely gorgeous! The ravishing woman in front of him was wearing sexy white lingerie from head to toe. Her sexy cream heels had a strap on the ankle. Long stocking-clad legs led to a pair of lacy white panties and a frilly, floral decorated garter belt. An elegant bra held up a pair of gorgeous, full breasts. John looked at this woman in the eyes and opened his mouth. She also opened her mouth. Her cherry red lips complimented her dark bedroom eyes. The woman starting back at him, was him. His brain was having trouble coming to terms with this new reality.

Abby came up and stood next to him. “Hey Jenna, pleased to meet you. I’m Abby,” she said, with a seductive tone. Abby stood next to her, clad in a complete set of black lingerie. This woman was a sexy little kitten. People had always told her she looked a little like Alison Brie. She purposefully touched her hips into John and moved her body into his. John was still shocked by the image in the mirror. Not only was he a beautiful woman, but there was an equally attractive woman sensually throwing herself onto him. The pair kissed, and John could feel his glossy lips collide with hers. The contrast of the white and black lingerie-clad women making out before him was too much to handle. His cock formed a huge tent in his lacy panties.

John’s sexy wife immediately noticed the bulging panties. “I’ve got plans for you tonight. We definitely need to take care of that,” she said, with a smirk. Without hesitation she dropped to her knees, pulled John’s panties to the side, and swallowed up his cock with her pretty little mouth. She bobbed her head up and down for about 30 seconds before John gasped. “Abby, I’m going to- Uhhhhhh!” She took the load into her mouth and said, “Cum?” with a mouthful.

He laughed, “Yeah.” Abby stood up, and pressed her mouth to John’s. She shared the cum with him, swapping it back and forth. They each swallowed. “Now. Back to the plans for tonight,” Abby said.

She grabbed his hand and led him to the kitchen. John looked outside. It was late fall and the colorful leaves had mostly fallen from the trees. The first light snow of the year was gently falling as the sun fell low in the sky. Abby poured herself a glass of red wine and she surprised John with a bottle of belgian blonde ale. She carefully poured it into the appropriate glassware. “I figured it would be fitting, given your appearance and all,” she joked. “Yeah, I’d say so,” he said, flicking back his blonde hair. He grabbed the glass from her and took a sip as he admired his long red nails and rings on his pretty hands. John’s lipstick left prints on his glass. “Oh, yeah. You’ve got to watch for that,” Abby said, as she handed him a napkin. He wiped the glass clean and took another sip. “Alexa, play some jazz,” Abby said. The sound of soft saxophone filled the room. John impulsively began to play with his hair, as he enjoyed the ambiance and post-orgasm calm.

When they were finished with their drinks, the pair drifted to the living room. John was still getting used to the sensation of high heels on his feet. They owned a large brown suede couch that sat next to a beautiful fireplace and a large television. Abby walked over to the fireplace controls and set it to low. They sat on the couch together and crossed their legs. Each of them had their legs enclosed in sexy sheer stockings. John made a deep, feminine sigh sound and sank into the couch. He smelled the floral perfume on his neck and chest.

After some time, Abby turned off the music and turned on the television. She browsed the ‘steamy’ section of Netflix until she settled on a movie called Blue is the Warmest Color. She had heard that it had some incredible lesbian sex scenes, which was perfectly suitable for the evening. The two of them sat close and gently allowed their stockinged legs to brush together.

Minutes later, Abby looked at her beautiful husband. “Put your feet up on my lap,” she said. He obliged, laid his head back on the arm of the couch and lifted his sexy legs on to Abby’s lap. His white stockings were up against the sheer black stockings above her knees. He rubbed his feet  against her stockings a bit and she cooed. Abby slowly slid off his cream colored heels and tossed them to the floor. She then ran her nails up the length of his legs. John was melting on on the couch but he also started to feel aroused again. His wife began to give him a tender foot massage. “Those heels will take their toll on your feet,” she told him. After running her thumbs and nails over the nylon, and playing with the material between his toes, she gently grasped his foot and brought it to her mouth. She then began to lightly kiss his toes. John was in heaven.

Her hands then began to travel up his legs and under his dress. She teased him through his panties. She then instructed him to stand up and turn around.  Abby reached to the top of his neck and grabbed the zipper on his dress. She unzipped his dress and it fell to the floor. John was now standing there in only his high heels and lingerie. He felt warm sensations from fireplace on his skin.

“Sit down, Jenna,” Abby told him, “I want to play with you.” She stood up and took off her silky black robe. John sat there and admired his beautiful wife.  Her sexy curves and commanding attitude was causing his cock to form a tent in his panties. Abby began to slowly perform a sexy dance for her sexy, feminine husband. She turned around, sat back so her silky panty-clad ass was on him, and began to give him a slow lap dance.  John’s rod could only take so much of this. The sensations were too much. Abby detected that John was getting harder. In response, she got on her knees, pulled his panties to the side, and began to give him a slow, wet blowjob. After sucking him deeply, she told him to take off panties. He obliged and they fell to the floor.

Abby stood up, walked toward him and kissed him. The feeling of lipstick on their lips was driving John wild. He pulled away, reached out and began to finger her sexy little slit. Her wetness began to soak her black panties. Abby got on top of him, pulled her panties to the side and impaled herself onto his cock. The sensation of  their stockings brushing together made John go crazy. They fucked for a while as Abby moaned in delight. John thrust into her over and over again. He was harder than he’s ever been.

The hard fucking brought Abby to have multiple orgasms. “Oh please keep fucking me Jenna!” moaned Abby. “You feel so fucking good inside of me.”  For a moment, John forgot about the sexy female clothing he was wearing. He assumed his normal dominant role and enjoyed the sensation of fucking his sexy wife. He picked her up off of him, got up and flipped her around so her ass was facing him. Then he bent her over the side of the couch and squeezed himself into her. They pair pounded in doggystyle for some time. John looked to his side and saw his reflection in the mirror, a beautiful woman fucking his even more beautiful wife. The feeling of his heels around his feet, the tugging of garter belt around his waist and the tightness of the straps supporting the stockings, the jewelry and hair brushing against his neck, his breasts bouncing on his chest, the silky sensation of stockings: it was all too much.

He began to tense up. “Baby, I’m going to cum!” he yelled. “Yes, cum for me!” she replied. His announcement triggered her to have another orgasm. She convulsed and squealed with delight but quickly pulled away, turned around, got low and presented her face to her pretty husband. With one last groan, he came all over her face. It seemed like 5 minutes of spasms as he continued to release his creamy seed all over her face. He felt complete and sensed an afterglow deep inside himself. He bent down and licked up the cum on her face. They kissed again and he chuckled. “I feel a little silly post orgasm, but I must admit, that was amazing.” She nodded in agreement, and cleaned herself off. Abby and John were sexualy assertive and secure.

Spent, physically and emotionally, the couple collapsed on the couch in a spooning position, Abby was behind John. His white stockings and lingerie intertwined with her black lingerie set. She gently kissed his neck and pulled him in tightly. The smell of semen and perfume filled their nostrils as they drifted asleep in each other’s arms.

The following week was a busy work week for the pair. John’s latest job site was at a new housing development a few miles down the highway. Naturally, he was doing the residential electrical work. Abby also had a full plate. Her company had taken on new client. The client was particularly demanding and was causing a ton of extra work for everyone in the office. Both of them were getting home late every night and going right to sleep. Each of them were stressed and in need of relief.

On Wednesday afternoon Abby was in her office when it dawned upon her that she was going to have to stay late and work on some reports. She blankly stared at the screen on her laptop. She was wearing a tight grey pencil skirt, red blouse, grey suit jacket and nude colored pantyhose. Underneath she had on a black thong and a black bra. Fire red heels completed the sexy office girl look. She dangled her stockinged foot, and let her heel slip off as she chewed the cap of a pen. It was a bad habit she was trying to break. A coworker, Jerry, kept making excuses to come into her office. She kept sending him away. Abby looks at picture of John on her desk and an idea struck her. She would invite him to come to office after hours tonight for dinner, but, dressed in some feminine office attire.

She sent him a text telling him she was stuck at the office, but she was ordering Thai food to be delivered to the office. She explained that she wanted Jenna to pick out something nice to wear and come have dinner with her. A follow up text instructed him to bring the makeup bag on her dresser.

At 6:30 the food arrived and the last of her coworkers left for the night. She set up dinner in the conference room. Minutes later gets a text from John, ‘I’m downstairs”. She took the elevator downstairs and unlocked the front door. A tall figure approached from behind the glass doors. In walks John, or rather, Jenna. A tall blonde wearing a black business suit, pencil skirt, glasses,  light grey blouse, black nylons and black stiletto heels. “Damn girl, you’re rocking that suit!” said Abby, “The glasses are a nice touch.” “Yeah I was pretty happy with the ensemble, even considering i’m not wearing any makeup,” John replied. They clicked their heels down the hallway, into the elevator and upstairs to the 3rd floor. They made a quick stop at the ladies room, where Abby quickly applied foundation, mascara, eyeshadow and lipstick to John’s face.

The two girls entered the conference room and sat across from one another at long conference table. They ate dinner and Abby decided to do a little roleplaying. “So, Jenna, I think you’d be perfect for the secretary position. You’re certainly pretty enough.” She slipped off her right stiletto and slid her stockinged foot under the table. She began to run her foot up John’s leg. John started to get an erection in his panties. The foot slid up and under his skirt to the bulge in his panties. He bit his lip, closed his eyes, and put down his fork. He then put both hands down on the table and moaned softly. ”Perhaps we should continue this interview in my office,” Abby said.

The two girls clicked down the hall and through a larger room with cubicles. Their stockings swished as they walked. John could see their  reflection in the glass of the darkened rooms as they passed. He found it to be very exciting. Abby entered her office, sat down in her office chair and asked Jenna to have a seat on the sofa near the inner wall. “I’m looking for a secretary with certain talents. I’m not easily satisfied. Sometimes I need you to be available on weekends and evenings for special projects,” Abby told him. John nodded, adjusted his stockings, and pulled down his skirt. Then he gently rubbed his legs.

“Take off your coat,” Abby said. He did, and revealed his silky blouse and perky breasts underneath. “Good, now take off your shirt.” He unbuttoned his blouse and placed it on the arm of the couch. Now revealed was his lacy purple push-up bra. Abby stood up, walked to the couch, heels clicking and shaking her tight ass as she walked. She hiked up her skirt, revealed the top of her pantyhose, stepped toward John and straddled her husband. She sat on him, grabbed the back of his head and kissed him, their lipstick smearing together.

They began to slowly grind each other, their hands running up and down each others bodies. “Take off your skirt,” Abby commanded. John stood up and shimmied his hips back and forth in a feminine way, pulling off his skirt. It dropped to the floor and he stepped out of it, leaving his heels on. He now revealed a purple g-string, black garter belt, and black sheer stockings. John was now standing before his wife wearing nothing but sexy women’s lingerie. Abby patted the cushion next to her, beckoning him to sit down. He obliged as she turned herself and got back on top of him. They dry humped, and Abby could feel his cock through the panties and pantyhose. She got up, took off her skirt and blouse, revealing a sexy ass in nude colored pantyhose. John turned her around and slapped her ass. She giggled and turned herself back around. He pulled down her pantyhose to her lower thighs, moved his head forward, pulled her black panties to the side and began to tongue his wife’s juicy pussy. He started by licking her in a figure eight pattern, then he did several long licks from bottom to top, and finished with small circles on her clit. “Yes! Yes! You’re hired!” she screamed. She had a mind-numbing orgasm. She dug her long nails into the back of his head and his blonde hair tousled everywhere.

Abby got on her knees, pulled his panties to the side and sucked on his shaven cock. She slurped and bobbed her head like a piston. She pushed his cock into her cheek, licked and kissed the length of his rod. She then cupped his balls and sucked on each one individually as she jerked him off. He put his hands on the back of her head and she deepthroated him. She snuck a finger around and moved her finger in a small circle on his asshole while his cock was all the way down her throat. “Oh Abby!” he squealed. “Don’t you cum yet baby. I want you to fuck my ass.”

She pulled off his dick and positioned herself sideways on the couch, doggystyle. “There’s lube in my purse, grab it for me.” She squeezed some onto her fingers and inserted one, then two fingers into her ass. She finger fucked herself a little, then took the remainder of the lube and worked it into John’s cock. “Please fuck my ass,” she said, “I need to feel you inside of me, Jenna.” He took off his panties and let them fall to the floor. He placed the tip of his cock at her entrance, slapped it a few times, and slowly pushed forward. Surprisingly, Abby pushed back and took the entire length of her girly husband inside of her. They fucked hard as he grabbed her hips. He could feel the smoothness of his stockings rubbing against the couch as he tilted his head back and opened his mouth to let out a moan of delight. He began to fuck her harder as she repeated the phrase, “Fuck me baby, fuck me baby, cum in my ass.” He felt her tight hole clench around his dick. John slapped her ass and plunged into her as deep as he could go. At this point he began to feel his rod tense up. He looked down to see women’s lingerie and clothing scattered about the room. For some reason, the thought that some of these items were his put him over the edge. He unloaded heaps of hot semen deep into Abby’s ass. He then pulled out his cock. Semen dripped from her ass. “Thank you Jenna, I needed that,” Abby said with a breathy laugh.

John grabbed a towel and wiped the cum from his wife’s ass. He didn’t bring any of John’s clothes, so he slid the purple panties back up his legs. He squeezed himself back into the skirt, buttoned up the blouse, and put the business jacket back on. He walked over to the mirror that his wife had put in her office and grabbed a tissue to touch up his makeup. He smoothed and pulled his skirt down like he had seen his wife do many times before. Abby also got dressed. John sat back down on the couch and admired her. He loved the way she moved, and he took a mental note that he should try to move the same way.

When they were both dressed, Abby sat back down at her chair and flipped up the screen on her laptop. “I still need to get this done before we go home. Be a doll and run down to the faculty kitchen and grab me a bottle of water.” “Yes ma’am,” he said. As she clicked away in her heels, Jenna watched his ass bounce up and down in the tight little skirt. She guessed that the cleaning crew would be in the office at this point in the night.

As John paraded through the maze of cubicles, his heart stopped when he saw a man approach. It was one of the cleaners. The two made eye contact, and John saw the man’s eyes dart down the length of his feminine body. “Good evening, miss,” he said with a big smile. He walked past him and began to wipe down a countertop. John could feel the man’s eyes devouring his body. He found this to be very exciting and fulfilling. He grabbed two bottles of water and clicked back to Abby’s office. “Thanks sweetie,” she said as she put on her glasses and sunk into her work. John sat back down on the couch, crossed his legs, and took a moment to soak it all in. What’s next? he wondered. He let the heel fall off his foot to reveal his stocking-clad foot. He dangled the shoe, took a sip of water, and let his mind wander for the rest of the evening. I’m the luckiest girl in the world, he thought.

To be continued in part 4...
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Pleased in Her Panties: Part 4

The taste of chlorinated water dripped into his mouth as John pulled himself up and out of the pool. He had been spending each morning in the aquatic room at the gym before going into work. Beyond the obvious health benefits, the daily laps in the pool gave him an excuse to shave off pretty much all of his body hair. The guys at work never questioned him.

Abby would have joined him for the early swim sessions, but the couple found it difficult to keep their hands off of each other when she put on her skimpy swimsuit. At the sight of his wife, John’s cock tended to have a mind of its own. His speedo left very little to the imagination and they decided it was best to avoid losing their membership because of ‘inappropriate behavior’.

The visit to Abby’s office dressed as a girl was still ripe in John’s mind. He found it to be very exciting to venture out into the world as a girl. He could sense that this new fetish of his was evolving because he also became very aroused when he moved through the world as a female. He had always been a risk-taker and the risk of being caught definitely did it for him.

Abby had also been thinking a lot about John’s crossdressing. She was happy because she felt like their relationship was stronger than ever. It was great that her husband was able to act out on something that was still widely considered a social taboo. She was also happy because she had always had an attraction for other women but she still considered herself to be straight. She had hooked up with some girls when she was in college but it never blossomed into full blown lesbianism. Having access to a beautiful woman that also had a dick was pretty much the ultimate scenario for her.

One morning as the couple were sitting in their kitchen eating, Abby looked at John and said, “Hey John, I think Jenna should go on a weekend trip with us. She hasn’t spent much time out of the house and I think she’d enjoy the trip.” She went onto explain that she would like to take a roadtrip into the Adirondacks and stay at a bed and breakfast.

At the thought of this, John’s cock twitched. The thought of becoming Jenna for an entire weekend was very exciting. This perfectly catered to his desire for some risky public exposure. It would also give him some incentive to practice his female mannerisms and his voice. Thanks to Abby’s instruction he had become quite good at picking out clothes and putting on makeup but for the most part, Jenna wasn’t very talkative. The furthest they had pushed this part had been at the office but it was after hours and beyond the cleaners there was basically no one around.

Images of wearing a flowery sundress and big designer sunglasses, his long hair blowing in the wind, ran through his head. As was normally the case, his brain immediately began to formulate the specific outfit in his head. In this little fantasy of his, the sundress would be his tasteful floral print dress. He’d be wearing strappy brown sandals with a modest heel. The shoes would show off his pink painted toenails beautifully. Underneath the dress, John (as Jenna) would be wearing his cute light pink bra and panty set with frilly white lace trim. The panties would be cheekies and the bra would be padded and give him a well-supported, perky pair of tits. At some point in this little fantasy, the wind would kick up and blow up his dress, giving everyone around them a little peak at his sexy little panties.

As a result of his little daydream, his cock twitched in his pants. Abby, never missing a beat picked up on this immediately and approached him and grabbed his cock through his pants and began to stroke it. She got him nice and hard and with a smile said, “So baby tell me what’s got you all worked up here.” She continued to stroke him as he described the specific details of his fantasy to her. The fact that he was so turned on got her horny as well. She grabbed him by the hand and led him to the bedroom.

“Let’s try on this little outfit of yours and give it a test run.”

He took off his shirt and she came to him and kissed him passionately. Then she moved her head down and began to suck and lick his nipples. She used her saliva to get his right nipple nice and wet and then she blew softly on it, making it cold and erect. Then she reached up and pinched it, making it even harder.

Abby put her arms above her head and he took off her shirt, exposing her favorite black lacy bra. He took off his shoes and socks, then his pants and his boxer briefs as he stood before her completely nude.

She hurried off to their closet to fetch his sexy female clothes. She shimmied off her tight jeans as she walked, exposing a little black thong. John couldn’t help but watch her ass wiggle as it consumed the material of the tiny thong. He watched her reaching up to grab the flower dress and stared at her as she bent down to go through the panty drawer and sift through the delicate items inside. After some time she found the pink panties and matching bra.

She turned around and looked at him and asked, “So no stockings this time? That seems a little uncharacteristic of Jenna! Maybe a pair of nude colored hold-ups for now?”

John smiled and nodded. He loved the fact that his wife knew his biggest thrill of crossdressing came from the stockings. He hadn’t imagined them in his little daydream fantasy but for the purposes of this moment- he couldn’t wait to slide some cool nylon up his long hairless legs.

When she had gathered up all the clothing, Abby placed everything on the bed except for the stockings.She left those in her hand as she pushed John’s nude body back onto the bed. She grabbed his left leg and had him point his foot straight as she pulled the first stocking up his leg. She was eager to get Jenna to come out and play so she did away with her normal ritual of slow teasing. John was no less aroused by the feeling of the stockings and when the first one was on he rotated his ankle in circles and enjoyed the sensation of the silky material tugging gently on the upper part of his leg.

She put on the other stocking, slid on the panties, and put on the bra. She couldn’t help but force John down onto the bed again. She flipped him around so he was on his stomach and she went right for his juicy pantied ass. She mounted him, placing her mound directly on his ass and began to grind herself back and forth on him. In response, John pushed his ass up and back, matching her rhythm. He wished that she was inside of him. He was hoping to get the shit fucked out of him. He needed it.

The pair giggled, kissed, and wrestled in their bras and panties for a while but eventually Abby dismounted and continued to get him dressed. She had him put his arms up into the air and she dropped the dress over his head. The whole thing clung snugly to his sides and the feeling of the skirt swishing on his legs was heavenly as always.

He sat back on the bed and put his stockinged foot into the air. Abby walked over and grabbed his foot with both hands. She rubbed the foot, pushing her thumbs deeply into the arch of his sexy foot. Then she lightly tickled him on the bottom of his foot with her long nailed fingers.

Unexpectedly, she leaned her head in and kissed his toes. Then, continuing to rub them, she took his toes into her mouth and began to suck on the nylon toes. John had never felt this sensation before and he impulsively began to let out a girl moan. His cock was aggressively poking out of his pink panties and forming a large tent in the material of his dress. He couldn’t help but reach down and stroke himself through the soft material of the dress.

Abby moved onto the other foot, and slapped his hand away from his cock. She took his stockinged foot out of her mouth just long enough to say, “That’s mine, you leave that to me.” John was going crazy.

When she was finally done tasting his sexy toes, Abby reached over to the shoes. “Just need to put these on and throw on a bit of makeup.” She slid the shoes on to his feet and secured the buckles. His toes didn’t have polish on them, but they still looked very pretty encased in the sexy heels.

John sat up and grabbed her little makeup bag. She put on some powder, mascara and a bit of eyeshadow. When she was satisfied she grabbed some lipstick that matched the shade of John’s panties. She applied it and had him smack his lips. After a bit of attention to his hair, the transformation was complete.

As was the ritual, John stood up and sexily walked over to the full length mirror. As always, he enjoyed the sensation of his stockings rubbing together and the dress material on his legs. Before him stood a sexy young woman that looked like she was ready to go break some hearts. He kicked back a heel and ran his hands down his body, enjoying the sum total of sensations. The only thing that looked out of place was the large bulge poking out on his dress.It took a massive amount of self control to keep himself from masturbating to his own image in the mirror.

At this point, Abby approached him from the back and wrapped her arms around him. She pulled back his hair and fastened a sexy little choker around his neck. She was still wearing the sexy black bra and panties. John didn’t notice, but as he was looking at himself in the mirror she had put on a pair of black stilettos and some black sexy lipstick. Upon closer examination he saw that she had also put on some dark eyeshadow, giving herself an intimidating look.

It quickly became apparent that she was playing a dominant role when she grabbed John’s hand and brought him to the bed. She pushed him forward and put him onto his hands and knees, with his ass up in the air. She grabbed a black, vibrating dildo and ran it down his asscrack. She teased him and let the vibration linger on his cock and his balls. Everytime he went to touch himself she slapped him away.

Abby walked to the other side of the bed, keeping Jenna (John)  in position. He could hear her heels clicking on the floor as she walked. She brought the dildo to Jenna’s lips and forced him to suck it, getting it nice and wet. When it was properly lubricated, she returned to his ass, pulled aside his panties and left the tip vibrating at his entrance.

John, as Jenna, wanted it bad. He began to push back and try to get the tip of the rubber cock to enter his willing ass. Each time, she teased him by pulling away slightly. His butthole puckered, and almost seemed to be trying to suck the black dildo inside. Abby grabbed some lube and squeezed it onto his entrance. The coldness felt incredible, and he began to beg for it.

“Please fuck me. I want you to put it inside of me. I want to feel you inside of me. Can I please be your good girl?” His ass began to push back again. She didn’t pull away the cock this time. She let him impale himself. After an inch or two, she helped him out by pushing it forward, but then pulled away again. It occured to Abby that Jenna needed to be fucked hard. She hadn’t seen him this horny in some time.

She lifted his dress up, exposing his entire ass. She gave him a firm slap on the ass and then before he could react, she thrust the black rubber dildo all the way into his hungry ass. Jenna gasped and then moaned loudly. This is what he needed.

Abby started slow, but soon began to quicken the pace. She fucked his ass with one hand and used her other hand to caress and tease different parts of his body. He reacted to each spot differently, but she seemed most pleased with his reaction when she pinched his nipple.

So using one hand to thrust in and out of her husband, she used the other to pinch his nipple, almost as if she were trying to milk him. He groaned loudly and continued to push his ass back for every stroke of her pushing the dildo into him. It became obvious that he was about to cum so she managed to contort her body upside down and on her back, placing herself under Jenna. She lined up her mouth with his dick, and reached forward to continue his fuck session. She greedily wrapped her plump lips around his cock and within thirty seconds he was shooting blast after blast of hot cum down her throat. She swallowed every last drop without hesitation. After a few minutes of release, John took a deep sigh and said, “Babe.. what the actual fuck. That was the most intense orgasm i’ve ever had.”

“I know how to treat a lady and you looked like a lady that needed a hard fucking,” she said with a smile.

The pair cleaned themselves up and decided to sit down and plan out the details of their mini vacation. Abby got online and read what seemed like a million reviews and eventually they settled on a bed and breakfast in the northern part of the Catskills. Living in New York, this was a drivable trip. The property was nestled in a private forest and even had its own lake. They agreed that the pictures online were awesome so Abby called and booked for the following weekend.

The work week went very slow for John as he thought about spending the entire weekend as a woman. Each night when he got home from work he would immediately take off his work clothes, take a shower, and put on some girly clothes and high heels. He figured this would give him some good practice, as he would be expected to be able to walk in heels when he and Abby arrived at the bed and breakfast.

Thursday afternoon he got out of work early. He took the extra time to pack his bags. After a few minutes of packing it became immediately obvious that his normal suitcase wasn’t even close to big enough. Fortunately he had one of Abby’s old suitcases in the attic so he climbed up and brought it down. It was pink and extremely large, in other words, it was perfect.

John went through his girly clothes and picked out the outfits that he had been daydreaming about throughout the week. He and Abby had talked earlier in the week and decided that they were going to arrive for the weekend and pretend to be wealthy lesbian lovers. They agreed that each would choose clothing that was sexy but elegant.

He packed a classic black skirt with a few blouses that matched well. For the sake of having something more casual, he packed a short denim skirt and some cute t-shirts that showed off a lot of cleavage. He also packed three sexy dresses: one was a mid-length black dress that hugged his curves beautifully. The other dress was a flared waist beige dress that reminded him of something he’d seen cocktail waitress wear when he went to the casinos. The last dress was a long red gown with a long slit up the entire leg. It reminded him of the dress that Jessica Rabbit wore.

For lingerie, he obviously brought a selection of bras and panties and some girly socks. In addition, he packed a sexy corset that had straps that would attach to hosiery like a garter belt. He rolled up a silky white nightgown and put that in the suitcase too. After some deliberation, he decided to bring a selection of nylons as well. Stockings were added that were black, nude, and white. Also pantyhose that was black patterned, nude, and maroon to switch things up. As a pantyhose and stockings lover, he knew he couldn’t skimp in this department.

He decided it best to bring some pants as well, so he packed a pair of low-cut skinny jeans and also a pair of tight red leather pants. He thought that for the car ride and for lounging, yoga pants would be appropriate too so he brought three pairs.  For shoes, John packed four pairs of high heels of different styles and colors, as well as a pair of flats and some sneakers. Abby would take care of all of his hair and makeup needs so there was no need to pack that stuff.

John took a look at the bag and felt a deep sense of satisfaction. The clothing was neatly packed and it’s contents displayed a variety of girly colors and textures. He closed his eyes and ran his hand across the contents, enjoying the softness. His mind wandered back to the hard fucking he received a few nights ago. The bulge in his pants spoke for itself: he was excited.

His sudden arousal reminded him that there was another separate bag he needed to pack with some other necessities. He found an old red backpack in the rear of the closet that would work perfectly. In it he placed his breast forms, a selection of vibrators, dildos and some lube. He also grabbed two jewel buttplugs. He had recently got Abby to start wearing one. She knew that it drove him wild, especially when they were wearing matching plugs. Another new toy that he thought to bring was a double-ended dildo. The couple had not tried it yet, but they thought their little vacation would be the perfect excuse to test it out. He put in the bag with a smile on his face.

The last thing he threw in the bag was Abby’s strap-on dildo. The one that went inside of her too so that she could also enjoy the sensation of being fucked while she did the fucking. It had a detachable part on the end so you could attach different sizes and textures of cock. He had always preferred the normal eight inch dick with realistic mushroom tip, veins, and balls. He resisted the urge to put it in his mouth. He was finally done packing.

The rest of the evening went by quickly. After he packed, John grabbed a quick shower, did a quick maintenance shave job, and decided to get  more comfortable by letting Jenna come out to play.

After drying off, he ran his hands down his sexy hairless body. He couldn’t help but give his cock a few pumps before putting a dab of lube on his finger and inserting into his ass. He found his favorite little buttplug and slowly pushed it into himself. Then he put on a silky grey thong with a matching bra. He pulled a tight pair of yoga pants up his legs and enjoyed the sensation as he slid the waistline over his ever-growing bubble butt. The squats were starting to pay off.  He threw on a tshirt, some basic makeup, and put his hair in a ponytail. He did a cute little standing side-to-side wiggle and he could feel the plug in his ass. He felt like a woman. He was now in Jenna mode.

For the rest of the night, Jenna chilled on the couch watching tv and painting her nails. Abby got home a bit late but she came with takeout. After dinner, the couple relaxed as they watched television and took turns giving each other sensual back rubs. In a particularly relaxing moment, Abby had Jenna sit on the floor in front of the couch and gave her a gentle head rub. She played with Jenna’s hair, running her fingers down the length of it and putting it into loose braids and ponytails. Jenna was in heaven. The feeling of Abby’s long manicured nails scratching against her neck sent goosebumps down her spine. The couple nested themselves into the corner of their big couch with Abby behind and Jenna in front. Jenna was able to lay back onto Abby, feeling her breath on her neck and her lovely breasts on her back. Abby very gently ran her fingernails down Jenna’s arms until both of them fell asleep.

The following morning, Jenna woke up in Abby’s arms. She loved the fact that her senses were being overwhelmed with femininity from the moment she opened her eyes. She could feel the softness and warmth of her wife, and she smelled the residual perfumes, body wash, and sprays that each of them had used the day before. The feeling of the plus was still in her ass. She yawned loudly, and got up. Today would be her first of three days spent completely as a woman.

After waking up Abby, Jenna got a shower and got dressed. For the drive she decided to wear her short denim skirt with a white v-neck t shirt. She wore flats, dangle earrings, red lipstick, and she put her hair down. Underneath, she was wearing a cute pair of purple panties that hugged her hips and a white lacy bra. She also was sure to pop in her favorite little butt plug.

She took a look in the mirror and liked what she saw. As a man, she would certainly be trying to catch a glimpse of this bombshell. Her long tanned legs led up to a yummy plump ass. Her breast forms were really creating a sexy bust with lots of cleavage.  

Abby chose a pair of white short shorts and a yellow tank top. She wore tasteful makeup and put her dark curly hair down as well. She had on cute sandals and big designer sunglasses. She was quite the stunner, as always. Jenna felt even more beautiful when she was paired with her sexy wife. Once they were dressed, they made coffee, put their luggage in the car and hit the road.

For this trip, the couple decided that Abby would drive the car. In boy mode, John would typically drive the car so Abby thought it only fair to let him get the full experience of being the wife. As they cruised down the highway, Abby put on some classic rock music. They had the windows down, it was sunny and warm outside and there was very little traffic. In other words, it was the perfect day to be on the road.

Jenna took a moment to appreciate how great it felt to be a complete woman for the day. John still knew that he was a straight man, but it felt great to experience life as a woman would. His hair tickled his neck and his earrings blew in the wind. He could even feel the breeze blowing into the car and up his skirt. The sensation of the cool air against his panty-clad cock was unique and wonderful. They passed a tractor trailer, and Jenna looked up to see the driver staring down at him. He was staring right at him, took off his hat and gave him a big smile.

Jenna liked the fact that she was getting the attention of this guy, so she decided to give him a little treat. She unbuckled her seatbelt, leaned over toward Abby and put her head on her lap. As she moved she could feel the little butt plug firmly in her ass. All the while, her skirted ass was sticking straight up and she was displaying her purple panties for the man to see. She heard the truck hit the zipper lane, and Abby quickly sped away before her ‘husband’ caused an accident by flashing her panties.

Eventually they arrived at the bed and breakfast and checked in with the property owners. The place was absolutely beautiful and looked exactly like it did in the pictures. Jenna managed to keep her talking to a minimum as to not attract too much attention to herself. They didn’t expect anyone to have a problem with the fact that she was a man dressed as a woman, but part of the excitement was trying to maintain the illusion for the entire weekend. As far as anyone was concerned, they were a gorgeous married lesbian couple.

An older gentleman who was the co-owner helped them take their bags up the stairs and into their room. He laughed as he walked, “You women certainly know how to fill a suitcase to the max.”

Abby responded with a giggle, “That’s just part of being a girl!”

Once the man dropped the bags on the floor, he asked the ladies if there was anything else he could help them with. Abby noticed that the man kept checking out Jenna’s tits and and her legs. He couldn’t help himself. They said they were good and thanked him for his help. As soon as the man was out of the room, before the door was shut completely, Abby had already thrown Jenna down, and pinned her to the bed.

“I’ve wanted to eat you up ever since that last place we stopped for gas. I love the way that guys look at you. It turns me on so much!”

With that she pulled off Jennas shirt, leaving her in just her white bra and denim skirt. Her hair was splayed evenly around her head. It was almost picturesque. The look was very nineties and it drove Abby wild. She began to kiss her stomach and rub her hands up and down Jenna’s sides. She reached up to her bra and groped her as she brought her head around to kiss her hips. Jenna moaned softly with a convincing girly tone.

Abby then brought herself up to Jenna’s mouth and the pair began to make out. They flicked tounges back and forth and Jenna could taste the lipstick and smell the girly scents as she was hooking up with her lesbian lover. The pair took their time and drew out the foreplay for a longer time than they normally would, planting light kisses and nibbles across the entirety of their bodies.

Abby interrupted her kissing and said, “There’s something I want to show you, Jenna.”

With that, while keeping herself on top of Jenna, she flipped around and put her crotch above her face. She reached down, unbuttoned her little white shorts, and shimmied them off, exposing a lacy white thong. Jenna could smell the musty wetness coming from her wife’s lovebox.

Abby threw the shorts to the floor, pulled off her shirt and her bra, and put the thin strip of material that was covering her ass directly above Jenna’s face.

“And now for the surprise,” she said, as she pulled her thong to the side.

Now revealed was Abby’s dripping wet pussy, but above it was the shiny glimmer of a butt plug. Abby had worn it for the entire car ride! What’s more is that it was a larger plug than she had started with. She had originally been hesitant to embrace ass play, but with John and Jenna’s encouragement, she was beginning to crave it.

And crave it she did in this very moment. Before Jenna could respond, Abby planted her pussy directly on her face. John, as Jenna, was completely consumed in the sweet taste and smell of delicious, sweet pussy. She eagerly lapped it up with her tongue, enjoying the flavor and smoothness of Abby’s wax job. This of course brought her cock to full attention.

Before he knew it, Abby was pulling up the skirt and pulling the sexy purple panties to the side, exposing the large hard cock. She had thrust the cock into her mouth and bobbed her head up and down on it. Jenna loved the feeling of being pinned down as her sexy wife sucked her off and rode her face. She could feel her wife’s curls falling softly across her smooth legs and shaved crotch. They ate each other out for some time before Abby pulled away and walked to the luggage.

She took off the rest of her clothes letting them fall to the growing pile on the floor, and instructed Jenna to take off her skirt and panties. With a big smile on her face, Abby pulled out the big red double sided dildo.

“I think it’s time we try this thing out.”

Jenna moaned, “Oh yes baby”.

Jenna slowly pulled out her butt plug and laid it on the nightstand. She grabbed the container of lubricant and applied the cool liquid to her asshole. Abby took Jenna’s hand and brought her over to a loveseat near the window in their room. She propped up pillows on either side and sat down on one side. Jenna sat on the other side so they were face to face, hard cock pointing to the ceiling.

With that, Abby took the double ended dildo and slowly inserted it into her pussy. She moaned softly as she gently fucked herself with it to get herself ready. Jenna then slid forward and presented her craving ass. She placed the head of the dildo at her entrance and ran it up and down, teasing herself. After a point, she couldn’t take it anymore and she pulled it deep into her ass. Her butt swallowed it up and Jenna could feel an incredible fullness. The dildo was angled such that it was hitting her prostate in the perfect spot.

The girls began to rock back and forth gently at first, moaning and staring into each other’s eyes. Eventually their pace quickened, and Abby reached out and grabbed Jenna’s cock and began to jerk it. They fucked harder and harder, faster and faster.

The image of the two girls, combined with the wonderful feeling in her ass was driving Jenna wild. She squealed with delight as Abby pushed herself all the way forward and held it there, joining them by ass and pussy. It was a unique feeling for both of them.

When Jenna could take it no more, she screamed, “Abby, I’m going to cum!”

As soon as Abby heard this, she pulled out the dildo of both of them, and pushed herself forward up and onto Jenna’s hard dick. She wrapped her legs around as tightly as she could, and without any fucking, she clenched herself around Jenna and took the entire load of cum deep inside of her. She loved the feeling of hot cum inside her.

When Jenna was finally done expelling semen, Abby pulled herself off the dick, and pulled herself on top of Jenna’s face. The hot sticky creampie dripped slowly from her pussy and into Jenna’s mouth. Jenna devoured it without hesitation. Then Abby came in for a cummy kiss.

The pair embraced like this, covered in cum and sweat. They were silent for a while and enjoyed the sensations still pulsing in their bodies. After some time, they cleaned up and began to plan the rest of their day.

Bed and Breakfast Adventures will be continued in part 5...
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Pleased in Her Panties: Part 5

The following day, John and Abby woke up to the sound of chirping birds. Before he even opened his eyes, John could smell the perfume and other girly products that were on his body from the night before. He could also feel the smooth stockings on his shaved legs and the cool silky feeling of his nighty brushing against his sides.

“Good morning sunshine,” Abby said, planting a soft kiss on his lips.

John pushed into the kiss, “Well good morning to you too.”

The pair locked lips and John couldn’t help but slip his tongue into his wife’s mouth. Abby took her hands out from under the covers and placed them on the back of his head. The intensity of the makeout session increased and Abby noticed that John’s cock had been pushing through his nighty and firmly into her belly.

She reached a hand down, pulled up the hem of his silky nightwear and gripped it upside-down. She then began to run her warm, closed hands down it slowly to make for one complete stroke. Then another stroke. John cooed.

In between kisses she pulled back and said, “You’ve got some super morning wood today, honey. Let me help you with that so it’s a bit easier for you to get dressed. You would have a hard time tucking that engorged beast in to your panties.”

Abby slipped herself down John’s silky white gown and brought her head to his crotch under the covers. She carefully lifted up his girly nightgown and pulled his panties to the side, freeing his cock. John moaned, sounding both excited but still a bit sleepy.

Suddenly the tight, wet and warm feeling of his wife’s mouth encased his throbbing cock. She opened up the back of her throat and took the entirety of him all the way down to the base. She bobbed her head up and down, effectively forcing her pretty husband fuck her throat.

“Mmmmm good girl,” he groaned, “You’re getting a little too good at that.”

“Hrmmmm mhhmm,” she agreed, with the cock deep in her throat. She quickened the speed of her sucking and used her lips to press firmly down on the tip of him when she pulled up. She began to taste the salty precum leaking from the tip of his dick.

A cool breeze blew in from the gardens of the bed and breakfast. John could smell the fresh, floral air as it rushed across his body. The morning air was quite chilly and it caused his nipples to stiffen and push into the silky material of his gown. He felt a tingle run through his body as goosebumps began to form on his arms and legs. 

Impulsively, he reached up with his right hand and began to pinch and tweak his breasts, imagining he was a real girl. He allowed himself this fantasy without any thoughts of shame. He and Abby had learned early on in their relationship that there was nothing wrong with an open mind to sexual expression and experimentation.

The combined sensations of the morning blowjob combined with the fresh breeze and feminine clothing were putting John into a blissful state of sexual relaxation. He was excited, of course, but also found himself in a state of contented satisfaction. Life was good. Abby's intermittent, gentle moans indicated that even she was enjoying herself as she gave her dressed husband the best oral pleasure she could muster.

As the two girls wriggled and tussled, the motion had caused the blankets to fall off the side of the bed. John turned his head to the side and noticed a mirror on top of a low dresser. From this angle, he had a full view of the two of them. He noticed that Abby had reached down to play with her pussy as she sucked. It was clear that she was loving every moment of their morning fun.

This was the final straw for John. The images and sensations came to a head and he couldn't stand it any longer. He felt his entire body get stiff as a board.

He threw back his head and let out a long, girly moan as a wave of spunk exploded from his dick and down into the throat of his loving wife. His nails dug into the side of the bed as he drained the contents of his balls into her. Abby laughed, cock still in her mouth, as she greedily swallowed up the entire load that was given to her.

“An early breakfast for me,” she joked, “high in protein!”

“Indeed,” he agreed. “I suppose we should get ready and head downstairs for a real breakfast though. You neglected to share that little treat with me and I’m starving!”

The beautiful couple got out of bed, took off their nightwear and jumped into the shower. The bathroom featured a sizable stand-up shower stall with a large rain-type shower head that was mounted to the ceiling. The warm, soft water cascaded gently onto their nude bodies. They lathered each other up in feminine-smelling body wash and used pink loofah sponges to thoroughly, but sensually wash each other. They each shaved from head to toe which left the water beading up on their squeaky clean and smooth skin.

“Wow we actually managed to keep our hands off each other for once,” Abby teased.

“Well it goes without saying that the hosts will be expecting us at the breakfast table before too long. It is called a Bed and Breakfast after all,” John pointed out with a wink. His wet, shapely, and smooth legs glistened. He rubbed them together and closed his eyes, enjoying the sensations. Moments later he felt Abby's bare breasts pushing against his smooth chest. The couple embraced and softly kissed, holding each other tightly. John's cock began to rise.

Abby felt the something poking her, realized what was happening, and pulled back. “Sorry honey, I'm going to have to stop you there.”

John sighed and decided to show some self control. He slid open the shower door. A cloud of perfumed steam rushed into the bathroom and collected on the mirror. He briefly glanced into the mirror and noticed the two sexy, feminine shapes that were obscured by the condensation. The foggy mirror hid the fact that John had a penis and flat chest. But the figure before him was still mimicking his movements, perpetuating the illusion that he was indeed a sexy woman. With the image before him and the inclusion of his ‘lesbian’ wife, he easily began to mentally take on the role of his female self, Jenna. It was perfect timing because once they went downstairs for breakfast he would again be expected to act the part of a sexy woman.

The weather was expected to be on the cool side so the girls decided they would dress accordingly. John picked out a dark red, flared skater dress. It had a fitted waist and it fell well above the knee, showing off his long sexy legs. He decided to pair it with a grey, heathered cardigan, sheer black pantyhose and a pair of modest black pumps. He picked out a cute pink thong with a matching bra for lingerie.

John enjoyed the sensation of sliding the delicate thong up his smooth legs. The softness of the material pressing snugly against his rosebud was pleasantly sexy. He put on the bra, which fastened in the front, and then slid into the pantyhose. He employed Abby's method of rolling each leg of nylon into a donut, placing his red painted toes into them before sliding them up his long legs. John couldn't help but shudder; it was one of his favorite parts of being a woman. He took a minute to admire himself in the mirror, running his hands down his silky legs.

“Well hey there good looking!” Abby called from the bathroom. She caught him checking himself out in his bra, panties and pantyhose.

John retorted, “You shush!”

After adjusting his nylons, John was pleased. He put on the dress, cardigan, and pumps before joining Abby in the bathroom to put on makeup. He went with a darker look than normal that brought out his pretty blue eyes. After some thought, he decided to leave his hair down. He teased it into shape, gave himself a kiss and a wink into the mirror and then decided to help dress his wife.

Abby had put on her makeup first but she was having trouble deciding what to wear. After some back and forth, she decided to go with a white midi dress. She paired it with a black, long-sleeved cardigan that showed off her feminine arms. She also wore sheer black leggings and light brown ankle wedges. Abby also left her hair down, which really complimented her look. She applied some light makeup and pink lipstick, grabbed her purse, and joined ‘Jenna’ as they headed out the door. John knew that these next moments would set the tone for the rest of their visit.

As the girls walked into the dining room, there were already half a dozen guests seated at the long wooden table. Instinctually, their eyes all turned as the two lovely ladies entered the room. John noticed a man's eyebrows raise as he stared at Jenna's long, nylon-clad legs and plump ass. The man's wife immediately picked up on her husband's obvious arousal so she gently slapped his thigh; which snapped him back into reality.

A woman in a plaid shirt dress sitting across the table picked up on the exchange. John noticed a grin spread across her face before the pair of them traded seemingly-flirtatious glances. His interest was piqued and he got the impression that her's was too.

Abby didn't notice the exchange between the woman and John. She smiled, making brief eye contact with each other person in the room and greeted them warmly, “Good morning everyone! I'm Abby and this is my wife, Jenna.”

“Pleasure to meet you all,” John said, softly. No one in the room seemed to react strangely to him speaking and the husband's ‘shameless gaze’ indicated to John that he had passed the visual test. John concluded that as far as the group were concerned, he and Jenna were a beautiful lesbian couple on a vacation. The thought relaxed him because there would be no stress in trying to pass. But it also excited him because he knew he could spend the entire trip living as a sexy woman.

Everyone greeted them in return and the pair had their breakfast. The bed and breakfast owners were extremely friendly and sociable, making a point to bring everyone into the conversation. Abby began to strike up a conversation with the woman in the shirt dress.

John’s mind briefly wondered as he imagined what his co-worker guy friends would think, seeing him like this. He assumed that they wouldn't ever expect such behavior from him. John was a confident, masculine man. He firmly believed that the exploration of femininity made him more secure with his masculinity. Both Abby and John believed that everyone had feminine and masculine traits. For them, the ability to experiment with gender roles was not only natural, but healthy too.

With this in mind, he waltzed over to the serving table in his heels and grabbed two cups of coffee for he and his wife. He bent down a bit lower than necessary to reach for the cream and sugar, putting on a little show for the men in the room. He could feel the eyes on his body. Jenna loved the attention. He came back to the table with the coffee, placed the cups on the table, and carefully smoothed out the hem of his dress before sitting down next to Abby. He was careful not to expose too much skin to his little audience. Again, he noticed that the young woman Abby was talking with noticed his little show. They again each smiled.

Abby introduced Jenna to her new friend Marissa. As it turned out, Marissa was visiting the bed and breakfast by herself. She and her ex-boyfriend were supposed to visit but they ended up splitting before the trip. She had already paid for everything so she decided to go by herself and make the most out of it. She explained to Jenna and Abby that it was her intention to meet some new people and perhaps have a little bit of fun. This last part was left intentionally vague, but John knew exactly what she had in mind.

The newly-formed trio ended up going out together for the day. First they visited some of the shops in a touristy downtown area near the bed and breakfast. They also visited a local winery, and rented mopeds for a ride into the nearby mountain summit.

Throughout the day, Marissa got to know Jenna and Abby very well. As it turned out, Marissa already knew that Jenna was a guy. John suspected as much. Marissa explained that she was a makeup artist by trade. She had done some film work where she was sometimes required to transform men into beautiful women. Because of this, she had a discerning eye for such illusions. She even offered to share some tips with John and perhaps even give him a professional makeover if he were interested.

John was thrilled at the prospect of professional makeup services so he sheepishly suggested that perhaps she would be interested in visiting their room that evening for a drink. Not surprisingly, Marissa agreed. An air of sexual tension took over in the room. She seemed eager to spend more time with the girls, share her makeup skills, and maybe even see what was under that short skirt of Jenna's.

That evening, after picking up a few bottles of wine, the girls retreated to John and Abby's room on the second floor of the bed and breakfast. It didn't take long for things to get steamy. Before the door had time to close behind them, Abby had grabbed her feminized husband in a deep, lustful embrace and then a passionate kiss. Their hands began to explore each other's bodies and they pulled closer and became more aggressive with one another. Marissa didn’t hesitate to pour herself a glass of wine and then proceeded to sit down on the edge of the bed, watching the two sexy girls intently.

After a minute of making out, Abby gently pulled away from Jenna and with a devilish grin, proclaimed, “I have an idea.” She approached Marissa, which exposed John’s growing erection under his skirt and lingerie. The girls whispered to one another and giggled. John wondered what they had in store for him. “Go into the bathroom and get undressed,” Abby directed. “And when you’re completely naked, go ahead and take off your makeup too.”

John was a bit confused and disappointed, but he did as he was instructed to do. He walked into the bathroom, leaving the door open. Once inside he took off his shoes, and then his jewelry. He took one last look in the mirror at the beautiful woman before him. Her slender legs and feminine figure was encased in delicate fabrics. John slid his nylon-clad legs together softly which sent electricity up his legs and right into his hardening cock. The prospect of a little strip show in the bathroom mirror had him aroused too. He unzipped his black dress and slowly stepped out of it. Now in front of him stood a hottie wearing nothing but her panties, bra and stockings. His cock twitched and pushed further into his panties, creating a noticeable tent.

“Quit staring at yourself!” Marissa jokingly yelled from the other room. “We can tell you’re getting a bit excited in there,” she said, glancing at his crotch. “You’ve got to hold out for us for a bit longer!” The two girls exchanged devious glances as John continued to undress.

Begrudgingly, John stripped out of his bra, panties, and sexy lingerie, leaving him completely exposed to the girls. They giggled at him a bit, but he didn’t feel overly self-conscious. Now the mirror showed nothing but a skinny androgynous male body topped with a gorgeous female head.

“You’re going to have to take off your makeup too!” Abby said with some authority. John noticed that Marissa had brought a large bag with her. She pulled out some makeup brushes and some brushes. At this point he thought he had a pretty good idea about what the girls were planning to do to him.

He grabbed some makeup removal cream and washed his face. The girls then directed him to jump in the shower and shave any remaining body hair.

“I’d like to start with a clean slate,” Marissa declared. John followed her instructions, taking special care to shave every last whisker off his body. He washed up with a lavender body wash that smelled ultra-feminine. The smell combined with the prospect of more dress up fun was putting him in a trance.

He emerged from the shower completely void of any dirt, makeup, soap, clothing or any other products on his body. He was also hairless and ultra smooth. He could feel his wet legs rubbing together as he exited the shower. The sensation was incredible and even more blood flowed into his hardening cock.

“Now go ahead and put on some of this softening lotion,” Marissa instructed. “We want to get your skin nice and hydrated so you can get the full experience.”

John put a few pumps of the sweet smelling lotion into his delicate hands. The lotion was cool, but it reminded him of cum. For some reason the thought of having his hands covered in cum was extremely arousing. He covered his legs first and then sensually ran his hands up the rest of his smooth and petite body. He noticed that he could see his pulse through his erection.

Once smooth, the girls gave John a silky pink bathrobe and sat him down in a chair in front of a small vanity that was in the room. “Okay Marissa, work your magic!” Abby said with enthusiasm. John was starting to suspect that she was getting aroused as well. She always seemed to get off on the idea of her husband as a pretty lady.

Marissa started with concealer and blended it in with foundation and powder. Her skills were immediately obvious to John. She had a steady hand and seemed expert at bringing out his best features. She then turned her attention to his eyes, applying eyeliner and contour powder. Some curling and some mascara did a fantastic job bringing out his long lashes. Finally she ended with some blush and a liberal amount of ruby red lipstick.

As Marissa put on the finishing touches, he felt Abby reach her hand down and gently stroke his cock through the material of the silky robe. He moaned softly and let the girls pamper him to their heart’s content.

Last were the clothes. Abby pulled away from her girlie husband’s cock and began rifling through Marissa’s bag. She first pulled out a pair of black cheeky cut panties with lots of lace and bows on them. There was also a matching bra that went with the sexy little panties. John expected that his plump ass would spill out of the panties. The thought of the delicate material rubbing on his crotch was driving him wild.

Along with the panties she pulled out a pair of nude crotchless pantyhose. They kind of reminded John of a garter set, but they were much less complicated. He noticed Abby grinning as she ran the sheer and delicate material through her fingers. The hosiery appeared to be of the finest quality. They matched Jenna’s skin tone so it would be hard to tell she was wearing them unless you were looking for it.

Next she took out a super sleek blue dress and a black cardigan. The dress seemed like something an office secretary would wear. It fell a few inches above the knee line and would leave very little to the imagination.

The last item in the bag was a  pair of black stiletto heels that screamed sexy. Abby admired them closely and seemed pleased with all of the clothing laid before her. She approached John again and started with the bra and panties. Marissa stepped away as Abby slid the panties up John’s legs and helped him into the bra. She put some little falsies into the boobs to really fill him out. John could feel the weight of the breasts being supported by the sexy black bra that clasped in the front.

Next were the pantyhose. The feeling of the premium grade nylon sliding up his smooth legs was intoxicating. John could help but let out a girly little squeal as the fabric worked its way up the length of his long shapely legs. His cock was hard as a rock and strained against the panties. Abby, still trying to get John transformed completely into Jenna, took notice.

“Marissa, can you help Jenna with that before we put on the dress?” Abby asked politely, glancing at her husband’s bulge.

At this point in the evening, rules for the play session hadn’t been explicitly stated. John wasn’t quite sure what was allowed and what wasn’t allowed so he let Abby set the pace. He certainly didn’t want to upset his wife by being overly intimate with another woman. But he had to admit that the prospect of getting a blowjob from such a pretty and talented girl was driving him wild. Before he could think another thought, he felt his panties pulled to the side as his cock was engulfed into Marissa’s warm and tight mouth.

“Mmm hmm,” Marissa hummed in agreement with Jenna’s cock now deep in her mouth. She bobbed her head up and down and expertly worked the cock with just her lips, tongue and mouth while rubbing her hands up and down John’s nylon-clad legs. Within minutes John felt himself hit the point of no return. Marissa must have sensed this because she began to bob her head up and down his shaft with a fury. He began to squirt gob after gob of hot sticky cum down her throat.

When he finally stopped cumming he watched Marissa pull her head away and approach Abby  The two of them swapped the jizz back and forth with their tongues until they eventually swallowed.

“Thanks for taking care of that Marissa,” Abby said with a wink. “It wouldn’t be proper for an elegant lady to be sporting an erection like that.”

“Oh it was my pleasure,” Marissa replied. “Now let's get that dress on and fix her hair.

Marissa grabbed the dress from Abby and pulled the back zipper all the way down. She held it out and Jenna stepped into it. Abby then pulled the zipper all the way up. As the zipper slowly raised up his back, John could feel the fabric begin to cling tightly to his body. The dress perfectly clung to his feminine curves and hugged his tight little ass. The feeling was sensational.

Jenna’s hair had become naturally long over the past months. John had been taking care to condition it regularly so it was also quite healthy. Marissa grabbed a brush, a hair dryer and some hairspray. She quickly teased it into a sexy over-the-shoulder style that was simple and elegant.

“Good product always makes life easier,” she proclaimed. “Same goes for the makeup. You’d never catch me buying products in a drugstore!”

Next came the heels. John sat down on the edge of the bed and adjusted the toe seam of his pantyhose before Marissa approached and helped him slide his delicate feet into the shoes. The feeling of the tight shoe and the sound of the nylon rubbing against the fake leather sent a shiver up John’s legs. He stood up and felt the slight tension in his calves from being raised up a couple inches. His butt was more pronounced and his movements became naturally more feminine as a result of the stilettos.

John thought he was done, but then Marissa came to him with some jewelry. She put some cute gold bracelets around his wrists and some dangly gold earrings. Finally, she came from behind him and fastened a black choker necklace with a star charm on the front. It was tight against John’s throat but it didn’t actually choke him. On the contrary, it made him feel quite sexy and submissive.

“All done!” Marissa exclaimed. “Why don’t you take a look?”

John approached the full length mirror in the room and was floored by the image before him. The girl in the mirror was both sophisticated and sexy. She had an adorable face that looked extremely feminine. In particular, her ruby lips and their sly grin caught his attention. The curves of her body were perfectly accentuated by the sexy blue dress. John’s long sexy legs were encased in nylons that were barely visible. The only reason he was aware of them was because of the delicious feeling of his legs rubbing together. The high heels and sexy jewelry also caught his eye. This woman was incredibly sexy and it excited John because he was this woman. It occured to John that Marissa was definitely a professional.

As he stood there transformed into the newly made-over Jenna, Abby and Marissa approached from the sides. They were still dressed in the sexy dresses from earlier. The three women looking back in the mirror were quite a sight.

Abby then turned to Marissa and pulled her dress off, over her head. Marissa wasn’t wearing a bra so her milky white torso and perky breasts were exposed. She grabbed her, pulled her close and passionately kissed her. "I’m so glad you decided to join us and help my lady you beautiful girl!”

Marissa smiled and ran her hand across Abby’s face,  "I’m so glad to be here. Let’s see how much pleasure we can give Jenna."

With that, she pulled down her panties and exposed her bald, glistening pussy lips. It was obvious that she was already very wet. She walked over to the married couple and began to caress both of them softly.

Abby took of her dress and her bra so both of the girls were now topless. She couldn’t help but reach up and touch Marissa’s soft breasts. As she caressed them, she began to play with her own hard nipples. “Mmm, these feel great,” she said. “Maybe you should taste them,” Marissa replied.

Abby had John hike up his dress and sit down on a chair. She impaled herself on his cock, which was rock hard again. As she sat on the stiff cock, she began to ride John up and down again taking Marissa’s breast into her mouth. She sucked and licked as John plunged deep inside of her.

Marissa let out a moan as Abby reached out and slid her hand between her legs and started to play with her clit. Then she grabbed John’s hand and placed it over Marissa’s pussy, effectively giving him permission. It was smooth and dripping wet. He finger fucked her as Abby rode him hard. He could feel her pussy clenching down on him as a wave of orgasm began to hit her. Abby closed her eyes and clamped her teeth into John’s sexy neck as she rode and squirmed with each spasm.

When she finally caught up her breath, Abby  insisted that Marissa take her place on John’s cock. Marissa straddled him, leaned down to kiss him and then moved forward and down so the entire length of his cock was swallowed up inside of her.  She was tight, wet and warm. John felt like she was clenching her pussy down on top of him and it was incredible. As they fucked John could smell her sweet perfume mixed with Jenna’s and the smell of her girly sweat. She brought her pink lips to his ruby red, glossy lips and they passionately kissed as he drove himself into her with an increasing pace. She started to moan with the rhythm.

Abby got behind John and began to give him a deep tissue massage on his shoulders. The feeling of fucking while getting rubbed was strangely relaxing and arousing at the same time for John. As she massaged him, Marissa reached around and put a finger deep inside of Abby, finger fucking her with skill.

John reached around and dragged his long fingernails down Marissa’s back, leaving long red lines. She reached around to his back and unzipped his dress. It fell to his sides and then she unfastened his bra. The motion of their fucking caused the bra to fall free, exposing his tiny but beautiful pair of tits. Marissa quickly gave her full attention to them, groping one while sucking on the other. John was in heaven.

He rammed his cock into Rose with a fiery passion. His long tresses of hair were swinging wildly from the motion of their lovemaking. He could feel it running across his shoulders and his breasts as it sent a shiver down my body. John’s boobs were rising up and down as he buried his cock deep inside of her.

John’s delicate hands were clinging to Marissa’s shoulders and he could see his shiny red fingernails gripping her as he thrust forward continuously. The sum of all the sensations was enough to put him over the edge.. "Are you two ready?" he whispered to them. "Yes, give it to us," Abby panted. "Here it comes," he whispered into Marissa’s ear.

H felt his dick tense up as his orgasm came suddenly. He started to fill Marissa’s slit with his hot sticky cream.

"Oh god I can feel it in me!" Marissa gasped. “It’s so hot, and there's so much!” She began to shudder as an orgasm hit her hard.

At the same time, Abby started to cum too, triggered from the two of them. Marissa’s fingers were still inside Abby’s pussy.

After all three of them came, Marissa sat them down and instructed Jenna to suck the cum out of her vagina. He did so eagerly. After taking it in his mouth, he stood up and shared the sweet cum with both of the girls.

“Mmm, I guess you don’t always need me to play with your butt,” Abby said, “You still produced quite the load!”

At that point, they decided it was best to get themselves cleaned up before one of the other houseguests decided to complain about the noise. They got dressed, and Marissa sneaked out of the room and back to her own before anyone became suspicious. John could feel his ass sticking out of his black lace panties. His smooth, nylon legs had a few drops of warm love juices on them. The smells and feelings of femininity were absolutely delicious. 

After taking a shower and getting into their nightgowns, Abby and John slipped into bed. John loved the feeling of the cool sheets against his smooth shaven skin. Just before they fell asleep, they heard a quiet knock at the door.

Abby got up to see who it was. She cracked the door open and there was Marissa.

“I was wondering if you girls had room for one more,” she said.

Abby smiled and opened the door. “Absolutely.”

So Marissa cuddled herself between John and his wife and the three of them drifted off to sleep.

---
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---

Passion in the Office: Part 1

As office manager, Ava Jones was very efficient; she virtually ran the shop. Meza Inc. was the leading distributor of industrial cleaning chemicals in the tri-state area. The owner and CEO of the company, Charles Meza, hired Ava a few years back. She had the right experience, an assertive attitude, and she nailed the interview. Among the dozen or so candidates that applied for the job, she was obviously the best choice. Everyone knew she was qualified but they assumed she was hired for a different reason. Ms. Jones was unambiguously gorgeous; but in an understated kind of way.

Ava was 32-years old. She had long dark brown hair that reached to her shoulders. She was 5’8, but almost 5’10 in her heels. She was Italian in descent, with dark facial features. She had big brown eyes topped with thick, long eyelashes, firm cheeks, flawless olive skin and luscious ruby lips. There was a small gap between her two front teeth that somehow accentuated her signature brand of attractiveness. It managed to convey a quality of innocence and promiscuity at the same time. Always the health freak, Ava spent much of her freetime in the gym. Because of this dedication to exercise, she was rewarded with a very attractive and athletic body. Her legs were long and shapely, her abs were flat, her arms were thin but toned, and her breasts were large and perky. Ava’s ass had a reputation of its own. Hundreds of hours doing squats had yielded a juicy bubble butt that drew the attention of men and women alike. She was recently single, and not particularly concerned about it.

At fifty, Mr. Meza was a full eighteen years older than Ava. Still, he was ever-intrigued by her understated allure, and found himself very attracted to her. He, a high-strung, hyper, type-A personality, who came down from the top floor regularly, was always very personable with Ava, indeed, made an obvious effort to slow down when he was chatting with her in the front office. With a depth of focus verging on OCD, he did his best, with Ms. Jones, in the unfamiliar waters of social interaction.

Mr. Meza had, from early on, insisted that she call him Charlie – "It's 'Charlie' to my close friends." Which she found cute. Giving him a thousand-watt smile, she had replied, "And you can call me ‘Av’ (pronounced ayve)." From that, in those small ways, they began to cultivate a relationship.

Ava admired and respected Mr. Meza, finding him articulate and intelligent, if rather reserved. Still, it seemed he tried to chat her up whenever he got a moment. As they established something of a friendship – at least it was more than a simple acquaintanceship – Ava could see that Charlie had finally begun to relax for a bit, as they enjoyed their little chats.

One day, after many months of brief visits, in the course of a conversation, Ava queried, "You're married, aren't you?" Surprised by the inquiry Charlie responded, "Yes. Eight years."

In an apparent non-sequitur, he went on, "I'd like to buy you a drink after work, and make a proposition." Puzzled, her eyebrows rose as she looked into his face for clues. After a moment, he went on, "regarding a simple business arrangement, which I hope you'll consider."

He said, matter-of-factly, that he hoped she'd show up. "I have a permanent room at the Hilton across the street. I'll be waiting in the lounge at five-thirty. I do hope to see you there." Despite her further questioning looks he'd say nothing – gave her absolutely no details – except to pat her on the hand and murmur, with an almost patronizing tease, "Wait until after work." Then he left her to her job.

Ava puzzled over the cryptic invitation all afternoon, until, by quitting time, her curiosity had the better of her. Besides, she rationalized, her sister, Rachel, was out of town on one of her very frequent business trips. Ava moved in with her sister a few years back. Her husband, Ava’s brother-in-law, had passed away tragically in a car accident and Ava thought it best to move in with her. Rachel was a chief engineer in a successful systems controls tech firm, and spent a lot of time traveling – troubleshooting as well as sales and follow-up. So, after work, Ava wandered into the lounge and found Mr. Meza waiting. He ordered a drink for her, chatting amicably until it arrived. They toasted the day, then, after a pregnant pause, she asked, "So, Charlie, what gives?"

He leaned toward her conspiratorially and got right to the point. "What I'm looking for," he began nonchalantly, "is a no-strings-attached sexual relationship. And I'd like it to be with you." He said this just as if he were looking for a tennis partner. Trying, unsuccessfully, to hide her shock, she sputtered, "But, as you are well-aware, I'm your subordinate. "That," he explained, "is a big part of your appeal. Less chance of undue emotional attachment." Charlie eyed her silently for a moment, before going on. "I'd be willing to pay you $500 for an after-work romp in my hotel room." "What? Now?" she asked. "No, next week. I always stay in the same room. 2401." He finished his drink and stood up. "Just think about it. Okay?" Then, with a "Good-night," he turned and headed for the elevators.

A few days later he passed her in the hall. "Have you given my proposal some thought?" he asked after dispensing with the small talk and greetings. "Oh yes, I've thought about it," Ava whispered, looking around unnecessarily, to ensure no one was listening. "I'm just not sure how you can discuss it so casually – what you want me to do. To become." "Well, if you feel like discussing it further, come up to my room after work, for a drink. Just a drink, if that's all you want. You have my word." As he tipped his head, and turned on his heel, Ava heard herself breathe, "Okay." She knew it was probably a bad idea, but, for some reason, she felt – no, knew she could trust him.

Consequently, shortly after work, she found herself, sitting across from her boss, in his hotel room, drinking from his mini-bar, and discussing everything under the sun – except the elephant in the room – the possibility of their having sex. Eventually, after several drinks, following a brief pause in the conversation, Ava raised her eyebrows and asked, "So...?" In a low, non-threatening voice, Charlie reiterated all he had said earlier, then went quiet, leaving the ball in her court, as it were.

"Oh, what the hell?" she finally conceded, rationalizing to herself that, with Rachel being out of town so much, it was highly unlikely she’d find out about her indiscretions. And then to bolster her confidence in her decision, she added, still silently, "Besides, if something were to happen, she'll never find out, anyway." Snapping out of her inner dialogue, Ava rose abruptly from her seat. "Okay, then. Let's get at 'er!"

With an unhurried, almost laconic gentleness, Charlie's hands dropped to loosen her skirt-waist. Ava assisted his efforts by wriggling her hips, purring from his continuing lingual attention at her tits. As she shook her skirt off over her knees to puddle at her ankles, Charlie's hand returned to her waist to gradually, delicately pull her panties down off her ass. At that, he began to draw his tongue into her cleavage, between her breasts, down off her chest, across her tummy, and into the trimmed forest standing guard above her sacred grotto. Holding still, his nose in her mound, he inhaled deeply, savouring her redolence, while his hands crept back up her body to fasten onto her nipples once more. After a moment of anticipatory silence, Charlie began stroking his tongue the length of her nether lips, lapping up the gathering moisture. Feathering the tip of his talented tongue the length of her blossoming pussy several times, he paused once again, before commencing to poke and swirl around Ava's stiffening clitoris.

She felt her herself jolt, her spine vibrating as a burning heat crept outward from her very core. Her chest heaving, her head thrown back, Ava fought to retain control. But the crackling, sparkling stimulation grew inexorably, threatening to overwhelm her senses completely. Slowly, her focus narrowed, blotting out everything but the tongue splitting her labia and stroking across her clitoris, and the fingers that persistently tweaked and twiddled her sensitive nipples.

Still, the onset of her first orgasm truly surprised her. Her quivering legs, slowly transforming into rubber, could no longer support her. As she began to collapse, in slow motion, Charlie backed her to the edge of the bed then eased her down to sitting. Smoothly, Charlie moved between her knees, his hands resting on her shoulders, his crotch in front of her face, waiting patiently for her to recover. Gathering herself slowly, indeed, emerging from a trance, Ava raised her eyes for a moment, to meet Charlie's, before lowering them as she lifted her hands to fumble with his trousers.

Ava worked at Charlie's fly front with increasing eagerness, until she revealed his member. It flopped out, limply hanging like a large moray eel, poised at the mouth of a crevice, waiting for passing prey; then, it visibly began to thicken and stiffen, even as she watched. This cock was, by and far, the largest Ava had ever seen. Even semi-turgid it hung out from his body, and bobbed. As she watched – stared – while pushing his trousers down over his knees, it rose and stiffened until it stood out, stiff and bouncing at about 60 degrees – "Eight?" she wondered, "nine? ten, maybe, inches." It was, in any case, a very impressive woodie!

Ava was not big on giving head – never had been; but his rising truncheon virtually begged for attention. She felt compelled to taste it. With a sultriness she wouldn't ever have recognized in herself, she leaned in to brush the serpent with her open mouth. Lips following tongue up and down the sides and top, she established a sensuous rhythm. Notwithstanding, it wasn't long before she pulled back and paused, briefly, to study the beast, then, rounding her lips into a perfect 'O', she slipped her glistening mouth over the plum, and pushed gently onto his erection.

She felt the veined surface ripple over her lips and along the inside of her mouth, almost tickling her. Her sensitive mouth immediately detected the telltale signs of arousal: rising temperature, vibration, twitching, increasing stiffness. Growing impatient on its own accord, the rampant cock began to thrust itself roughly, convulsively into Ava's mouth, smacking hard against her lips. Finally, Charlie announced that he was getting dangerously close to cumming – that if she didn't stop he would lose it. In response, Ava redoubled her efforts.

Charlie came noisily, filling her mouth with his cum, causing her to gag and cough, and pull back to catch a breath, before pushing herself back onto his juddering cock with an unfamiliar urgency. As Charlie's tool began to deflate, Ava busied herself sucking and licking his spilt offering. The effect was, of course, that he began to rise once again.

"I want to feel the inside of your pussy, too," he murmured, almost pleadingly, as he leaned down to kiss the top of her head. Without uttering another word, they moved to missionary position. Ava lying back and shuffling up the bed as Charlie kicked off his pants and briefs, and crawled up over her.

Ava had grave concerns about his size, and protested and complained as he placed himself firmly against her opening. However, her wet and puffy labia parted easily, opening up like the Red Sea before Moses, swallowing his impatient manhood whole; and the instant his cockhead was fully inserted the complaints transformed into the whimpered sighs of arousal. As clichéd as it sounds, he was soon touching, in his inexorable push, erogenous places she didn't even know she had.

Breaking his ingress for a beat, Charlie withdrew slightly before pushing in again, setting a very subtle push-and-pull rhythm as he reached very slowly further into Ava's now-welcoming vagina. Her arousal unexpectedly spiked. She came again, suddenly exploding in a wild frenzy of bucking and twisting, thrusting her hips convulsively against him, as a keening wail rose from her chest.

Letting her catch her breath, for a moment, and recapture her reality, Charlie rolled off her, onto his back on the bed beside her. Having not yet come himself, this time around, his erection stood up proud, vibrating from time to time. Ava gave it a few affectionate strokes, noting that her hand could not quite close around it, before she, with a mixture of hunger and trepidation, swung her leg across Charlie's supine body, and rising as high on her knees as she could get, positioned her dripping pussy directly above him.

Carefully lowering herself onto the proffered cock, Ava was struck by such an intensity of sensation that she completely lost control; She began bouncing up and down wildly, as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure washed over her, sweeping away her awareness, and leaving in its place a sparkling field of pure ecstasy. In the midst of this climax – perhaps among her many climaxes, she felt Charlie thrust up into her with extra gusto, if that were possible. She even felt, at the edges of her awareness, the spurting of his semen, as he came deep within her quivering womb. Ava continued to bounce feverishly until all of her energy reserves were gone. Then she collapsed, a sticky, panting, quivering mass onto his chest, and into his arms.

They lay there, for a long time – motionless, except for the gentle quakes that rippled, on occasion, across one of them and into the other. It was amazing! That afternoon, in two hours, he got it up and came in her four times – and each time he'd given her multiple climaxes – and they were powerful orgasms. Ava was embarrassed by her complete loss of control, but, at the same time, she was pleased with the intensity of her response – and the response she'd imbued in her partner; furthermore, she was proud of the fact that she could take and handle his enormous penis, without undue difficulty or pain. In her reverie, she tried not to compare Charlie to Paul, her ex-boyfriend, but the truth was that Paul rarely came more than once per session, and even more rarely did he give her more than one orgasm.

As afternoon faded into evening, Ava was reluctant to go home to an empty house, as Rachel was out of town – again. Still, she felt that she was already poised at the edge of a slippery slope and she didn't want to get in too deep too fast. Furthermore, there was the money to consider – the $500 which she had collected right up front. "Isn't that the way the pros do it?" she'd thought at the time. "So, what does that make me?" Ava mused in retrospect. She certainly had a lot to think about.

Although she was still glowing and tingling, she worried, also, that she was loose and stretched. The next day, her sister still being away, there was time for much protest and regret. When they got a private moment at the office, Ava told Charlie, in a tone that brooked no discussion, that they had to talk. "Meet me in the lounge of your hotel, right after work."

Charlie was already seated when she got there, and summoned the waitress to order drinks. They made inane small-talk until their beverages arrived, then Charlie said, not beating around the bush in response to Ava's impenetrable look, "Is there a problem?" "You've made me a prostitute!" "No, no," he smiled beneficently, "More a very exclusive call girl."

"That's just a euphemism for an up-scale whore!" The harsh truth was, she admitted to herself, that what she'd done was, indeed, simply prostitution. Still, even in that cold light, she couldn't actually think of herself as a whore. She was not a slut or a slattern, she told herself; she was more like a geisha – whose role it is to provide comfort and relaxation and release to her clients – or, in this case, her client. Perhaps she could live with that.

Charlie said he'd rather think of it as a friends-with-benefits relationship – the money being more of an honorarium. Then he went on to answer an unasked question; explaining why he preferred her over a professional. "I could, I suppose, simply hire a call-girl – a professional escort, as they say. I have, in the past, but..." Here, he stopped, and looked her in the eyes. Ava thought she could detect a true affection, glittering in his vivid blues. "But," he went on, "it's so much more satisfying having sex with someone you know and like, than with a stranger, no matter who she might be. It's more personal, more like making love." He shrugged, before adding, "And I dare say it's safer."

Ava admitted that she enjoyed his company, and was thrilled by the naughtiness. But, keeping it all a business arrangement, meant that the personal aspect stayed at arms-length; it, if not precluded, then discouraged any silly eventualities, such as falling 'in love'. "And," she added, silently, to herself, "the cash won't go amiss, either." Notwithstanding, she was very non-committal about any further trysts.

Meanwhile, at home, after work, she was tense and uneasy. For while she thought she'd physically recovered, she couldn't relax. The next time Ava saw Charlie, the following month, they chatted as usual – not addressing the elephant in the room, until, late in the afternoon, as he left the conference room. Stopping briefly before her desk, Charlie nodded and asked quietly, "After work?"

She smiled, nonchalantly, and murmured, "We'll see." Her quiet response belied the sudden excitement that sparked inside her. Visions of their sex the previous month sent shivers down her back. Memories of the tremendous orgasms warmed her gut and tingled her brain. During the rest of her shift, she actually caught herself zoning out, a goofy smile – an anticipatory grin – playing across her lips. No, there was really no question.

Charlie answered the door of his suite wearing a hotel robe over his undershirt and trousers. Ava had shed much of her clothing by the time she'd reached the bed, and was tearing at his pants as she flopped, giggling, onto the mattress. It was much the same as last time – active, energetic sex – just as thrilling, just as novel. In some alcove of her mind, she vaguely, silently debated the morality and propriety of what she was doing, but ultimately allowed herself to be convinced that it wasn't really workplace sexual harassment; it was simply a business arrangement – she was just moonlighting – working a second, part-time job, that she enjoyed, and, as it turned out, she was very good at. Indeed, they rendezvoused a second time later that same week.

This time, however, she took no chances regarding her recovery time, and used Preparation-H to shrink and tighten her distended, puffy vagina, before going home. From then on, it became a more or less regular affair – an ongoing arrangement – once a month or so. Ava made up cover stories and explanations for when her sister was not travelling, and things progressed smoothly. In fact, a routine quickly developed: they started off each rendezvous with a drink, and a room-service meal – ostensibly to legitimize the trysts, but, more aptly, to quell the initial urgency.

So it was that, on subsequent assignations, once the dinner meeting aspect of the evening was concluded, at some non-verbal signal, they surrendered themselves to the vibrant lust that filled the room, undressing one another with all the fervor of their very first time. Ava continued to be astonished by the orgasmic pinnacles they achieved – the peaks they surmounted – levels of arousal she'd never before experienced. Subconsciously, she wondered if she was becoming obsessed with the heights to which he'd taken her; to which he took her repeatedly. Although she refused to entertain the thought that she was in danger of becoming addicted, deep down she suspected she might be.

Continued in part 2...

Dressed For Fun

I suppose it was inevitable what would happen. I'd bought my wife some sexy, slutly clothes -- black fishnet stockings, pink panties, a short plaid skirt, and a corset top. She looked tantalizing, all dolled up in the slut's costume, on her knees sucking my stiff cock. When I finally came in her wet mouth, I'd shoot so much sperm that it would overflow out of her lips, dripping down onto her tits.

One morning, she left for work, and I had the day off. We had sex the night before, and her slut clothes were strewn all over the bedroom. I'd woken up with a stiff cock, and stroked it with the soft sheets, while I thought about how tight her pussy had felt when she came all over my cock. I also thought about how soft and sexy her fishnet stockings felt against my legs, and how her pushed-to-the-side panties rubbed against my cock while I fucked her from behind.

I rolled the stocking up my legs first, repeating how I'd watched my wife do it. A forbidden thrill rushed me as I felt the silky material wrap around my legs. By the time I'd gotten the first one on, a drop of pre-cum had dripped out of the tip of my dick. I smeared the juice over my finger, and licked the sweetness away. I slid the other stocking on, and looked own at my swollen, purple cockhead, and sexy, fishnet wrapped legs. Beautiful.

I picked up her pink panties next. They were a bikini style, with a full bottom, all the better for rubbing my leaking cock against when they covered my wife's ass. She'd had them on when I fucked her, and they were soaked with her juice. I pressed them against my mouth, and sucked the wetness from them. One stocking clad leg, then the other, slipped into them, and I pulled them over my ass, wrapping my balls in the pussy-soaked satin. The pressure from the small size squeezed my cock, forcing out a stream of pre cum. I greedily licked it off my fingers. It was so sticky and sweet.

The plaid skirt came next, and as I stepped into it, I started to look like a sexy woman from the waist down, and least until you saw my rock hard cock tenting out the skirt. The skirt barely came down over my stocking tops, making me look like a total whore. My cock needed to be stroked, but I wanted to finish the filthy crossdressing fantasy before I gave it a good squeeze. The black lace corset wrapped around my chest, giving me a soft, feminine look. Just one more thing I thought. I went into the closet, and found my wife's sluttiest high heels. As I slid my stocking clad foot into the front strap, and fasted the back strap on, I let out a moan. My heart pounded as I put the other one on, and stood up in my new high heels. I slowly walked out of the closet, totally enjoying how the heels made my legs feel so long, and how they stuck my hot ass out. I swished over to the full length mirror on wardrobe, and gasped when I saw my reflection.

There I was, the same face as ever, but with my body dressed up in the sluttiest outfit imaginable. What is it about cross-dressing that's so hot? Is it the nastiness of dressing up in your woman's sex clothes? Is it the forbidden thrill of doing something so nasty and perverted? Is it that you can create the hottest piece of ass that you've ever jerked off about? I don't know, but I knew I had to concentrate as to not to spill my load all over the front of my skirt when I looked at myself.

I just looked so fucking good, and felt like such a dirt slut. I swished some more around the bedroom, wiggling my ass, looking over my shoulder to the mirror to see my legs and skirt bounce around. When I get really turned on my ass gets horny. Usually my wife takes care of it my sliding a lubed finger in my tight ass. Today I'd have to take care of it myself, and I knew just how.

My wife's vibrator is so fucking hot -- 7", not too thick, soft, pink, and curved like a real dick. I walked in the sexy heels over to her panty drawer, where she kept it, feeling like a horny girl who needs a good fucking up her tight ass. The vibe felt smooth in my hands, and I moaned like a whore as shoved it in my mouth. My wife had fucked herself with it yesterday afternoon, and it still tasted like her pussy. A pussy tasting cock. What could be better?

I went back to the mirror, and watched this wanton bitch suck the jelly vibe cock clean. As good as it felt with my lips wrapped around the cock, I knew it would feel even better sliding up my hot, tight ass. I got some lube, pulled my panties down to my ankles, and lubed up my fingers. My asshole was so hot and sensitive that I groaned as I lubed it up. I slowly slid a wet finger inside my ass, and stifled my slutty moan by sticking the vibe back in my mouth.

I was filled front and back, split-roasted like a complete whore. When I felt my ass relax a bit, I pulled my finger out, and smeared lube all over the pink cock, giving it a kiss for luck.

I like talking dirty during sex, so I gasp out "Do you want that hard cock up your ass bitch?"

"Oh yes, slide that prick up my virgin ass!"

The tip of the vibe found its way to my tight asshole, and I moaned in total pleasure as my asshole kissed the head of the cock.

"Fuck me. Fuck my slutty ass," I groaned, sliding the slick head up my ass. Sliding the vibe up my virgin ass was the hottest feeling I'd ever had. It literally took my breath away.

There I was, a straight, normal guy, dressed up in strappy high-heels, fishnet stockings, pink panties around my ankles, plaid skirt and lace top, sliding a pink jelly vibe in my ass, my cock feeling thicker and harder than ever before. More groans escaped my mouth as the rest of the cock slid into my aching ass, until I had it all the way in. A twist of the base turned the vibe on, and the vibrations made my cock leak like a faucet, dripping out a constant stream of sticky lust. The vibe drove my ass wild, throbbing through me into my cum filled balls.

I was the sluttiest bitch I'd ever seen in the mirror, a nasty slut getting her ass fucked, while her throbbing cock stood out from under her skirt, dripping pre-cum onto the carpet.

My moans were non-stop now, and I knew I was so close to blowing my cum. I pushed the vibe in and out of my ass while I squeezed my cock as hard as I could, feeling it so thick and solid in my hand.

"Make me cum! Make my slutty ass cum," I screamed, and felt my cock go rigid. A squirt of pre-cum flew out of my dick before my orgasm hit. My ass gripped the vibe tight as my balls emptied their load. Sperm shot out thickly and wetly, splattering the reflection of a cross-dressing slut blowing her cum. The cum hit the mirror with such force that I heard the splatter, even as my own moans of filthy pleasure spilled from my lips. 5, 6, 7 spurs rocked out of my swollen head before the pressure lowered, and the cum began to just flow out of my cock.

My heart raced in my ears as I came down from my cum. I slid the vibe out of my ass, and the massage of the cock head against my slutty asshole caused my knees to buckle. I collapsed to my hands and knees in front of the mirror. Thick, sticky cum was splattered against the glass, and I knew what I had to do. No good slut, after getter her ass fucked that good, could let that cum go to waste. I stuck my tongue out and licked up the sperm. The cum felt warm, sticky, and so nasty. I licked up a tongue full and collapsed on my back, smearing the cum all over my lips and sucking it up. My sex life was changing forever.

After my first semen-splattering crossdressing experience, I was hooked on dressing up like a slut, and masturbating in stockings and high heels. Most of my wife's clothes were too small for me, so rather than fall into the trap of stretched out skirts and panties, I ordered my own. Actually, I would order two sets of slut clothes - one for me, and one for my hot wife. That way, I could have her wear a set, and while I fucked her, I'd think of how later I would dress us in the same outfit, and slide a lubed jelly cock in my tight ass.

It was so hot lying back on the sofa, in my favorite costume - a slutty schoolgirl with 3-1/2" heels, fishnet stockings, a garter belt, plaid skirt, and a tight white top. My rock hard and throbbing cock would stick straight up, and I'd rub it against the soft cotton skirt until it was leaking pre-cum, and then change over to using my woman's soft satin panties to stroke into. I'd watch porn until my cock was throbbing and ready to cum, then I'd stand in my high heels and stroke my cock until wet, hot jism would fly wildly of the the tip, all over some slut in a porn mag. I'd cum so hard in heels - it was so nasty and filthy to dress like a woman and spurt cum. Any spilled sperm on my finger would quickly and greedily get licked off.

It was lots of fun, but as the weeks went on, I began to think and fantasize about fucking another hot CD. The idea of getting all slutted up and having nasty fun with another whore with a cock was a favorite fantasy of mine, and when I'd bend my wife over and fuck her from behind, I'd imagine she was a sexy CD, who had a hot and smooth prick to pull on while I drove my cock into her asshole.

But where to find the right cock? I checked out an adult personals site, but nothing really caught my eye. I decided to throw a line in the water myself, and placed an ad.

"Sexy, slutty, shy CD wishes same or couple for casual meeting, then maybe hot times", I wrote. I got all slutted up, and took a few photos of myself, with my 7" cock sticking out from the under my school girl's skirt, all shiny with the cum that I'd spurted in my hand, then used to rub the into my cock skin, making it all slick and dripping.

I got lots of responses, but all most all were from horny non-CD guys. Then one day I opened up a message that looked interesting.

"Hi. My husband and I looked at your photos, and they really turned us on. He's looking to explore his bi side. He likes to CD, though he's shy about it too. I think he looks just wonderful in his panties and stockings. Hope to hear from you."

They'd attached a few photos of their own, and my heart began to beat faster as I looked over a shot of him from the waist down, in a French maid costume - high heels, stockings, and a nice big bulge in a pair of black panties. The wife was nice looking too, with a fit body and good tits.

I responded to their message, and we chatted back and forth, getting to know each other better. They were new to the big city, having moved here for work, and didn't know too many people yet. They sounded like a very nice and friendly couple, and we set up a dinner date for later in the week.

I work in a lab, so was easy to tell my wife that I had to stay late to supervise a test. As a side note, I'd suspected for about a year my horny wife was having a fun-fuck affair with her best friend - they spent a lot of time together, and our downstairs bedroom seemed to have the faint smell of hot pussy after they'd spent a lazy afternoon around the house. If she could have some hot bi-sex and still love me, then I figured I could do the same.

Anyway, my wife didn't seem to bothered that I'd be gone till late, probably because she was thinking of the pussy licking she was going to be able to do later with her friend. I kissed her goodbye, and headed out for my date.

We'd agreed to just have dinner the first time, and see how things went from there. I got to the restaurant early and had a drink while I waited. About 10 minutes later, they walked in, and I recognized them from their pictures.

Andrew and Trish were their names. Trish was about 5'-5", with brown hair, a gorgeous smile and sparkly eyes. She was nicely dressed in a skirt and blouse. Andrew was the prize though - a bit shorter than me, cute freckles on his face, round full lips, and a handsome body.

We talked, ate, and got to know each other. They were a really nice couple, friendly and down to earth. We didn't talk too much about sex that night, just admitting that we all were willing to try some new things At one point Andrew went to the bathroom. Trish leaned in close, and said "Andrew really likes you. He said he's, well, excited by you." She turned a bit red when she said that, which I thought was so cute, and endearing. I was hooked on them.

Still, we'd agreed to just a dinner, and as we paid up, we made plans for Friday night to meet at a fancy hotel, and see how things went. Trish hugged me as we left, and as I shook hands with Andrew, he looked at me, took a deep breath, and hugged me too.

It felt exciting. Exciting to have his body pressed against mine, and exciting that I'd turned him on enough for his to overcome his shyness about being excited by another guy.

What is it about brand name Gay that's so off-putting to most guys? Is it just prejudice, like it used to be about difference races? Is it that our sexuality is so much a part of who we are that we recoil if we start to feel that identity turned? Or is it that when most guys think gay they have a picture of either some lipsy wedding planner, or a Freddie Mercury type in leather chaps and a jock, marching in a Pride Parade? Waiting for the Hammer to Fall indeed.

I know with Andrew I felt an attraction to him as a person, and towards a sexy person the same way I would with an attractive woman, It some something new and exciting to me, and I relished the thought of a hot threesome with him and his sweet wife.

Friday night I told my wife that I'd be gone all night supervising the test, and that she should make some fun plans herself. Unsurprisingly, she said she would do something with her friend. Someday I'd find out what that was, but for now I was happy to have her occupied, and probably headed for a good licking and fucking from her pal.

I met my new friends that night at a hotel, and with racing pulses we headed upstairs. I'd splurged a bit and gotten us suite with two bathrooms, one for each of Andrew and I to change into our girly clothes. We'd briefly talked over dinner about our love of sexy women's clothes, but I felt too much discussion of it would take away some of the magic of our first time. So we put some soft music on the radio, and same lit some candles she brought along. I told them I wanted to see them dance, so they held each other and swayed to the music. Besides the sexual attraction I felt towards the both of them, I also felt honored that they were sharing their intimacy with me.

After a song, Andrew said Trish and I should dance, while he made us drinks. Trish sauntered towards me, looking more confident and relaxed than I'd seen her before. She was getting into the moment, and realized what a wonderful night it was going to be.

"You and Andrew moved so nicely together," I said. "You two are are great couple." We embraced, and slow danced.

"We are. He's the love of my life. That's why I want him to explore his fantasies, and share them with me. And you." She looked at me and slowly came in for a kiss.

Her lips were soft and warm and she smelled of sweet flowers. I eased back from her kiss, and looked at Andrew. He was flushed with excitement from watching us, and with attraction for me. I waved him over, an the three of us embraced and softly touched each other. Trish gently moved back and guided Andrew and me together. He looked at me with nervous, vulnerable eyes, as Trish whispered to him to relax and go with his desire. His kiss and lips were even softer and sweeter than his wife's. I kissed him back with the same slowness and tenderness. We broke off our first bi kiss.

"Thank you for including me in your fantasy," I said.

"Thank you for being my fantasy." I picked up my special bag and headed to one of the bathrooms.

I took a quick shower, and then rubbed lotion on my smooth skin, having shaved myself silky that morning. Now it was time for me to dress up like the slut I was, and give and get a good fucking.

I fastened the bra around my chest, and stuffed each cup with soft panties. My white and red trim button up blouse went on next, and I adjusted it to give myself some nice bulges in the chest. A satin garter belt went around my waist, and I leaned against the counter as I slowly rolled on my fishnet stockings, and let out a small moan of pleasure, the way I always did when I put stockings on. I attached the straps of the garter belt, and slid my panties on afterwards, like a good little slut. The red plaid of my school skirt contrasted so well against the white top and black stockings. Now it was time for my favorite piece of my slut gear, my strappy high heels.

They're so sexy. Black, 3-1/2" heels. A strap over my toes, and an ankle strap to hold them in place. I feel so sexy and excited whenever I slide my feet into them and fasten the strap.

My cock, which had been stiff and aching the whole time I was dressing up, now got iron stiff as I stood up, and turned around to face the mirror. I looked like a total slut, and I loved it. I was drinking in the view when Trish knocked on the door.

"Can I come in?"

"Yeah, sure," I said, my heart racing in my ears. No one had ever seen me all dressed up, and I was as nervous as a little girl.

"Wow. You look so hot! Can I go back to school too?" She walked in with a small bag, and told me to sit down.

"You never said anything about makeup, but would you like to try? I do Andrew', and he loves the way it makes him look."

I said yes, and Trish spent the next 10 minutes fixing me up - blush, eyeliner, and bright red lipstick.

"Let's style that hair up" she said, and fixed my hair with some mouse to give me a woman's short cut look. I have to say, now I did look like a hot little bitch.

"Oh, you're so sexy. I can't wait till Andrew sees you. He's so horny, his cock is almost ready to cum by itself." It was the first time I'd heard her swear, and somehow it was really exciting. It meant that she was ready for sex too.

"Now just stay here while I toddle off and get slutted up myself, you nasty bitch."

It seemed only yesterday that I first slid on my wife's stockings. Now I was dressed like a woman, waiting to have crossdressing sex with a hot couple. I was so excited I had to while away the waiting by rubbing my cock against my silky panties.

Finally, I heard the other bathroom door open, and Trish called out "We're ready." I smiled at the the pretty girl in the mirror, and walked out in my heels.

The sight I saw next was one I won't ever forget. Trish was dressed in heels, stockings, garters and a sexy bra that pushed her plump boobs together. And Andrew. Oh Andrew.

Imagine the sexiest French Maid you've ever seen. Now imagine her with a thick bulge filling up the front of her skirt, as she stood here in her black pumps, seamed stockings, short skirt, low cut top, and ruby red lips. She was the hottest thing I'd ever seen.

"I'd like you to meet Janet, my maid" Trish said. "What's your name?"

I'd never thought about giving my schoolgirl a separate name, but now it seemed so right.

"Jenny. I'm Jenny."

"Well Jenny and Janet. Say hi to each other." We moved towards each other, and I hope I looked at her as dreamily as she did to me. Her eyes just sparkled with desire and joy, and her face glowered with a shy smile.

She put her arm around me, and drew me in close. I could smell the same sweet flowers on her as Trish used, and I drank in the scent. Our legs touched, seamed stockings touching fishnets, and then our skirts, then our cocks. We both gasp as we felt the stiffness in the front of each other's skirts. We slowly swayed with each other, like we did before, except both of us were now dressed up in our finest sex clothes. It seem so right, so correct, so nice, to be dressed up holding onto another hot CD.

I couldn't wait any longer, and grabbed her body, pulling her in for a kiss, as our hands found each other's ass.

"Oh my God. You two are so fucking hot," Trish whispered. She began to rub her pussy through her panties, and within seconds they were soaked with juice. I trailed wet kisses all down Janet's neck, and stroked her her soft legs. It was all too much for me. The touch, the feel, the scent. My legs gave way and I dropped to my knees on the soft carpet.

I licked her inner thighs, and she moaned out my girly name. I lifted her skirt up, and saw her cock, trapped inside her panties. She was too big and thick for the confining satin, and I gently lowered her panties down to her ankles.

Free from the satin, her cock grew, and began to gently throb in from of my face. She was 6 inches long, smooth, with a beautiful plum head, all shiny with pre-cum. Janet's cock was simply the most beautiful I'd ever seen, and it was there in front of me, available for sucking.

My face felt hot with blood, and my hands were shaking as I flicked my tongue out and ran it along the underside of her cock. She moaned with joy, and I traced her shaft to where it met the head. A big drop of pre-cum dripped out onto my tongue, and now it was my turn to moan.

I opened my lips and took her inside my mouth. As my lips closed around her warm and silky skin, I knew I was going to be a cock sucker for the rest of my life. It just felt so right being on my knees, slutty heels fastened around my ankles, short skirt rubbing against my thighs, with this wonderful cock filling my mouth with a fullness that I'd only fantasized about until then. From that day on, Janet could fuck my mouth whenever she wanted, and I was always going to have some sexy CD available for stuffing my mouth.

I was surprised how easily cock sucking came to me. I guess by having one, I knew how to take care of hers, so I bobbed my head back and forth, letting my lips and tongue gently caress the shaft, pulling off to lick and suck just the oh so sensitive head. Janet moaned and told me how good it felt, which only added to how happy I felt being her cock sucker.

I felt Trish join me on the carpet, and she asked if she could have a lick too. I pulled off Janet's cock, and guided it to her mouth as I licked and took Janet's balls into my mouth. I came up for air, and Trish and I tongue kissed Janet's cock, sharing the sweet pre-cum flavor.

Guys, I know you don't want to be gay. But there's just nothing as hot and sexy as being crossdressed, on your knees, sharing a CD's cock with her sexy wife.

Janet's moans were coming non-stop, and I felt so happy to be giving her the greatest thrill of her young life.

It took all my will power and control not to just keep bobbing my slutty lips over her beautiful cock until it spattered that wet sperm all over lips and face. I'd jacked off so many times, thinking of having a warm she-cock in my mouth. But I wanted to give Janet a taste of what she wanted too. They were such a sweet couple, and I felt so honored to be included in their intimacy. As the addition, I felt it was my job to pleasure them, as a return for the favor they'd shown me. So with a hungry mouth I released her cock, helped by the fact that I knew I'd have it again.

My own cock was in danger of bursting my panties, and so I got up, and slowly slid them off. My cock tented out the front of my skirt, and I felt so sexy standing here in my stockings and heels, towering over the sexy couple on their knees in front of me.

I began to stroke myself, smiling at them, turning them on even more with the movement of my hand over my long and stiff cock. I squeezed out a big drop of pre-cum, and smeared it over the head so I was all nice and shiny. Janet looked so nervous, excited, and flushed that I thought she was going to faint. Trish must have noticed too, as she held Janet with one arm, softly telling her to breath and relax. Trish guided one of Janet's hands to my ass, and the other to my cock for support.

"Relax sweetheart. It's right there for you. The cock you've always wanted. Hot, hard, and sticky. Enjoy."

I reach down and cup the back of Janet's head with my hand, and slowly pushed her towards my cock.

"Don't worry Baby. I know you're going to do a good job." I said, and pushed my cock closer and closer to making contact with her lips. Finally, the magic moment happens, and Janet's soft lips touch my hard cock. Both of us moan out like little naughty girls, sharing a forbidden and taboo pleasure. I've made Janet into a stocking wearing cock sucker, and am the first cock to ever slip past her virgin lips. I felt so proud and contented to be the one to help her lose her virginity.

Just like me, once she got the rush of feelings of finally having a cock in her mouth under control, she sucked a mean cock. Janet swirled her tongue all around my head, and greedily slurped up the pre-cum that was now dripping like wild from my slit. Then she opened her mouth wide, and took me down as far as she could. She got about 3/4 of the way down my 7" cock before she had to come up for air.

"Good girl. Such a good cock sucker you are. Don't worry, you'll get lots of practice. You can suck me anytime you want to. I'm yours for the asking." I said, and Janet beamed such a beautiful smile.

Her shyness gone, she started to become the cock sucking whore she wanted to be. My cock was licked, sucked, and kissed with lust, greed, and passion. She popped my cock head out of her mouth, and held it out for Trish to close her lips around. Now I was having my cock sucked by both them, husband and wife, though the husband was a bit feminine looking right now in her stockings, heels, and maid uniform. They passed my head back and forth, then both of them slashed their tongues over my head and shaft, making me let out a girly moan, and another big drip of sticky juice.

Trish decided to turn up the action, and grabbed a bottle of lube from her bag, lubing up her fingers as she looking at me with sexy, slutty eyes.

"How would you like that little schoolgirl ass fucked with my fingers?"

"Oh yes baby, please. My little virgin ass need a good fucking. Please be my first," I moaned out. She reached between my spread legs, and found my tight little hole. Like all men, I dearly love having my ass penetrated by anything long, smooth, and hard. She lubed me up good, smearing lots of cool gel around me, and then slowly and sweetly slide inside my backdoor with her index finger. If I was a slut before, now I was a total tramp, cross-dressed, standing there in high heels, a CD maid sucking me off, while her wife screwed my ass with wet, slick fingers. I'm not sure what I'd done in my life to deserve such a treat, but whatever it was, I'm glad I did it.

"So my little slut likes her ass fucked. You're so tight sweetie. You're grabbing onto me with every stroke," Trish said. "Is it turning you on, being fucked on both sides? Does it make you pump out that cum? Janet, is she soaking your mouth with juice?"

Janet pulled off my cock with a slurp, licking her lips. "She's dripping all over my mouth. I can't believe she hasn't cum yet. And that's what I want Jenny. I want that wet sperm flooding out of my mouth. Please give it to your little maid whore. Fuck my lips, and cum in my hot, wet mouth." She licked my swollen purple head dry (for just a few seconds, until the next drop of pre-cum spilled out), and then covered my throbbing erection with her young mouth again.

Trish's finger went a bit deeper in my ass, and began to rub all around, while Janet's head bobbed back and forth. I thought of how many times she must have sucked off Trish's strap-on, fantasizing about just this moment, and how lucky I was to be her first cock. I reached down and held onto her shoulders while I waited for my orgasm to hit.

Between the fantastic, first time blow job, Trish fucking my ass, and me being all sluted up, it didn't take more than 30 seconds, and I felt that solid swelling when you know you're going to spurt. I tightened my asshole around Trish, and moaned out Janet's name.

Just like when I jack off all while dressed, my first few spurts were all pre-cum, and Janet moaned with lust around my cock as I flooded her mouth, just like she wanted. Trish's finger was locked in my ass, and then the rest of my orgasm hit. I tried to keep looking down at Janet, so fucking sexy kneeling there on her stockings, skirt brushing around her thighs with every sucking movement of her body, looking up at me with thankful, loving eyes as I made her the woman she'd always wanted to be. The cum was dripping out of her mouth and down onto her blouse, as much as she tried to swallow it all down. But when my main climax hit me, I just had to close my eyes, and let out a huge moan as I emptied my balls through my swollen cock into that warm, wet heaven. I must have blasted 6 or 7 ropes of cum out, each one a special peak of even greater pleasure in a warm pool of ecstasy. I had to lean back into my heels to keep from falling over, as my cum took all my strength away, seemingly pouring all my energy into Janet's mouth. Finally, my cock stopped ejaculating cream, and I was able to open my eyes at sexy, sexy Janet, swallowing my load, and running her lips and tongue all around to get the rest.

Trish tenderly slid her finger out of my ass, making me jump, and leaned over to her wife for a wet, spermy kiss. I drunk in the sight of them kissing the cum off each other's lips, knowing I would jack off to this memory for years to cum. I collapsed down to my knees, and joined them in a girly kiss.

"Did you like that sweetheart?" Trish asked Janet. "Did you like that hard, thick cock stretching your mouth, and soaking you with cum? You looked so good sucking on her, such a nasty, filthy little slut who can't get enough cock. Just like you've always wanted to be. Are you going to turn into a total slut now? I'll bet you won't be able to keep enough cocks in your mouth. And you," she turned to me with a smile. "Did you like fucking my slut's mouth? Was she good?"

"She was the best blow job I've ever had. Janet, you can suck my cock anytime you want to baby. As long as I can get a taste of you sometime too."

Trish recovered first from our shared cum high, and stood up to lead us to the king sized bed. She pulled the sheets down, and patted on the soft mattress.

"C'mon girls. Plenty of time to rest up later. For now, I wanna see you two fuck. Besides wanting to make a cock cum in her mouth, Janet's other nasty fantasy is to have her pretty little ass fucked by a real cock. I've tried to keep her satisfied with my strap-on, but despite all the good fuckings I've given her, she keeps wanting a warm, purple cock. Want to break her cherry?"

I looked at Janet, who was blushing again (so cute, she has cum on her blouse from sucking cock, and is still flushed at the thought of getting fucked), and smiled. "I would love to take you cherry Janet. May I?" I held her hand, and guided her down onto the bed, a soft pillow under her stomach.

She looked so wonderfully hot - heels, stockings, pushed up skirt showing her garter belt, blouse, and lipstick smeared lips, looking back at me with happy, horny eyes.

I got into between her legs and lifted her skirt up over her ass.

"First, your back door needs a bit of loving to get ready." I took the bottle of lube, and dripped big splat onto her, letting it run down her ass, making her squirm with the coolness of the liquid. Then I gently rubbed the top of her stockings, making her wait for her ass to be pleasured. Slowly I moved my hands up to her cheeks and spread them apart, exposing her most intimate area for Trish and I to see. Her asshole was beautiful - smooth, pink, and just so lickable. It glistened with the lube, and I couldn't wait any longer. I flicked my tongue out and made contact with her ass, causing Janet to moan, and Trish to curse.

"Yeah, that what I want to see. Two little sluts playing with each other's ass." It was thrilling to hear this sweet and tender woman turn into a nasty and demanding bitch during sex. Janet wasn't the only one turning into what she'd always wanted to be.

"Lick my sluts asshole. Get her ready for that big cock. I've just fucked her with a small strap-on, so she'd stay nice and tight. But look at her now. Rotating her ass back on your tongue and mouth like a cheap slutty bitch. You like having this schoolgirl lick your ass. Makes you feel like a real woman, with a real pussy. You just wait, little slut. She's going to fuck that hole of yours good and hard." Such filth coming from such a sweet mouth. I loved it.

Once Janet's asshole was all wet, hot, and lubed, it was time for her to be turned into a whore for good. My cock had swollen back up again, and started to throb with my heartbeat. For good measure, Trish put her lips over it and gave it a nice wet suck.

"For luck. Now fuck my slut's ass."

I lubed my cock up till it shined in the light, and scooted forward on the bed. Janet got up on her hands and knees, and lifted her ass towards me, like a well trained little whore. Trish must have taught her well how to take a cock. But she'd never had a real cock, all warm and hard meat, under a soft and smooth skin. My cock was the first part of my body to touch hers, and my cock kissed her asshole, saying hi for the first time. My cock and her ass. Meeting each other for the first, but not the last time. Janet moaned cheaply as she felt the warm pressure of hard cock on her asshole. Our bodies were joined in a tender exchange of intimacy, every jerk of my cock stimulating her ass. Gently I leaned forward, pressing my head against her hole, as I grabbed her firmly by the waist, getting a hold of her bunched up skirt and hips. She was tight. Tighter than any woman I'd ever had. But we were both so wet and lubed, my cock was so hard, and her ass so hungry that after a few seconds of blunt resistance, her asshole opened up and welcomed my inside like a long lost friend.

The feeling of my cock sliding into her virgin ass was indescribable. The fact that we were both so slutted up made it so nasty, kinky, and hot.

Janet's slutty moans filled up the whole room, until her wife shut her up by kissing her hard on the lips. Then she just whimpered like the bitch she was, getting her first good fucking. We bucked back and forth, our stockings and heels rubbing against each other, and we fucked like little schoolgirls. I held onto her garter belt, keeping a good grip on her, and Trish started calling Janet a slut and our bitch.

"You little slut. You've finally gotten what you've wanted all along. A big hard cock in your tight little asshole. Do you like it slut? Does it make you feel like a real woman to bring pleasure to that prick? Then fuck him! Fuck him good. Work that asshole around his cock. Make that cum boil up from his balls. Make that stud cum!"

Finally, it's all too much stimulation for me. The nasty cross dressing. The feel of the stockings and heels. The way Janet's ass gripped and rubbed my cock. I gave out, and let myself cum.

I tightened up my asshole as my cock went rigid in Janet's ass. She felt the stiffness of my cock, knowing it was going to splash her asshole with sticky hot sperm, and she groaned without control. My cock went iron stiff, and I felt the cum shooting up through my rod, into her now well fucked asshole. The sensation of all that hot fluid filling her ass, knowing that she's made a hot cross-dressing stud cum was too much for her, and without even touching her cock, she blew semen all over the sheets. I kept spearing her asshole until my legs gave out, and we collapsed on the bed, her anal virginity taken.

We laid there for about a minute, getting our breath back. Slowly and tenderly I pulled my still hard cock out of her now slutty ass, and she whimpered with delight. She was truly now a slut, having made a cock cum in her mouth, and her ass. Next time I'd ask to have the favor returned, and get my cherry broken, but for now it was her night.

The three of us stretched out and relaxed in the king sized bed.

"Janet sweetie. Did you like making that cock cum? I'm not going to be able to keep cocks out of your mouth and ass, am I?" Trish said, running her fingers along Janet's stockings.

"As long as Jenny here wants me, I'm hers alone." she replied, making me blush with joy.

I kissed them both on the forehead and we snuggled for the night, Trish's two studs still slutted up, me in the middle of this wonderful couple.

I thought about what would happen next - me getting fucked. Maybe a DP of Trish with our two hot cocks. Maybe even bringing my wife into the action. But for now, nestled and surrounded by these two hot people, there was no place else I'd rather be.

Cleaning in Stockings: A Male House Cleaner Becomes a Woman

James accepted the house cleaning position because he needed the cash. It wasn’t the most glamorous work but it didn’t require any special skills or certifications and it was surprisingly good money. He needed the money. Life had been challenging lately. He graduated with a liberal arts degree a few years back but he was having trouble finding a job that would utilize his degree. In the meantime the student loans had kicked in. The culmination of his rent, car loan, and now, the student loans were placing an escalating financial burden on him. On top of that, his girlfriend had recently broke up with him. She told him that he was a nice guy, but she wanted to be with someone that was more masculine. This was actually a recurring pattern in all of his relationships and it struck a pretty big blow to his self-confidence.

At five feet, six inches, James was a small man. He had skinny arms, slender legs, and practically zero body fat. He had recently started going to the gym because he wanted to build up some muscle but he found the process to be difficult and yielded only small results. Most of the time he would just end up running on the treadmill. As a result, he was small but quite healthy. He had longish-brown hair, brown eyes and fair skin. If you asked his friends, they would tell you that his most prominent feature was his smile. He had a large, toothy grin that stretched all the way across his face. By all accounts, it was contagious.

When cleaning people’s homes, things could sometimes get quite interesting. James’ manager emphasized that the employees apply a confidential, non-judgemental attitude when they came across something unusual in a client’s home. It was pretty common to find things like sex toys or a bag of weed when dusting off a shelf. One time he even found a small mirror with a rolled up hundred-dollar bill with white powder dusted around it. He would normally just chuckle to himself and continue cleaning.

After a few months of working for the house cleaning company, James began to develop personal relationships with some of his clients. This was only natural considering that once a week he would come into their homes and come in contact with their personal belongings. There was one man, in particular, named Bruce. Bruce owned and operated a metal manufacturing company. As a result, he was exceedingly wealthy. His home was a large villa-style structure that was built into a hillside. The home provided breathtaking views of a green valley below. It was also the ultimate location to watch the sun set. James always enjoyed working there because he had become pretty good friends with Bruce. Little did he know that the nature of his relationship with Bruce would take a pleasing turn.

Bruce was a tall, skinny, balding man in his mid forties with a very plain sense of style. He was always friendly and was known to give quite large cash tips to the people working in his home. Over time, James learned that he had been married years prior but got divorced and never remarried. As far as James could tell, there was no other ‘significant other’ in Bruce’s life. With such a large home being inhabited by only one person it was no wonder that he needed to hire people to come in and help him clean.

One Tuesday afternoon, while James was working at Bruce’s home, something caught his eye. He was in an upstairs corridor wiping down lighting fixtures and he noticed that a door was opened that he had never seen open before. Every other time he had been in this section of the home, this particular door was locked. For this property, his instructions were to clean the entire house. Bruce had never forbade him from any place previously; James assumed that Bruce left the door open so the cleaning crew would know to go inside and spruce things up. James walked inside the room and was slightly confused by the contents.

Inside the medium-sized room was a green sofa, an ornate, padded bench, and various pieces of well-made solid wood furniture. The curious thing was a corner of the room that had a built-in tri-fold mirror. It had a small platform that one had to step up onto. He noted that thee entire thing was extremely well-lit. James thought that he had seen this type of ‘mirror room’ before. As a matter of fact, it occurred to him that there was a dress shop in town that had one exactly like it. He had accompanied his ex girlfriend when she went there to pick up a bridesmaid’s dress. He recognized that both installments had the same green-patterned carpet on the floor.

That’s odd, he thought to himself, Why the hell would Bruce need a fancy dressing room? He knew for certain that Bruce had built the house long after he and his ex wife had separated. The man liked things done in a particular way (this is why he made such a great entrepreneur). James knew that Bruce’s personal wardrobe was located on the other side of the house in the master bedroom. The bedroom wardrobe was stocked with his boring suits, plain t-shirts, and standard-issue shoes. It was unlikely that he would have allowed something so frivolous be added to his home. James surmised that maybe it was built into the floor plan in case Bruce ever decided to remarry. That would explain why he always had the door shut. However, as he continued to explore, James was once again confused by the fact that the room was spotless. He would have expected there to be piles of dust accumulation on all of the furniture but everything was clean. As far as he knew, no one had been inside to clean in months.

Separating the two sides of the room was a large custom-built window. The glass rose well above James’ head, perhaps eight or nine feet high and a good twelve feet wide. There was a track on the ceiling above the window that housed a thick, red curtain. The curtain wasn’t drawn, but James could tell that it was opaque, and when closed it would keep anyone from looking outside, and more importantly, inside. This was also odd because Bruce lived on a private two-hundred acres of land. He often preached to the cleaning staff that he had no need for window blinds or shades because there would never be anyone outside to see him. It was also no secret that he loved natural light. It was a constant struggle to keep the huge amount of glass in the home spotless and smudge-free. What is this guy hiding? James wondered.

Opposite the wall with the ‘mirror room’ were three equally-spaced doors. All three doors were closed. James’ curiosity had been triggered. Bruce told him earlier that he had to run into town. There was no way he could possibly be back by now. James didn’t hesitate as he approached the first room and opened the door. When he stepped inside it was pitch black. He found the lightswitch and flicked it on.

***

“Holy shit.” James muttered to himself. The room could be best described as a very large walk-in closet. There were multiple rows of shelves attached to the walls that ran from the floor to the ceiling. James couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Placed neatly on the shelves were hundreds of pairs of women’s shoes. The bulk of the collection were high heels but there were also boots, flats, sneakers, sandals and every other conceivable style represented. The shoes ranged in an assortment of colors and textures. Each and every shoe was well lit and obviously well cared for.

Moving on to the next door, James was again astonished, as he found this room to be jam-packed with women’s accessories. There were purses, watches, belts, a huge assortment of jewelry, scarves, hats, glasses, gloves and handbags. One corner had a mass of coats and jackets. Again, everything appeared to be taken care of to a serious degree.

Past the third door was the most impressive display of them all. This room was significantly larger than the other two. It even branched off in two directions in the back. On the left were what appeared to be hundreds of dresses for every occasion. Each style of dress was represented and neatly organized. On the right side there were shirts, blouses, suits and vests. Toward the back James found a section with skirts and a seperate area for pants and shorts of every variety. He also noted that there were different sizes represented and organized accordingly.

Finally, after exploring this ‘sexy clothing cave of wonders’, James came to the very back. In this section he found enough lingerie to fill a Victoria’s Secret store. There were of course, bras, panties and socks. But he also found drawers filled with babydolls, chemises, camisoles, slips, corsets, shapewear, and garter belts. Three drawers were dedicated strictly to stockings and pantyhose of every color and texture. It was tough not to appreciate the sheer size of the collection.

Impulsively, James approached one of the panty drawers. He opened it slowly. It was filled with thongs, briefs, and g-strings. He picked up a silky black thong and held it to his face. He couldn’t help but take a little sniff; it smelled lightly perfumed. He wondered if a sexy woman had ever worn them under her clothes. Strangely, James felt his cock stir in his pants. An odd idea occurred to him: perhaps he should try them on.

He quickly undid his belt and pulled down his pants and boxer briefs, exposing his now semi-erect cock. Carefully, he stepped into the panties and slowly drew them up his legs. The feeling of the material on his skin was earth-shattering. When the thong was all the way up, he tucked his penis back to create a smooth mound in the front. He closed the drawer, grabbed his other clothes, and went back out to the dressing room so he could see himself in the mirror. As he walked, he could feel the silky material cupping his balls and riding up his ass. Is this how women feel all the time? he wondered.

James stepped up to the mirror platform, again noting the green carpet, and took a look at himself. He stared at his crotch, covered in a sexy thong. He liked the way the waistband accentuated is curves. Then he turned around and looked at his butt, recognizing that the special mirror was very helpful. His eyes stared at the sexy whale tail that rose up from his ass crack. He could actually feel the material putting slight pressure on his asshole. This made his cock stiffen even more and he had another thought: There are thousands of pairs of panties in there. Whoever owns them won’t notice if THIS pair is missing.

It was settled. He decided to keep the panties. Before he could give it another thought, he grabbed his normal pair of work khakis and put them back on. He could still feel the thong clinging to his body underneath the pants. James then grabbed his boxer briefs and headed out toward the corridor. The plan was to throw his boxer briefs in his car. No one would ever be the wiser. As he turned the corner to head down the staircase, he heard footsteps, specifically high heels clicking on the marbled first floor. James’ heart stopped. The person was now coming up the stairs. He composed himself. As far as they are concerned, I’m just here cleaning. No one saw me doing anything else. he thought.

A tall, thin and very beautiful woman with long dark hair came up the stairs and approached James. She was wearing a black skirt with a cream colored blouse. She also had a pair of long legs covered in sheer black nylon. On her feet she wore black leather high heels. As James examined her, his cock stirred again in the panties. Before she could say a word, he cut her off, “Good afternoon miss. Don’t mind me, I’m just here with the cleaning service.” The woman stopped and smiled.

She put one hand on her hip and pointed at him, “I see that you’re holding a pair of boxer briefs. May I inquire as to why you are not wearing any underwear?”

James’ face turned cherry red. He was caught. But then something occurred to him. The woman’s voice was familiar. In fact he had just heard that voice earlier in the day. It was a slightly higher pitched version of Bruce’s voice. His eyebrows went low in confusion, and then it hit him. No freakin’ way...

“Bruce?” he asked, sheepishly, his mouth agape.

“Hi James, I guess you fell into my little trap,” he said, using his normal voice and still smiling.

James couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Bruce is drop-dead-gorgeous, he thought to himself. He could have easily passed as a woman pretty much anywhere.

“Don’t freak out, let me explain first,” Bruce said, with a calming tone.

Bruce led James back into the dressing room, sat him down and explained everything in great detail. He revealed that he had only been seriously dressing as a woman for a few years, and that it was primarily a sexual urge. Before that, he had experimented as a child and also, off and on throughout his early life. He expressed that he had always felt a sense of shame and felt compelled to suppress his urges. Years passed. He moved forward with growing his business and he had also met and eventually married his wife. The desire to dress subsided for a while but the urge to crossdress eventually returned.

He confided in his best friend, Robert, who ran the dress shop in town. Robert was openly gay and knew a thing or two about sexual identity. He encouraged Bruce to explore this side of himself.

Ah, that explains the mirror, James thought, trying to make sense of it all. His eyes were involuntarily drawn to Bruce’s sexy legs. His cock stirred.

Working at a dress shop, it was no problem for Rob to pass some clothing on to Bruce. Bruce began to dress up when his wife was away but eventually she discovered his secret. She did not approve. That reveal was ultimately the triggering event that ended the marriage. But, he explained, the relationship was destined to fail anyway for many other reasons.

After the divorce, Bruce explained, he reflected on everything that had happened and decided that dressing could and should still be a part of his life. When he started to draw out plans for the house he made certain to include the special dressing area. He described that section of the house as a permanent place that was meant to encourage him to accept that part of his sexuality.

After the long explanation, James took a big sigh and asked, “So where do I fit into all of this?” He couldn’t stop himself from looking at Bruce’s legs again.

Bruce flirtatiously ran his hands down his nylon legs, batted his eyelashes and said, “For one thing, please call me Brandy. I have had you in my sights for a while now, but it’s complicated.”

He explained to James that he saw parallels between each of their lives. He brought up James’ physical shape, his personality and his struggles in past relationships. Brandy knew that he wanted to bring a partner into his sex life but he didn’t want to force or manipulate anyone. Based on those facts, he setup the test with the clothing and lingerie for James. He had watched on a closed circuit television and was pleased to see that James decided to put on the pair of panties. Brandy viewed this as a signal that it would be appropriate to confront James with everything he had just told him.

In response to the explanation, James found himself to be remarkably turned on. Never in his life had he thought he was gay, but at this moment all he could think about was going back into the walk-in closet, picking out a sexy outfit, and getting fucked senselessly. The idea of stockings and heels was making his manhood rock hard. And although he hated to admit it, the image of Bruce (as Brenda) sitting there as a sexy woman was very arousing. The fact that there was a cock hiding under that skirt made it even more exciting for him. James wondered if maybe he was bisexual and just never realized it. He was quickly having an open mind to this entire thing. 

Brandy looked down and noticed James squirming in his seat. He used a finger to seductively play with his curly hair and asked, in his most feminine voice, “So James, do you want to dress up with me? Do you want to become a girl?”

Images of dresses, panties, stockings and high heels flashed in James’ head. He thought back to his past relationships. If he was being honest with himself, he could admit that he had always wanted to try on some stockings. He was just always too afraid to do it. Now, a beautiful multi-millionaire, that was actually a man, was sitting in front of him offering something that James didn’t even know he wanted until now. It was a very strange position for him to find himself in. But when he considered the state of his life, he knew what his answer was.

“Yes,” James said declaratively. “Please make me a woman. I want you to make be beautiful, like you.”

“Okay wonderful!” Brandy exclaimed. “Let’s get started now. I’ll call your boss and tell him that I’m having you stay late tonight.”

***

The first thing Brandy wanted to address was James’ body hair. There wasn’t much of it, but he assured him that the feeling of new stockings on a pair of perfectly smooth legs was one of the best feelings in the world. They walked to a bathroom down the hall and Brandy gave him a tube of hair-removal cream. James stripped naked, jumped in the shower and got down to business. Fifteen minutes later he returned from the bathroom wearing only a soft, white bathrobe. The smile on his face confirmed to Brandy that James was indeed hairless from the neck down. They next needed to put on some makeup.

Brandy sat him down at a the vanity. He chose a darker foundation that would help James’ skin look smooth and sexy. The eyes came next. He encircled them in jet black eyeliner. For eyeshadow, they applied a smoky charcoal color for a sexy, sultry look. Then he grabbed an eye pencil; filling in and shaping his eyebrows. The transformation was happening quicker than James had expected. Using eyelash curlers, he crimped and shaped James’ eyelashes, followed by multiple coats of mascara. They both seemed very pleased with the results. James could feel the weight of the mascara, which prompted him to bat his eyelashes seductively.

When the eyes were complete, Brandy applied some blush, some powder and finally some lipstick. After some consideration, they settled on a crimson red color. A red lip pencil was used on the border of James’ lips followed by the lipstick. Then he showed James how to use a tissue  to blot away the excess. Finally he put on a coat of clear lip gloss as a finishing touch. James’ face was finally finished. Brandy grabbed a curly brown wig and put it on James’ head. They stopped for a moment so he could appreciate Brandy’s handiwork in the mirror. They both agreed that he looked fantastic.

James then stood up and took off his soft robe. The smooth fabric slid softly down his arms, which caused goosebumps to form on his skin. He now sat naked, and apart from his flat chest,  from the waist up, he looked like one-hundred percent female. He had a pretty face, long curly brown hair and a hairless, feminine body. This all contrasted against his six inch cock and balls, which now stood at full attention.

Next, Brandy grabbed a brand new pack of black thigh high stockings. James’ heart began to beat faster in excitement. James was instructed to sit on the edge of the padded bench. Brandy showed him how to bunch up the sheer nylon into a circle before putting your foot into it.  James followed Brandy’s instructions and then slowly rolled it up his leg. His smooth, shaved legs made this a highly erotic moment for him. James leaned forward to do the other leg and his long brown curls caressed his soft nylon-covered skin. His cock got even harder. Finally Brandy grabbed a pair of skimpy black satin and lace panties and handed them to James. He slowly pulled them up his legs, enjoying the sensation against his stockings. James wondered what was next.

Brandy went back into the closet and came out with a classic french maid’s outfit. James had a feeling he would be wearing something like this. It only seemed appropriate, considering his profession. He handed him the outfit and he pulled it slowly over his head, taking care not to smudge his makeup or mess up his hair. Brandy came up behind him and adjusted the material so it clung tightly to his breasts. He then wrapped a large black bow around him and tightened it to complete the look. The frilly outfit clung tightly to his sides, but flared out significantly at the waist. It showed lots of cleavage, which James seemed particularly happy with.

When he was satisfied with everything to that point, Brandy pointed out that James’ stocking tops would be visible if he bent or sat down. This only excited him more. I feel like a complete whore… it’s incredible, he thought to himself. The last steps were perfume and shoes. The perfume, Brandy explained, was very important because it was a crucial part of the sensory experience of being a woman. It’s delicate floral scent filled that role perfectly. The shoes were five inch shiny black heels. Brandy helped him slip them onto his feet and fastened the ankle strap. James slowly stood up and Brandy laughed as he clumsily walked over to the mirror. “Don’t worry you’ll get used to them,” Brandy said, noticing his unstable steps.

As he walked, James felt his stockings rubbing together and his hair brushing lightly against his skin. He felt completely feminine and he loved it. His cock had never been so hard in his life. He was worried that it was stretching the fabric of his panties to it’s limit. He needed some relief.

After twenty minutes of dressing, James finally approached the mirror and saw himself. The image staring back at him was a super attractive women. The feeling was bizarre. He kicked back a high heeled foot, admiring his stocking covered legs and the sexiness of the shoe’s heel. He played with his hair and tried a few different poses. It appeared that he was trying to convince himself that the person in the mirror was actually him. He eventually came to terms with it.

The mirror playing went on for a for minutes. James didn’t realize that Brandy had been watching him intently, but then he turned around and the two beautiful girls made eye conact.

"Incredible" was all Brandy could say.

"You like it then?" James asked, teasing and showing off his stocking tops.

Brandy’s response was just an affirmative-sounding moan. He got up and seductively approached James. The pair embraced, then, slowly moved their heads forward and began to kiss. Their hands then started to wonder down each others’ bodies. Brandy ran his long fingernails down James’ back. Brandy’s cock was now longing to be touch. Brandy delivered as she felt through the frills of the French maid outfit and grasped James’ cock.

Their lipstick covered lips glided together as they thrust their tongues into each other’s mouths.  The lust in the kiss caused James’ heeled foot to rise behind him, like you would see in a black and white film. Brandy’s hand began to work up and down the hard cock. James returned the favor by slipping his hand into Brenda’s panties. The pair kissed and jerked each other softly. Eventually Brenda led james to a bedroom down the hall.

Brenda threw him down on the bed and pulled up her skirt, revealing a hard cock. “Do you want this?” he asked.

James didn’t have to answer, he just flipped himself over, presenting his ass, which made his intentions perfectly clear. He wanted to get fucked.

Brandy approached and placed the tip of her penis at James’ opening. He grabbed some lube and squirted some on his dick and James’ asshole. Brandy slowly pushed forward and James could feel him entering his ass. It felt tight but it felt good. The lube helped the entire thing to slip inside. A moment of pain was followed by crazy amounts of pressure as they began to fuck.

Brandy reached down and grabbed the heels of James’ shoes. He lifted them up and bulled forward, bringing himself deeper inside.Their flesh smacked together and their stockings rubbed and glided back and forth causing a warm sexy friction. James was enjoying it so much that he reached back, pulling the cock further and further inside himself, yelling, “fuck me, fuck me!”

They continued to fuck but eventually the pressure of cum was increasing for both of them.

"Here I  come," Brandy screamed.

“Me too,” James said, “cum inside me!”

With a groan, Brandy unloaded into James and flooded his insides. Spurt after spurt of sweet, hot cum caused James’ eyes to roll back in his head. He too began to have an orgasm, as he shot his seed all over the bed.

After two of the best orgasms of their lives, the pair laid down and fell asleep in their own sticky mess. James dreamed about the clothes he could try on the next day!

Please Dress me Up

As I walked into Monica’s apartment, the first thing that stood out to me was her unique sense of style. It was a strange blend of ‘man cave’ mingled with feminine decor. A large brown, comfortable-looking sofa faced an impressive home entertainment system. My eyes were also drawn to the classic movie posters covering the walls. Contrastingly, the tasteful curtains, throw pillows, and fresh flowers gave it a womanly vibe as well. I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised, considering the circumstances of my visit.

I had met Monica on an online fetish community that I had been lurking on for many years. She described herself in her bio as a, “bi-gendered woman that appreciates the full spectrum of sexuality.” She had placed an ad that called for soft-featured men that would be willing to come to her home so that she could feminize them. Up until this point, I didn’t realize that there were women in the world that were interested in this distinct type of fetish play. I jumped at the opportunity to live out this long-time fantasy of mine.

She was wearing a pair of loose-fitting jeans and a blue t-shirt. She had her medium-length hair up and covered by a baseball cap and as far as I could tell, she had little to no makeup on her face. As I walked inside she approached me and gave me a big hug. She retreated to the kitchen to check on dinner and she came back with two glasses of red wine. We sat on the couch, made some small talk and simply enjoyed each other’s company for a bit before we ate.

As we enjoyed a casual meal we discussed our work lives, families, and general things that helped us get more comfortable with each other. Eventually, the main topic of interest came up in our conversation: she asked me what I was wearing under my slacks and my button-down shirt. I told her about the black thong, bra and stockings under my pants. This seemed to really pique her interest more than any of the conversation we had up until this point. I could tell that the wine was starting to take effect on both of us as we made our way to her bedroom.

"Do you want to go see what’s in my closet?" she asked.

“If I’m being honest, that’s all I wanted to do since I’ve got here,” I replied.

“Great, let’s take a look.”

Walking into her bedroom, I noticed the decor and theming was similar to that of the living room. There was an equal representation of masculine and feminine items mixed together but they came together tastefully. Monica slid open the doors of her wardrobe and it was immediately obvious that there was a side for men’s clothing and a side for women’s clothing. She flipped through the items on the masculine side, even going as far as modeling some of the items for me.

With a smile on her face she looked at me and said, “These are all fine and dandy but I suspect that you’re more interested in the clothing on the opposite side.’

“Well your suspicions would be correct then,” I replied.

She pulled out a few of the dresses, skirts, and feminine business clothing, giving me a good sampling of her wardrobe. “I switch between these, and the stuff on the other side. Wearing one type every day is too boring for me.”

As she continued to flip through her collection, she pulled out a few dresses, some cute tops and an assortment of skirts. “Based off the sizes you gave me earlier, I was thinking these would fit you pretty well. What do you think?”

She took them out of the wardrobe and draped them over my arm. The excitement had left me speechless.

“Honestly, I don’t think these will fit me anymore. In all likelihood they would end up at Goodwill. Consider them yours!”

There was a look of surprise on my face. “Seriously? I can keep these?”

“Well, you’re going to have to try them on first silly. Do you want to go change in the bathroom or would you be cool with me helping you?”

“I guess I’ll take the help. I’m not exactly experienced in this dressup thing.”

With a grin she replied, “You’re not experienced yet but when i’m done with you, you’ll be a pro.”

Her encouragement was helpful. I stripped down, throwing my male clothes onto the floor, and stood there in in my bra, panties, and stockings.

“Damn, you’re looking pretty good under those baggy jeans,” she said, grabbing the elastic waistband of my thong and playfully snapping it. “I don’t want to get myself too worked up yet, so lets get one of these dresses on you.”

She grabbed a pretty red dress and tried to slip it over my head. Sadly, my upper body was too big and the material on the dress didn’t have any give.

We tried a few more dresses that were more stretchy. I was glad when a few of them slipped on perfectly. “Great, lets put these in the ‘good’ pile,” she said.

I was able to easily slip into all of the skirts that I tried on. One was a denim skirt, a few were black and varied lengths, and two were long and patterned. The entire lot went into the pile. She also had me try out some of the tops and blouses. Almost all of the stretchy ones fit well, and a few of the button down blouses and camisoles suited me as well. The mass of well-fitting clothing continued to grow.

Next, she showed me an assortment of lingerie and sleepwear. “I’m guessing you’d be interested in these too?”

“Yes please,” I replied, with wide eyes.

She smirked and said, “I can tell that you’ll be wearing these often. Lets try some on!”

I was still wearing one of the button down blouses and a flared black skirt. She helped me take them off and handed me a silky black chemise. I slipped it over my head and felt the cool material run across my skin. It fit great and felt super sensual. She sensed that this was exciting me and said, “I guess we’ve found a winner.” I could feel my dick poking into my panties causing a tent to form in the lingerie. I tried to hide it, but she already knew what was going on.

I followed up the chemise with a long slip, a teddy, and a bustier. I could feel my erection growing harder. “Mmm, your little friend there seems to be getting more excited.”

As our session went on, it felt like she was adding more and more to my pile of sexy loot. I didn’t protest. “Honestly, I rarely put on any of this stuff. I want you to add them to your wardrobe. You’ll do them more justice than me.”

I was sitting on her bed, dressed in a long silky nightgown. I looked at the pile and tried to imagine how I was going to get it all out of here, but then she read my mind. “I’ll grab you some large bags to put all of this stuff in before you leave. It’s all yours now!”

After gathering everything up and putting it in the bags, we sat on the bed. Neither of us talked for a few minutes, and I could feel her eyes staring me down. Finally she broke the silence, “I must confess, the fact that you’re wearing my clothes is making me super horny. Wait here for a sec.”

She walked into the bathroom and I took the opportunity to check myself out in the mirror. The stockings, bra, panties and gown were making my cock stiffen even more.

Minutes later, she walked back into the room. She had grabbed a pair of my boxers and a t-shirt from my bag. She had put them on, and grabbed a glass of wine for each of us.

She seductively approached me and whispered in my ear, “I had a dream last night that I was dressed up like this and you were dressed up in my girly things. We had some fun… and you were quite incredible.”

I still had the wine glass in my hand as she leaned forward and kissed me passionately. After a few minutes of making out, we both took a sip of wine, and then returned to kissing. I could taste the wine as we pressed our lips together and swirled our tongues seductively.

Monica stood up and dimmed the lights. Then she grabbed my hand, led me to an open window. She grabbed me from behind and began to run her hands all over my silky gown.

She began to push herself into me slowly, then she reached around and grabbed my boobs. My nipples stiffened.

“I can tell you’re enjoying this. I’m so glad,” Monica said, turning her attention to my nipples. She pinched them and flicked them gently. I found the entire experience to be quite enjoyable.

The two of us drank some more wine and then we retreated to her bed. She pushed me down onto my back, mounted me and began to kiss my neck. The image of her wearing my clothes while I wore hers was driving me wild.

Monica glided herself onto me, and delicately grabbed my nightgown and slid it up to my ass. She then slowly began to grind herself onto me. Without a word, she parted my legs and began to grind herself into me. I began to push back and the two of us matched rhythms. I began to moan with every thrust.

“I think you’re so freaking sexy,” Monica said, as she continued to grind into me. The friction between us was causing my privates to literally warm up. The woman was like a machine, there was nothing I could do to slow her down.

She was surprisingly strong for a woman. I could feel her pinning me down and forcing me deep into the bed. I wanted to let her deep inside of me. The feeling was making my cum boil.

I pretended that Monica was driving herself inside of me as she continued to thrust forward. I could feel her rubbing her hands down my stockinged legs. She leaned back with her mouth open, “Damn lady, you are driving me absolutely crazy!”

She began to convulse, and scream and I could tell that she was having a strong orgasm. She dug her face into my silky gown and screamed into me. I could feel the hotness of her breath on the silky material.

The inhaled deeply, smelling me, and suddenly went limp before whispering, “Mmm, I certainly needed that.”

A few minutes passed with her limp body on top of me. Before long she kissed my neck and brought her mouth to my ear. She whispered playfully, “Now I need to return the favor.”

She dismounted me and grabbed some lube from a drawer next to the bed. My gown was still hiked up and I saw that she was squeezing some of it onto her hand. Without hesitation, she reached down and put her hand down into my panties. She grabbed my cock and began to stroke it slowly.

“The thought of a girl with a cock is driving me wild,” she said, “You’re the sexiest thing i’ve ever seen.”

I felt her reach under me and place one hand under my plump ass. My sexy legs were still fully spread. Her other hand continued to stroke my cock.

“Baby I can feel your tight little hole,” Monica said as she started to rub her finger in small circles around my entrance. With every rotation, I couldn’t help but moan out loud a bit. She could tell that I was quite excited.

“Sit back baby and try to relax my kitten.”

I laid back and wanted to take her all the way into me. She sensed this and pushed a finger into me. The feeling of her inside of me was incredible. I longed for more.

She turned her full attention to my ass, two fingers and then three. My ass relaxed as I opened up to accept her. She kissed my neck and softly teased my ear with her tongue. Then she brought her face to my breasts as my nipples grew harder inside her mouth. Monica was skillful with her touch. The pressure in my cock was beginning to become too much to handle.”

“I want you to cum for me girl,” she said, “give it all to me!”

After a minute of explosive extacy I collapsed on the bed. The two of us fell asleep in each others arms.

The following morning I was suddenly awakened by the sound of Monica’s alarm. It was a strange sensation, being encased in silk and nylon. It made for a wonderful and arousing sensory experience. She was still wearing my clothes from the night before.

I felt her behind me and she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me tightly. “Can’t you stay here with me for the entire day?” Her fingers moved to my nipples. I tilted my head back and moaned softly, enjoying the sensation. We kissed.

“I would love to but I’ve got to go to work,” I said.

“Call in sick,” she said, “Maybe you could put on one of the nice sundresses and wear it out? It’s supposed to be beautiful outside today.”

“I’m not sure if I’ve got the courage for that yet,” I replied. “Unfortunately, I’ve got to head out.”

“Yeah I figured, I’m just teasing you,” she said. “Perhaps you would be interested in joining me for a little get-together this coming weekend? I have a few friends that are on the same ‘wavelength’ if you catch my meaning. What do you think?”

“Yeah, you’ve piqued my interest. I might be interested,” I said as I was putting my boring masculine clothes back on. I gathered up the bags of clothing, and Monica helped me take everything out to my car. My trunk was packed to its limit.

She stood up and gave me a tight hug and a kiss on the lips.“You should definitely be there. I’ll text you the details.”

I didn’t want to sound overly enthusiastic, but I knew I would be there. Monica had really opened my eyes to a whole new world of possibility.

I drove home, took a shower, and got dressed. I slipped on a sexy pair of red tanga panties to wear under my men’s suit. I found it to be very exciting.

Work turned out to be pretty boring. The entire time my mind was swimming in the world of bras, panties, dresses and stockings. I wanted nothing more than to feel Monica behind me, pushing herself into me. For the next few nights when I got home, I dressed up from head to toe, playing with myself and experimenting with my butt. I closed my eyes and dreamed of Monica.

On Thursday afternoon I received a text from Monica. She was looking for a confirmation as to whether or not I’d be attending the event with she and her friends. She told me that her friend Robert would be there. Robert liked to become Claire on the weekends. She thought that the two of us would get along swimmingly.

The weekend finally came and Monica and I went to Robert’s place downtown. He was a good-looking guy, but in a gender non-specific way. I very much wanted to see him transformed. He was going to take us to a party. 

He pulled out his phones and showed me some of his transformation photos. The guy made a gorgeous woman. I couldn’t believe that it was actually him. He asked me if I would be interested in dressing with him that evening. He claimed to be pretty skilled in that type of thing. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. So he insisted that I come check out his collection of items.

We went down the hall and entered a room filled with frilly, feminine things. “Claire is quite the diva,” he joked, showing me the insane collection for dresses, skirts, bras, panties, stockings and lingerie. He had everything nicely organized and it was obvious that he truly loved his collection of girly clothing.

He looked me over, went into the closet, and grabbed a few outfits that he thought would fit me. A few of them were classy but others were quite risque. My cock twitched.

After some grabbing some wine, we sat on his sofa for some chit chat. We discussed my particular interests in clothing and what my limits were. I told them that I was open to pretty much anything, but I was a bit nervous if I was being honest with myself.

“Awesome, strip down and grab a bra and a pair of panties. There’s a silk kimono you can wear for now, wait here for me to return.”

He came back with bags of makeup. He started with foundation. Then he put on some blush. He gave me sexy dark eyes and finally put on some lipstick. He was very focused on his work and I admired his attention to detail. I was definitely enjoying myself.

Next came the wig. He asked me if I preferred blonde or brunette. After some back and forth, we ended up settling on the brunette. He fit it onto my head, and made some final adjustments. My eyes needed some touching up but overall he seemed pleased with his work. He grabbed a pair of clip-on earrings, put them on my ears, and the job was complete.

He handed me a mirror, “What do you think?”

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Before me was a beautiful woman that men would drool over. It was incredible.  "You look great," he said, “You have a good facial structure for this kind of thing.”

He went to the other room again and asked me to try on the dresses that he had picked out. He also left some shoes for me to try on and a pair of sheer black stockings. I had never worn heels before.

I pulled the stockings onto my legs. It was a sheer delight feeling the smooth sexy material on my legs.

“We can’t have just one of us transforming,” he said from the other room, “I think a hot blonde would look good next to you!”

The dresses all looked amazing, and the illusion with the makeup was driving me wild. I was actually a girl. I would soon need some release. But I tried to calm myself down and stay focused on choosing some clothes.

I decided to go with a blue dress that flared around the hips. I liked the way the material brushed up against my stockings.

For shoes, I went with a pair of classic black high heels. They were modest in height, so I didn’t expect to have too much trouble with them. Robert had dozens of pairs, and some of them were extremely sexy.

I took my first steps around the room, and I was quite wobbly. It would be a challenge for sure.

Robert came back transformed into a gorgeous, tall blonde. I was amazed how quickly he was able to change. He chose a red sparkly dress that showed a ton of leg. The dress hugged his body, showing off his surprisingly feminine curves.

He seemed impressed with my dress, and told me that I needed a girl name. We settled with Lisa. I loved it. I was a girl named Lisa. I liked it.

I felt like Robert’s attitude had transformed along with his appearance. He seemed more sassy and confident. His girl name was Claire.

“You are a hottie Lisa, pleased to meet you. My name is Claire” she said, kissing my hand.

I threw all my boy clothes into my bag so I could change back if needed, and we headed out as girls. It was liberating and somehow very sexy. Claire seemed very excited, and we acted like two teenage girls, laughing and snapping photos of ourselves. She even gave me some tips on how to walk better in the heels.

We pulled up to the place where the party was being held around nine. I was worried people would judge me But claire proved to be very supportive. There were about twelve people there and everyone was friendly. Claire introduced me to them all, and I was feeling pretty good.

I could tell that people were checking out my body. I loved the attention and didn’t hesitate to practice my flirting techniques. It now made sense as to why women spent so much time getting ready. The thrill of the attention was addictive.

Over the course of the night, I singled out a few people that I was particularly fond of. The four of us ended up having our own private little party. One of the people was a cute younger guy named Dylan. I enjoyed the attention he was giving me. When a slower song started playing he approached me. I accepted and we started to dance together. His body up against mine felt great. I began to get turned on again. I gently ran my nails down his neck, and then pulled him in for a kiss. I could feel his cock expanding and pushing into my body. 

He was embarrassed and tried to pull away but I brought his ear to my mouth and gently said, “I like it”. When I gave him the green light, he responded by pulling me tighter, and his cock grew even larger.

The song ended and he whispered in my ear that he wanted me.

I turned to him and replied  "I want you too."

Kyle and I retreated to an unoccupied room. When we got inside he grabbed me and started to kiss me. We rubbed our hands all over each other.

I didn’t hesitate to get to my knees, undo his belt and pull down his pants. His big cock was at full attention right in front of me. I had never blew anyone before but the wine was doing it’s job so I carried forward. I kissed the tip and then took him inside of my mouth. I could feel it growing. It was amazing.

He grabbed the back of my head and called out my name, Lisa. I managed to get the entire thing inside my mouth and I started to bob my head up and down. My own cock was getting hard in my panties.

I sensed that he was about to cum, so I tightened my grip and increased my speed. I felt burst after burst of his hot sticky cum explode inside of me. I swallowed it all greedily. I didn’t pull my mouth away immediately, i was enjoying the sensation of a cock in my mouth too much.

Eventually, someone knocked on the door, which was our cue to wrap things up. I gave the tip a gentle kiss and he got dressed. Then the two of us met lips one more time and he left the room. I used a mirror in the room to help me touch up my lipstick.

I was relieved to see that it was Monica who had knocked on the door. She was wearing a masculine suit and had her hair pushed back with gel. She looked very dapper. She knew exactly what I was up to, “You get it girl, you’re getting more action than me!”

I blushed, and said, “Yeah I guess so.”

Monica introduced me to some of her other friends. Her one friend Pam, seemed very interested in me. Monica had told her all about me. She pulled me aside and told me she was really turned on by girls like me. Then the two of us moved to the dance floor. We grinded and played together but eventually we ended up in another private room together.

The room was candlelit and I was surprised to see that there were other couples in there making love. We found a sofa on the corner and she immediately slipped her hand up my dress and into my panties, grabbing my cock. It was still hard from earlier.

The pace of her breathing increased and I could tell that she was very turned on. I was so close to cumming, but I didn’t want to mess up my dress.

"Are you about to cum?" she asked.

“Yeah, too close,” I replied.

“Oh that’s so freaking hot,” she said as she quickly put her head under my dress, pulled my panties to the side and swallowed me up in her mouth.

She sucked me hard and deep, and then positioned herself so that she was straddling my leg. She began to grind on me, and I could feel her wetness on my leg. She was moaning deeply and acting like a wild animal. She was definitely having multiple orgasms. We kind of disturbed the peace in the room.

Someone, I couldn’t tell who in the dark,  walked up to me and put their cock in front of my face. I took it into my mouth and sucked it for all I was worth. We had a nice little three-way going.

Within thirty seconds the guy was exploding in my mouth and I swallowed every last bit like a good girl. This finally triggered me to send one last burst into Pam’s mouth and she loved it.

She eventually stopped sucking me and said, “That was the best.”

I collapsed on the couch and wondered what was next.

Smooth and Silky


Gina had beautiful legs. From the very first day she was hired, I could barely keep my eyes off of her. Especially her smooth and shapely bottom half. She was in her mid twenties, she had dark hair and she was constantly wearing skimpy little outfits that showed off those gorgeous legs.

Sometimes she wore nude pantyhose, often black nylon, and sometimes no hosiery at all. I had even caught brief glimpses of stocking tops hiding beneath her short skirts.To be clear: the rest of her was beautiful too, but her legs were always the feature that drew most of my attention. I was infatuated with them.

We both worked in the IT department for an industrial supply company. It was essentially a cushy office job. We had cubicles, a watercooler, a lunchroom and all of the other stereotypical office components that made for a dull workplace. My job wasn’t glamorous but it was stable and it paid well.

After breaking up with my girlfriend a few months back, Gina’s legs were the only thing that really excited me on a day-to-day basis. Her desk was near mine so I had a perfect view of her while I was working. I would often catch myself spacing out to the sight of her nylon-clad ankles or her bare calves. Even her knees were somehow sensual. They were so smooth; so sexy. It drove me wild.

What’s more was that she was constantly playing with her heels and rubbing her legs seductively. She would dangle her black stilettos under her desk, exposing her delicate feet and delicious little arches. Sometimes when she bounced her foot up and down her shoe would fall off, exposing her sexy little toes. These were sometimes encased in nylon but always painted to perfection in a pretty and girly color: mostly pinks and reds.

One afternoon I was just finishing some reports and, as usual, Gina’s legs caught my attention. Like always, I stared at them and thought about rubbing and kissing her pantyhose-clad feet. My dick sprang to attention in my trousers. As I stared, my mind entered a fantasy world. I was so distracted by her legs that I didn’t even notice when she called out to me.

“John,” she whispered so no one would hear her. I didn’t respond. “John!” she shout-whispered much louder. “What are you staring at?”

I quickly snapped back to reality and my eyes moved up to meet her gaze. “Oh, hey Gina. Uhhh. Sorry. I was just daydreaming.”

One of Gina’s eyebrows went up, indicating her skepticism. “Daydreaming eh?” She smiled. “Seems to me like you’re checking out my legs. I’ve noticed you staring at them ever since I started working here.”

My face turned white. I was caught. I opened my mouth to reply but before I could get a word out she stopped me.

“It’s okay- I’m flattered actually. I love showing them off and it’s nice to have someone admire them. I’ve always had a thing for nylon too. I’m sure you’ve noticed.”

I nodded. She was always wearing sexy hosiery.

She went on, “Most guys just stare at my tits and my ass all day. You’re definitely a leg guy. How about we get together tomorrow evening and I show you my collection of hosiery? I’m eager to show it off and you seem like the kind of guy that would really appreciate it!”

I was flabbergasted. I couldn’t believe she was actually inviting me back to her place to show off the very thing I had been obsessing over for all of these months. “Yeah, absolutely. Let’s get together for sure.” It was a no-brainer.

We arranged to meet downtown in front of one of the many restaurants. Gina lived a few blocks away and we had planned to grab a drink before going back to her apartment. I was sitting on a city bench when I heard the distinct sound of clicking heels on the pavement. The sound slowly got louder until Gina finally came into view. My jaw dropped at the sight before me.

She was wearing a short yellow sundress with a black belt and fabric flower around her slim waist. On her legs she wore a very sheer pair of nude-colored pantyhose. Her long, delicious legs were flawless as they glistened in the sun. The nylon was giving them a slight sheen. On her feet, she wore a pair of 5 inch strappy black heels with an ankle strap and silver buckle on each side. The shoes were extremely feminine and caught the attention of men and women alike. Her long, shoulder length hair was down and it also shimmered in the sun. She was one hell of a woman.

Gina smiled as she approached, noticing me staring at her legs. In response, she playfully stroked her hair and kicked back a heel, putting on a little show for me. “What do you think?” she asked me, flirtatiously biting the tip of her nail.

“You look absolutely incredible,” I replied. I couldn’t keep my eyes off those smooth and silky legs. The full ensemble was truly a sight to behold.

“Glad you think so,” she said, still beaming. “Let’s grab a drink and then we can walk back to my place.”

We decided to stop at a little Irish pub about a block away. Instead of sitting at the bar, Gina insisted that we sit at a booth. I didn’t think much of it at the moment, so I was happy to oblige.  It was dark and cozy inside and most of the lighting in the room was provided by little candles that were on the tables. I sat down and Gina sat opposite me.

We ordered our drinks, made some smalltalk about work, and got to know each other a little better. I had always been too intimidated to talk to her prior to now but the conversation seemed to be flowing nicely.

After the second round I started to loosen up a little bit. I realized that I was having a really good time. Gina’s flirtations indicated to me that she was having a good time as well.

“So Gina, tell me more about this collection of yours,” I said, with a grin.

“Welllll…” she started. I felt something at my pant leg. Then I felt something warm and silky moving up the hem of my right leg, making contact with my skin. “... It’s quite the collection,” she continued, “There are all colors and brands of pantyhose, of course, but lately I’ve been really into the stockings.” Her nylon-clad foot rubbed up and down on my bare shin as her other leg worked its way up to my crotch. “There’s something particularly sexy about stockings,” she said. “The smooth nylon combined with the delicate lacy tops. It just drives me wild. Sometimes I even wear a garter belt.”

I felt her move both feet up to my crotch. At this point in the conversation, my cock was pushing hard into my trousers, creating a very noticeable tent. “Uhh..” I started.

Gina interrupted me before I could get a word out. “Unzip,” she commanded. I hesitated for a moment, but then reached down and freed my erection from my pants. Luckily it was dark enough that no one seemed to notice the dirty game going on under the table. “Good,” she said, with some authority. “Now tell me what you like about legs, feet and nylon. How did this all start? I want all the naughty details.”

She had me under her spell, so I revealed everything to her. I described my fetish to her in great detail. I told her how I would fantasize about the women in our office that had shapely legs and showed them off with short skirts. I told her about how I always begged my ex-girlfriends to wear nylon when when we went out to a bar or to a wedding. I even told her about trying on a pair of my mom’s pantyhose that I had found when I was a kid. The thought of having smooth and sexy legs to run my hands down was intoxicating.

In the middle of my sentence, I felt her smooth stocking-clad arches gently close down on my now-exposed cock. She started slowly and softly moving her feet up and down the length. I suddenly stopped talking, grabbed the edge of the table with both hands and gasped. I looked around the room to make sure no one had heard me.

Gina seemed amused. “Go on,” she said deviously, “I suspected you had tried on some nylon in your days. An appreciation like yours doesn’t come from just looking.”

I told her the rest of the story, how I secretly dressed up in panties, bras and even some dresses; all the while her smooth feet continued to work my cock. My breathing quickened as my cum began to boil.

I noticed that Gina was getting very excited as well. She seemed turned on by the fact that I was revealing all of this to her. She put her left hand under the table, hiked up the hem of her dress and began to play with herself as I continued to describe my fantasies to her.

The image before me combined with the sensation of the nylon footjob was too much for me to handle. I grasped the table again and looked her straight in the eye. “Gina…”

She bit her lower lip and whispered across the table, “Cum for me baby.”

And cum I did. I tried to keep myself quiet as my orgasm hit. Spurt after spurt of hot, sticky spunk exploded from the tip of my cock. She used her feet to milk every last drop from me. Most of the cum was now coating her feet.

This seemed to trigger her as well. She closed her eyes and fingered herself aggressively, taking care to not bring too much attention to herself. Her feet started to shake on my crotch and I heard little girly cries of pleasure escape from her mouth. She had cum.

Gina opened her eyes, winked at me, put her cummy feet back into her shoes and downed the rest of her drink. “Zip up darling, I’m ready to go home.” I didn’t hesitate to follow her command.

When we got to her apartment, I was impressed with her sense of style. The rooms were warm and cozy but still modern and functional. She poured us each a glass of wine and we retreated to the living room.

Gina put on some music and invited me to sit down on the sofa. I sat down first and then she laid back across the sofa with her head on the armrest and her feet on my lap. I pulled off her shoes and the distinct smell of semen hit my nose. In this context I found the smell to be quite erotic.

She asked me to rub her feet. I took her right foot into my hands, enjoying the sensation of silky nylon, completely covered in my spunk. I drove my thumbs into her heel and moved them in increasingly large circles.

“Mmmm that feels wonderful,” Gina purred.

I rubbed her arches, pushed on her heel and put my fingers between the webbed nylon toes. My cock started to harden again and Gina immediately noticed. She moved her feet around on the outside of my trousers, teasing me with her toes.

“Let’s jump in the shower before I show you my collection,” she said. I want to feel extra smooth.

We got up and went to the bathroom. I couldn’t help but start to kiss her as we undressed each other. She slipped off a pair of black thong panties before I pulled her dress over her head, exposing a pair of perky round breasts. The panties slid down her stockinged legs and she kicked them off to the corner of the room.

Before she took the pantyhose off I slapped her ass playfully and took a big handful of butt. I absolutely loved the feeling of her plump ass covered in the silky material. She moaned softly and we embraced again while my hands were on her rear end.

Gina then sat down on the toilet and seductively pulled the hose off her legs. Then she approached me and helped me strip completely naked. We jumped into the shower and kissed with the warm water drizzling down our faces. It was an extremely erotic scene.

My hard cock pushed into her belly. Gina reached down and started to jerk me off slowly. “How much do you have left in there?” she asked.

“More than enough for you,” I replied.

She quickened the pace and gave me a devilish grin, “Now, if you want this to continue, you’re going to have to do a little something for me. There’s some cream in that tube in the corner. We’re going to put that all over your body.”

In the heat of the moment I didn’t even realize what she was asking me to do. I was hypnotized and eager to please her. I grabbed the tube and spread a foul-smelling cream all over my arms and legs. Gina helped me cover my back and the rest of my body whilst intermittently jerking me off as to not break the spell. She was edging me.

After a few seconds I felt a tingling burning sensation on my skin and I realized what was happening. The cream was hair remover! “Gina, is this…” she cut me off.

“Yes. I want you nice and smooth,” she replied before I could finish the question. A part of me was freaking out but a larger part of me was excited to see where she was going with this.

After a few minutes, we rinsed off the cream and all of my hair was washed away leaving me completely smooth from the neck down. I loved the way the water felt on my smooth skin. Gina rewarded me by bringing me close to orgasm. But of course, she backed down again before I could cum. We washed each other with some feminine-smelling body wash and ran our hands up and down each others bodies.

Eventually we got out of the shower and toweled ourselves off. Gina had me put lotion on my body, which felt incredible on my now smooth skin. She led me to the bedroom and sat me down on the bed. We were both still completely naked but I was now like her, in that each of our bodies were completely shaven. 

“Now it’s time for me to show you that collection I was telling you about.” she said, walking to her drawer.

She pulled out a pair of sheer, black thigh-high stockings and held them up to her face. “These will be perfect, they are hold-ups,” she said, sitting down on the bed next to me. “Now pay attention. You have to roll the stocking up into a silky little donut and then pull it up your leg. Like this.” Gina rolled up one of the stockings and brought it to her foot. She then proceeded to slowly pull it up her sexy legs. Then she did the same thing with the other stocking.

She stood up and looked down to adjust the lacy tops. Her sexy hair cascaded down around her shoulders. The picture in front of me was pure femininity and it was making my cock stand straight up. I was also enjoying the sensation of her soft bed comforter against my smooth legs. I had never imagined something so simple could feel so good.

When she was happy with the placement of her nylons, she looked at me with that devious smile again, “Okay John. This is the part where you will have to trust me.” I swallowed nervously. I knew what was coming next.

She walked back to the drawer and pulled out another pair of hold-up stockings. They were sheer and nude-colored with a beautiful floral pattern of lace at the top. Gina walked back to me. “Lie back,” she said. I let myself fall back to the bed.

Suddenly I felt her running the soft nylons over my chest, down my torso, up and down my smooth legs and then around my cock. I smelled the floral body wash and the girly scents emanating from her bedroom. The smooth and cool material felt so heavenly that goosebumps formed on my arms and neck. My cock convulsed and a bead of precum formed on the tip. The simple feeling of smooth stockings was driving me wild. I was in sensory bliss.

I was so preoccupied that I hadn’t noticed Gina roll up one of the stockings. Before I could react, she had lifted up my leg. I felt the silken material at the tip of my toes. She slowly pulled the stocking all the way down my leg and let go, causing a little snap sound around my thigh. The nylon encasing my smooth, shaved legs was indescribable. Waves or pure pleasure ran up my legs and channeled to my stiff cock. She did the other leg, drawing it up even slower.

It was too much. I couldn’t believe it, but the simple act of wearing stockings on newly shaven legs was bringing me to climax. I cried out, “Ohhh..”

Gina seemed pleased, “Yes baby, rub your legs together! Tell me how it feels!” Then she grabbed my cock and began to jerk me off. My breath quickened.

As I layed there- on my back on her bed, my pretty stockinged feet pointing toward the ceiling, I gently brought my legs together. I rubbed my right foot up and down my left leg. The pretty nude stockings accentuated my lean leg muscles and made my skin look flawless. I wiggled my toes, enjoying the sensation of silky webbed feet. The feeling of the nylon on nylon was too much to bear.

I began to pant heavily, “Gina it feels so smooth and soft. So feminine. My entire leg is encased in pure pleasure. I just can’t..” My mouth and eyes opened wide, “Ughhhhh!”

My cock pulsed, my body stiffened and streams of hot cum began to shoot out of my dick and into Gina’s soft hands. I had never cum so hard in my life. It just felt purely blissful. I couldn’t believe that I was getting this much pleasure from simply shaving, putting on stockings and rubbing my legs together.

“That’s it, let it all out,” Gina said, jerking me to completion. She gathered up all of my cum in her hands and licked it off, swallowing every last drop. “You’re jizz is quite tasty. You should try it sometime.” I just smiled.

When she had completely cleaned off her hands, she got down on her knees and took my softening cock into her mouth. She licked off and swallowed the remainder of my cum. Then she pulled away and said, “I’m not done with you quite yet.”

She closed her lips firmly down on me and began to bob her head up and down. Her warm, wet mouth felt incredible. My nylon-clad legs naturally lowered and fell so that they were draped over her shoulders. I could feel her long hair tickling my upper thighs and stockings as she sucked me off.

Amazingly, my cock began to slowly fill with blood. She was getting me hard again. The image of her head bobbing up and down on me while my stockinged legs were on her shoulders would have been enough. But Gina decided to expedite the arrival of a full blown hard-on by reaching her hands back and rubbing her nails up and down on my soft legs. The feeling sent tingles of bliss up and down my body and somehow my cock was again ready for action.

Noticing my hardness, Gina pulled her head away, stood up, grinned and said, “Great, now you’re ready for some real fun. Try not to cum so fast this time. Sit tight and keep yourself hard while I go fetch some things.”

She walked over to her closet and shuffled through her clothes. She came back to the bed with a handful of silky and feminine fabric. She separated the items into two piles. “Okay, these are for you and this pile is mine. Go on and put on your stuff.”

My pile was all pink and black with lots of lace and satin. I pulled on a pair of pink thong panties. The feeling of the material on my legs was incredible. I also enjoyed the sensation of the material pressing up against my ass. Next I put on a padded, lacy pink and black bra. I had wore a bra before, so I didn’t have to struggle too much with the clasp. Then Gina helped me put on a black cincher. I pulled in my stomach as much as I could as she fastened each clasp. When it was finally on it felt very tight, but it felt good on my back and seemed to give me a girly figure. I ran my hands up and down the velvety material, again enjoying the girlyness of it all. Finally came a little black dress and a pair of black stiletto heels. The dress felt like it was painted on and just barely covered the tops of my stockings. I stood up in the heels and felt a bit wobbly, but again, I had some practice from the past.

I teetered over to the full length mirror in the corner of the room and checked myself out. The sexy black dress combined with the long stockinged legs really made me feel like a real woman. The heels tightened my leg muscles and lifted my butt. The cincher gave me a feminine figure and the padded bra gave me some breasts.

The only thing out of place was the lack of hair and makeup. Of course, there was also the fact that my erection was throbbing into my panties and causing a tent to form in front of my dress.

I was still checking myself out when Gina came out of nowhere, “No makeup, but this will have to do for now.” She came behind me and threw me down on the bed. “I need you inside me.”

Gina was wearing a tight black dress with her black stockings. She looked sexy as hell. Before I knew it she was on top of me grinding herself against me. The sensation of her stockings rubbing against mine was orgasmic. She lowered herself to my face and we began to passionately kiss.

Before too long, she reached down, pulled my pink thong to the side and freed my aching cock. She lifted up my dress, positioned herself over me, pulled her own panties to the side, and impaled herself on my rod.

The girl was wild. She bounced up and down on me, driving me deeper into her with each thrust. She was so tight, warm and wet. My dick was ringing. Dressed as a woman, I imagined that she was the one thrusting into me.

“Fuck me, fuck me, harder!” she screamed, increasing the pace of her bouncing. I suddenly became aware of the fact that I was still dressed as a sexy woman. The tightness around my waist, the pressure from the thong and of course the silky smoothness on my legs. It was all too much, and my cum began to boil again.

I reached up and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them as a wave of blissful orgasm it her. She closed her eyes and bit her lip, still bouncing herself up and down, driving me deep inside of her.

I couldn’t last another second, so I gasped, “Here it comes!”

“Yessss cum inside me!” she screamed.

My whole body suddenly became stiff as a board as all of my attention focused on the head of my penis. Suddenly, pulse after pulse of semen began to fill up her tight little hole. I couldn’t believe how much cum was still inside of me. There was so much that it began to leak out of her pussy while we were still fucking.

After minutes of spasms and groans I was finally done. Gina surprised me by pulling herself away from me and quickly moving herself forward. She positioned her dripping pussy right over my face.

“Eat it,” she commanded. So I did.

I moved my head forward and greedily slurped up the mixture of cum and pussy juice. It was sweet, warm and delicious. Dressed like this, it felt natural and sexy. When she was all cleaned up, she pulled away and came down so we could embrace.

“You’re my dirty girl,” Gina said.

“Yes, I am,” I replied, “Let’s do this again sometime.”

We both laughed, kissed and fell asleep in each others arms.

To be continued…

---

Search for Erica Smooth in the Amazon Kindle store for more crossdressing erotica similar to this!

---

Straight Sissy:

A Hetero Crossdressing Short Erotic Story

Erica Smooth

It was a warm evening, and Dan and Claire have decided to indulge in their deepest fantasies. The bedroom is dimly lit, with the soft glow of candles flickering around the room. Dan stands before Claire, dressed in a silky black lingerie set, complete with stockings, panties, and a lacy bra that barely contains his ample chest.

Claire can't help but admire her partner's beauty. She circles around him, taking in every inch of his body before stopping behind him. She runs her hands over his hips, feeling the smoothness of his freshly shaven skin.

"Why do you want to dress up as a girl, Dan?" she whispers in his ear.

Dan turns to face her, his eyes burning with desire. "I've always been curious, Claire. The thought of being submissive, of letting you take control, it just turns me on."

Claire smiles, running her hands up Dan's thighs until she reaches his perky ass. She gives it a firm squeeze, eliciting a moan from him. "Well then, let's see just how submissive you can be," she says.

She drops to her knees, pulling down Dan's panties to reveal his rock-hard cock. She licks her lips, then takes him into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down on his length.

Dan moans, thrusting his hips forward to meet her mouth. "Fuck, Claire," he gasps. "I love how you suck my cock."

Claire pulls away, standing up to face him. "That's not all I'm going to do," she says, walking over to the dresser to grab a strap-on dildo.

Dan watches as she straps it on, then turns to face him. "Bend over," she commands.

Dan does as he's told, presenting his ass to her. Claire runs her fingers over his tight hole, then slowly pushes her finger inside. Dan moans, pushing back against her finger.

"You like that, don't you?" Claire asks.

Dan nods eagerly, desperate for more.

Claire pulls out her finger, then replaces it with the tip of the dildo. She slowly pushes it inside, feeling Dan stretch to accommodate it.

"Oh god, Claire," Dan moans. "It feels so good."

Claire starts to thrust in and out, picking up the pace until she's pounding into Dan with abandon. He grips the sheets, screaming out in pleasure as she hits his prostate over and over again.

Finally, they come together, Dan shooting his cum all over the sheets while Claire screams out her own orgasm.

As they lay there, panting and sweaty, Dan can't help but feel grateful for the trust and intimacy he shares with Claire. He knows that there are few people in the world who would accept him and love him for who he is, and he's grateful to have found one of them in her.

"That was amazing, Claire," he says, snuggling up to her.

Claire smiles, kissing him on the forehead. "It was my pleasure, Dan," she says. "Anything for my little slut."

Dan grins, feeling a flush of pleasure at Claire's words. "I love it when you call me that," he says, nuzzling into her neck.

Claire chuckles, running her fingers through his hair. "I know you do," she says. "Now, let's get you out of that lingerie and into bed. We still have a long night ahead of us."

She helps Dan out of his lingerie, then crawls under the covers with him. They cuddle for a few minutes, catching their breath and enjoying the warm afterglow of their passionate encounter.

But soon enough, the heat between them starts to build again. Dan reaches down to stroke Claire's pussy, feeling how wet she is for him.

"Fuck, Dan," she moans. "You always know just what to do."

Dan grins, kissing her deeply as he starts to rub her clit. He can feel her getting closer and closer to the edge, her moans growing louder and more urgent with each passing moment.

Finally, she comes, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Dan holds her close, feeling her body relax against his as she comes down from her high.

"That was incredible," she says, snuggling up to him.

Dan smiles, feeling a sense of contentment and happiness wash over him. He knows that he's lucky to have found someone as kind, loving, and accepting as Claire, and he'll do anything to keep her in his life.

As they drift off to sleep, entwined in each other's arms, Dan can't help but feel grateful for the wild, passionate, and completely uninhibited side of himself that he gets to explore with her. And he knows that no matter where life takes them, they'll always be there for each other, pushing each other to explore new heights of pleasure and intimacy.

The night is far from over as Dan and Claire continue to explore each other's desires. Claire helps Dan into a slinky red dress, complete with strappy heels and a bold red lip. He twirls around, feeling sexy and confident in his feminine attire.

"You look absolutely stunning, Dan," Claire says, her eyes full of desire. "I can't wait to take you to bed again."

Dan grins, feeling a rush of excitement at the thought of what's to come. They climb onto the bed, their hands roaming over each other's bodies as they kiss deeply.

Claire runs her hands up Dan's thighs, feeling the smoothness of his freshly shaven skin. She pulls his dress up to reveal his lacy panties, then slides her hand inside to feel his hard cock.

"You're so wet," she says, grinning at him. "I think you like dressing up as a girl more than you let on."

Dan blushes, feeling a mix of shame and excitement at Claire's words. He's always felt ashamed of his desire to dress up as a girl, but with Claire, he feels free to explore that side of himself without judgment.

"Yes," he admits, his voice barely above a whisper. "I love it. I love feeling pretty and feminine and submissive."

Claire smiles, kissing him deeply as she starts to stroke his cock. He moans into her mouth, thrusting his hips forward to meet her touch.

They continue to kiss and touch each other, their passion building with each passing moment. Dan can feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, his body thrumming with pleasure.

Finally, he can't take it anymore. He comes with a loud moan, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. Claire keeps stroking him, milking every last drop of cum from his cock.

They collapse onto the bed, panting and sweaty, their bodies entwined in a tangle of limbs and sheets. Dan can feel Claire's warmth against his skin, and he knows that there's nowhere he'd rather be than right here, with her.

"That was amazing," he says, smiling up at her.

Claire grins, kissing him on the forehead. "I know," she says. "And there's so much more we can do. I have so many ideas for the rest of the night."

Dan can feel his heart racing with excitement at the thought of what's to come. He knows that with Claire, anything is possible, and he can't wait to see where their passion takes them next.

Claire can see the excitement and anticipation in Dan's eyes as she starts to undress him. She loves the way he looks in women's clothing, the way he moves and the way it makes him feel.

"You love dressing up for me, don't you, Dan?" she asks, running her hands over his smooth chest.

Dan nods eagerly, feeling a rush of arousal at the thought of Claire enjoying his feminine side. He's never felt so comfortable in his own skin as he does when he's dressed up like this, and he knows that Claire is the only one who truly understands and accepts that part of him.

"Good," she says, handing him a pair of black fishnet stockings. "Put these on for me, baby."

Dan slips the stockings on, feeling the silky fabric glide over his skin. He loves the way they make his legs look long and sexy, and he can feel himself getting turned on just thinking about it.

Next, Claire hands him a matching black lace thong. He slips it on, feeling the fabric hug his curves as he adjusts it around his waist.

"God, you look so hot, Dan," Claire says, running her hands over his body. "I can't wait to have you all to myself."

Dan grins, feeling a sense of excitement and anticipation building within him. He can't wait to explore more of his feminine side with Claire, and he knows that with her, anything is possible.

They climb onto the bed, their bodies entwined in a tangle of limbs and sheets. Dan can feel Claire's warmth against his skin as she kisses him deeply, her hands roaming over his body.

As they continue to kiss and touch each other, Dan can feel himself getting more and more turned on. He loves the way he feels when he's dressed up like this, the way it makes him feel sexy and desirable.

Suddenly, Claire pulls away, grinning mischievously. "I have an idea," she says.

She pulls out a bottle of lube, then starts to rub it all over Dan's cock and balls. He gasps, feeling the coolness of the lube on his sensitive skin.

"What are you doing?" he asks, feeling a mixture of excitement and trepidation.

"I want to try something new," Claire says, grinning at him. "I want you to come all over my face."

Dan feels a rush of arousal at the thought, and he knows that he's powerless to resist Claire's charms. He lets her lead him, trusting her to take him to new heights of pleasure.

Claire starts to stroke Dan's cock, her hands moving up and down his length as she watches him intently. Dan can feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, his body thrumming with pleasure.

Finally, he can't take it anymore. He comes with a loud moan, his cum shooting out in thick, white ropes that land all over Claire's face.

Claire grins, licking her lips as she scoops up some of Dan's cum with her fingers. She licks it off, then leans in to kiss him deeply, sharing the taste of his cum with him.

Dan can't believe how good it feels to be this turned on, to be exploring his deepest desires with someone he loves and trusts completely. He knows that with Claire, anything is possible, and he can't wait to see where their passion takes them next.

As Dan and Claire lay in bed, basking in the afterglow of their passionate encounter, Dan can't help but feel a sense of deep satisfaction. He knows that with Claire, he can explore his deepest desires without judgment or shame, and that makes him feel more alive than ever before.

Claire snuggles up to him, running her fingers through his hair. "That was amazing, Dan," she says, kissing him on the forehead.

Dan grins, feeling a sense of warmth and contentment wash over him. "I know," he says. "I can't believe how much I love dressing up like this."

Claire smiles, running her hands over Dan's body. "I know you do," she says. "And I love it too. I love the way you look, the way you move, the way you make me feel."

Dan blushes, feeling a mix of pride and arousal at Claire's words. He loves the way she accepts and loves him for who he is, and he knows that there's no one else in the world who could make him feel this way.

Suddenly, Claire sits up, a mischievous grin on her face. "I have an idea," she says. "Why don't we go out tonight? I want to take you to a club, let you show off your sexy feminine side."

Dan feels a rush of excitement at the thought. He's never been out in public dressed like this, and the thought of being seen and admired by others makes him feel alive with anticipation.

"Okay," he says, grinning from ear to ear. "Let's do it."

Claire helps Dan get dressed, selecting a skimpy red dress that hugs his curves in all the right places. She puts a pair of black stiletto heels on his feet, then applies a bold red lip and smoky eye makeup to complete the look.

Dan can't believe how good he looks, how sexy and desirable he feels. He knows that he's never felt more alive than he does in this moment, dressed up like a beautiful woman and ready to take on the world.

As they walk into the club, Dan can feel all eyes on him. He knows that he's turning heads, that people are admiring him for his beauty and his confidence.

He feels a rush of excitement as Claire leads him onto the dance floor, where they start to move to the beat of the music. Dan can feel the heat between them building, the passion and desire growing with each passing moment.

Suddenly, Claire pulls Dan close, her lips meeting his in a deep, passionate kiss. Dan feels a surge of arousal, his cock growing hard as he surrenders to the pleasure of the moment.

They dance together, their bodies entwined in a tangle of limbs and desire. Dan can feel the fabric of his dress hugging his curves, the silkiness of his stockings against his skin.

After dinner, Claire instructed Dan to load the dishwasher and meet her upstairs once he had completed his household chores. She reminded him that he had been neglecting his domestic duties and that it was time for him to start taking responsibility for maintaining the cleanliness of their home. Claire was determined to train Dan as her submissive sissy and would not tolerate any excuses for his behavior.

"If you fail to meet my expectations, there will be consequences. Severe ones," Claire warned Dan, leaving him with no doubt that she was serious about their arrangement.

As Dan set to work, Claire went upstairs to prepare for the next stage of their evening. She slipped into a black vintage waspie waist cincher, high-waisted panties, whirlpool bra, black lace suspender belt, and blue seamed stockings, reveling in the power that her lingerie gave her.

When Dan finally joined her in the bedroom, Claire could see that he was nervous. He wore a lacy thong and matching bra, both of which hugged his curves perfectly.

"You look like a true sissy now," Claire purred, running her hands over his smooth skin.

She pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him, straddling him with her legs. "Are you ready to serve me, sissy?" she asked, her eyes filled with desire.

Dan nodded eagerly, knowing that he was there to submit to Claire's every whim.

Claire played with Dan's ass, making him beg for more, while also teasing his cock until he was ready to explode. They had incredible, passionate sex over the course of the entire evening, exploring each other's deepest desires and fantasies.

As they lay there, panting and sweaty, Claire knew that Dan was hers to command. She was eager to continue exploring his submissive side, pushing him further and further into the depths of his desires.

As Dan walked into the bedroom, he was met with the sight of Claire laying on the bed with her laptop open, searching for some sissy porn. He couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement at the thought of indulging in their shared kinks and fetishes.

It took Claire a few minutes to find exactly what she was looking for, but in the end, she found some really hot and sexy shemales, crossdressers, and sissy porn captions that made her heart race and her body ache with desire.

Moments later, Dan couldn't resist the urge to join in on the fun. He walked over to Claire, his jaw dropping at the visual treat she was giving him in her retro lingerie.

"Screw me!" he exclaimed, unable to contain his lust any longer.

Claire looked up at him seductively, her eyes smoldering with desire. "You approve?" she asked, knowing full well that Dan was eager to indulge in their shared fantasies.

Dan nodded eagerly, climbing onto the bed and straddling Claire's hips. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a searing kiss that left them both breathless and wanting more.

Claire moaned into Dan's mouth, her hands roaming over his body as he ground his hips against hers. She could feel the heat and hardness of his cock pressing against her, driving her wild with need.

Without breaking the kiss, Dan reached down and pulled Claire's panties to the side, revealing her dripping wet pussy. He slid two fingers inside, feeling her slickness and tightness as he pumped them in and out.

Claire gasped, breaking the kiss to moan out loud. "Yes, Dan," she panted. "Finger my pussy."

Dan complied, thrusting his fingers harder and faster until Claire was writhing beneath him in ecstasy. He could feel her walls clenching around his fingers, signaling that she was close to orgasm.

Just as Claire was about to come undone, Dan pulled his fingers out and replaced them with his hard cock. He pushed inside, filling her to the hilt and making her cry out in pleasure.

They moved together in perfect harmony, their bodies syncing up as they reached new heights of pleasure. Dan's cock pounded into Claire's pussy, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Finally, with one last thrust, they both came together in a rush of ecstasy. Dan collapsed onto Claire's chest, their bodies slick with sweat and their hearts racing with pleasure.

Later, Dan burst into the bedroom, like a dog that hasn't seen his mistress, Claire, for weeks. He was excited, and it was evident from the pre-cum dribbling out of his tiny cock and the drool coming from his mouth. He was anticipating a wild, erotic night with his hot wife, and he knew she would not disappoint.

As he settled onto the bed, propping himself up on a pillow, he noticed Claire engrossed in something on her laptop. "I didn't think you liked porn?" he queried, curious about what had her attention.

Claire turned her laptop to him, revealing an image of two crossdressers kissing each other. The sight of them sent a shiver down Dan's spine, and he couldn't help but feel aroused at the thought of exploring their world.

The crossdressers were both in their early forties, one blonde and the other brunette. The brunette was wearing a tight-fitting, zebra-striped dress, black fishnet stockings, and thigh-high boots. The blonde was attired in ruby red stockings, pink ruffled panties, and a matching bra. They were both wearing heavy makeup, mascara, bright fluorescent lipstick, and wigs. In the first image of them kissing, they looked like sexy tarts, and Dan could feel his excitement building with every passing moment.

As Claire scrolled through the images, Dan could see himself getting more and more turned on. The lingerie, the stockings, the panties, the dresses, the heels, and the makeup were all so erotic, and he couldn't wait to experience it all with Claire.

"I want to try that," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Claire smiled, knowing exactly what he meant. She had always been open to exploring Dan's deepest desires, and she knew that tonight was the perfect opportunity to do just that.

She got up from the bed, walked over to the closet, and pulled out a selection of lingerie, stockings, dresses, and heels. Dan watched as she laid them out on the bed, feeling his cock grow harder with each passing moment.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice firm and confident.

Dan did as he was told, peeling off his clothes until he was standing naked before her. Claire ran her hands over his body, feeling the softness of his skin, before grabbing a razor and shaving cream.

She lathered up his body, shaving every inch until he was completely smooth. Dan moaned as she touched him, his cock growing harder with each passing moment.

"Now put these on," she said, handing him a pair of pink ruffled panties and a matching bra.

Dan slipped them on, feeling the softness of the fabric against his skin. Claire helped him into the dress, adjusting it until it fit him perfectly. She pulled up the stockings, fastening them to a garter belt that held them in place.

Finally, she helped him into the heels, admiring the way they made his legs look longer and leaner. Dan looked at himself in the mirror, amazed at how beautiful he looked.

"I want you to fuck me, Dan," Claire said, pulling him towards the bed.

Dan climbed on top of her, his cock straining against the pink panties. Claire wrapped her legs around him, pulling him in closer until he was deep inside her.

They fucked for hours, exploring each other's bodies, and experiencing every pleasure that came their way. They screamed, moaned, and whispered dirty things to each other, their passion growing with every passing moment.

Finally, as the sun started to rise, they collapsed in a heap, exhausted and spent, but completely satisfied. Dan looked at Claire, knowing that he had found the perfect partner in life and in love.

Claire lay there, basking in the afterglow of their passionate lovemaking. She felt Dan's arms wrap around her, holding her close as they both caught their breath.

"That was incredible," Dan said, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "I never knew it could feel so good to dress up like a girl."

Claire smiled, feeling a sense of pride wash over her. She had helped Dan embrace his true self, and she was grateful to be a part of his journey.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," she said, stroking his hair. "We can do it again sometime."

Dan nodded, his eyes closing as he drifted off to sleep. Claire lay there for a while longer, admiring the way the morning light played across his face. She knew that their love was unconventional, but she didn't care. As long as they had each other, nothing else mattered.

Eventually, she got up and started to get dressed, putting on her own lingerie and stockings. Dan stirred in his sleep, watching her with sleepy eyes.

"Where are you going?" he asked.

"I have to go to work," she said, smiling. "But don't worry, we'll see each other soon."

The following week Dan walked over to Claire, his stockings swishing together with each step. He sat down next to her and took her left hand, gazing into her sultry eyes.

"Claire, you are the best thing that has ever happened to me," he said, his voice trembling with emotion. "The days we have spent dressed up together have been amazing. I never knew that it was possible to feel such intense pleasure and happiness. I have also discovered something about myself."

Claire held her breath, waiting for Dan to continue. He took out a small box, opened it, and revealed an engagement ring.

"Nothing on this planet would give me greater pleasure than if you would let me be your she-male bride," he said, sliding the ring onto her third finger.

Tears flooded Claire's eyes, and she jumped up, embracing Dan tightly. "Yes, yes, yes," she sobbed in a trembling voice. They held each other, tears streaming down their faces.

"When can you leave here and join me?" Claire asked, pulling away.

"How about tomorrow?" Dan replied, his apartment lease ending at the end of the month. Claire nodded, gazing into his eyes.

They lay cuddling, comparing their engagement rings. Both were diamond solitaires, and Claire promised to get Dan a matching wedding ring as soon as she could.

After a while, Claire got up and walked into Dan's bedroom. "Follow me," she said. "Now that you're going to be my bride, I want us to perform our own ceremony tonight."

Dan followed her, wondering what she had in mind. "First, let's take off these sticky clothes and freshen up a little," she said.

They undressed, revealing the lingerie and stockings beneath. Claire took out her makeup kit and started applying it to Dan's face, accentuating his already beautiful features.

"God, you look amazing," she said, kissing him deeply.

Dan felt a thrill of pleasure shoot through his body. He had never felt so beautiful, so desired. Claire slipped a lacy white dress over his head, then helped him into a pair of high heels.

"You're so fucking hot," she said, admiring him from head to toe. "I can't wait to fuck you all night long."

Dan's cock twitched in response. He had never felt so aroused, so ready to explore his deepest desires.

Claire pushed him onto the bed and climbed on top of him, her fingers tracing down his body to his tight little ass.

"You want me to fuck you, baby?" she whispered in his ear.

Dan moaned, nodding eagerly.

Claire took out a strap-on dildo, slipping it on and positioning herself at Dan's entrance. She pushed in slowly, letting Dan adjust to the sensation.

"Oh fuck, Claire," Dan moaned, gripping the sheets tightly.

Claire started to thrust in and out, her movements becoming more forceful with each passing moment. Dan matched her movements, driving his ass back against her dildo.

The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room as they fucked with abandon, their bodies slick with sweat and desire.

"Oh god, I'm going to come," Dan moaned, feeling the pleasure build within him.

Claire pounded into him harder, pushing him over the edge. He came, his cock pulsing with each spurt of cum.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty. "That was amazing," Claire said, kissing him deeply.

Dan nodded, feeling a deep sense of love and belonging. He knew that he had found his true soulmate in Claire, and he was excited to explore all of their deepest desires together.

Dan and Claire began to seductively remove each other's clothes, enjoying every moment of the sensual experience. Once they were both stripped down to their bare skin, Claire suggested that they needed to get Dan some false nails for their special evening together. She removed all of his rings apart from his engagement ring, and then pulled out a false nail kit from her bag. The nails were already pre-colored in a lovely crimson red, and only needed attaching and trimming to shape.

Claire proceeded to attach each nail in turn with the glue provided, and then carefully trimmed them to be quite long. Each nail extended past the end of Dan's fingers by at least half an inch. Although he was worried that he wouldn't be able to hold or eat anything, he had to admit that they looked good.

Next, Claire freshened up Dan's makeup, which had become a bit smudged. She first touched up his foundation, rubbing the new liquid in evenly until his face had a lovely deep tan. Then, using an eyebrow pencil, she added a darker color to his already curvy eyebrows to accentuate their feminine shape.

Claire picked up a black eyeliner pencil and began to use it on the rims of Dan's eyelids, creating a thick and sexy look around his eyes. She then applied dark shades of eye shadow to his eyelids to produce a lovely fading color tone. After that, she applied another coat of thick black mascara onto his already long lashes, which made them look even longer and thicker.

Using reddish blush, Claire highlighted Dan's cheekbones and then applied powder using a powder puff to help lock in the makeup and reduce any shine. She picked up a crimson red lip pencil and carefully outlined Dan's lips before applying a tube of crimson red lipstick, generously filling in his lips. Finally, she added a deep gloss over the top of the lipstick, making Dan's lips look even fuller and more succulent.

"All done," Claire said, holding up a mirror for Dan to see his face. She had applied a little more makeup than usual, giving him a very sultry and glamorous look.

"It's our wedding evening, we've got to look our best," she giggled.

Next, Claire took out a long blonde wig that Dan had worn the previous weekend and, removing his shorter wig, fitted the longer one onto his head. She spent five minutes teasing his hair into its long flowing glamorous style, and Dan could feel the soft hair brushing against his back and shoulders. It tickled slightly but felt so sensual.

Dan was now sitting there completely naked apart from his silicone breast forms, which still hung on his chest. Claire went to her bag and lifted out a white corset with dangling suspender clips. The corset was made from the purest white satin and lace and had stiffening strips running down from just under the breast cups to the waistline.

Claire asked Dan to stand while she fitted the corset around him, and it fit perfectly around his breasts, pulling them up to produce a deep cleavage. She had to pull quite hard around his waist to fasten the corset and said, "take a deep breath." Dan did as requested, and this had the effect of pulling in his waist so that she could fasten the corset clips, but also to push up his breasts a little further.

When Claire was done, Dan relaxed and could feel that his waist had been squeezed into a much shapelier and feminine waistline. "This is quite tight," he remarked.

"You'll soon get used to it," she said. "We girls have to squeeze into tight things like this to please our partners sometimes, you know!"

"Hey, I don't mind," Dan said. "It makes me look more feminine anyway."

Claire smiled at Dan's words, admiring him in his white corset with dangling suspender clips. She couldn't resist running her hands over his silky-smooth skin, reveling in the softness of his curves and the firmness of his breasts.

"Are you ready for the next part of our special evening?" she asked, her voice low and seductive.

Dan nodded eagerly, excited to see what else she had in store for him. He felt so alive and free when he was with Claire, exploring new facets of his sexuality and pushing the boundaries of gender roles.

Claire picked out a sexy black dress with a plunging neckline that showed off Dan's cleavage to perfection. She helped him slip into it, admiring the way it clung to his curves and flowed down to his ankles in a cascade of silky fabric.

She then picked out a pair of matching black panties, sliding them up Dan's smooth legs until they hugged his hips snugly. The panties were made of a sheer fabric that left little to the imagination, and Dan felt a thrill of excitement as he imagined what it would feel like to have Claire's hands all over him.

To complete the outfit, Claire chose a pair of strappy black heels that elongated Dan's legs and made him feel taller and more feminine. She helped him slip them on, admiring the way they looked against his freshly painted toenails.

Dan couldn't help but feel a little bit nervous as Claire led him over to the full-length mirror in the corner of the room. He had never dressed up like this before, and he wasn't sure how he looked.

But as soon as he caught sight of his reflection, he felt a surge of pride and excitement. He looked stunning in his black dress and strappy heels, with his hair flowing down his back and his lips painted a deep shade of red.

"Wow," he breathed, feeling a rush of arousal course through his body. "I look amazing."

Claire smiled at his reaction, wrapping her arms around his waist and nuzzling her cheek against his. "You are amazing," she whispered, kissing him softly on the lips.

As they kissed, Dan felt his body come alive with desire. He could feel the softness of Claire's skin against his, the heat of her body pressing against his own.

Without a word, they moved over to the bed, sinking down onto the soft mattress and exploring each other's bodies with wild abandon. Dan felt Claire's hands all over him, caressing his breasts and running her fingers over his smooth skin.

He moaned softly as she kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth with a fierce intensity. She pushed him back onto the pillows, straddling him and grinding her hips against his.

Dan gasped as he felt her fingers sliding down between his legs, brushing against the sheer fabric of his panties. He arched his back, pressing his hips up into her touch and reveling in the sensation of her hands exploring his body.

Their passion burned bright and intense, and they lost themselves in each other for hours on end. Dan felt like he was floating on a cloud, lost in a sea of pleasure and desire.

As the night wore on, they lay together in a tangle of limbs and blankets, holding each other close and whispering sweet nothings into each other's ears. Dan knew that this was just the beginning of their journey together, and he couldn't wait to see where it would lead them.

---

Tropical Transformation

Erica Smooth

The island, a breathtaking oasis of lush greenery and crystalline waters, was hidden from the world by an enchanting veil of mystery. Unbeknownst to many, it possessed an ancient magic that could transform the lives of those who set foot upon its shores.

Frank, a ruggedly handsome man with piercing blue eyes and a muscular frame, had been lured to the island by tales of unimaginable beauty and hidden treasures. He arrived on a small wooden sailboat, the salty ocean breeze tousling his short, sandy blond hair as he set foot on the powdery white sand.

As he ventured deeper into the heart of the island, he was struck by the vibrant colors and the intoxicating scents that seemed to fill the air. The fragrance of exotic flowers mingled with the salty tang of the ocean, awakening a deep yearning within him. Unaware of the magic that permeated the island, he was drawn to a secluded lagoon, its shimmering waters beckoning to him like a siren's song.

Compelled by a force he could not comprehend, Frank stripped off his clothing and waded into the crystal-clear water. The sensation of the cool liquid against his skin was unlike anything he had ever experienced, sending a shiver down his spine as it caressed every inch of his body.

As he submerged himself in the inviting depths, he felt a tingling sensation spreading across his skin, the delicate touch of the island's magic weaving its spell around him. The enchantment surged through his body, shifting and reshaping him in ways he could not yet understand.

When Frank finally emerged from the water, he felt a profound change within himself. He looked down at his body, astonished to see that his once muscular form had been transformed into a stunningly feminine silhouette. His broad shoulders had become slender and graceful, his chest now adorned with full, supple breasts. His waist had narrowed, accentuating the seductive curve of his hips, while his once-strong legs were now long and shapely.

Stunned by the transformation, Frank, now Frankie, gazed at her reflection in the still waters of the lagoon. Her face had softened, her once-stern features now imbued with a delicate, ethereal beauty. Her eyes, still the same piercing blue, were framed by thick, dark lashes, while her lips had become full and inviting.

As Frankie stood at the water's edge, she realized that the island had not only transformed her body but also awakened a deep, primal hunger within her soul. She yearned to explore the depths of her newfound femininity, to discover the secrets of pleasure and desire that had been hidden from her in her previous life.

Determined to embrace her new identity, Frankie set out to explore the island and its magical properties, unaware that her journey would lead her to discover not only the power of her own sensuality but also the love of a man who would change her life forever.

And so, the tale of Frankie's transformation and her adventures on the enchanted island began, a journey that would span the depths of passion, love, and self-discovery, and forever alter the course of her destiny.

The sun lazily set below the horizon, casting a warm golden glow on the tranquil azure waters. Waves gently kissed the pristine white sand, leaving behind a soft hiss that mingled with the rustling leaves of the palm trees overhead. The scent of salt and fresh tropical fruit filled the air, accompanied by the distant call of exotic birds. Frank, now transformed into Frankie, had arrived on this secluded paradise island as a guest for an exclusive, mysterious event. Little did he know that his life would be irrevocably changed.

Frankie  had been a well-built, muscular man with a chiseled jaw, broad shoulders, and short-cropped dark hair. After his transformation, Frankie now stood at a petite 5'4", with a slender waist, shapely hips, and perky breasts that strained against the thin fabric of her red silk dress. Her face had softened into delicate feminine features, framed by luscious, flowing auburn locks that cascaded down her back. Her hazel eyes held a mischievous glint that belied her newly-acquired innocence.

As she pulled the sheer black stockings up her freshly-shaved legs, Frankie reveled in the smooth, silky sensation that sent shivers up her spine. She fastened the lacy garter belt around her waist, feeling the cool metal clasps gently tug against her thighs. "Well, isn't this a change of pace?" she mused to herself, adjusting her dress to hug her curves even more enticingly. She slipped into a pair of black, patent leather stiletto heels, completing her transformation into a sultry, seductive vixen.

With a deep breath, Frankie stepped out of the bamboo beach hut, her heels sinking into the soft sand as she made her way to the lavish beachside party. Tiki torches illuminated the night, casting flickering shadows on the swaying palm trees as the warm sea breeze tousled her hair. The thump of rhythmic island drums and the clinking of glasses filled the air, mixed with sultry laughter and hushed whispers. “Other people,” she said out loud.

She hesitated at the edge of the gathering, suddenly self-conscious of her new form. Frankie felt a hand on her lower back, and she turned to see a tall, dark-skinned man with a chiseled physique and piercing green eyes. He wore a loose white linen shirt and black slacks that accentuated his athletic build. "You look absolutely stunning," he murmured, his voice deep and velvety.

Frankie blushed, her cheeks flushing with a rosy hue. "Thank you," she whispered, her voice soft and feminine. She knew she should feel uncomfortable, but the compliments from this handsome stranger sent a thrill through her body.

"Allow me to introduce myself," he said, extending a hand. "I'm Julian. You must be Frankie."

Frankie hesitated for a moment before placing her delicate hand in his. "Yes, that's me," she confirmed, her voice barely audible above the sound of the party.

Julian led her onto the dance floor, their bodies swaying to the hypnotic beat of the music. As they danced, Frankie could feel the heat of his body, the firm muscles rippling beneath his shirt as he pressed closer to her. The scent of his cologne, a mixture of musk and sandalwood, was intoxicating.

As the night wore on, Frankie found herself lost in the erotic world of her new feminine form. The sensation of silk against her skin, the soft press of Julian's lips against her neck, and the heady allure of desire consumed her. Her transformation had awakened a hunger deep within her that she never knew existed.

As the party reached its peak, Frankie and Julian found themselves in a secluded corner of the beach, away from the flickering torchlight and rhythmic music. The sound of the waves crashing against the shore and the warm sea breeze provided the perfect backdrop for their heated exchange.

Julian's hands roamed over Frankie's body, exploring her curves with a mixture of tenderness and urgency. Her breath hitched in her throat as his fingertips grazed the swell of her breasts, sending a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

"God, you're beautiful," Julian whispered into her ear, his breath hot against her skin. "I've never wanted anyone as much as I want you right now."

Frankie's heart raced, and her body ached with desire. She had never experienced this intensity of passion before. Even as Frank, she had never felt such an overwhelming need to be touched, to be devoured.

As Julian's lips found hers, she melted into the embrace, her hands tangling in his dark hair. Their mouths moved together in a dance of lust and longing, tongues exploring and teasing each other. Frankie's legs grew weak, her body quivering with anticipation as Julian's hands began to wander beneath her dress, tracing the outline of her garter belt and the apex of her thighs.

"Please," she moaned against his lips, her voice thick with desire. "I need you."

Julian pulled back, his green eyes burning with intensity. "Are you sure?" he asked, his voice husky with restraint.

Frankie nodded, her hazel eyes pleading. "Yes, I've never been more sure of anything in my life."

With that affirmation, Julian's restraint shattered. He lifted Frankie into his strong arms and carried her to a nearby cluster of palm trees, providing just enough privacy for their passionate encounter. As the waves continued to crash against the shore, Frankie and Julian gave in to their carnal desires, exploring the depths of their newfound passion under the canopy of stars.

As the first light of dawn began to break over the horizon, Frankie and Julian lay entwined in each other's arms, their bodies slick with sweat and their breaths mingling in the warm tropical air. Frankie traced her fingers over Julian's chest, marveling at the experience of her transformation and the passionate night that had unfolded.

As she looked into Julian's eyes, she knew that her life had been forever changed. She had embraced her femininity and discovered a world of pleasure and desire that she had never before imagined. In the arms of this handsome stranger, Frankie had found not only the key to her own transformation but also the key to unlocking the deepest, most primal desires that lay within her soul.

As the days on the island turned into weeks, Frankie found herself growing more comfortable in her new body. Her transformation, initially shocking and unexpected, had opened doors to experiences and pleasures she never would have thought possible. Julian, her mysterious lover, became her guide and confidant, teaching her about the sensual nuances of her femininity.

Together, they explored the island's lush jungles, discovering hidden waterfalls and secret coves where they could steal away for passionate encounters. The heat of the tropical sun only served to fuel their desire for one another, their bodies glistening with sweat as they made love in the dappled shade of the rainforest.

As Frankie's confidence grew, so too did her curiosity. She wondered what other secrets the island held and what other transformations might be possible. She confided her thoughts to Julian one night as they lay on the beach, the waves lapping at their feet and the moon casting a silvery glow over their entwined bodies.

Julian's eyes twinkled with a knowing smile. "The island is full of mysteries and hidden power," he whispered, his lips brushing against her ear. "If you're willing to explore further, I can show you things you've only dreamed of."

Frankie felt a shiver of excitement run down her spine. She knew that with Julian by her side, she could face any challenge and unlock the deepest, most hidden aspects of her true self. "Yes," she breathed, her voice full of determination. "Show me everything."

In the weeks that followed, Julian introduced Frankie to the island's ancient magic, teaching her the secrets of transformation and the art of seduction. They practiced their newfound powers in the privacy of their secluded coves, shaping and changing their bodies to fulfill their most intimate fantasies.

With each new experience, Frankie felt her connection to Julian grow stronger. They had become more than just lovers; they were partners in this erotic journey of self-discovery, bound together by the secrets they shared and the passions they ignited in one another.

As the sun set on their final night on the island, Frankie and Julian stood hand in hand at the edge of the sea, their bodies bathed in the warm glow of the setting sun. They had explored the depths of their desires and the limits of their transformations, and now it was time to return to the world beyond the island's shores.

As the waves lapped at their feet, Frankie turned to Julian and whispered, "I will never forget what we've shared here. The magic, the passion, and the love. You've shown me who I truly am, and for that, I will be forever grateful."

Julian's eyes shone with love and pride as he pulled her close, their lips meeting in a tender, lingering kiss. "You are a remarkable woman, Frankie," he murmured against her lips. "Never forget that."

As they stepped onto the boat that would take them back to the mainland, Frankie knew that her life would never be the same. She had discovered her true self on this enchanted island, and with Julian by her side, she was ready to face whatever the future held, confident in the power of her femininity and the strength of their love.

As Frankie and Julian set sail from the enchanted island, their desire for one another continued to burn with an unquenchable intensity. The shared memories of their erotic adventures fueled their passion, driving them to new heights of pleasure and exploration.

One night, as the full moon cast its silvery light over the undulating waves, Julian led Frankie below deck to their private cabin. The room was dimly lit by flickering candles, their soft glow casting seductive shadows on the silk sheets that adorned the large bed.

Frankie, dressed in a delicate white lace negligee that clung to her every curve, gazed into Julian's eyes, her breath catching in her throat as she saw the raw hunger that smoldered there. Julian, clad only in tight, black boxer briefs, stepped toward her, his muscular body rippling with barely restrained desire.

"Tonight," Julian whispered, his voice thick with lust, "I want to worship every inch of your body, to savor your taste and your scent until you're writhing beneath me, begging for release."

Frankie's heart raced at his words, her body responding to the promise of pleasure with a flood of heat between her thighs. She nodded, wordlessly giving herself over to his skilled touch and the ecstasy she knew it would bring.

Julian began by gently removing Frankie's negligee, allowing the thin fabric to slip from her shoulders and pool at her feet. He gazed at her naked form, his green eyes raking over her body with an intensity that made her shiver in anticipation.

He led her to the bed, urging her to lie down on the silk sheets before kneeling beside her. With practiced ease, Julian began to explore her body with his hands and mouth, leaving a trail of searing kisses and teasing touches from the curve of her neck to the swell of her breasts.

As Julian's lips closed around one pert nipple, Frankie gasped, her back arching off the bed as a jolt of pleasure raced through her. He continued his sensual assault, lavishing attention on her other breast before moving lower, his tongue tracing a wet path down her stomach and stopping just above the juncture of her thighs.

Frankie whimpered, the heat building within her reaching a fever pitch as Julian's teasing brought her to the edge of sanity. He looked up at her, his green eyes dark with lust, and whispered, "Are you ready for more?"

"Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling with need. "Please, Julian. Don't make me wait any longer."

With a wicked smile, Julian positioned himself between her legs, his strong arms bracing on either side of her body as he lowered his mouth to her aching core. He tasted her with long, slow strokes of his tongue, savoring her sweetness and relishing the way her body quivered beneath his touch.

Frankie's world narrowed to the exquisite sensations Julian elicited from her, her breath coming in short, gasping moans as he drove her closer and closer to the brink of release. Just as she felt herself teetering on the edge of climax, Julian paused, pulling back to look into her eyes.

"Are you ready to surrender yourself to me?" he asked, his voice rough with desire.

Frankie nodded, tears of need prickling at the corners of her eyes. "Yes, Julian. I'm yours. Take me."

With a groan of pure need, Julian positioned himself at her entrance, his throbbing length teasing her before he plunged into her with a single, powerful stroke. As they moved together, their bodies slick with sweat and desire, Frankie knew that they had transcended the limits of pleasure, exploring the depths of passion in a way that few had ever experienced. Their passionate union was a testament to the power of their love and the bond they had forged on the enchanted island, a connection that could withstand any storm life might bring.

Julian drove into Frankie with a primal intensity, each thrust pushing her further into the throes of ecstasy. Their moans and gasps filled the air, mingling with the sound of crashing waves outside as they chased their pleasure together.

As Frankie felt the coil of tension within her tighten, she reached up to wrap her arms around Julian's neck, drawing him down for a searing, desperate kiss. Their tongues tangled together, a wild dance of desire that mirrored their frenzied coupling.

"I'm close," Frankie panted against Julian's lips, her body trembling beneath him as her climax threatened to consume her.

"Let go," Julian growled, his own control slipping as he felt her tight walls clench around him. "Come with me, Frankie. Let's reach the stars together."

With a final, shuddering cry, Frankie surrendered to the tidal wave of pleasure that crashed over her, her entire body convulsing as her climax tore through her. Julian followed her into the abyss, his own release painting her inner walls as he buried his face in the crook of her neck, his body shuddering with the force of his passion.

As their breathing slowed and their bodies began to untangle, Frankie and Julian lay side by side on the silk sheets, their limbs still entwined and their hearts beating in perfect unison. The intensity of their lovemaking had taken them to new heights of pleasure, solidifying their connection in a way that words could never express.

As they lay there, basking in the afterglow of their passion, Frankie knew that her life had been forever changed by her time on the island and her love for Julian. Together, they had unlocked the secrets of desire and the power of transformation, forging a bond that would last a lifetime. And as they set sail for the horizon, ready to face whatever the future held, they knew that their love would continue to burn as brightly and fiercely as the tropical sun.

As Frankie and Julian's boat cut through the deep blue waves, they reveled in the newfound depths of their passion. They believed their journey would continue uninterrupted, but the fickle sea had other plans. Just as they thought they had left the enchanted island behind forever, a sudden storm blew them off course, the winds howling and the waves crashing around them with terrifying force.

Despite their best efforts to steer clear of the storm, they found themselves washed ashore on the very island they thought they had left behind. Drenched and exhausted, they made their way back to their previous shelter, a simple but comfortable hut nestled among the lush foliage of the island.

As the storm raged outside, Frankie and Julian found solace in each other's arms, their bodies warming each other as the rain pelted the roof of their refuge. As the night wore on, the storm gradually abated, and the soothing sound of the raindrops gave way to the familiar melody of the island's nocturnal creatures.

In the days that followed, Frankie and Julian took advantage of their unexpected return to the island. The lush environment and the island's magical properties had awakened a passion for fashion within Frankie, a love for the sensuous and delicate garments that adorned her feminine form. She decided to put on a fashion show for Julian, showcasing the incredible variety of lingerie and stockings she had discovered hidden within the depths of the island.

She spent hours preparing for the show, carefully selecting the most exquisite and enticing pieces from her collection. When the time finally came for her to reveal her carefully chosen ensembles, Frankie emerged from behind a makeshift curtain, her heart pounding with excitement and anticipation.

Julian's eyes widened with delight and desire as he took in the sight before him. Frankie stood before him, clad in a delicate black lace teddy that hugged her every curve, a matching garter belt and stockings adorning her shapely legs. She moved with a sensual grace, the sheer fabric of her stockings whispering against her thighs as she sashayed toward him.

As she continued to model her collection, Frankie could see the effect her display was having on Julian. His eyes devoured her, his gaze smoldering with a barely restrained hunger. As she slipped into a sultry red silk and lace chemise, she decided it was time to share her newfound passion with him.

"Julian," she said, her voice soft and sultry, "I need to tell you about my love for lingerie and stockings. Ever since I first experienced the magic of this island and embraced my femininity, I've felt a deep connection to these delicate, sensual garments. The way they make me feel is like nothing I've ever experienced before."

She paused, taking a deep breath before continuing. "When I put on a pair of stockings, I feel as if I'm being caressed by the very essence of femininity. The silky material against my skin sends shivers down my spine, making me feel beautiful, powerful, and incredibly sexy. And when I wear lingerie, it's like wrapping myself in a delicate, erotic embrace. It's an expression of the passion and desire that burns within me, and I want to share that with you."

As she spoke, Frankie could see the understanding and appreciation in Julian's eyes. He reached out to touch her, his fingertips brushing against the smooth silk of her chemise. "I can see how much this means to you, Frankie," he murmured, his voice husky with emotion. "And I love that you've found this passion, this connection to your femininity. It's beautiful, just like you."

Frankie smiled, her heart swelling with love for this man who had shared her incredible journey of transformation and self-discovery. As they sat together on the soft sand, the warm glow of the setting sun casting their intertwined shadows against the swaying palm trees, Frankie decided to share one more deeply personal revelation with Julian.

"Julian," she began, her voice filled with emotion, "I also want to tell you what it's like to make love as a woman. Before my transformation, I never could have imagined the depth and intensity of the sensations and emotions that making love as a woman could bring. It's a symphony of pleasure, desire, and connection that is unlike anything I've ever experienced."

She took a deep breath, her eyes locked on Julian's, her soul bared before him. "When you touch me, when you kiss me and caress me, it's as if my entire being is set ablaze with passion. Every nerve ending in my body comes alive, and I feel a warmth and a hunger that I never knew existed. And when you enter me, it's like being filled with a molten core of ecstasy, a pleasure so deep and all-consuming that it feels as if our very souls are merging together."

As she spoke, she could see the intensity of Julian's gaze, the emotions that played across his face as he listened to her words. She reached out, her hand gently stroking his cheek as she whispered, "It's because of you, Julian, that I've been able to experience these incredible sensations, this indescribable connection. You've shown me what it means to love and be loved as a woman, and for that, I will be forever grateful."

A single tear slid down Julian's cheek, the depth of his love for Frankie evident in his eyes. "My love," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion, "I am honored to have been a part of your journey, to have shared these experiences and discoveries with you. You are the most incredible, beautiful, and passionate woman I have ever known, and I cherish every moment we have spent together."

As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting the island in a warm, golden glow, Frankie and Julian shared a tender, passionate kiss, sealing their bond and reaffirming their love for one another. They knew that their journey had only just begun, and that together, they would continue to explore the depths of their passion, their love, and their incredible connection.

In the days that followed, Frankie and Julian continued to revel in the magic and mystery of the enchanted island. They discovered hidden coves and secret waterfalls, each new experience deepening their love and strengthening their bond. They made love under the stars, their bodies entwined as the waves crashed around them, their passion a testament to the power and beauty of their love.

Frankie and Julian, after some contemplation, decided to stay on the island for an extended period of time. The enchanting atmosphere and the magical experiences they had shared convinced them that there was still much more to discover.

As they explored the island further, they came across a small village hidden deep within the lush forest. To their surprise, they found that the village was inhabited by others who had undergone similar transformations as Frankie. Men and women who had embraced their newfound gender identities with open hearts and open minds. Frankie and Julian were welcomed warmly by the villagers, who shared their stories and experiences with them.

In the village, Frankie and Julian found a sense of community and belonging that they had never experienced before. They forged deep connections with the villagers, learning from their wisdom and growing as individuals in the process. As they became more comfortable with their new friends, they began to explore the idea of making love to some of them – seeking to broaden their experiences and deepen their understanding of love, passion, and intimacy.

One evening, Frankie and Julian were invited to participate in a sacred ritual held by the villagers, a celebration of love and desire that allowed the participants to freely express their passion and connect with one another on an intimate level. Intrigued by the opportunity to further explore their boundaries and strengthen their bond, Frankie and Julian agreed to partake in the ritual.

As the moon rose high in the sky, casting its silver glow over the village, the ritual began. The participants gathered in a large, open hut, the air heavy with the scent of exotic flowers and the soft glow of candles flickering on their faces. The villagers, adorned in delicate, translucent garments that left little to the imagination, moved gracefully to the hypnotic rhythm of drums, their bodies swaying in a sensuous dance.

As Frankie and Julian watched the entrancing display, they felt a spark of desire ignite within them. Slowly, they allowed themselves to be drawn into the dance, their bodies intertwining with those of the villagers as they moved to the primal beat of the drums. The atmosphere was charged with an electric energy, a palpable sense of passion that seemed to hang in the air like a fine mist.

Throughout the night, Frankie and Julian became more and more immersed in the ritual, their bodies and souls connecting with the villagers in ways they never thought possible. They shared intimate, tender moments with their new friends, their hearts opening to the beauty and depth of the connections they were forming.

As the night wore on, the intensity of the ritual increased, the villagers' movements becoming more passionate and raw. Frankie found herself drawn to a woman named Luna, a beautiful, ethereal creature with long, flowing hair the color of moonlight. Luna's eyes held a depth of wisdom and understanding that captivated Frankie, drawing her in like a moth to a flame.

Luna led Frankie to a secluded corner of the hut, their fingers intertwining as they gazed into each other's eyes. Softly, Luna pressed her lips to Frankie's, their mouths melding together in a slow, sensual kiss. As their bodies pressed together, Frankie could feel her desire for Luna building, her pulse quickening with every beat of her heart.

Meanwhile, Julian found himself captivated by a man named Orion, a tall, muscular villager with piercing blue eyes and a magnetic presence. As they danced together, their bodies brushing against each other with every sway and dip, Julian could feel a powerful connection forming between them – a desire that went beyond the physical and spoke to the very core of his being.

As the ritual drew to a close, Frankie and Julian, along with Luna and Orion, retreated to a private chamber to explore their newfound connections further. They shed their translucent garments, their naked bodies bathed in the soft, flickering candlelight. The four of them lay down on a bed of soft cushions and silk, their eyes locked on one another, anticipation and desire etched on their faces.

Frankie and Luna's bodies pressed together, their lips meeting in a searing, passionate kiss. Their hands roamed over one another's curves, exploring and caressing as they shared their passion. Luna's fingertips traced the contours of Frankie's breasts, teasing her nipples until they stood erect, the sensation sending shivers down Frankie's spine. As their kisses deepened, Luna's hand slid lower, cupping the wet heat between Frankie's thighs and eliciting a moan of pleasure from her lips.

Across the room, Julian and Orion had begun their own exploration of passion and intimacy. Orion's strong hands gripped Julian's hips, guiding him as they moved together, their bodies grinding against one another in a primal dance of desire. Julian's breath caught in his throat as Orion's lips descended to his neck, leaving a trail of heated kisses that sent sparks of pleasure coursing through his veins.

As the night wore on, Frankie, Julian, Luna, and Orion continued to explore the depths of their passion, their bodies intertwined as they discovered new ways to express their love and desire. The room was filled with the sounds of their gasps and moans, the air heavy with the intoxicating scent of their passion.

As the first light of dawn began to filter through the windows, the four lovers lay spent and entwined, their hearts beating in unison as they basked in the afterglow of their shared experience. They knew that their time on the island had forever changed them, opening their hearts and minds to the infinite possibilities of love and connection.

In the days that followed, Frankie and Julian continued to learn from the villagers, their bond deepening as they shared in the magic of the island. They embraced the lessons of love and passion, their hearts expanding to encompass the beauty and depth of the connections they had formed.

As the weeks went by on the enchanted island, Frankie found herself becoming more and more enamored with her newfound femininity. It was a transformation that had awakened in her a deep appreciation for the sensual appeal of all things feminine, a world she had never fully explored before.

Frankie would often sit on the white sand, gazing out at the sparkling turquoise waters, her thoughts drifting to the many aspects of her femininity that she had grown to love. Her fingers would trace the curve of her delicate collarbone, and she would marvel at the way the sun cast a gentle glow on her soft, smooth skin. The transformation had awakened a newfound awareness in her, a heightened sensitivity to the beauty of her own body.

One of the things that Frankie cherished most about her femininity was the world of lingerie that it had opened up to her. She found herself captivated by the delicate lace and silk that adorned her body, the feeling of the soft fabric against her skin sending shivers down her spine. The way that bras and panties hugged her curves, accentuating her feminine form, made her feel powerful and seductive.

Frankie would spend hours admiring her lingerie collection, running her fingers over the intricate lace and delicate embroidery that adorned each piece. She reveled in the way that a simple bra could enhance her cleavage, the gentle pressure of the underwire and the curve of the cups molding her breasts into a perfect, alluring shape. The feeling of the straps hugging her shoulders, the delicate clasp at her back, made her feel secure and feminine in a way she had never experienced before.

Panties, too, held a special allure for Frankie. She loved the way they clung to her hips, their soft fabric nestling against her most intimate curves. She was particularly drawn to the sensual appeal of thongs, their narrow strip of fabric disappearing between her cheeks, leaving her feeling both exposed and enticing. She would often stand before the mirror, turning this way and that, admiring the way the panties framed her derriere and accentuated her feminine form.

Lingerie, Frankie discovered, was a world of endless variety and sensuality. She found herself drawn to teddies and babydolls, their soft, sheer fabric draping over her body like a delicate cloud, leaving her feeling both vulnerable and seductive. Garter belts, too, held a special appeal for her, the straps that connected to her stockings creating a tantalizing web of desire that never failed to ignite her passion.

Another aspect of her femininity that Frankie had grown to appreciate was the smooth, hairless expanse of her legs. She loved the way the sunlight glinted off her shapely calves and thighs, the curve of her ankle, and the delicate arch of her foot. She found herself spending hours in the sun, her legs stretched out before her, marveling at their silky smoothness and the way they seemed to shimmer in the golden light.

Frankie's love of her own femininity extended to the appreciation of her breasts, as well. She found herself constantly in awe of their soft, supple fullness, the way they swayed gently with her every movement, the weight of them in her hands when she cupped them, and the sensitivity of her nipples when they were teased and touched. She discovered that her breasts were a source of both comfort and desire, their presence a constant reminder of her transformation and the world of sensuality that it had opened up to her.

Her lips, too, had become a focal point of her fascination. She loved the way they felt when they were coated in a slick layer of lipstick, the rich, velvety colors making her feel both sophisticated and alluring. She found herself captivated by the sensation of her lips pressing against another's, the softness of their touch and the taste of their desire mingling with her own. She spent hours practicing different techniques of kissing, exploring the myriad ways that her lips could be used to express her passion and seduce those around her.

Frankie also reveled in the feeling of her long, flowing hair cascading down her back, brushing against her shoulders, and framing her face. She delighted in running her fingers through the silky strands, experimenting with various styles that accentuated her features and played up her femininity. She found herself enamored with the way her hair could be both a source of comfort, a warm curtain that shielded her from the world, and a tool of seduction, a sensuous veil that could be used to tease and tantalize.

One of the most powerful aspects of her newfound femininity, Frankie discovered, was the allure of perfume. She found herself captivated by the art of scent, the way that a single drop of fragrant oil could transform her aura and draw others to her like moths to a flame. She spent hours testing various fragrances, delighting in the way they mingled with her natural scent and created a unique, intoxicating aroma that was entirely her own.

Frankie's love for her femininity extended to the rituals and routines that she had adopted since her transformation. She found solace and comfort in the act of grooming, the gentle swipes of her razor removing the last vestiges of her former life as she embraced her new identity. She delighted in the sensation of a freshly shaved leg, the smoothness of her skin a testament to her dedication to her new persona.

Makeup, too, held a special place in Frankie's heart. She found herself fascinated by the artistry and technique involved in its application, the way that a simple brushstroke could transform her features and amplify her beauty. She spent hours studying the different products and techniques, practicing her skills until she could create a flawless, radiant look that showcased her feminine features to their fullest potential.

As the days turned to weeks and the weeks turned to months, Frankie found herself more and more in love with her newfound femininity. The sensual appeal of her delicate lingerie, the smoothness of her legs, the fullness of her breasts, the softness of her lips, the cascade of her hair, and the intoxicating allure of her perfume had all become an integral part of her identity, a celebration of her transformation and the beauty that it had revealed within her.

And as she embraced her femininity, she found herself growing more confident and self-assured, her heart swelling with love and pride for the woman she had become. She knew that her journey had only just begun, but she felt certain that the path she had chosen was the right one, a path that would lead her to a deeper understanding of herself and the world around her. And as she gazed out at the shimmering waters of the enchanted island, her heart full of love and passion, she knew that she had truly found herself in the world of sensuality and femininity that she had so eagerly embraced.

The sun was setting, casting a warm, golden glow over the island as Frankie sat on the soft, white sand, her mind filled with the memories of her intimate experiences since her transformation. As she gazed out at the shimmering turquoise waters, she couldn't help but marvel at the profound change that had occurred within her, not only in her body but in her heart and soul as well. The most profound change of all, however, was the way she now experienced love and intimacy as a woman.

Frankie had discovered that making love as a woman was an entirely different experience from anything she had ever known before. It was a journey of exploration and connection that transcended the physical realm, encompassing not only her body but her heart and mind as well.

One of the most striking aspects of making love as a woman was the sensation of having another person inside of her. It was an experience that was at once incredibly intimate and profoundly vulnerable, a joining of two souls that left her feeling both cherished and exposed.

The first time Frankie had made love in her new body, she had been filled with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. As her lover's body pressed against her own, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss, she found herself flooded with anticipation and desire. And as they moved together, their bodies aligning in perfect harmony, she felt an indescribable sense of connection and belonging.

As her lover's fingers traced the contours of her body, teasing her nipples and caressing the wet heat between her thighs, Frankie found herself on the brink of ecstasy. The anticipation of their union made her heart race, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps as she prepared herself for the moment they would become one.

And then, as her lover gently entered her, she felt a sensation unlike anything she had ever experienced before. It was as if her entire being was suddenly consumed by a searing heat, a delicious fullness that threatened to overwhelm her senses. She felt her body stretching and yielding to accommodate her lover, the sensation both exquisite and intense.

As they moved together, their bodies locked in a primal dance of passion and desire, Frankie discovered that the act of making love as a woman was a symphony of sensations. The feeling of her lover's body pressing against her own, their skin slick with sweat and desire, sent shivers down her spine. The sensation of her lover's breath on her neck, the heated kisses they shared, and the sound of their passionate moans filled her ears, creating a soundtrack of lust and longing that would stay with her forever.

But it was the sensation of having her lover inside her that truly captivated her, the feeling of being filled and stretched, of her body yielding and accommodating to their every movement. It was an indescribable experience, a melding of two souls that left her feeling as if she were floating on a sea of passion and love.

As their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, Frankie found herself lost in the sensations of their lovemaking, her body responding instinctively to the primal rhythm of their passion. And as the intensity of their desire built, she felt herself teetering on the edge of ecstasy, the fire within her threatening to consume her entirely.

And then, in the final moments of their union, as her lover's body tensed and shuddered against her own, she felt a release unlike anything she had ever experienced before. It was a moment of transcendent bliss, a crescendo of pleasure and connection that left her feeling both spent and renewed, her body and soul forever changed by the experience of making love as a woman.

As she sat on the beach, the sun dipping below the horizon and the sky filling with stars, Frankie's thoughts turned to the final moments of her lovemaking experience when her lover had reached their climax, filling her with their warm seed. This sensation held a special significance for her, as it represented the ultimate culmination of their passion and intimacy.

The moment when her lover had released inside her had been one of sublime surrender, a merging of their bodies and souls that left her feeling wholly connected and complete. The feeling of being filled with their warm essence had been a potent reminder of the depth of their connection and the passion that had brought them together.

As she lay in her lover's arms, their bodies still entwined, Frankie reveled in the sensation of their seed mingling with her own wetness, a testament to the intensity of their desire. She felt a deep sense of contentment and satisfaction, knowing that she had shared something profoundly intimate and vulnerable with her lover.

The sensation of her lover's warm seed within her lingered long after their bodies had separated, a gentle reminder of the passion they had shared. She found herself fascinated by the way it seemed to radiate warmth and life, a symbol of the union that had occurred between them.

As the days went by and Frankie continued to explore her newfound femininity and sexuality, she found herself craving the sensation of being filled with her lover's essence. It became a powerful symbol for her, a reminder of the deep connection she was forging with her own body and the world of sensuality that she had discovered within herself.

As she sat on the beach, gazing out at the shimmering waters and the twinkling stars above, Frankie knew that her journey of self-discovery was far from over. She had only just begun to explore the many facets of her femininity, the sensual world of pleasure and connection that lay before her. But with each new experience, each moment of passion and intimacy, she felt herself growing stronger, more self-assured, and more deeply in touch with the woman she had become.

And as the waves gently lapped at her feet and the warm breeze whispered through her hair, she felt a profound sense of gratitude for the transformation that had brought her to this place, for the world of love and passion that it had opened up to her, and for the incredible journey that still lay ahead.

Frankie had decided that tonight was the perfect night for a little indulgence, an opportunity to doll herself up and explore the island's nightlife. She had spent the entire afternoon preparing, delighting in the rituals of self-care and pampering that she had come to cherish since her transformation.

She began by soaking in a warm, fragrant bath, the scented oils and flower petals swirling around her as she closed her eyes and let the tension of the day melt away. She lovingly shaved her legs, enjoying the sensual feeling of the razor gliding smoothly over her skin, leaving behind a trail of silky softness.

Next, she moved on to her hair, brushing it out until it fell in a cascade of shimmering waves down her back. She spent some time styling it, experimenting with different looks before settling on a sultry, tousled style that framed her face and showcased her delicate features.

Frankie then turned her attention to her makeup, applying it with a skilled hand and a discerning eye. She chose a dramatic, smoky eye look, using shades of charcoal and midnight blue to create a sultry, alluring effect. Her lips were painted in a deep, rich red, a bold statement that spoke of her newfound confidence and femininity.

As she dressed, she selected a slinky, form-fitting black dress that hugged her curves and accentuated the swell of her breasts and the roundness of her hips. She finished off her ensemble with a pair of strappy, stiletto heels that made her legs look even longer and more enticing.

Feeling both powerful and beautiful, Frankie set out for a night on the town, eager to experience the island's nightlife and perhaps meet someone new. The warm, tropical air caressed her skin as she walked, the scent of exotic flowers and the sound of the ocean waves filling her senses.

As she entered one of the island's popular nightspots, she couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances that she received from those around her. She felt a thrill of excitement, a newfound confidence that came from the knowledge that she was a desirable, alluring woman.

As she sipped on a cocktail and swayed to the pulsating music, she spotted a tall, handsome man across the room. He had broad shoulders, chiseled features, and a strong jawline that spoke of confidence and strength. There was something about him that drew her in, an aura of mystery and intrigue that she couldn't resist.

As they locked eyes, Frankie felt a jolt of electricity pass between them, a spark of attraction that seemed to leap across the room and set her heart racing. They moved closer, their bodies drawn together by an irresistible force, and as they began to dance, their bodies swaying in time to the music, they discovered that they shared a deep, undeniable chemistry.

As the night wore on and the music grew louder, they found themselves unable to resist the magnetic pull that drew them together. They shared whispered secrets and stolen kisses, and as they gazed into each other's eyes, they discovered a connection that transcended the physical realm, a bond that seemed to speak to the very depths of their souls.

The man introduced himself as Alex, and as they talked, he revealed that he too had been transformed by the magic of the island. He had once been a woman, but the island's enchantment had granted him a new body and a new life as a man.

As they shared their stories, they found that their experiences had forged a powerful bond between them, a shared understanding of the incredible journey that they had both embarked upon. And as the night wore on, they found themselves unable to resist the allure of their connection, the passion that had been ignitedbetween them.

As the night wore on, they found themselves unable to resist the allure of their connection, the passion that had been ignited between them. They decided to leave the club and find a more private place where they could explore their desire for one another without the prying eyes of the other revelers.

They made their way to a secluded spot on the beach, the moon casting a silvery glow over the sand and the waves lapping gently at the shore. As they stood there, their bodies pressed close, the heat of their desire seemed to intensify, a fire that threatened to consume them both.

Alex took the lead, his strong hands cradling Frankie's face as he leaned in for a passionate kiss. Their lips met in a feverish embrace, their tongues dancing together as they explored each other's mouths. As they kissed, their hands roamed over each other's bodies, their fingers tracing the contours of muscle and skin, discovering the unique landscape of each other's transformed bodies.

As they continued to kiss, Alex began to undress Frankie, his hands moving with practiced ease as he unzipped her dress and let it fall to the sand. He marveled at her beauty, the way the moonlight caressed her curves and the softness of her skin under his fingertips.

Frankie, in turn, undressed Alex, her hands trembling slightly as she unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it from his broad shoulders. She admired his masculine form, the hard planes of his chest and the rippling muscles of his abdomen, a stark contrast to her own soft, feminine curves.

As they stood there on the beach, their naked bodies pressed together, they began to explore each other more intimately. Frankie marveled at the sensation of Alex's erection pressed against her, the firm heat of him sending shivers down her spine. She felt a thrill of excitement at the thought of what was to come, her desire for him growing with each passing moment.

Alex gently lowered Frankie onto the sand, his body covering hers as they continued to kiss and caress one another. He trailed a path of hot, open-mouthed kisses down her neck and along her collarbone, his lips moving lower to tease and tantalize her aching nipples.

Frankie moaned softly as she felt Alex's mouth on her breasts, the sensation both exquisite and maddening. She arched her back, pressing herself against him, her hands clutching at his shoulders as she urged him on.

As their passion intensified, Alex moved lower still, his lips and tongue leaving a trail of fire along her body as he made his way to the juncture of her thighs. Frankie shuddered with anticipation as she felt his breath on her sensitive flesh, her body trembling with the knowledge of the pleasure that was to come.

And then, as Alex's mouth found her center, she felt a wave of ecstasy wash over her, a torrent of pleasure that threatened to sweep her away. She clung to him, her fingers digging into his shoulders as he brought her to the brink of climax and beyond, her body wracked by wave after wave of shattering pleasure.

As the intensity of her orgasm began to subside, Frankie knew that she needed to feel Alex inside her, to experience the connection that came from their bodies joined as one. She reached for him, her fingers wrapping around his erection as she guided him to her entrance, her eyes locking with his as she whispered her desire.

As Alex slowly entered her, Frankie marveled at the sensation of him filling her, the delicious stretch and fullness that seemed to complete her in a way she had never known before. They moved together, their bodies finding a rhythm that was uniquely their own, a symphony of passion and desire that left them both breath  less and wanting more.

As they made love, their movements grew more intense and frantic, their bodies slick with sweat and desire. Frankie clung to Alex, her nails digging into his back as she wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him deeper and deeper inside her.

Their passion reached a fever pitch, and as they moved together, the world seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them and the powerful connection that bound them together. They were two souls, once lost and alone, now finding solace and completion in each other's arms.

As their bodies neared the point of no return, Frankie could feel the familiar coil of pleasure building within her, the fire of her impending climax threatening to engulf her completely. She held on tightly to Alex, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she felt him begin to tremble, a sign that he too was on the brink of release.

And then, as their bodies convulsed together, they both reached the peak of ecstasy, their cries of pleasure echoing out over the waves and into the night. They clung to each other, their bodies shaking and shuddering as the power of their orgasm washed over them, leaving them both breathless and spent.

As they lay there on the sand, their bodies entwined and their hearts pounding, Frankie and Alex knew that they had shared something truly special, an experience that transcended the boundaries of their physical forms and spoke to the depths of their souls.

In each other's arms, they had found solace, understanding, and a connection that went beyond mere physical attraction. They had discovered that, despite the changes that the island had wrought upon them, they were still the same people they had always been, their hearts and souls unchanged by their transformations.

As the moon continued its slow journey across the sky and the waves lapped gently at the shore, Frankie and Alex lay there, their bodies still pressed close, the warmth of their love and the memory of their passion sustaining them through the night.

As Frankie and Alex awoke the next morning, they were greeted by the warm, golden light of the sun as it crested over the horizon, casting a shimmering glow across the sand and the waves. They lay there for a moment, their bodies entwined, as they enjoyed the simple pleasure of each other's company and the warmth of the sun on their skin.

As they slowly got dressed, they shared tender kisses and lingering caresses, their desire for one another still simmering just below the surface. They knew that the night they had shared was only the beginning of their journey together, and they both longed to explore the depths of their passion and the full extent of their newfound connection.

As they walked back towards the island's main village, their hands clasped together, they couldn't help but feel a sense of wonder at the twists and turns that had brought them to this point. They had both experienced incredible transformations, their bodies and lives forever altered by the magic of the island. And yet, they had also found one another, a love that had blossomed in the midst of uncertainty and change.

As they reached the village, they couldn't help but notice the curious glances of the locals and other visitors to the island. There was something about Frankie and Alex that seemed to draw attention, a magnetism that was impossible to ignore. They walked with their heads held high, their confidence and self-assurance a testament to the transformative power of the island's magic.

In the days that followed, Frankie and Alex continued to explore their newfound love and the unique bond that they shared. They found that they were not alone in their experiences, as they met other individuals who had also been changed by the island's enchantment. Together, they formed a community of people united by their transformations and their shared understanding of the power and beauty of their altered states.

As the sun set each evening, the island's inhabitants would gather together to share their stories, their laughter and tears, and their hopes and dreams for the future. In this magical place, they found acceptance and understanding, a sense of belonging that transcended the physical and embraced the full spectrum of human experience.

And as Frankie and Alex lay together each night, their bodies pressed close and their hearts full of love, they knew that they had found a place where they truly belonged, a paradise that had brought them together and allowed them to discover the full extent of their passion and desire.

Here, in this enchanted island, they had found a sanctuary, a haven where they could explore the depths of their love and the full range of their transformed selves. They had found a home, a place where they could truly be free to be themselves, unbound by the constraints of society and the expectations of others.

And as they gazed into each other's eyes, their hearts brimming with love and gratitude, they knew that they were exactly where they were meant to be, their souls forever entwined in the magic and wonder of the island's enchantment.

To Be Continued

---

The Dream

The setting was Jame's bedroom, the room dark, except for the faint light that came through the window from the streetlamp outside. James slept on his bed, clad in his cum-stained panties, his heart still dreamily racing from the forbidden pleasure that he had just indulged in.

The night was quiet, with only the sound of James' breathing filling the room. But his slumber was far from peaceful. In his dream, he found himself standing in front of the mirror, staring at the reflection of a beautiful woman.

Jennifer, the woman he had always wanted to be, looked back at him with a smile. She was tall, with long legs that seemed to go on forever. Her curves were all in the right places, and her breasts were full and round. She had smooth skin, and her face was perfectly made up, with bold red lips and smokey eyes.

James couldn't believe what he was seeing, but he couldn't deny the rush of excitement he felt. He reached out to touch the reflection, and as his hand made contact with the surface, he felt a jolt of electricity shoot through his body.

Suddenly, he was no longer looking at a reflection. Jennifer was standing right in front of him, her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him in for a kiss. Their bodies pressed against each other, and James could feel the softness of her breasts against his chest.

He moaned into her mouth, feeling the warmth of her tongue as it explored his mouth. He was overwhelmed with desire, and he knew that he had to have her.

"Take me, Jennifer," he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. "I need you."

Jennifer smiled at him, her eyes dark with lust. "Anything you want, my love," she said, her voice like honey.

And with that, they fell onto the bed, their bodies entwined in a frenzy of passion. James could feel himself losing control, as Jennifer's hands roamed over his body, driving him wild with pleasure.

As they reached the peak of their passion, James realized that he never wanted this dream to end. He wanted to stay in this moment forever, as Jennifer took him to new heights of pleasure.

And as he woke up, he knew that he would do anything to make this dream a reality. The desire to become Jennifer burned within him, and he knew that he would stop at nothing to make it happen.

James was feeling overwhelmed by a desire he had long suppressed: to become a woman. He looked at himself in the mirror, running his hands over his masculine frame, wondering what it would be like to have curves, breasts, and smooth skin.

With a deep breath, he opened the drawer that held his secret stash of lingerie, quickly finding himself drawn to a pair of lacy pink panties. It felt wrong, but so exciting at the same time. He slipped them on, feeling the material against his skin, imagining himself as the woman he longed to be.

As he lay on his bed, he couldn't help but touch himself, feeling the electricity course through his body with each stroke. His hand moved quickly, expertly, as he pictured himself in a tight-fitting dress, high heels, and full makeup, just like a woman.

With a loud moan, he came, his hot seed spilling onto his stomach and panties. He lay there panting, feeling the sticky wetness between his legs, his body trembling from the intensity of his orgasm. He felt ashamed. Post-nut clarity they called it. He drifted back to sleep.

The Awakening

The next morning, James stood in front of the full-length mirror, admiring himself in the sexy lingerie he had purchased earlier that week on Amazon. He had always been fascinated by women's clothing, the way it felt against his skin, the way it accentuated his curves. And now, as Jennifer, he finally had the opportunity to experience it all for himself.

The lacy black bra pushed his newly formed breasts together, creating a seductive cleavage that was impossible to resist. The matching thong hugged his ass tightly, showcasing every curve of his smooth, hairless body.

He turned around, admiring the way the lingerie accentuated his long, slender legs, and he couldn't help but moan softly at the sight of himself in the mirror. He had never felt so sexy and desirable before.

Suddenly, there was a knock on the door, and James froze. He had forgotten that his roommate, Mike, was coming home early today. Panicking, he quickly threw a robe over his lingerie and tried to act natural as Mike walked in.

"Hey, man, what's up?" Mike asked, looking a bit confused by James's demeanor.

"Uh, nothing, just hanging out," James replied, trying to sound nonchalant.

Mike nodded, still looking a bit suspicious, before heading to his room. James let out a sigh of relief, realizing that he needed to be more careful about hiding his secret.

As soon as Mike was out of sight, James stripped off the robe and resumed admiring himself in the mirror. He couldn't resist the temptation any longer, and he began to stroke himself through the thin fabric of his thong. The lingerie was tight and tickled his butthole.

Moaning softly, he closed his eyes and imagined himself as a woman, a seductive and alluring goddess that no man could resist. His fingers moved faster and faster, rubbing against his throbbing cock until he finally exploded in a massive orgasm.

Breathing heavily, he collapsed onto the bed, feeling more alive and awakened. He felt less shame on this go around. It felt natural.

The Outing

Weeks later James was still dressing up as Jennifer everyday after work. After a long session of feminization,Jennifer stepped out of the cab and onto the busy street, her high heels clicking against the pavement as she made her way towards the entrance of the local gay club. She could feel the eyes of both men and women on her, their gaze burning into her flesh, sending a shiver down her spine.

The entrance was guarded by two muscular men, their biceps bulging under tight black t-shirts. They scanned Jennifer up and down, taking in every inch of her voluptuous curves, before nodding and stepping aside to let her through.

The music was pounding, the bass vibrating through her chest as she made her way to the bar. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, alcohol, and sex, and Jennifer felt a surge of arousal as she took in the scene around her.

She ordered a drink, feeling the eyes of the men around her on her every move. She knew she looked good, and she reveled in the attention. She could feel her pussy growing wet with desire, and she couldn't wait to feel the touch of a man.

As she sipped her drink, she felt a hand on her shoulder. She turned to see a tall, muscular man standing behind her, his eyes fixed on her cleavage. "Hi there," he said, his voice deep and husky. "What's your name?"

Jennifer smiled coyly, running her finger along the rim of her glass. "Jennifer," she purred. "And you?"

The man leaned in, his breath hot against her ear. "I'm Jake," he whispered. "And I think you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."

Jennifer felt a shiver run through her body as Jake's hand snaked around her waist, pulling her closer to him. She could feel the heat of his body against hers, and she knew that she wanted him. She wanted him to take her, to make her his.

Without a word, she took his hand and led him towards the back of the club, where a dimly lit hallway led to a series of private rooms. They entered one of the rooms, the door closing behind them with a soft click.

As soon as the door closed, Jake pulled Jennifer into his arms, his lips crushing hers in a fierce kiss. She moaned as his tongue explored her mouth, his hands roaming over her body, cupping her breasts through the tight fabric of her dress.

They fell onto the bed, Jennifer's dress riding up around her hips as Jake pulled off her panties. He buried his face between her legs, his tongue lapping at her boy pussy, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

Jennifer moaned and writhed beneath him, her fingers tangling in his hair as he drove her closer and closer to the edge. And when she finally came, her ass clenched around his thick cock, her body convulsing with pleasure.She knew that she had finally found the freedom she had been seeking all along.

The night was long, filled with passion and lust as Jennifer and Jake explored each other's bodies. They tried different positions, different toys, and pushed each other to new heights of pleasure.

As the sun began to rise, Jennifer knew that she had found what she had been looking for. She felt alive, free, and fulfilled. She had finally accepted her desire to become a woman and embraced it, and it had brought her the happiness she had always craved.

As she got dressed, Jake handed her a business card. "If you ever want to do this again," he said, "give me a call."

Jennifer smiled, tucking the card into her purse. "I definitely will," she said, feeling a sense of empowerment wash over her.

And as she stepped out into the early morning light, she knew that this was just the beginning. She had a newfound confidence, a sense of self that she had never experienced before. And she was ready to take on the world as Jennifer, the woman she had always wanted to be. “It’s time to talk to Dr. Gail,” he thought. 

The Transition

“There’s no way this is going to work,” James thought, swallowing the strange-looking pill. He sat nervously on the edge of his bed, his heart racing as he waited for the effects of the experimental, rapid hormone therapy to kick in. He had spent weeks preparing for this moment, following Dr. Gail's instructions to the letter. He had shaved all of his body hair, changed his diet, and exercised regularly. Now, he was finally ready to begin his transformation into Jennifer.

As he waited, he took in his surroundings, trying to calm his nerves. His apartment was sparsely furnished, with only a few pieces of mismatched furniture and a small television in the corner. The walls were bare, save for a few pictures of him and his friends. The air was thick with the smell of sweat and anticipation.

Suddenly, James felt a rush of warmth spreading through his body. He gasped as he felt his muscles begin to contract and shift. His skin prickled as his bones elongated and his body reshaped itself.

He looked down at his chest and gasped at the sight. His chest had begun to swell and round, his nipples becoming sensitive and erect. He reached down to touch himself and moaned at the sensation.

"What the fuck?" he muttered to himself, his voice sounding higher and more feminine than he had ever heard it before.

He stood up, unsteady on his feet, and stumbled towards the full-length mirror on the wall. His heart raced as he looked at himself, taking in the changes that had taken place.

He was no longer James, but Jennifer. His face was more delicate, his jawline softer. His hair had grown longer and was now styled in loose waves. His hips had widened, giving him a more feminine shape.

Jennifer couldn't believe what she was seeing. It was as if she was looking at a different person entirely. She reached out to touch her face, running her hands over her new curves.

"Fuck," she whispered, feeling a surge of excitement and arousal.

As she looked at herself in the mirror, Jennifer couldn't help but feel a sense of pride and satisfaction. She had always felt out of place in her own body, but now, for the first time in her life, she felt truly at home.

She turned away from the mirror, feeling a sudden urge to explore her new body. She ran her hands over her chest, feeling the weight of her breasts. She let out a moan as she squeezed them gently, feeling a rush of pleasure course through her body.

As she continued to explore her new form, Jennifer felt a sense of freedom and liberation that she had never experienced before. She was no longer trapped in the confines of her own body, but was free to be whoever she wanted to be.

Over the next few days, Jennifer continued to explore her new body and adjust to the changes that had taken place. She spent hours experimenting with different outfits, trying on dresses, skirts, and blouses to see how they looked on her new curves.

She also spent a lot of time practicing her new voice, working to make it sound more feminine and less like her old self. It was a challenging process, but Jennifer was determined to get it right.

One evening, she decided to go out for the first time as Jennifer. She put on a tight-fitting red dress that accentuated her curves, a pair of high heels, and some light makeup. As she looked at herself in the mirror, she felt a surge of confidence and excitement.

As she stepped out into the night air, Jennifer felt a sense of freedom and exhilaration that she had never experienced before. She walked down the street, feeling the click of her heels against the pavement and the soft rustle of her dress as it brushed against her legs.

As she walked, she noticed that people were staring at her, whispering to each other as she passed by. At first, Jennifer felt self-conscious and exposed, but then she realized that she was enjoying the attention.

She walked into a nearby bar, feeling a surge of excitement as she stepped inside. The air was thick with the smell of alcohol and sweat, and the sound of music pounded through the speakers. Jennifer made her way to the bar and ordered a drink, feeling a sense of empowerment as she did so.

As she sipped her drink, she noticed a man watching her from across the room. He was tall and muscular, with a chiseled jawline and piercing blue eyes. Jennifer felt a sudden rush of desire as their eyes met, and she knew that she wanted him.

Without thinking, she walked over to him, swaying her hips seductively as she approached. "Hey there," she said, her voice low and sultry.

The man looked at her, his eyes flickering with desire. "Hey," he said, his voice deep and smooth.

They talked for a while, flirting and laughing as they sipped their drinks. Jennifer felt a sense of connection with him that she had never felt before, and she knew that she wanted him more than anything.

Without warning, the man leaned in and kissed her, his lips soft and warm against hers. Jennifer felt a surge of pleasure as they kissed, her body responding to his touch.

They left the bar together, stumbling down the street in a drunken haze. Jennifer felt a sense of liberation and excitement as they made their way to his apartment, eager to explore each other's bodies.

As they entered his apartment, the man pushed her up against the wall, kissing her passionately as he unbuttoned her dress. Jennifer felt a surge of desire as he touched her, his hands roaming over her new curves. She could feel and smell her wetness soaking into her panties.

She moaned softly as he pulled her dress off, exposing her naked body to his hungry gaze. They fell onto the bed, their bodies entwined as they explored each other's desires. Their breathing became ragged as they explored each other's bodies with abandon. His hands roamed over her curves, tracing the lines of her hips and the swell of her breasts. She moaned with pleasure as his fingers found her clit, stroking it in slow circles as she gasped for breath.

Jennifer reached for his belt, her fingers fumbling as she tried to free him from his jeans. He laughed softly and helped her, pulling down his pants to reveal a thick, hard cock that made her pulse race with desire.

As he positioned himself between her thighs, she spread her legs wider, inviting him in. He entered her slowly, inch by inch, until she was filled with him completely. She cried out as he began to move, thrusting into her with a force that made her head spin.

Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, building to a crescendo of pleasure that left them both gasping for air. Jennifer wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper as she rode the wave of orgasm.

As they lay tangled in the sheets, their sweat-drenched bodies entwined, Jennifer felt a sense of contentment and satisfaction that she had never experienced before. This was more than just a one-night stand, she realized. This was something special.

They spent the night exploring each other's bodies, trying out new positions and pushing each other to new heights of pleasure. When the sun rose, they lay in each other's arms, exhausted but happy.

As Jennifer got dressed, she couldn't help but feel a pang of regret. She knew that this couldn't last forever, that they were both just looking for a good time. But for now, at this moment, she was happy. She had found someone who made her feel alive, who made her forget all her troubles and just enjoy the moment.

As she left the apartment, she knew that she would always remember this night. It had been a night of passion, of desire, of liberation. And for that, she would always be grateful.

The Exploration Continues

The following weekend, Jennifer stared at herself in the mirror, admiring the transformation she had undergone. Gone was the rugged, muscular body of James, replaced by curves that made her heart race with excitement. Her once-short hair had been replaced by long, flowing locks that cascaded down her back in waves. She ran her hands over her newly plump breasts, feeling the weight and fullness of them.

She stood in her bedroom, the scent of lavender and rose filling her nose. The walls were painted a soft pink, the curtains a lacy white. Her bed was covered in silky sheets, and she wore a tight-fitting dress that hugged every curve of her body.

Jennifer couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement as she surveyed herself. She had always been curious about the opposite sex, and now that she was a woman, she couldn't wait to explore her newfound sexuality.

She left her bedroom and made her way to the living room, her heels clicking on the hardwood floor. She picked up her purse and took out her phone, scrolling through the contacts until she found the number she was looking for.

"Hey, it's me," she said, her voice soft and sultry. "I'm all dolled up and looking for trouble. Want to join me?"

Her old friend, a man named Max, eagerly accepted her invitation. Max knew everything and was eager to try out Jennifer’s new body. They met at a nearby bar, and Jennifer couldn't help but notice the way Max's eyes lingered on her curves as they made their way inside.

The air was thick with the smell of alcohol and cigarette smoke, and the sounds of chatter and music filled the room. Jennifer sat down at the bar, feeling Max's eyes on her as she ordered a drink.

"You look incredible," Max said, his voice low and husky. "I had no idea you had such a sexy body."

Jennifer grinned, feeling a heat rising in her chest. "I'm full of surprises," she said, taking a sip of her drink. She smelled her own feminine essence.

As the night wore on, Jennifer and Max grew closer, their bodies inching closer and closer until they were pressed against each other. The touch of Max's hand on her thigh sent a shiver down Jennifer's spine, and she leaned in closer, their lips meeting in a heated kiss.

Jennifer's body was on fire, her mind consumed by the raw, primal desire she felt for Max. She wanted him, needed him, and nothing else mattered.

They stumbled out of the bar, barely able to contain themselves, and made their way to Jennifer's apartment. The moment the door closed behind them, Max was all over her, his hands roaming over her body as he kissed her deeply. The memory of two old friends that used to smoke weed and play video games vanished in a cloud of passion.

Jennifer moaned, lost in the sensation of Max's touch, as he pushed her up against the wall. She felt his hard cock pressing against her, and she couldn't wait to feel it inside her.

They stumbled into the bedroom, their clothes flying off in a frenzy of desire. Jennifer's body was on fire, her pussy dripping with need, as Max lowered himself down onto her.

The sound of their bodies slamming together echoed through the room, and Jennifer cried out as Max pounded into her. She wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him on, as they moved in perfect sync.

The scent of sweat and sex filled the room, the only sounds were the sound of their heavy breathing and the slapping of their bodies together.

Jennifer's body was consumed with pleasure, her mind lost in a haze of ecstasy. She wanted nothing more than to be taken by Max, to feel him inside her, filling her up.

And when they both finally came, their bodies writhing together in a final, explosive orgasm, Jennifer knew that she had found what he had been looking for all along. The thrill of feminization and the exploration of her newfound sexuality had led her to this moment, and she couldn't have been more satisfied.

She was filled with his hot seed.

As they lay tangled together, their bodies still quivering with the aftermath of their passion, Jennifer couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement for what was to come. She had embraced her femininity and had finally found someone who could appreciate her for who she was. She smiled as she felt warm cum dripping from her tight pussy, soaking into her bedsheets.

And as Max wrapped his arms around her, she knew that she was ready for whatever adventures lay ahead. She had embraced her transformation, and she was ready to explore all the pleasures that life had to offer.

Life as a Girl

Jennifer stepped out of her front door, feeling the sun's warm embrace on her bare arms. The light summer dress clung to her curves, accentuating her hourglass figure, and the soft breeze teased her long, flowing hair. She glanced around her neighborhood, taking in the familiar sights and sounds, but everything looked different now that she was a girl.

James had been reborn as Jennifer, and she was finally learning to embrace her new identity. The journey had been a bumpy one, but she was starting to feel more comfortable in her own skin. She was no longer afraid to show off her feminine side and enjoy the perks that came with it.

As she walked down the street, she spotted a group of guys hanging out by a car. They whistled as she passed, making her cheeks flush with excitement. She knew she looked good, and it was gratifying to see other people appreciating her beauty.

"Hey, girl, what's up?" one of them called out, flashing her a charming smile.

Jennifer giggled and walked over to them, reveling in the attention. She could feel their eyes on her body, undressing her with their gazes.

"Just taking a break from work," another one said, stepping closer to her. "But we're always up for some fun, especially with a hot babe like you."

Jennifer's heart raced with excitement as they surrounded her, their hands wandering over her curves. She had never felt so desired, so wanted, and it was an intoxicating feeling. She leaned in and kissed the first guy, tasting his lips and feeling his cock stiffen in his pants.

Before she knew it, she was on her knees, surrounded by hard cocks, eager to please them all. She sucked them greedily, one after the other, feeling their hot cum filling her mouth and spilling down her chin. It was dirty, it was taboo, but it was also thrilling and liberating.

As she walked away from the guys, savoring the aftertaste of their cum in her mouth, Jennifer knew that life as a girl was full of surprises and pleasures. She was excited to explore all of them, no matter how naughty or scandalous they might be. She had finally found her true self, and nothing was going to stop her from enjoying every moment of it.

Jennifer continued walking down the street, the taste of cum still lingering in her mouth. She felt a sense of liberation that she had never experienced before. She had spent most of her life trying to fit into the masculine mold that society had imposed on her, but now she was free to explore her feminine side and indulge in her deepest desires.

As she walked, she noticed a new store that had just opened up in the neighborhood. It was a boutique that specialized in women's clothing, and Jennifer felt a sudden urge to explore it. She walked in and was immediately surrounded by racks of colorful dresses, blouses, skirts, and lingerie.

A saleswoman approached her, smiling warmly. "Can I help you find something?" she asked.

Jennifer blushed, feeling a little embarrassed. She had never really shopped for women's clothes before, and she didn't know where to start.

"I'm not sure," she said softly. "I'm still kind of new to all of this."

The saleswoman nodded understandingly. "Well, why don't you try on a few things and see how they look on you? I can help you pick out some pieces that flatter your figure."

Jennifer felt a surge of excitement at the prospect of trying on new clothes. She followed the saleswoman to a dressing room and started trying on different outfits. Some of them made her feel sexy and feminine, while others made her feel awkward and uncomfortable.

As she was trying on a lace teddy, she heard a knock on the door. "Excuse me, miss," a deep voice said. "I'm the owner of the store, and I wanted to see how you're doing."

Jennifer felt a sudden wave of panic. She wasn't sure how the owner would react to a trans girl like her. She took a deep breath and opened the door.

The owner was a tall, muscular man with a thick beard and tattoos covering his arms. Jennifer felt a flutter in her stomach as she looked at him. She had always been attracted to guys like him, but she never thought she would have a chance with one.

To her surprise, the owner smiled warmly at her. "You look stunning," he said. "I had a feeling you might need some extra help, so I thought I'd come and introduce myself. My name is Jack."

Jennifer blushed, feeling a little overwhelmed. She had never had a guy flirt with her so openly before. "Thank you," she said shyly. "I'm Jennifer."

Jack leaned in closer to her, his eyes twinkling. "Do you want to grab a drink with me later?" he asked. "I know a great bar down the street."

Jennifer felt a jolt of excitement. She had never been on a date as a girl before, and the thought of going out with someone like Jack was thrilling. She nodded eagerly. "I'd love to," she said.

As Jack left the dressing room, Jennifer couldn't help but smile to herself. Life as a girl was turning out to be even better than she had ever imagined. She was free to be herself, to explore her sexuality, and to attract the attention of hot guys like Jack. She felt like she was living in a dream, and she never wanted it to end.

As Jennifer left the boutique, she couldn't help but feel giddy with excitement. She had just scored a date with a hot guy, and she was dressed in a cute new outfit that made her feel confident and feminine. She couldn't wait to see where the night would take her.

As she walked down the street, she felt a sense of empowerment that she had never felt before. She was no longer hiding behind a mask of masculinity, trying to fit in with the crowd. She was embracing her true self, and she felt like a goddess.

As she approached the bar where she was supposed to meet Jack, she saw him waiting for her outside. He looked even more handsome in person, with his rugged beard and piercing blue eyes. She felt a flutter in her stomach as she walked up to him.

"Hey, gorgeous," he said, smiling at her. "You look amazing."

Jennifer blushed, feeling a little shy. She had never been on a date with a guy like Jack before, and she didn't know what to expect.

They walked into the bar together, and Jennifer was struck by the cozy atmosphere. It was dimly lit, with candles flickering on the tables and soft music playing in the background. They sat down at a booth in the corner, and Jack ordered them both a drink.

As they sipped their cocktails, they chatted about their lives and their interests. Jennifer was surprised at how easy it was to talk to Jack. He was funny, charming, and genuinely interested in getting to know her.

As the night went on, they grew closer and closer. They laughed, flirted, and touched each other's hands. Jennifer felt a warm, tingling sensation spreading through her body. She had never felt so alive.

As the bar started to close down, Jack leaned in and whispered in her ear. "Do you want to come back to my place?" he asked.

Jennifer's heart raced with excitement. She had been hoping he would ask her that. She nodded eagerly, feeling a surge of desire. She couldn't wait to see what the night would bring.

As they walked back to Jack's apartment, Jennifer couldn't help but feel a little nervous. She had never been with a guy as a girl before, and she didn't know what to expect. But she trusted Jack, and she knew that he would take good care of her.

As they stepped into his bedroom, Jennifer's heart skipped a beat. It was dimly lit, with candles flickering on the nightstand and rose petals scattered on the bed. She felt like she was in a fairy tale.

Jack leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips. "You're so beautiful," he whispered. "I want to make you feel amazing."

Jennifer felt a surge of desire as he started to undress her, revealing her lacy lingerie. She closed her eyes and surrendered herself to him, feeling his hands exploring every inch of her body. She was no longer James, trying to hide behind a mask of masculinity. She was Jennifer, a beautiful and desirable woman, and she was finally free to explore her sexuality to the fullest.

TO BE CONTINUED

---


Chapter 1: Feminine Desires

Alex was a young man with a secret longing. Though he was physically male, he couldn't help but be drawn to the beauty of femininity. From the lacy bras to the silky panties, every piece of lingerie he handled at the high-end lingerie store where he worked seemed to tug at something deep inside him.

As he watched women try on delicate sets of lingerie, his mind would often drift to what it would be like to be the one wearing them. He longed to feel the soft fabric against his skin, to experience the rush of slipping into something that was designed to make him feel sexy and desirable.

One day, while working at the store, he noticed a stunning woman browsing the makeup aisle. She had a long, flowing mane of dark hair, plump lips painted with bright red lipstick, and a curvaceous figure that made Alex's heart race.

As he approached her, his eyes couldn't help but wander down to her chest. The low-cut top she was wearing revealed a hint of cleavage that had him struggling to keep his composure.

"Can I help you find anything?" he asked, trying to keep his voice steady.

Lila turned to him, a coy smile playing at the corners of her lips. "Actually, I'm looking for a new shade of lipstick. Something bold and daring."

Alex couldn't help but feel a shiver run down his spine at her words. He had always found women who were confident in their sexuality incredibly alluring, but there was something about Lila that made him feel like he was in uncharted territory.

As he led her to the makeup section, they struck up a conversation. They talked about their favorite lingerie brands, their go-to outfits for a night out, and even their shared love for crossdressing.

"I love the way it feels to slip into a pair of panties and feel the soft fabric against my skin," Lila said, her voice low and sultry.

Alex's cock twitched in his pants at her words. He had never met anyone who shared his secret desires so openly, and it was sending a thrill through his body.

"I know what you mean," he said, his voice hoarse. "Sometimes, when I'm alone, I like to dress up and see myself in the mirror."

Lila's eyes widened in surprise, but then a slow smile spread across her lips. "Maybe we should dress up together sometime," she said, her voice a low purr.

Alex's heart skipped a beat at her suggestion. He had never been so turned on in his life. "I'd like that," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

As they exchanged numbers and parted ways, Alex couldn't help but feel like his life was about to take a turn for the wild and unexpected. He couldn't wait to see what kind of adventures Lila had in store for him.


Chapter 2: Exploring the Feminine Wardrobe

Lila led Alex to her bedroom, a seductive smirk playing on her lips. Her room was a temple of femininity, adorned with plush pillows and rich fabrics in shades of pink and purple. The air was heavy with the scent of vanilla and lavender, making Alex's head spin.

As Lila opened the closet, Alex's eyes widened in amazement. The racks were filled with an array of lingerie, dresses, and skirts. He felt a stirring in his groin as he imagined himself clad in those soft, silky fabrics.

Lila pulled out a lacy black corset and held it up to Alex's chest, tracing her fingers over his nipples. "This would look stunning on you," she purred.

Alex's cheeks flushed as he whispered, "I don't know if I can do this, Lila. It's too much."

Lila's hand cupped his face, and she stared deeply into his eyes. "Alex, don't be afraid. You don't have to be a man all the time. It's okay to explore your feminine side. Trust me, it feels incredible."

Alex hesitated for a moment before nodding. Lila's words had touched something deep inside him, and he was curious about what it would feel like to dress up in women's clothing.

Lila handed him a silky pink chemise, and Alex slipped it on over his head. The fabric caressed his skin, sending shivers down his spine. Lila's eyes sparkled with delight as she observed him, and she ran her fingers over his chest and down to his hips.

"You look stunning," she said, and Alex's heart swelled with pride. He had never felt so desirable.

They spent the next few hours experimenting with different outfits and makeup looks. Lila showed Alex how to apply lipstick, eyeliner, and blush, accentuating his features and bringing out his feminine beauty.

As Alex looked at himself in the mirror, he couldn't believe the transformation he had undergone. He felt like a different person, confident and sexy, with curves and softness in all the right places.

Lila stood behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist and pressing her lips to his ear. "You look absolutely stunning, Alex. You make me so fucking hot."

Alex felt a surge of desire at her words, and he turned around to face her. Their eyes locked, and without a word, they began to kiss. Lila's hands ran over his body, exploring his curves and eliciting moans of pleasure from his lips.

As they fell onto the bed, Alex realized that he had never felt so alive. Crossdressing and exploring his feminine side had opened up a new world of pleasure and possibility, and he knew that he would never go back to living a dull, ordinary life again. Alex's lips were painted a deep, passionate red, and they were full and plush, just begging to be kissed. Lila couldn't resist running her fingers over them, tracing the curves and feeling the softness against her fingertips.

As she watched, Alex moved to the dresser and pulled out a large, realistic dildo. He held it in his hand, examining it with fascination, and then turned back to Lila with a wicked grin on his face.

"Watch this," he said, and then dropped to his knees in front of her.

Without hesitation, Alex began to give the dildo a blowjob, taking it deep into his mouth and swirling his tongue around it. Lila gasped in delight as she watched, feeling a rush of desire wash over her.

Alex's lips were made for pleasure, and he worked the dildo with skill and passion, bobbing his head up and down and taking it as deep as he could. His eyes were closed in ecstasy, lost in the sensation of the toy filling his mouth.

As Lila watched, she could feel the heat building between her legs. She ran her fingers through Alex's hair, feeling the softness and the texture against her skin.

Finally, Alex pulled away from the dildo, panting and gasping for breath. His lips were swollen and red, and he looked up at Lila with a satisfied smile.

"That was amazing," he said, his voice hoarse with pleasure. "I've never felt anything like that before."

Lila grinned and pulled him close, kissing him deeply and passionately. She could taste the residue of the dildo on his lips, and it only made her more aroused.

"Let's keep going," she said, pulling him onto the bed. "There's so much more we can explore together." Alex eagerly followed Lila's lead, his body pulsing with desire. He felt alive and electric, his mind completely consumed by the sensations coursing through him.

As Lila moved to straddle him, Alex's eyes roamed over her body, taking in every inch of her curves and curves. Her breasts were full and inviting, her hips wide and feminine, and her skin was smooth and creamy.

Without hesitation, Alex reached up and began to caress her breasts, feeling the weight of them in his hands. He couldn't believe how soft and pliant they were, how perfectly they fit into his palms.

Lila moaned in response to his touch, arching her back and pushing her chest forward. Alex took the hint and moved his mouth to her nipples, sucking and teasing them with his tongue.

The taste of her was intoxicating, and Alex felt his body shaking with desire. He wanted nothing more than to please her, to bring her to the edge of ecstasy and keep her there.


Chapter 3: Fetishizing Lingerie

Alex's bedroom was a shrine to his newfound passion for lingerie. Delicate lace, smooth satin, and silky nylon adorned his bed and filled his drawers. He spent hours admiring himself in the mirror, dressed only in his favorite bra and panties.

The feeling of the lingerie against his skin sent shivers of pleasure through his body. He imagined the soft fabric being peeled off of him by a lover's eager hands, exposing his throbbing cock and aching balls. His lips parted in a gasp as he stroked himself, lost in the fantasy.

One afternoon, Alex was feeling particularly daring. He put on a pair of black lace panties and a matching bra, slipping them under his jeans and shirt. The smooth fabric rubbed against his skin with every movement, sending waves of pleasure through his body.

As he sat in his living room, he couldn't help but fantasize about being caught. What would they say if they knew he was wearing women's lingerie under his clothes? Would they be shocked? Disgusted? Or would they be turned on, like he was?

Lost in thought, Alex didn't hear the knock at his door until it was too late. He scrambled to his feet, feeling a rush of panic. What if it was someone he knew? What if they found out his secret?

Taking a deep breath, Alex opened the door to reveal a woman he'd never seen before. She was tall and curvy, with long dark hair and bright red lipstick. Alex felt his cock twitch in his panties as he took in her beauty.

"Hi," she said, flashing him a dazzling smile. "My car broke down a few blocks away, and I was wondering if I could use your phone to call for a tow truck?"

Alex nodded dumbly, gesturing for her to come inside. He led her to the living room, his heart pounding in his chest. She looked around the room, her eyes lingering on his collection of lingerie.

"Nice collection," she said, a smirk playing at the corners of her lips.

Alex felt his face flush with embarrassment. He opened his mouth to explain, but she cut him off.

"Don't worry," she said, her voice low and husky. "I'm not here to judge. In fact, I think it's hot."

Alex's eyes widened in surprise. Was she really saying what he thought she was saying?

Without another word, the woman stepped closer to him, her hand reaching down to stroke his crotch. Alex moaned as she cupped his cock through his jeans, her fingers trailing over the fabric of his panties.

"Take them off," she said, her voice commanding.

Alex hesitated for a moment, his mind racing. What was he doing? Was he really going to show this stranger his lingerie?

But then he felt her hand on his waistband, tugging at his jeans. He felt a surge of excitement as he obeyed her, sliding his pants and panties down to reveal his smooth, shaved cock.

The woman licked her lips, a hungry look in her eyes. "Mmm," she purred. "I love a man who knows how to wear lingerie."

With that, she dropped to her knees, taking his cock in her mouth. Alex gasped as her hot tongue circled the head, her lips tight around his shaft.

He looked down, watching as she sucked him deep into her throat. He couldn't believe this was really happening. He was getting sucked off by a beautiful woman, all because of his love for lingerie.

As he came with a shuddering moan, Alex knew that he'd never be able to go back to a life without his secret fetish. He was addicted to the feeling of the silky fabric against his skin and the thrill of being caught. He wanted more, he needed more.

The woman stood up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "You taste so good," she said, a sly smile on her face. "I think we're going to have a lot of fun together."

Alex felt a thrill of excitement run through him. He couldn't believe his luck, stumbling upon a woman who not only accepted but embraced his fetish. He couldn't wait to see what other adventures they would have together.

"Thank you," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you so much."

The woman grinned, planting a kiss on his lips. "Anytime," she said. "Now let's go back to the bedroom. I want to see what other surprises you have in store for me."

Alex felt his heart racing as he followed her down the hall. He couldn't believe this was happening to him, that he had finally found someone who understood him and accepted him for who he was.

As they entered the bedroom, the woman turned to him, a mischievous glint in her eye. "Now, let's see what else you've got hiding under those clothes."

Alex smiled, feeling a rush of excitement. Suddenly he heard a loud ringing sound.

“Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz, Bzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz”

“What the hell?” he thought. He woke up with a straining erection that formed a large tent in his panties. It was a dream.


Chapter 4: The Power of Makeup

Lila's home makeup studio was a paradise for Alex. He felt like a kid in a candy store, surrounded by colorful palettes, brushes, and all sorts of makeup products. Lila had taken him under her wing and was showing him the ropes of how to create a flawless feminine look.

Alex was wearing a white blouse and a knee-length skirt that hugged his curves. His long hair was styled into soft waves, and his full lips were painted with a bright red lipstick. He felt like he had found his true self, and he couldn't wait to explore this side of himself even further.

Lila was sitting in front of him, holding a small tube of lipstick. "This shade is called 'Cherry Bomb,'" she said, smirking. "It's perfect for you."

Alex felt a shiver run down his spine as Lila leaned in closer and traced his lips with the lipstick. He could smell her floral perfume and feel the warmth of her breath on his skin. He wanted her, badly.

"Fuck, Lila," he whispered, closing his eyes. "This feels so good."

Lila chuckled. "I know, babe. Makeup has a power that not many people understand. It can make you feel confident, beautiful, and sexy. And I can see that it's doing wonders for you."

Alex opened his eyes and looked at himself in the mirror. He couldn't believe the transformation he had undergone. He looked like a woman, a gorgeous one at that. He felt his cock getting hard as he imagined himself walking down the street, turning heads and getting all the attention.

"You want more, don't you?" Lila said, reading his mind. "You want to explore this side of yourself even further."

Alex nodded, biting his lower lip. "Yes, please. I want to learn everything about makeup, about being a woman."

Lila got up from her chair and walked over to him. She placed her hands on his shoulders and looked into his eyes. "I can teach you everything you want to know," she said, her voice low and seductive. "But you have to be willing to give yourself completely to me. Do you understand?"

Alex felt a thrill run through him. He had never felt this submissive before, this eager to please someone. But he knew that he wanted to be with Lila, to experience all the pleasures that she could offer him.

"Yes," he said, his voice barely a whisper. "I'm yours, Lila. Teach me everything."

Lila smiled, a wicked glint in her eyes. "Good boy," she said, before leaning in and kissing him passionately on the lips. Alex moaned, his body responding to her touch. He felt her hand sliding down his skirt, reaching for his cock. He was so hard that it hurt.

Lila broke the kiss and knelt down in front of him, her eyes fixed on his bulge. She unzipped his skirt and pulled it down, revealing his lacy black panties. She traced the outline of his cock with her finger, making him moan again.

"You like wearing panties, don't you?" she said, her voice teasing. "You're such a dirty little slut."

Alex felt his face flushing with embarrassment, but also with arousal. He loved being humiliated by Lila, loved being her toy.

"Yes, I do," he said, his voice trembling. "I love wearing panties, and makeup, and...and everything."

Lila grinned, before taking his cock in her mouth. Alex cried out, his hands grabbing onto her hair. He couldn't believe how good she was, how expertly she was sucking him off. As Lila sucked him off, Alex felt his mind go blank with pleasure. He leaned his head back and let out a low moan, his hands still gripping her hair. He could feel her tongue swirling around the head of his cock, her lips tight around his shaft. He was in heaven.

But then, suddenly, Lila pulled away, leaving Alex panting and wanting more. She stood up and looked at him with a mischievous grin.

"Let's try something new today," she said, her eyes sparkling. "I want you to put on a show for me."

Alex felt a rush of excitement mixed with nervousness. He had never performed in front of someone before, let alone someone as skilled and dominant as Lila. But he trusted her, and he was eager to please her.

"What kind of show?" he asked, his voice shaking.

Lila walked over to her makeup table and picked up a few items, including a tube of bright pink lipstick and a pair of fishnet stockings. She turned back to Alex and handed him the items.

"Put these on," she said, her voice firm. "And then dance for me. Show me how much you love being a woman."

Alex nodded, feeling a bit embarrassed but also excited. He quickly put on the fishnet stockings, admiring how they hugged his thighs. Then he applied the bright pink lipstick, his lips now looking even fuller and more luscious.

As he turned on some music, Alex began to dance, swaying his hips and moving his body in sensual ways. He could feel Lila's eyes on him, watching him closely. He felt a sense of pride and arousal as he performed, knowing that he was pleasing her.

But then, suddenly, Lila interrupted his dance. She walked over to him and grabbed his hair, pulling him close to her.

"Enough of that," she growled, her voice low and dominant. "I want you on your knees now."

Alex felt a thrill run through him as he dropped to his knees, looking up at Lila. She was towering over him, her body a beautiful mix of curves and angles. He wanted her, more than anything.

"Open your mouth," she said, holding out her hand. "Suck on my fingers. Show me how much you love to please me."

Alex eagerly obeyed, taking Lila's fingers into his mouth and sucking on them. He could taste the lipstick on her fingers, mixed with a hint of saltiness. He knew that he was hers, completely and utterly.

Lila pulled her fingers out of his mouth and leaned down to kiss him. It was a fierce, passionate kiss, filled with hunger and desire. Alex felt her tongue pushing into his mouth, exploring every corner. He knew that he was in for a wild ride with her, and he couldn't wait to see where this journey would take him.


Chapter 5: Embracing Crossdressing

Alex's home was a haven for his newfound desires. He had fully embraced crossdressing and now wore women's clothing every day. His slender body looked amazing in tight dresses, and he loved the feeling of stockings and heels on his legs. He had even started experimenting with makeup, and his red lipstick made his plump lips look irresistible.

Lila, now his girlfriend, loved his new look. She had always been supportive of his kinks and fetishes, and she adored seeing Alex in all his feminine glory. They spent their days exploring their sexuality, and Alex was amazed by how much he enjoyed being both a man and a woman.

One day, as Alex was putting on his favorite red lipstick, Lila entered the room. She stood there, admiring him from head to toe, before walking over to him and tracing her finger along his jawline.

"You look stunning, Alex," she whispered.

Alex's heart raced at her touch. He leaned in and kissed her passionately, his lipstick smudging onto her lips.

"I want you to fuck me," Alex said, his voice husky with desire.

Lila grinned and pulled him closer. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her thigh, and she knew he was ready for her.

"Get on the bed," she commanded, "on your hands and knees."

Alex obeyed, feeling the cool sheets against his bare skin. He closed his eyes and waited for Lila to take control.

She grabbed a bottle of lube and started to massage it onto his ass, teasing him with her fingers.

"You like that, baby?" she asked, her voice dripping with lust.

Alex moaned, arching his back and pushing his ass towards her.

"I want you inside me," he begged.

Lila pushed the head of her strap-on into his tight hole, slowly inching it deeper and deeper until she was fully inside him.

Alex gasped at the sensation, feeling her thick cock filling him up. He reached back and started to stroke his own cock, enjoying the feeling of being fucked by his girlfriend.

Lila pounded into him, her hips slapping against his ass with each thrust. Alex could feel his own orgasm building, and he knew he was close to cumming.

"I'm gonna cum," he moaned.

Lila reached around and started to stroke his cock, her hand moving faster and faster as she pounded into him.

Alex let out a loud moan as he came, his cum shooting onto the sheets below him. Lila followed soon after, her cock pulsing inside him as she came.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating. Alex couldn't believe how amazing it felt to be both a man and a woman, to explore his sexuality in new and exciting ways.

As they lay there, catching their breath, Lila leaned over and kissed him softly.

"I love you, Alex," she whispered.

"I love you too," he replied, feeling a sense of contentment wash over him.

The next day, Alex decided to go out for a walk in his neighborhood. He had been cooped up in the house for too long, and he wanted to explore the world outside. He put on his favorite red dress, matching heels, and red lipstick, feeling confident and sexy.

As he walked down the street, he noticed several men checking him out. He felt a rush of excitement, knowing that his feminine appearance was turning them on. He decided to push his boundaries even further and walked into a nearby bar, looking for someone to satisfy his newfound desires.

The bar was dimly lit, and the air was thick with the scent of alcohol and cigarettes. Alex walked over to the bar and ordered a drink, feeling the eyes of several men on him. He turned around and scanned the room, searching for someone to fulfill his fantasies.

His eyes landed on a tall, muscular man sitting at the other end of the bar. He had short, dark hair, piercing blue eyes, and a strong jawline. Alex felt his cock stir at the sight of him, and he knew he had to have him.

He walked over to the man and introduced himself, feeling a surge of confidence.

"Hi, I'm Alex," he said, his voice soft and feminine.

The man smiled and introduced himself as Jake. They struck up a conversation, and Alex couldn't believe how easy it was to talk to him. He felt a connection, and he knew that Jake was the one he had been searching for.

They finished their drinks and left the bar, walking back to Alex's house. The tension between them was palpable, and Alex could feel his heart racing with anticipation.

As soon as they walked through the door, Jake grabbed Alex by the waist and pulled him close. He kissed him hard, his tongue exploring Alex's mouth with fierce passion. Alex moaned into his mouth, feeling the heat building between them.

Jake pushed him towards the bed, and Alex fell onto the sheets, his dress flying up around his waist. He could feel Jake's hands on his body, exploring every inch of him. He moaned as Jake's mouth found his nipples, sucking and biting them with expert precision.

"Fuck me," Alex gasped, his voice filled with desire.

Jake reached into his pocket and pulled out a condom, rolling it onto his hard cock. He positioned himself at Alex's entrance and pushed inside, filling him up with his thick cock.

Alex moaned, feeling his body being taken over by pleasure. He pushed back against Jake's thrusts, meeting him with every stroke. He could feel his orgasm building, and he knew he was close.

Jake pounded into him, his hips slapping against Alex's ass with each thrust. He reached around and started to stroke Alex's cock, feeling it twitch in his hand.

"I'm gonna cum," Alex moaned.

Jake leaned over and whispered in his ear, "Cum for me, baby."

Alex let out a loud moan as he came, his cum shooting onto the sheets. Jake followed soon after, his cock pulsing inside him as he came.


Chapter 6: The Ultimate Feminine Fantasy

The hotel room was dimly lit, the soft glow of a lamp casting shadows across the walls. Alex stood nervously in the center of the room, his heart racing as he looked at himself in the full-length mirror. He couldn't believe how sexy he looked in the frilly black maid's dress that Lila had picked out for him. The skirt was short, barely covering his ass, and the lace trim tickled his thighs as he shifted his weight from foot to foot.

Lila stood behind him, her hands roaming over his body, adjusting the hem of his dress and smoothing his hair. She had applied his makeup, giving him a dramatic smoky eye and a deep red lipstick that matched the shade of her own lips.

"You look so hot," she whispered in his ear, her breath tickling his neck. "Are you ready for this?"

Alex nodded, his stomach churning with excitement and nerves. He had always fantasized about being dressed up like a maid and used by both a man and a woman, and now that it was actually happening, he could hardly believe it.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door, and Lila's face lit up with anticipation. She rushed to answer it, and Alex heard the deep rumble of a man's voice.

"Hi there," the man said, and Alex felt his heart skip a beat. He couldn't see who it was from where he was standing, but he could tell that the man was big and muscular, with a deep, commanding voice.

Lila led the man into the room, and Alex turned to face him. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with short-cropped hair and a chiseled jawline. He was wearing a sharp suit that emphasized the breadth of his shoulders and the tightness of his ass.

"Alex, this is Marcus," Lila said, introducing them. "He's going to be helping us out tonight."

Marcus gave Alex a once-over, his eyes lingering on the curve of his ass and the swell of his breasts. "Nice to meet you, Alex," he said, his voice low and rough.

Alex felt a shiver run through him at the sound of Marcus's voice. He had always been drawn to dominant men, and something about Marcus's commanding presence made his cock twitch with anticipation.

Without further ado, Lila led Alex over to the bed, where Marcus was already reclining, his cock already hard and straining against the fabric of his pants.

"Get on your knees," Lila commanded, and Alex eagerly obeyed, sinking to the floor in front of Marcus.

Marcus unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, thick and veiny and already dripping with pre-cum. Alex couldn't help but stare at it, transfixed by its size and power.

"Go ahead," Lila said, nodding her head towards Marcus's cock. "Take it in your mouth."

Alex hesitated for a moment, his heart racing with excitement and nerves. But then he leaned forward, opening his mouth and taking the head of Marcus's cock into his mouth.

Marcus moaned, his head falling back in pleasure. "Fuck, that's good," he groaned, his hands tangling in Alex's hair.

Lila watched with a hungry expression on her face, her own hand straying between her legs as she watched Alex give Marcus a lipstick blowjob.

But it wasn't long before Lila wanted in on the action. She climbed onto the bed next to Marcus, her own pussy already slick with desire. "My turn," she said, reaching down and pulling Alex up onto the bed.

She pushed him down onto his back, his dress hiked up around his waist, and his panties pulled to the side, exposing his tight little asshole to her. Lila climbed on top of him, straddling his face and pressing her pussy down onto his mouth.

"Fuck, yes," she moaned, grinding her hips against his tongue. "Eat me out, you dirty little maid."

Alex eagerly complied, flicking his tongue over her clit and delving deep into her wet, hot cunt. He could taste the salt of Marcus's pre-cum on his lips, and he knew that he was close to cumming.

But just when he thought he couldn't take it anymore, Marcus pulled out of his mouth and climbed onto the bed behind him. He positioned himself at the entrance to Alex's tight little hole and pushed inside, groaning with pleasure at the feeling of Alex's hot, tight body clenching around him.

Alex cried out, his head thrown back in ecstasy. He had never felt so full, so complete, as he did with Marcus inside him and Lila grinding her pussy onto his face.

"Fuck, that's good," Marcus groaned, his hands gripping Alex's hips and thrusting deeper and harder into him. "Take it, you dirty little slut."

And Alex did. He took everything that Marcus gave him, moaning and gasping with pleasure as he felt himself approaching the brink of orgasm. And when Marcus finally came inside him, hot and sticky and filling him up completely, Alex came too, his body convulsing with pleasure as he cried out Lila's name.

The three of them collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating and covered in a sheen of sweat. For a few moments, they just lay there, catching their breath and basking in the afterglow of their intense sexual experience.

But then Lila sat up, a wicked glint in her eye. "I have an idea," she said, reaching over to the nightstand and grabbing a tube of bright red lipstick.

Without another word, she leaned down and kissed Alex, transferring the lipstick from her lips to his. "You look so pretty with my lipstick all over your face," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear.

And Alex couldn't help but smile, feeling like he had just lived out his ultimate feminine fantasy.


Chapter 7: The Feminine Orgy

The sex club was buzzing with activity, the air thick with the scent of sweat and sex. Couples and groups of people were scattered throughout the dimly lit room, indulging in their wildest fantasies.

Alex and Lila had never been to a sex club before, but they were eager to explore their desires in a safe and accepting environment. They had dressed in their finest lingerie and makeup, and they were both feeling incredibly sexy and confident.

As they made their way through the crowd, they caught the eye of a couple who were sitting on a nearby couch. The man was tall and muscular, with short dark hair and a neatly trimmed beard. The woman was curvy and voluptuous, with long blonde hair and full lips painted a bright shade of red.

"Hello there," the man said, his eyes roaming over Alex's body. "I couldn't help but notice how beautiful you look in that lingerie."

Alex blushed, feeling a sudden surge of arousal at the man's words. Lila stepped closer to Alex, wrapping an arm around his waist possessively.

"Thank you," Alex said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I'm Alex, and this is Lila."

The woman smiled warmly at them. "I'm Amy, and this is my husband, Mark. We're both into some pretty kinky stuff, and we were wondering if you two might be interested in joining us for some fun?"

Alex and Lila exchanged a quick glance, and they both nodded eagerly.

"I think that sounds like a lot of fun," Lila said, a mischievous glint in her eye.

Amy and Mark led them to a private room, where they quickly got down to business. Mark took charge, ordering Alex to get down on his knees and suck his cock while Amy watched.

Alex eagerly complied, using his bright red lipstick to paint Mark's cock with kisses and licks. The taste of precum on his tongue made him moan with pleasure, and he took Mark's length deep into his throat, gagging slightly as Mark thrust his hips forward.

Lila watched with lustful eyes, her fingers trailing over her own body as she watched her lover pleasuring another man.

"You're such a good little cocksucker," Mark growled, his hands tangled in Alex's hair. "But I think it's time for you to take things up a notch."

He pulled out a strap-on from a nearby drawer, the thick dildo glistening with lube. He instructed Alex to bend over, and with a few rough thrusts, he was inside him.

Alex cried out in pleasure, the sensation of being filled so completely overwhelming. He reached between his legs, stroking his own cock as Mark pounded him harder and harder.

Meanwhile, Amy had stripped down to her lingerie, and she was watching them with interest. She stepped forward, her red lips parting in a sultry smile.

"Can I join in?" she asked, her fingers tracing over Alex's back.

Alex nodded eagerly, and Amy wasted no time in strapping on her own dildo. She slid it inside Lila, who gasped in pleasure, her hands clawing at the sheets.

As the night wore on, the four of them indulged in every fetish and kink they could think of. They swapped partners, experimented with cum play, and even indulged in a little bondage.

By the time they finally collapsed into a heap of sweat and exhaustion, they were all completely spent. But they were also incredibly satisfied, having experienced a level of pleasure that they had never even imagined before.

As they left the sex club and made their way back to their hotel room, Alex and Lila knew that they would never forget this incredible night. They were both glowing with pleasure, their bodies still humming with the after-effects of their wild, uninhibited sexual adventures.

Lila wrapped her arms around Alex, her lips pressed against his neck. "That was amazing," she whispered. "I never knew I could enjoy something like that so much."

Alex turned to face her, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "I think we have a lot more exploring to do," he said, a wicked grin spreading across his face. "Who knows what other fetishes we might discover?"

Lila laughed, her fingers trailing over Alex's cheek. "I can't wait to find out," she said, her voice husky with desire.

As they entered their hotel room, they both knew that their night was far from over. They had tasted the forbidden pleasures of the sex club, and they were hungry for more.

Alex reached for his lipstick, his fingers tracing over the smooth, curved edge. He turned to Lila, a wicked glint in his eye.

"Want to try something new?" he asked, holding out the lipstick.

Lila's eyes widened in surprise, but she quickly recovered, a mischievous smile spreading across her lips. "I think I know just the thing," she said, taking the lipstick from Alex's hand.

She pushed him back onto the bed, her fingers tracing over his body as she leaned in to kiss him deeply. Alex moaned into her mouth, his hands reaching up to tangle in her hair.

As they kissed, Lila began to trace patterns onto Alex's chest with the lipstick. She drew swirls and lines, filling in the spaces with bright red color. Alex watched with fascination, his body responding to the feel of the soft lipstick on his skin.

When she was finished, Lila leaned back to admire her work. "You look gorgeous," she said, a note of awe in her voice.

Alex grinned, feeling a rush of pleasure at her words. "I think it's your turn now," he said, holding out the lipstick.

Lila took the lipstick, a mischievous glint in her eye. She began to trace patterns onto Alex's chest, her fingers moving in delicate, swirling motions. As she worked, she leaned in to kiss him, her lips soft and inviting.

Alex moaned, his body responding to the sensations of her touch. He reached up to cup her breasts, squeezing them gently as she continued to draw patterns onto his skin.

As they kissed and played, their bodies entwined, they both knew that this was just the beginning. They had discovered a new fetish, a new way to explore their desires, and they were both hungry for more.

---


Chapter 1: "The Secret Revealed"

Mike sat nervously on the edge of his bed, his hands fidgeting in his lap. He had something important to tell his girlfriend, but he didn't know how to say it. For years, he had been hiding his crossdressing fetish from everyone, including her. He couldn't keep it a secret any longer.

"Hey, sweetie," he said, trying to keep his voice steady. "There's something I need to tell you."

She looked up from her book, curious. "What is it?"

Mike took a deep breath. "I like to dress up in women's clothing."

There was a moment of silence as his girlfriend processed the information. Finally, she spoke. "What do you mean, dress up in women's clothing?"

"I mean, I like to wear dresses, skirts, and panties," he said, feeling his face flush with embarrassment.

His girlfriend studied him for a moment before speaking. "Is that why you've been spending so much time in the bathroom lately?"

Mike nodded, relieved that she seemed to understand. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you sooner. I just didn't know how you would react."

His girlfriend smiled, reaching out to take his hand. "It's okay. I'm not upset. In fact, I'm kind of intrigued. Do you think you could show me what you look like dressed up?"

Mike's heart leaped with excitement. He had always dreamed of having someone to share his secret with. "Really? You want to see me dressed up?"

She nodded, a mischievous glint in her eye. "I think it could be fun. And who knows? Maybe I'll like it too."

Mike couldn't believe his luck. He went to his closet and pulled out his favorite dress, a blue satin number that hugged his curves in all the right places. He slipped it on, feeling the soft fabric against his skin. He put on some makeup and a pair of high heels, then stepped out of the closet to show his girlfriend.

She gasped in surprise, then burst out laughing. "You look amazing!" she said, walking over to him and giving him a hug.

Mike felt a rush of joy and relief flood through him. He had finally found someone who accepted him for who he was. As they sat on the bed, talking and laughing, he knew that his life would never be the same again.

The rest of the night was filled with experimentation as they tried on different outfits and played with makeup. Mike felt like a weight had been lifted off his shoulders, and he couldn't wait to explore this side of himself even further.

The couple kissed passionately and eventually started to doze off. As they drifted off to sleep, his girlfriend whispered in his ear. "You know, Mike, I think Michelle would make a great name for you when you're dressed up like this."

Mike smiled, feeling more alive than he had in years. He had a new identity now, a new persona to explore. And with his girlfriend by his side, he knew that anything was possible.


Chapter 2: "Michelle Emerges"

Mike couldn't believe he had finally revealed his secret to his girlfriend. He had been hiding his crossdressing fetish for years, but he knew he couldn't keep it a secret any longer. As he stood in front of the mirror, he couldn't help but feel nervous and excited at the same time. He had always wanted to explore his feminine side, and now he finally had the opportunity to do so.

The next day, Mike decided to go shopping for women's clothes. He was a bit nervous at first, but he quickly got into the swing of things. He tried on a variety of different outfits, experimenting with different styles and colors until he found the perfect look for his alter ego, Michelle.

As he left the store, carrying a bag filled with his new clothes, Mike felt a rush of adrenaline. He knew he couldn't wear his new clothes in public yet, but he couldn't resist trying them on in secret. When he got home, he quickly changed into one of his new outfits, feeling the soft fabric against his skin. He looked in the mirror and couldn't believe how beautiful he looked. He decided to take a few pictures to document the moment.

Over the next few weeks, Mike started wearing panties to work, feeling the thrill of keeping his secret hidden. He loved the way they made him feel, and he couldn't wait to explore his feminine side even further. He spent hours each day putting on makeup, practicing his walk in heels, and experimenting with different outfits.

One day, he decided to take the next step and put on a full outfit. He spent hours getting ready, carefully selecting the perfect dress, wig, and accessories. When he looked in the mirror, he couldn't believe how stunning he looked. He felt a rush of excitement as he admired his new look, feeling aroused but knowing that there was no sex yet.

As he left his apartment, he couldn't help but feel a bit nervous. He knew that if he was caught, it could ruin his life. But he couldn't resist the thrill of exploring his feminine side in public. He went to a nearby park, feeling the wind blow through his hair as he walked around. He loved the feeling of the sun on his skin and the way his dress swirled around his legs.

As the sun began to set, he decided to head back home. He felt more alive than ever before, knowing that he had finally found a way to express his true self. He couldn't wait to explore his feminine side even further, knowing that there was no limit to where it could take him.


Chapter 3: "The First Encounter"

Michelle nervously fidgeted with the hem of her black skirt as she sat at the bar, taking a sip of her drink. She'd never been to this part of town before, but she'd heard that the men here were open-minded and accepting of people like her. She had spent hours getting ready, making sure that her makeup was perfect and her hair was styled just right. She wore a tight pink top that showed off her ample cleavage and a short black skirt that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her long legs were encased in black stockings, and she wore a pair of high heels that made her feel sexy and confident.

As she sat there, a man approached her, eyeing her up and down with interest. He was tall and muscular, with short black hair and a five o'clock shadow. He wore a leather jacket and tight jeans that showed off his bulging muscles. Michelle couldn't help but be drawn to him, despite her nervousness.

"Hey there," he said, flashing a charming smile. "I'm Mark. Can I buy you a drink?"

Michelle smiled back at him, feeling her heart race in her chest. "Sure," she said, nodding.

As they sat at the bar, Mark and Michelle chatted, getting to know each other better. Michelle felt herself becoming more and more attracted to him as the night wore on. She was surprised at how easy it was to talk to him, even though she was dressed as a woman.

Eventually, Mark leaned in and whispered in her ear, "I can't stop thinking about you. Do you want to come back to my place?"

Michelle hesitated for a moment, but then nodded, feeling a rush of excitement. She followed Mark back to his apartment, her heart pounding in her chest. As they walked in, she took in the scent of his cologne mixed with the smell of sweat and sex.

Mark led her to his bedroom, and Michelle's heart skipped a beat as she saw the large king-sized bed in the center of the room. Mark turned to her and kissed her deeply, pulling her close to him. Michelle felt his hands on her body, caressing her breasts and running down her back.

"God, you're so beautiful," he murmured, running his hands down her body. "I've never been with a girl like you before."

Michelle moaned, feeling a surge of desire. She had never felt so desired and wanted before in her life. Mark slowly undressed her, revealing her lacy pink bra and matching panties. He gasped as he saw her fully for the first time, taking in her feminine curves and smooth skin.

As they kissed and caressed each other, Michelle felt herself getting more and more aroused. She had never felt so feminine and sexy before, and she reveled in the feeling of Mark's hands on her body.

Finally, Mark led her to the bed and lay her down, pulling off his own clothes. Michelle gasped as she saw his large cock, feeling a surge of desire. Mark climbed on top of her, kissing her deeply as he slowly entered her. Michelle moaned, feeling a wave of pleasure wash over her as she explored her sexuality in a new way.

Mark began to move in and out of her slowly at first, savoring every moment of their intimate connection. Michelle's moans grew louder as she matched his rhythm, her body pulsing with desire. Mark's hands roamed over her body, caressing her breasts and running down her back.

As they moved together, their bodies entwined in a passionate dance, Michelle felt a sense of ecstasy wash over her. She had never felt so alive and free, and she knew that she never wanted this moment to end.

Mark continued to move in and out of her, increasing his pace and intensity. Michelle's body responded eagerly, arching up to meet him with each thrust. She felt his fingers dig into her hips as he pounded into her harder and harder, driving her towards the edge of pleasure.

Finally, with a loud cry, Michelle came, her body convulsing with pleasure. Mark followed soon after, groaning as he emptied himself inside her.

As they lay there, panting and sweaty, Michelle knew that she had discovered a part of herself that she never knew existed. She had embraced her feminine side and indulged in her deepest desires, and it had been everything she had hoped for and more.

But it wasn't over yet.

Mark wasn't done with her, and he quickly flipped her over onto her hands and knees. Michelle felt a shiver of anticipation run through her body as Mark positioned himself behind her, his cock pressing against her slick folds. He leaned over her, his hands on her hips as he began to thrust into her again, this time with a renewed energy and vigor.

Michelle cried out, feeling the pleasure build within her once more. She pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts with her own. The room was filled with the sound of their bodies slapping together, the bed creaking beneath them.

Mark reached around her, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in tight circles. Michelle cried out again, feeling her body respond eagerly to his touch. She could feel the heat building within her, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter.

Finally, with a cry of ecstasy, she came again, her body shaking with pleasure. Mark followed soon after, groaning as he emptied himself inside her once more.

As they collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty, Michelle knew that she had crossed a line that she could never come back from. She had indulged in her deepest, darkest desires, and she had loved every moment of it.

But as she lay there, wrapped in Mark's strong arms, she also knew that there was still so much more to explore. She had only scratched the surface of her sexuality, and she was eager to discover what other pleasures lay in store for her.


Chapter 4: "The Office Affair"

Michelle had spent the whole day at the office feeling restless and horny. She kept imagining what it would be like to have sex with her coworker, Dennis, while dressed in women's clothing. As she sat at her desk, her mind drifted to her makeup kit and her stockings, both hidden away in her desk drawer.

As soon as the clock struck five, Michelle grabbed her bag and headed out of the office. She rushed home and got changed into a pair of silky stockings, carefully applying her makeup to accentuate her features. She knew she looked good, and she was excited to see if Dennis would find her attractive.

Michelle headed downtown to a gay bar where she knew Dennis liked to hang out after work. She spotted him sitting at the bar, nursing a drink, and she sidled up next to him, pretending not to know who he was.

"Hey there, handsome," she purred, batting her eyelashes at him.

Dennis turned to look at her and was immediately taken aback by her stunning appearance. He didn't recognize her at first, but as soon as she spoke, he knew who she was.

"Michelle? Is that really you?" he asked, his eyes wide with surprise.

"It is," she replied, sipping on her own drink. "Do you like what you see?"

"I do," he said, running his eyes up and down her body. "You look incredible."

Michelle smiled, feeling a rush of excitement at the compliment. She knew what she wanted, and she was going to get it.

They chatted for a while, and Michelle made sure to keep the conversation flirty and suggestive. She could tell that Dennis was interested in her, and she was enjoying the attention.

After a few drinks, they left the bar and headed back to the office, knowing that it would be empty at this time of night. They slipped inside and headed straight for Michelle's desk.

Michelle wasted no time in dropping to her knees in front of Dennis and undoing his pants. She could feel his hard cock throbbing in her hand as she took it into her mouth, sucking and licking him with all the skill she had.

Dennis moaned loudly as Michelle worked her magic on him. He ran his fingers through her hair, urging her on, and she could feel the heat building between them.

Before long, they were both naked and writhing on the floor, lost in the heat of the moment. Michelle felt a rush of pleasure as Dennis entered her, his cock pounding into her with every thrust.

They explored each other's bodies in new and exciting ways, trying out different positions and pushing each other to the limits of pleasure. Michelle could feel herself getting closer and closer to orgasm with every passing moment, and she knew that she was going to come hard.

As they reached the height of their passion, Michelle screamed out in ecstasy, her body convulsing with pleasure. Dennis followed soon after, his own orgasm rippling through him.

They lay there, spent and sated, for a few moments, catching their breath. Michelle knew that she had just had an experience that she would never forget, and she was grateful to Dennis for giving her that gift.

After they had finished, Michelle quickly got dressed, gathering her clothes from the floor. She felt a mix of emotions - excitement, guilt, and a sense of danger. What if someone had walked in on them while they were having sex in the office? Michelle tried to push those thoughts aside as she dressed.

Dennis watched her, still panting from their sexual encounter. "That was incredible," he said, a satisfied smile on his face.

Michelle smiled back at him, feeling a wave of affection for him. She knew that they were both playing with fire by having this affair, but she couldn't help how she felt. She was addicted to the rush of excitement and danger that came with their secret trysts.

They parted ways after that, with Dennis promising to call her again soon. Michelle knew that they would continue to meet up in secret, but she also knew that their affair couldn't go on forever.

As she walked out of the office, Michelle felt a rush of cool air hit her skin. She looked up at the sky, feeling free and alive. She knew that she had crossed a line, but she also knew that she didn't care. She was going to keep living her life on her own terms, no matter what anyone else thought.


Chapter 5: "The Threesome"

Mike, now fully embracing his alter ego Michelle, was excited to explore his sexuality in new ways. He had heard about the underground club scene from a coworker and decided to check it out, dressed in his sexiest outfit yet - a tight red dress that hugged his curves in all the right places.

As he entered the club, he was immediately hit with a wave of loud music and flashing lights. Bodies writhed on the dance floor, with people grinding up against each other in a frenzy of passion.

Mike made his way to the bar and ordered a drink, feeling a sense of freedom he had never experienced before. As he sipped his drink, he noticed a couple across the room who were staring at him with hungry eyes. They were both attractive, with toned bodies and dark hair. The man was tall and muscular, while the woman was petite with a shapely ass.

Mike could feel their gaze on him, and he knew what they wanted. He finished his drink and made his way over to them, feeling a sense of nervous excitement in the pit of his stomach.

"Hi," he said, trying to sound confident. "I'm Michelle."

The couple introduced themselves as Jack and Emily, and they immediately hit it off. They talked and laughed, exchanging stories and flirtatious glances. Mike could feel the sexual tension building between them, and he knew it was only a matter of time before they took things to the next level.

After a few more drinks, Jack suggested they go back to his place, and Mike eagerly agreed. Emily walked ahead of them, her tight ass swaying seductively in her short skirt. Mike couldn't take his eyes off her, and he felt a stirring in his groin that he knew wouldn't go away.

Once they arrived at Jack's place, they wasted no time getting down to business. Emily stripped off her clothes, revealing a pair of perky tits and a shaved pussy. Jack followed suit, revealing a large cock that was already hard with excitement.

Mike watched as they kissed and touched each other, feeling a sense of arousal wash over him. He stripped off his dress, revealing his own lingerie underneath. Jack and Emily's eyes widened with surprise and delight as they took in his slim figure and perky tits.

They invited him to join them, and Mike eagerly obliged. He kissed Emily's lips, tasting the sweetness of her tongue as Jack fucked her from behind. Mike reached around and squeezed her tits, feeling their softness in his hands.

As Jack pulled out of Emily, he motioned for Mike to take his place. Mike positioned himself behind her, feeling the heat of her pussy against his cock. He slowly pushed himself inside, feeling her tightness wrap around him like a warm embrace.

Emily moaned with pleasure as Mike fucked her, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust deeper and deeper inside her. Jack watched from the sidelines, stroking his cock and waiting for his turn.

As Mike reached his climax, he pulled out and motioned for Jack to take his place. Jack eagerly obliged, fucking Emily with a renewed sense of passion. Mike watched, feeling a sense of excitement and arousal as he stroked his own cock.

When Jack was finished, Emily turned her attention to Mike, kissing him deeply as she stroked his cock. Jack watched, his own cock growing hard once again as he watched them together.

The three of them spent the night exploring each other's bodies in a variety of positions, with Mike taking on both partners in turn. They fucked each other with a wild abandon, their bodies writhing in pleasure as they reached orgasm after orgasm.

As the sun rose over the city, they collapsed in a heap on the bed, exhausted but satisfied. Mike lay in between Jack and Emily, feeling a sense of contentment he had never experienced before. He knew he had found a new side of himself that he would never be able to ignore.

As they drifted off to sleep, Mike knew that this was only the beginning. He had opened up a world of possibilities for himself, and he couldn't wait to explore every throbbing inch of it.

The next morning, Mike woke up feeling satisfied but also a bit confused. He had never been with a couple before, and he wasn't sure where this would lead him.

Emily and Jack were still asleep beside him, their bodies entwined in a tangle of limbs. Mike watched them for a moment, feeling a sense of tenderness towards them both. He knew he had enjoyed their night together, but he wasn't sure if he was ready for anything more.

As he quietly slipped out of bed and got dressed, he heard a voice behind him.

"Leaving already?" Emily asked, her voice husky with sleep.

Mike turned to face her, feeling a sense of guilt wash over him. He didn't want to hurt her or Jack, but he also didn't want to lead them on.

"I had a great time last night," he said, trying to sound sincere. "But I think it's best if we just leave it at that."

Emily nodded, her eyes sad but understanding. "I get it," she said. "We had fun, but it was just a one-time thing."

Mike felt a sense of relief wash over him. He didn't want to hurt anyone, but he also knew he needed to be true to himself.

As he left the apartment and made his way back to his own, he couldn't help but think about what had happened. He had enjoyed the threesome, but he wasn't sure if he was ready for anything more. He knew he needed to take some time to figure things out, to explore his desires in a safe and consensual way.

But one thing was certain - he was no longer the same person he had been before. He had opened himself up to new possibilities, and he was excited to see where his journey would take him.


Chapter 6: "The Public Encounter"

Michelle stepped out of the car and took a deep breath. She was wearing a skin-tight black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her hair was styled in loose curls that cascaded down her back, and her makeup was done perfectly. She looked amazing, and she knew it.

As she made her way to the entrance of the club, Michelle could feel eyes on her. Men and women alike were checking her out, and she loved the attention. She walked with confidence, swaying her hips seductively, and made her way to the bar.

"Can I get you something to drink, beautiful?" the bartender asked, eyeing her up and down.

Michelle smiled and ordered a margarita. As she sipped her drink, a group of men approached her. They were all tall, muscular, and handsome, and they were all vying for her attention. Michelle loved the attention and flirted shamelessly with each of them.

As the night wore on, Michelle danced with each of the men, feeling their hands on her body and the heat between their bodies. The music was loud, and the air was thick with the scent of alcohol and sweat.

One of the men whispered something in Michelle's ear, and she giggled. They made their way to a bathroom stall, and the man pushed her against the wall, his hands roaming over her body. Michelle moaned in pleasure as he kissed her neck, his hands slipping under her dress.

Soon, another man joined them, and then another. Michelle was surrounded by men, each of them eager to touch her, kiss her, and make her moan. She took them all on, one after another, in a frenzy of lust and desire.

Finally, exhausted and satisfied, Michelle made her way back to the bar. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She was beautiful, desirable, and free to indulge in her secret desires without any fear of judgment or consequences. As Michelle made her way back to the bar, she noticed that everyone in the club was staring at her. They knew what she had been doing in the bathroom stall, and they all wanted a piece of her. Michelle felt a surge of power and desire, and she knew that she was in control.

One of the men from the bathroom stall approached her again, and Michelle smiled at him. He took her hand and led her onto the dance floor, where they began to move to the beat of the music.

As they danced, the man pressed his body against hers, and Michelle could feel his arousal. She reached down and touched him through his pants, feeling his cock harden under her touch.

"Let's go back to my place," he whispered in her ear. "I want to fuck you again."

Michelle smiled and followed him out of the club. They got into his car and drove to his apartment, where they quickly stripped off their clothes and began to explore each other's bodies once more.

The man was insatiable, and Michelle loved every moment of it. They fucked in every position imaginable, and Michelle screamed in pleasure as he brought her to orgasm after orgasm.

Finally, as the sun began to rise, they collapsed onto the bed, exhausted and spent. The man kissed Michelle on the forehead, and she smiled up at him.

"Thank you," she whispered. "That was amazing."

He smiled back at her. "Anytime," he said.


Chapter 7: "The Ultimate Confession"

Michelle had never felt so alive. She sat nervously on the couch, clad in lingerie and waiting for her girlfriend, Lisa, to come home. Michelle had been hiding her crossdressing fetish for years, but finally, she had revealed it to Lisa, who had embraced it with open arms. Michelle had been exploring her feminine side for weeks, trying on clothes and practicing her makeup. She had never felt so confident and beautiful.

When Lisa walked through the door, Michelle stood up nervously, biting her lip. Lisa smiled, taking in the sight of Michelle in her lingerie. "You look beautiful," she said, walking over and kissing Michelle deeply. Michelle confessed that she had been having wild sex for the past few weeks. She went into details about all of her naughty adventures as Lisa looked on. " I know about everything….. and I have a surprise for you," Lisa said, leading Michelle to the bedroom.

Inside, there were two other people waiting: a tall, muscular man named Jake and a petite, curvy woman named Emily. Jake was wearing only a pair of black boxer briefs, while Emily was wearing a lacy bra and panty set.

Michelle felt her heart racing as Lisa introduced her to the couple. They were both incredibly attractive, and Michelle could feel their eyes on her. "We're going to have some fun tonight," Lisa said, grinning.

Over the course of the night, Michelle had sex with both Jake and Emily, exploring her sexuality in ways she never thought possible. They tried every position imaginable, with Michelle taking on both partners at the same time. The sounds of their moans and the smell of sex filled the air, as they explored each other's bodies with abandon.

As Michelle began to explore her sexuality with Jake and Emily, the passion between them grew hotter and hotter. They started with soft kisses and caresses, their hands exploring every inch of each other's bodies. Jake's hands were large and muscular, while Emily's were small and delicate, but both of them knew just how to touch Michelle in all the right places.

As they moved to the bed, Michelle felt a thrill of excitement run through her body. She had never been with two partners at the same time before, but the thought of it was incredibly arousing. Jake and Emily undressed her slowly, taking their time to explore every inch of her body.

Michelle felt her heart racing as they kissed her neck and breasts, their tongues flicking over her nipples. She moaned softly, arching her back as they continued to explore her body. Soon, Jake was on top of her, his muscular frame pressing against her soft curves. Emily knelt beside them, her fingers playing with Michelle's clit as Jake thrust inside her.

As the lovemaking continued, the sounds of their moans and the smell of sex filled the air. Michelle felt herself getting lost in the moment, her body responding to every touch and caress. She cried out as she came, her body shaking with pleasure.

They switched positions, with Michelle taking on both partners at the same time. She felt incredibly full, as Jake's cock filled her pussy and Emily's fingers played with her clit. The intensity of the pleasure was almost too much to handle, but Michelle didn't want it to stop.

As the night progressed, Michelle continued to explore her newfound sexuality with Jake and Emily. She loved the feeling of being dressed in lingerie, the softness of the fabric against her skin, and the way it made her feel more feminine. She had always been drawn to stockings, and she was thrilled when Emily produced a pair of black lace thigh-highs for her to wear.

Jake was incredibly attentive to Michelle's desires, taking the time to explore every inch of her body. She loved the feeling of his muscular frame against her soft curves, the way his hands roamed over her skin. She was surprised at how much she enjoyed being pegged, feeling Emily's strap-on filling her up and stretching her in new and exciting ways.

As they continued to explore each other's bodies, the room filled with the sounds of their moans and the smell of sex. Michelle loved the feeling of being the center of attention, the way both Jake and Emily were focused on giving her pleasure. When she finally came, she cried out, feeling the intensity of the pleasure wash over her.

As the night wore on, Michelle tried new things she never thought she would be into before. She experimented with different positions, different toys, and even tasted her own cum. The more she explored her sexuality, the more she realized how much she had been missing out on before.

When the night finally came to an end, Michelle felt a sense of exhaustion but also fulfillment. She had never felt so alive, so in touch with her desires. As she slowly removed her lingerie, she knew that this experience had changed her forever.

As they lay in bed together, the room filled with the soft sounds of their breathing, Michelle felt a sense of peace. For the first time in her life, she felt like she had found a community where she belonged, a group of people who accepted her for who she was. As she drifted off to sleep, she knew that this was only the beginning of her journey of sexual exploration.

---

I Was Transformed By My Wife

Erica Smooth


Chapter 1: "The Discovery"

Will sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the open drawer in front of him. Inside, he could see a collection of delicate lace bras, silky panties, and sheer stockings. They were Allison's, but something about them called to him in a way that he couldn't quite explain.

With trembling hands, he reached out to pick up a soft pink bra, feeling the smooth fabric between his fingers. He held it up to his chest, imagining what it would be like to wear it himself.

He took a deep breath and began to undress himself, feeling a sense of anticipation building inside him. He had never done anything like this before, had never allowed himself to explore this side of himself.

But something about the lingerie called to him, something about the softness and elegance of the garments made him feel alive in a way that he had never experienced before.

He reached into the drawer again and pulled out a matching pair of panties, slipping them on slowly, feeling the soft fabric against his skin. He gasped as he fastened the bra around his chest, feeling a sudden sense of femininity wash over him.

He stood in front of the mirror, admiring himself from all angles, feeling a sense of excitement building inside him. He couldn't believe that he had gone so long without exploring this side of himself, without giving in to the temptation that had been haunting him for weeks.

With a sudden sense of urgency, he began to experiment with different pieces of lingerie, trying on stockings, garter belts, and high heels. The feeling of soft fabric against his skin was intoxicating, a sensation he had never experienced before.

He twirled in front of the mirror, admiring himself from all angles, feeling a sense of wonder at the beautiful woman he had become. The clothes fit him perfectly, accentuating his curves and making him feel feminine and alive.

As the hours passed, Will's exploration of his feminine side deepened. He tried on different outfits, posing in front of the mirror, admiring his own beauty. The sensation of soft fabric against his skin was addictive, and he found himself lost in a world of lace and silk.

He began to experiment with makeup, brushing eyeshadow onto his lids, applying mascara to his lashes. He admired himself in the mirror, feeling a sudden sense of freedom that he had never experienced before.

The transformation was complete, and he found himself staring in wonder at the beautiful woman staring back at him in the mirror. He had never felt so alive, so free to be himself.

As the sun began to set outside, Will finally emerged from the bedroom, feeling like a new man. He had discovered something about himself, something that he knew he could never go back from.

From that day forward, Will allowed himself to explore his desire for crossdressing fully. He spent every free moment trying on new outfits, experimenting with makeup, and taking photos of himself to admire.


Chapter 2: "The Secret is Out"

Allison’s mind raced as she entered her bedroom to find Will standing there, clad in her lingerie. She had never seen him in such an outfit before, but instead of being outraged, she felt a tingle of excitement deep within her loins. Will’s eyes widened in shock as he realized he had been caught, but the sight of Allison's smirking face told him that she wasn't mad.

“Well, well, well. Look what we have here,” Allison purred, strutting up to Will and tracing a finger along the edge of his lacy panties. “I had no idea my husband had such a secret fetish.”

Will's heart raced as he realized that his secret was out, but the way Allison looked at him with a mixture of arousal and acceptance sent shivers down his spine. Suddenly, he felt empowered, free to explore his deepest desires.

“I didn't mean to keep it from you, Allison,” he stammered, feeling himself blush beneath the layers of makeup she had helped him apply.

“Well, now that I know, we can explore it together,” she said, her voice low and husky. “Do you want to have some fun?”

Will's heart raced as he nodded, unsure of what to expect. But as Allison began to undress him, slowly revealing the lingerie beneath his clothes, he felt a surge of excitement that he had never experienced before.

As she guided him towards the bed, Will felt his heart pounding with anticipation. Allison pushed him onto his back and straddled him, her hands tracing the curves of his body as she leaned in for a deep, passionate kiss.


Chapter 3: "The Transformation Begins"

Allison smiled as she looked at her husband in the mirror. He was wearing a black lace bra, matching panties, and thigh-high stockings. His skin was smooth and hairless after she had helped him shave his legs. She could tell that he was enjoying the sensation of the lingerie against his skin, and she felt a rush of arousal at the sight of him.

"Are you ready to try on some heels, baby?" she asked, her voice sultry and seductive.

Will nodded eagerly, his eyes shining with excitement. Allison led him over to the closet and pulled out a pair of black stilettos with red soles. She helped him slip them on, adjusting the straps so that they fit snugly around his ankles.

As soon as he was standing in the heels, Allison could tell that he was feeling more confident and sexy. She reached out and ran her hands over his body, feeling the soft lace of his bra and the smooth skin of his legs.

"You look amazing," she whispered, pressing her body against his.

Will moaned softly, his cock stiffening in the panties. Allison could feel the heat of his desire as she kissed him deeply, her hands roaming over his body.

As they made love, Will felt himself opening up to a side of himself that he had always kept hidden. He loved the feeling of the lingerie against his skin, the sensation of the heels on his feet, and the power that Allison had over him.

The next day, Allison took Will shopping for his own lingerie and clothes. They walked into a department store, and she led him straight to the women's section. Will felt a rush of excitement as he looked around at the racks of lace bras, silky panties, and flowing dresses.

Allison helped him pick out several outfits, including a red satin chemise, a black lace babydoll, and a pink silk nightgown. They also found a pair of strappy sandals with five-inch heels that Will couldn't wait to try on.

As they walked out of the store, Will felt a sense of freedom and excitement that he had never experienced before. He knew that he was finally able to be himself, thanks to Allison's love and support.

Over the next few weeks, they continued to experiment with different types of lingerie, makeup, and heels. Allison helped him perfect his makeup skills, teaching him how to contour his face and apply eyeliner. They had sex while he was dressed up, and she dominated him in ways that he had never experienced before.

One day, as they were lounging around in their lingerie, Allison had an idea.

"Would you be willing to wear a butt plug to work, baby?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

Will was surprised by the suggestion, but he was eager to try anything that would please his wife. He nodded eagerly, and Allison helped him insert the plug. He felt a rush of excitement and fear as he imagined what it would be like to wear it all day at the office.

Later that day, as he sat at his desk, he could feel the plug pressing against his asshole with every movement he made. He felt a surge of arousal as he thought about how naughty and taboo it was to wear it to work.

When he got home that evening, Allison was waiting for him, wearing his favorite black teddy. She fucked pushed a finger in and out of his tight asshole, making him beg for release. He was in heaven, lost in the intense sensations of pleasure and pain.

As they lay in bed afterwards, exhausted and sweaty, Will realized that he was completely transformed. He had never felt so alive and fulfilled as he did with Allison. He knew that he would never be the same again.

"Thank you," he whispered, his voice choked with emotion.

Allison smiled and kissed him gently.

"You're welcome, baby," she whispered back. "We're just getting started."

Over the next few weeks, Will's transformation continued as he explored new levels of sexuality and intimacy with Allison. They experimented with different types of lingerie, makeup, and heels, and even went out in public together while he was dressed up.

Will was amazed at how accepting and supportive Allison was of his desires. He had never felt so loved and cherished before, and he knew that he would do anything to please her.

One night, as they lay in bed together, Allison had another idea.


Chapter 4: "The Experimentation Continues"

Allison was a woman who knew exactly what she wanted in the bedroom, and she loved nothing more than pushing boundaries and exploring new realms of pleasure with her husband, Will. They had been exploring his crossdressing desires for some time now, and as they delved deeper into his fantasies, they found themselves becoming more and more adventurous.

One day, Allison suggested that Will again wear a butt plug to work, but this one was HUGE. He couldn't resist the thought of being at the office, feeling the plug pressing against his prostate all day long. As he sat at his desk, he felt a wicked thrill, knowing that he was doing something taboo and exciting.

That night, when they were in the bedroom, Allison had a surprise for him. She had a set of handcuffs and a blindfold waiting for him on the bed. "I want to try something new tonight," she purred. "I want to take control and make you my little bitch."

Will shivered with anticipation as Allison cuffed him to the bed and slid the blindfold over his eyes. He was completely at her mercy, and he loved it.

She started by teasing him, running her fingers over his body and making him squirm with desire. Then she grabbed a paddle and began spanking him, the smacks echoing through the room as he moaned in pleasure.

"Fuck, yes," he cried out, his body writhing under her touch.

Allison grinned wickedly and reached for the lube. She coated her finger with it and slipped it into his ass, slowly working it in and out as he gasped with pleasure.

"Please," he begged, "I need more."

She pulled out the butt plug that he had been wearing all day and replaced it with a larger one, thrusting it into him with one smooth motion. Will groaned as he felt the plug filling him up, stretching him wide.

"Fuck, Allison," he moaned. "This is amazing."

She climbed onto the bed and straddled him, rubbing her pussy against the plug as she rode him. He could feel her juices flowing down onto his balls, the sensation driving him wild with desire.

"Please, Allison," he begged again. "Let me cum."

She leaned down and whispered in his ear. "You can cum, my little bitch," she said. "But only if you beg me for it."

And so he did. He begged and pleaded, his body trembling with need, until she finally relented and let him explode in a torrent of cum.

As he lay there, panting and spent, Allison leaned down and whispered, "This is only the beginning, my love. There's so much more I want to explore with you."

Will knew that he was in for a wild ride with this woman, and he couldn't wait to see where their exploration would take them next.


Chapter 5: "The Pegging"

Allison woke up to the sound of Will moaning in pleasure. She smiled to herself as she knew exactly what was happening. She got up from the bed and walked over to Will, who was lying on his back with his legs spread wide apart. She could see the butt plug that she had inserted in him the night before, still nestled comfortably inside his ass.

"Good morning, honey. How are you feeling?" Allison asked.

"Mmm, it feels amazing," Will replied, his voice still groggy with sleep.

Allison leaned over and kissed him deeply on the lips, her tongue probing his mouth with an intensity that left him breathless.

"I want to try something new today," Allison said, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"What's that?" Will asked, his curiosity piqued.

"I want to peg you," Allison said, her voice low and sultry.

Will's eyes widened in surprise. He had heard of pegging before, but had never tried it himself. He had always been a little scared of the idea, but the thought of trying something new with Allison was too exciting to resist.

"Okay, let's do it," Will said, his voice full of anticipation.

Allison got up from the bed and walked over to the dresser, where she kept her collection of sex toys. She selected a strap-on dildo and put it on, adjusting the straps so that it fit snugly around her hips.

"Are you ready?" Allison asked, turning to face Will.

"I'm ready," Will said, his heart pounding with excitement.

Allison climbed on top of Will, straddling him with her legs on either side of his hips. She leaned forward and kissed him passionately, her hands exploring his body.

She reached down between his legs and took hold of the butt plug, pulling it out slowly. Will gasped as he felt the plug slide out of him, leaving him feeling empty and exposed.

Allison reached between her legs and guided the strap-on dildo to Will's waiting asshole. She pushed forward gently, her fingers digging into his hips as she slid the dildo inside him.

Will moaned loudly as he felt the dildo fill him up, stretching him in ways he had never imagined. Allison began to move slowly at first, thrusting in and out of him with long, deep strokes.

As Will began to relax, Allison picked up the pace, fucking him harder and faster with each thrust. Will clutched at the sheets, his body writhing with pleasure as he was penetrated over and over again.

Allison leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his chest as she whispered dirty words of encouragement in his ear.

"You're such a good little slut," she murmured, her breath hot against his skin. "You love it when I fuck you like this, don't you?"

Will moaned in response, unable to form coherent words as he was pounded into submission by his wife.

Finally, Allison climaxed, her body shaking with pleasure as she came hard. Will felt her juices spilling out onto his stomach as she continued to fuck him relentlessly.

As the intensity of their lovemaking began to fade, Allison leaned down and kissed him deeply once more.

"How was that, baby?" she asked, her eyes shining with satisfaction.

"That was amazing," Will said, a big grin spreading across his face.

"I'm glad you liked it," Allison said, getting up from the bed. "Now let's get cleaned up and start our day."

Will nodded in agreement as he watched Allison disappear into the bathroom. He lay back on the bed, his mind still reeling from the intense experience they had just shared. He had never felt so vulnerable and yet so exhilarated at the same time.

As Allison emerged from the bathroom, Will got up and joined her at the sink. They washed each other off, their hands roaming over each other's bodies as they relived the memories of the night before.

As they got dressed for the day, Allison suggested that they go out for breakfast at their favorite diner. Will agreed eagerly, still riding the high of their sexual exploration.

As they walked down the street, hand in hand, Will couldn't help but feel like a new man. He had always struggled with his sexuality, feeling ashamed of his desires and unable to express them openly. But with Allison by his side, he felt like anything was possible.

Over breakfast, they discussed their plans for the future, both in terms of their sexual exploration and their personal lives. They talked about traveling the world, experiencing new cultures and meeting new people.

As they left the diner, Allison took Will by the hand and led him down the street towards a sex shop that she had heard about. Will's heart pounded with excitement as they entered the shop, his mind racing with possibilities.

Allison led him to the back of the store, where a row of dildos and other sex toys were displayed. She picked out a long, thick dildo and handed it to Will, a wicked gleam in her eye.

"Tonight, I want you to use this on me," she said, her voice low and sultry. "I want you to fuck me hard with it, until we both come."

Will felt a surge of excitement in his loins as he looked at the dildo, imagining what it would feel like to penetrate Allison with it. He knew that they were embarking on a new chapter in their sexual journey, and he couldn't wait to see where it would take them.

As they left the shop and made their way back home, Will felt a sense of freedom that he had never experienced before. He knew that he and Allison were going to push each other to new heights of pleasure and intimacy, and he couldn't wait to explore every inch of her body.


Chapter 6: "Exploring New Horizons"

Will had never felt sexier in his life than he did tonight. Dressed to the nines in a tight, red sequin dress and strappy stilettos, he felt like a new person. Allison had encouraged him to come out to a gay club, and he was surprised at how much he was enjoying it.

As he swayed his hips to the beat of the music, a man approached him from behind. "You look absolutely stunning," he whispered in Will's ear, causing a shiver to run down his spine.

Turning around, Will was met with piercing blue eyes and a wicked grin. "I'm James," the man said, extending a hand.

"I'm Will," he replied, taking the man's hand and shaking it.

Allison watched from the bar, her own pulse racing as she saw the chemistry between her husband and this handsome stranger.

Before she knew it, they were back at James' apartment, and Will was trembling with anticipation. As James stripped off his shirt, revealing a toned, muscular chest, Will felt a heat building in his body.

Without a word, James took control, pushing Will down onto the bed and running his hands over his body. "You like it rough, don't you?" he growled in Will's ear, causing him to moan in response.

As James began to explore his body, Will felt like he was on fire. Every touch, every kiss, sent shockwaves through his system, and he couldn't help but beg for more.

Allison watched from the corner of the room, her fingers tracing patterns over her own body as she saw the passion building between the two men.

As James pushed Will to his limits, Allison knew that they had both found something new within themselves. They were exploring new horizons, pushing the boundaries of what they had thought possible, and discovering new pleasures in the process.

With a final burst of energy, James pounded into Will, sending him over the edge and into a world of ecstasy. As they collapsed onto the bed, Allison felt a sense of pride wash over her.

They had taken a leap into the unknown, and it had paid off in ways they could never have imagined. As Will lay there, panting and sweating, he looked up at James with a newfound sense of gratitude. "Thank you," he whispered, his voice filled with emotion.

James smiled down at him, his eyes softening. "You're welcome, baby," he replied, running his fingers through Will's hair.

Allison approached the bed, a bottle of champagne in her hand. "That was amazing," she said, pouring glasses for everyone.

They toasted to new adventures and exciting discoveries, each of them feeling closer than ever before. As they sipped their drinks, they talked about what the future might hold.

"Maybe we should do this again sometime," James suggested, grinning at Will.

Will felt a warmth spreading through his body at the thought. "I would like that," he said, smiling back at James.

Allison watched them both, feeling a sense of pride and contentment. She had always known that there was something special about Will, something that went beyond the conventions of gender and sexuality. And now, she was seeing that specialness being embraced by someone else, someone who appreciated it just as much as she did.

As the night wore on, they explored each other's bodies with renewed passion and excitement. They tried new things, experimented with new positions and techniques, and discovered new levels of intimacy and connection.

By the time they collapsed onto the bed, exhausted but deeply satisfied, they knew that this was only the beginning of their journey. They had unlocked a new level of pleasure, and they were eager to explore it even further.

As they drifted off to sleep, wrapped in each other's arms, they knew that they had found something truly special. Something that transcended the boundaries of gender and sexuality, and allowed them to connect on a deeper, more meaningful level than they ever thought possible.


Chapter 7: "The Transformation is Complete"

The following evening,Will stood in front of the mirror, admiring himself in the stunning red dress Allison had picked out for him. It hugged his curves in all the right places, the neckline plunging low and showing off his ample cleavage. His makeup was immaculate, his long eyelashes fluttering as he blinked. He had never felt so beautiful and sexy in his life.

Allison walked into the room, wearing a black corset and matching lace panties. Her long blonde hair was cascading down her back in loose waves, and her lips were painted a deep red. She looked like a seductive goddess, and Will's heart raced with desire as he looked at her.

"Wow," Allison breathed, taking in the sight of her stunning husband. "You look absolutely gorgeous. Are you ready to have some fun?"

Will nodded eagerly, feeling a flush of heat spreading through his body. They had been experimenting with their sexuality for months now, and he had never felt more alive.

Allison led him by the hand to the bed, where she pushed him down onto the soft sheets. She climbed on top of him, straddling him and grinding her hips against his growing erection.

"I want to explore every inch of your body," she murmured, her lips hot against his neck. "I want to taste you and feel you come apart in my arms."

Will moaned softly, his hands roaming over her body as she kissed her way down his chest, her tongue tracing patterns on his skin. He was already hard as a rock, his cock straining against the lacy fabric of his thong.

Allison reached between his legs, her fingers deftly pulling the thong aside to expose his swollen head. She licked her lips, taking him into her mouth and sucking him deep. Will moaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she expertly brought him to the edge.

Suddenly, Allison pulled away, leaving him panting and frustrated.

"I want to try something new," she said, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "I want to make you come with my foot."

Will's eyes widened in surprise, but he felt a rush of excitement at the thought of something new and different. Allison lifted her foot, the sole facing him, and began to stroke his cock with her toes. Will groaned, the sensation sending shivers of pleasure through his body.

Allison kept up the foot job, her other hand playing with her own clit as she watched her husband writhing in pleasure. She knew that he was close, that he was on the edge of coming.

"Come for me," she whispered, and that was all it took. Will exploded, his cum shooting out in a hot, sticky burst all over Allison's toes.

They collapsed onto the bed, laughing and gasping for breath. Will knew that his transformation was complete - he was a new man, a man who was open to all kinds of sexual adventures and explorations. And he couldn't wait to see where Allison would take him next.

Allison grabbed a towel and wiped off the cum from her toes. She then cuddled up to Will, running her hand over his chest as they caught their breath.

"You were amazing," she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. "I love exploring new things with you."

Will turned to look at her, his heart overflowing with love and desire. He had never felt so fulfilled, so alive, as he did with Allison by his side.

"I love you," he said softly, his hand reaching out to stroke her hair. "Thank you for showing me this side of myself."

Allison smiled at him, her eyes filled with warmth and tenderness.

"I love you too, Will," she said, her hand resting on his cheek. "And there's still so much more we can explore together. Are you ready for the next adventure?"

Will nodded eagerly, feeling a thrill of excitement course through him.

"I'm ready," he said, grinning from ear to ear.

Allison kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth with a hunger that matched his own. They were both ready for whatever the future held - as long as they had each other, they knew that they could conquer anything.


Chapter 8: "Inviting Another Woman"

Allison and Will had always been a sexually adventurous couple, but their latest conversation had taken things to the next level. They had agreed to invite another woman into their bedroom, and they were both excited about the prospect.

As they made their way to the party, Allison could feel her heart racing with anticipation. She was dressed in a tight-fitting red dress that showed off her curves and emphasized her ample cleavage. Her long, blonde hair was styled in loose waves that cascaded down her back, and she wore a pair of strappy high heels that made her legs look a mile long.

Will was dressed in a tailored suit that accentuated his muscular physique. His dark hair was styled in a messy, tousled look, and his piercing blue eyes sparkled with excitement.

When they arrived at the party, they immediately began scanning the crowd for potential candidates. After a few minutes of mingling, they spotted a stunning brunette standing at the bar, sipping on a glass of wine.

Allison made her way over to the woman and struck up a conversation. Her name was Rachel, and she was an artist who specialized in erotic photography. She was wearing a black mini-dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, and her jet-black hair was styled in a chic bob.

Allison could feel a familiar heat building between her legs as she talked to Rachel. She had always been attracted to other women, and the idea of exploring that side of her sexuality with Will was incredibly arousing.

As the night wore on, Allison and Will continued to flirt with Rachel. They exchanged numbers and made plans to meet up the following weekend for a threesome.

When the night finally came, Allison and Will were both nervous and excited. They had prepared their bedroom for the occasion, laying out a selection of sex toys and lingerie on the bed.

Rachel arrived right on time, and they all sat down on the couch to chat and have a few drinks. The tension in the room was palpable, and Allison could feel her heart pounding in her chest.

Finally, Will made the first move, leaning over to kiss Rachel on the lips. Allison watched with excitement as they began to make out, their hands roaming over each other's bodies.

Before long, all three of them were naked, exploring each other's bodies with abandon. Allison reveled in the sensation of having another woman's lips on her body, while Will watched with a mixture of desire and awe. Rachel's hands were soft and gentle as she caressed Allison's breasts, her fingers tracing circles around her nipples until they hardened. Allison moaned softly, her body responding to the brunette's touch with an intensity she had never felt before.

Meanwhile, Will had moved his attention to Rachel's body, his hands exploring every inch of her curves. He trailed kisses down her neck and across her chest, pausing to suck on her nipples and make her gasp with pleasure.

As the three of them continued to explore each other, they began to experiment with new positions and techniques. Allison found herself sandwiched between Rachel and Will, her body being pleasured from both sides.

At one point, Rachel suggested that they try out a strap-on, and Will eagerly agreed. Allison watched with fascination as he bent over, presenting his ass to Rachel, who slowly and gently slid the dildo inside him.

Allison couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and arousal as she watched her husband being taken by another woman. The thought of being penetrated herself was always a turn-on, and she knew that Rachel was just the woman to make it happen.

After they had all reached their climax, they lay together in a tangled heap, their bodies still tingling with pleasure. Allison knew that she and Will had found a new level of intimacy and exploration with Rachel, and she couldn't wait to see where their journey would take them next.

As they cuddled and talked, the three of them made plans for future threesomes, exploring new kinks and fantasies together. Allison knew that she had found something special with Will and Rachel, something that went far beyond simple physical attraction.

In the weeks and months that followed, they continued to push the boundaries of their sexual exploration, discovering new levels of pleasure and satisfaction with each other. They knew that their journey together was just beginning, and they were excited to see where it would take them next.


Chapter 9: "The New Normal"

Allison and Will were lying in bed, their naked bodies entwined, as they discussed their latest sexual adventures. The room was filled with the scent of sex, sweat, and arousal.

"I can't believe how much we've explored together," Allison said, running her fingers through Will's hair. "I never would have guessed that my crossdressing husband would turn out to be such a sex god."

Will chuckled, his fingers tracing lazy circles on her back. "It's all thanks to you, baby. You've opened up a whole new world for me."

Allison grinned wickedly. "And we're not done yet. I've got a surprise for you tonight."

Will's eyebrows shot up in surprise. "What kind of surprise?"

"You'll see," she said coyly, kissing him deeply before sliding out of bed and disappearing into the closet.

A few minutes later, Allison emerged, dressed in a sheer black negligee that barely covered her luscious curves. She sauntered over to the bed, a seductive smirk on her lips.

"Whoa," Will said, his eyes widening in appreciation. "You look amazing."

Allison climbed onto the bed, straddling him, and leaned down to whisper in his ear. "I thought we could try something new tonight. How do you feel about inviting ANOTHER woman to join us?"

Will's heart raced at the suggestion. He had always fantasized about a threesome with two women, but he never thought it would actually happen.

"I'm up for it," he said eagerly.

Allison grinned and reached for her phone. "I already have someone in mind," she said, scrolling through her contacts. "Her name is Jess, and she's a total freak in the bedroom."

Will's cock twitched at the thought of another woman joining them. He couldn't wait to see what kind of kinks she was into.

A few minutes later, Jess arrived, dressed in a tight leather outfit that left little to the imagination. She was a stunning brunette with curves in all the right places, and Will could feel his cock growing harder just looking at her.

Allison introduced them, and they sat down to chat over a glass of wine. It didn't take long for the conversation to turn to sex, and before they knew it, they were all stripping off their clothes and climbing into bed together.

The three of them explored each other's bodies, kissing, touching, and licking every inch of skin. Jess was an expert at giving head, and Will moaned in pleasure as she sucked his cock while Allison licked his balls.

They switched positions, with Allison riding Jess's face while Will pounded her from behind. They experimented with different toys and positions, pushing each other to new heights of pleasure.

As they all came together in a wild, explosive orgasm, Will realized that this was their new normal. They were no longer bound by the constraints of traditional monogamous relationships, but were free to explore their desires with anyone who caught their fancy.

The next morning, the three of them were still lying in bed, tangled in the sheets and basking in the afterglow of their wild threesome. Allison had just poured them all some coffee when the doorbell rang.

She looked at Will and Jess, a mischievous grin on her face. "I invited someone else to join us this morning," she said, gesturing towards the door.

Will's eyes widened in surprise as a tall, muscular man walked into the room. He was naked except for a leather harness that emphasized his broad chest and defined abs. His cock was already hard, jutting out from his body like a thick, veiny rod.

"Hey, guys," he said, his voice deep and gravelly. "I'm here to service all of you. Are you ready for some fun?"

Allison wasted no time in taking charge. She pulled the man towards the bed, grabbing his cock and guiding it towards her mouth. She sucked him hungrily, bobbing her head up and down as he groaned in pleasure.

Will and Jess watched, mesmerized, as Allison deepthroated the man. They could see the pleasure on his face, and it made their own cocks grow even harder.

"Your turn," Allison said, looking up at the two of them. "Who wants to get fucked first?"

Jess eagerly climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide open as the man positioned himself between them. He pushed his cock into her pussy, filling her up completely as she moaned in pleasure.

Will couldn't wait any longer. He climbed onto the bed next to Jess, positioning himself behind her as the man fucked her. He grabbed her hips, pushing himself into her tight asshole as she cried out in pleasure.

The man continued to fuck them both, his powerful body moving with a rhythmic, hypnotic motion. Allison watched, her fingers moving between her legs as she masturbated in time with their thrusts.

Before long, all three of them were coming together, their bodies writhing in pleasure as the man pumped his hot cum into Jess's pussy. Will and Allison came at the same time, their bodies shaking with the force of their orgasm.

As they all collapsed in a sweaty, exhausted heap, Will realized that this was truly their new normal. They were no longer bound by the constraints of traditional relationships, but were free to explore their desires with anyone who caught their fancy.


Chapter 10: "Epilogue"

The morning sun poured in through the window, casting a warm glow over Allison and Will as they lay in bed together, limbs intertwined. Will traced lazy circles on her skin, admiring the curves of her body as they basked in the afterglow of their latest sexual escapade.

"That was amazing," he whispered, nuzzling her neck.

"I know," she replied, her voice husky with desire. "I can't believe how far we've come since that first day you tried on my lingerie."

Will smiled at the memory. It had been a revelation to him, a hidden desire that he never knew he had. And Allison had embraced it with open arms, guiding him through each step of his transformation.

"I'm so grateful to you," he said, kissing her gently on the lips. "You've helped me discover so much about myself."

"Likewise," she replied, kissing him back. "We make a pretty great team, don't we?"

They lay in comfortable silence for a few moments, savoring the intimacy of their connection.

"So, what's next?" Will finally asked, breaking the silence.

Allison grinned mischievously. "I was thinking we could invite another woman into our bedroom again. Maybe try out some double penetration?"

Will's eyes widened at the suggestion, his cock twitching in anticipation. He couldn't believe how adventurous he had become since meeting Allison, how willing he was to explore his desires with her by his side.

"I'm game if you are," he said, a note of excitement creeping into his voice.

Allison leaned in and kissed him, her hands roaming over his body as she whispered in his ear.

"Oh, I'm definitely game," she murmured. "And who knows? Maybe we'll discover even more about ourselves."

Will couldn't wait to find out.

---

Bottom For My Girlfriend

Erica Smooth

Introduction: Jessica and Greg's Relationship

Jessica stood in front of Greg, her boyfriend of three months, with a devilish glint in her eyes. Her 5'6" frame was clad in a black leather corset that hugged her curves and showed off her ample cleavage. The matching thong left little to the imagination and accentuated her toned legs. Her long, dark hair fell in waves around her face, and her red lips were parted in a seductive smile.

Greg, on the other hand, was a tall, muscular man with short, dark hair and a chiseled jawline. He stood at 6'2" and was wearing nothing but a pair of tight boxer briefs that left little to the imagination. Jessica had always been attracted to his rugged looks and athletic build, but tonight, she wanted to take control.

"Strip," she commanded, her voice low and husky. "I want to see you naked and vulnerable."

Greg hesitated for a moment, unsure of what was happening. But then he saw the fire in Jessica's eyes, and he knew that he wanted to give her what she wanted. He quickly shed his underwear and stood before her, his cock already starting to harden.

Jessica's eyes roamed over his body, taking in every inch of his muscular form. She licked her lips hungrily, and then she stepped forward, placing her hand on his chest.

"You're mine tonight," she said, her voice low and commanding. "Do you understand?"

Greg nodded, his heart racing with excitement and anticipation.

Jessica pushed Greg onto the bed, straddling him as she began to explore his body with her hands. She trailed her fingertips over his chest and abs, pausing to tease his nipples before moving lower. She wrapped her hand around his cock, stroking it slowly as she watched his face contort with pleasure.

"You like that, don't you?" she whispered, her breath hot against his ear.

Greg moaned, his hips bucking up to meet her hand. He was completely under her control, and he loved every moment of it.

Jessica leaned in, capturing his lips in a fierce kiss as she continued to stroke him. She could feel his cock growing harder in her hand, and she knew that he was close to the edge. But she wasn't finished with him yet.

She pulled away from him, standing up and crossing the room to her dresser. She retrieved a length of rope and returned to the bed, a wicked grin on her face.

"Turn over," she ordered, and Greg quickly complied, presenting his back to her.

Jessica tied his wrists to the headboard, leaving him completely at her mercy. She trailed her fingers over his exposed skin, relishing the power she had over him.

"Are you ready?" she asked, her voice low and sultry.

"Yes," Greg replied, his voice strained with desire.

Jessica pulled out a paddle, the leather smooth and cool against her palm. She raised it high, bringing it down with a sharp crack against Greg's bare ass.

He cried out, his body writhing with pleasure and pain. Jessica smiled, raising the paddle again and delivering another blow, this one harder than the last.

Greg moaned, his cock twitching with need. Jessica continued to paddle him, each blow sending waves of pleasure through his body. And when she finally stopped, he was panting and trembling with desire.

"Please," he begged. "I need to cum."

Jessica smiled, releasing him from his bonds and climbing onto the bed beside him.

"Who's in charge?" she asked, her voice low and commanding.

"You are," Greg replied, his eyes wide with desire.

"That's right," Jessica said, her hand wrapping around his cock. She stroked him slowly at first, enjoying the feeling of power she had over him. But then she picked up the pace, her hand moving faster and faster as she watched him come undone beneath her touch.

Greg's hips bucked up, meeting her strokes as he moaned loudly. He was so close to the edge, and he knew that he wouldn't be able to hold back much longer.

"Please," he gasped. "I'm gonna cum."

Jessica smiled, leaning in and capturing his lips in a deep kiss as she continued to stroke him. And then, with a loud cry, Greg came, his body tensing as he spilled his seed all over her hand.

Jessica continued to stroke him gently as he came down from his orgasm, her eyes locked with his as she whispered words of comfort and affection. And when he finally collapsed back onto the bed, spent and satisfied, she lay down beside him, wrapping her arms around him and holding him close.

"Thank you," he whispered, his voice filled with gratitude.

"Anytime," Jessica replied, her own voice filled with satisfaction. "Anytime you need to be reminded of who's in charge."

Greg Discovers His Submissive Side

Greg's heart pounded in his chest as he lay on the bed, waiting for Jessica to come back. He had always been the one in control, the dominant one, but tonight was different. Tonight, he had handed over the reins to his girlfriend, and he was nervous and excited all at once.

When Jessica walked back into the room, dressed in a tight black corset and thigh-high boots, Greg's breath caught in his throat. She was stunning, with her long brown hair cascading down her back and her bright green eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Are you ready, my little sub?" she purred, a wicked smile playing at the corners of her lips.

Greg swallowed hard and nodded, feeling a surge of arousal between his legs. He couldn't believe how much he wanted this, how much he craved her domination.

Without a word, Jessica climbed onto the bed and straddled him, her hands reaching down to grip his hair and pull his head back. "You belong to me tonight," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. "You do whatever I say, understand?"

Greg nodded, his heart racing as he felt her hand wrap around his cock, stroking it slowly. He let out a low moan, unable to control the pleasure that was coursing through his body.

Jessica chuckled, her nails digging into his scalp. "That's it, my little slut. You like it when I take control, don't you? When I tell you what to do?"

Greg whimpered, unable to speak as she leaned in and kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth as her hand continued to stroke his cock.

"Take off your shirt," she commanded, breaking the kiss and sitting back to watch as he hurriedly obeyed. "Good boy. Now, get on your hands and knees."

Greg did as he was told, feeling vulnerable and exposed as Jessica crawled up behind him, her hand tracing the curves of his ass.

"You're mine tonight, Greg," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "And I'm going to use you until I'm satisfied."

The next few hours were a blur of pleasure and pain, as Jessica explored every inch of Greg's body and pushed him to new heights of ecstasy. He begged and pleaded for more, unable to get enough of her dominance, and when it was finally over, he lay on the bed, panting and spent.

Jessica crawled up beside him, her arms wrapping around him as she whispered in his ear. "You were so good, my little sub. You belong to me now, and I'm never letting you go."

Greg smiled, feeling content and fulfilled in a way he never had before. He had discovered his submissive side, and he knew that as long as Jessica was there to guide him, he would never be the same again.

Jessica Takes Charge

Jessica sauntered into the bedroom, her body radiating confidence and power. Her petite frame belied the fierce and unyielding woman within. Greg watched her approach, a twinge of fear mixed with desire racing through his veins. He knew that look in her eyes. It meant trouble, but oh, what delicious trouble it was.

Jessica's long dark hair cascaded down her back in loose waves, framing her face perfectly. Her full lips curved into a mischievous smile as she slowly unbuttoned her blouse, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her ample breasts.

"You've been a bad boy, haven't you?" Jessica purred, her voice silky and seductive.

Greg nodded, feeling a shiver run down his spine. He knew what was coming, and yet he couldn't help but be excited by the prospect.

Without a word, Jessica straddled him, pinning his arms above his head. Her hips ground against his, creating a delicious friction that left Greg panting and moaning.

"You're going to do exactly what I say," Jessica whispered, her hot breath tickling his ear. "Understand?"

Greg nodded again, his body begging for release.

Jessica's hands roamed over his body, tracing every muscle and curve. She leaned down and kissed him fiercely, her tongue exploring his mouth with a hunger that left him dizzy.

"You're going to do something for me now," Jessica said, her eyes locked on his. "You're going to let me take you. And you're going to love every fucking minute of it."

Greg gasped as Jessica pulled out a strap-on dildo, her eyes glinting with a fierce desire. She slipped it on with ease, adjusting the straps until it fit snugly against her body.

"Are you ready?" she asked, a wicked grin on her face.

Greg nodded, feeling his body quiver with anticipation.

Jessica pushed him onto his hands and knees, her hands gripping his hips tightly. She slid the dildo inside him slowly, savoring the look of pleasure and pain on his face.

"You like that, don't you?" she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. "You like me taking control."

Greg moaned, his body writhing with pleasure.

Jessica pounded into him, her hips slapping against his ass with a satisfying smack. Her grip on his hips tightened, and Greg knew he was hers completely.

He screamed with pleasure as he came, his body shaking with the intensity of it all.

Jessica collapsed onto his back, her breath hot against his skin. "You're mine," she whispered, her voice possessive and powerful. "Never forget it."

Greg smiled, his body sated and exhausted. He knew that Jessica would always be in control, and he wouldn't have it any other way.

Chastity and Humiliation

Jessica stood before Greg, her eyes dark with desire as she gazed down at him. She wore a tight black leather corset that accentuated her curves, her long dark hair cascading down her back. Greg was on his knees before her, naked and vulnerable.

"Look at you, so weak and submissive," Jessica said with a smirk. "I think it's time we take things to the next level."

Greg's heart raced as he wondered what she had in store for him. Jessica reached into her bag and pulled out a small, silver chastity device. She held it up to Greg's face, making him look at it.

"This is going to keep you nice and chaste for me," she said. "You won't be able to touch yourself, and you certainly won't be able to cum without my permission."

Greg gulped as Jessica leaned down to fit the device around his cock. It was snug, almost uncomfortably so, but he knew better than to complain. Jessica tightened the lock and gave the device a small tug, making Greg wince.

"Now, let's have a little fun," she said with a smile.

Jessica guided Greg onto the bed, where she tied his wrists to the headboard with silk restraints. Greg's heart was pounding in his chest as he watched Jessica climb on top of him, straddling his hips.

"You like it when I'm in control, don't you?" she whispered in his ear.

"Yes, mistress," Greg replied.

Jessica's hands roamed over Greg's body, teasing him with her touch. She traced circles around his nipples, making them harden, and then moved down to stroke his cock through the chastity device.

"You want to cum, don't you?" she asked.

"Yes, mistress," Greg groaned.

"Well, too bad," Jessica said with a laugh. "You're going to have to earn it first."

With that, she climbed off of Greg and disappeared into the bathroom. Greg lay there, his cock straining against the device, as he wondered what Jessica had in store for him next.

When she returned, Jessica was carrying a large bottle of lube and a dildo. She straddled Greg once again and leaned down to whisper in his ear.

"I'm going to make you beg for release," she said. "And to do that, I'm going to fuck you with this dildo while you're still locked up."

Greg's eyes widened as Jessica coated the dildo with lube and positioned it at his entrance. He squirmed beneath her as she slowly pushed it inside him, filling him up completely.

"Please, mistress," Greg moaned. "I need to cum."

"Not yet," Jessica said with a wicked grin. "I want you to feel completely helpless."

With that, she pulled out her phone and began recording a video of herself fucking Greg with the dildo. She made sure to capture every moan and whimper that escaped his lips, all while teasing him with her words.

"You're such a good little slut," she said. "Taking it all for me. But you still haven't earned your release."

Greg could hardly stand it. He was so close to cumming, yet he knew that he wouldn't be allowed to. He was completely at Jessica's mercy, and she was enjoying every moment of it.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Jessica climbed off of Greg and removed the chastity device. She stroked his cock, making him moan with pleasure, until he finally came with a loud cry.

As Greg lay there, panting and spent, Jessica leaned down to kiss him softly.

"Good boy," she whispered. "You did well."

Greg smiled, feeling more submissive and obedient than ever before. Jessica had truly taken control of his sexual pleasure, and he loved every moment of it.

But Jessica wasn't done yet. She had one more surprise in store for Greg. She reached into her bag once more and pulled out a collar, which she fastened around his neck.

"This is your new collar," she said. "It represents your submission to me, your mistress. You will wear it always, and it will remind you of who you belong to."

Greg nodded, feeling a sense of ownership and pride in wearing the collar. He knew that he was completely under Jessica's control, and he wouldn't have it any other way.

From that day forward, Jessica continued to exert her dominance over Greg in new and exciting ways. They explored new kinks and fantasies together, always pushing the boundaries of their relationship.

But through it all, Greg knew that he was in good hands with his mistress. She was the one who truly understood his desires, and she was always there to fulfill them.

Role Reversal

Jessica and Greg had been dating for a few months now, and while they had always had a great sex life, there was something missing. Jessica wanted to explore her dominant side, to take control in the bedroom and push Greg to his limits.

So when Greg came over to her apartment one evening, she was ready to put her plan into action. She had spent the day planning and preparing, buying new lingerie, and picking out the perfect outfit for Greg.

As he walked through the door, Jessica's heart raced with excitement. She could see the confusion on his face as he looked at the array of clothes and toys scattered around the room. "What's going on?" he asked, raising an eyebrow.

Jessica stepped forward, her hand reaching out to touch his cheek. "I want to try something new," she said, her voice soft but firm. "Something that will put me in control and make you feel submissive."

Greg looked unsure for a moment, but he could see the excitement in Jessica's eyes, and he found himself drawn to the idea. "Okay," he said, his voice hesitant but curious.

With that, Jessica sprang into action, grabbing a silky, black dress from her closet and holding it up to Greg's body. She could feel her heart pounding as she watched him undress, revealing his toned physique. She had always been drawn to his masculinity, but tonight she wanted to explore a different kind of dynamic, one that would put her in charge.

Greg hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to make of Jessica's sudden demand. But there was something in her eyes that made him want to obey, to let her take control. So he slipped the dress over his head, feeling the smooth fabric brush against his skin.

As he stepped into a pair of high heels, Jessica circled around him, her fingers tracing the curves of his body. "You look so pretty," she murmured, her breath hot against his ear. "But something's missing."

Without warning, she pulled out a pair of lacy panties and shoved them into Greg's mouth, silencing any protests he might have had. "You don't get to speak unless I give you permission," she said sternly, watching with satisfaction as his eyes widened in shock.

With her newfound power, Jessica began to explore her dominant side, pushing Greg further and further into submission. She made him walk in the heels, his body swaying with each step. She slapped his ass, leaving a red handprint on his skin. She whispered dirty words in his ear, making him tremble with desire.

And when she finally allowed him to release the pent-up frustration that had been building inside him, it was on her terms, with her hand wrapped firmly around his cock.

As Greg collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating, Jessica stood over him, feeling a sense of satisfaction that she had never experienced before. This was just the beginning of their exploration into role reversal, and she couldn't wait to see where it would take them next.

Over the next few weeks, Jessica and Greg delved deeper into their new dynamic. They experimented with new toys and positions, with Jessica always in control. She loved the feeling of power that came with being the dominant partner, and Greg seemed to be enjoying it just as much.

One night, as they lay in bed after a particularly intense session, Jessica whispered to Greg, "I want to take it a step further."

Greg looked up at her, his eyes wide with anticipation. "What do you mean?"

"I want to try something called pegging," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Greg's eyes widened even more, and Jessica could feel his body tensing beneath her. "What's that?" he asked, his voice barely audible.

Jessica leaned over and kissed Greg gently on the lips. "It's where I use a strap-on to penetrate you," she said, her voice low and husky.

Greg gasped, his body quivering with desire. He had never considered anything like that before, but the thought of Jessica taking him like that was making him incredibly turned on.

Without another word, Jessica reached under the bed and pulled out a black strap-on, complete with a thick, veiny dildo. She could see the desire and apprehension in Greg's eyes, and she knew she had to tread carefully.

"Are you sure you want to try this?" she asked, her voice soft.

Greg nodded, his eyes never leaving the dildo in her hand. "Yes," he said, his voice hoarse.

With that, Jessica instructed Greg to roll onto his stomach, and she began to prepare him for what was to come. She slipped a finger inside him, gently stretching him out, and then added another finger, making him moan with pleasure.

When she felt he was ready, she slipped the dildo into the harness and positioned it at the entrance to Greg's body. She could feel her heart pounding with excitement as she began to push forward, the dildo slowly sliding inside him.

As she began to thrust, Jessica could feel the power surging through her body. She was in control, taking Greg in a way that he had never been taken before. And from the sounds he was making, she could tell he was enjoying it just as much as she was.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Jessica reached her climax, her body shaking with pleasure. She collapsed onto the bed next to Greg, both of them panting and sweating.

As they lay there, Jessica knew that they had opened a new door in their relationship. They had explored a new side of themselves, and it had brought them even closer together.

With a smile on her face, Jessica turned to Greg and said, "I think we're just getting started."

More Pegging

Jessica stood before Greg, her long black hair cascading down her back like a river of silk. She wore a tight leather corset that hugged her curves in all the right places, showing off her ample breasts and small waist. Her black fishnet stockings were held up by a garter belt, and her long legs looked like they went on forever. She was wearing a strap-on dildo, and the sight of it made Greg's cock twitch in anticipation.

"What do you think, baby?" she asked, running her hand over the smooth surface of the dildo. "Do you like what you see?"

Greg could hardly contain himself. He had been dreaming about this moment for weeks, ever since Jessica had told him about her dominant side. "Yes, Mistress," he said, dropping to his knees before her. "I love it."

Jessica smiled down at him, the corners of her lips curling up into a wicked grin. "Good," she said. "Now, I want you to lie down on the bed and spread your legs."

Greg did as he was told, feeling a shiver run down his spine as he imagined what was to come. He spread his legs wide, exposing his ass to Jessica's gaze. She climbed onto the bed behind him, the leather of her corset creaking as she moved.

"Are you ready, baby?" she whispered, running her hands over his ass. "Ready for me to take you?"

Greg moaned, unable to form words. He had never felt so turned on in his life.

Without warning, Jessica pushed the tip of the dildo into his tight hole, and Greg cried out in pleasure. She pushed it in deeper, inch by inch, until he was filled to the hilt. Greg could feel his cock straining against his pants, desperate for release.

Jessica began to move, thrusting in and out of him with increasing speed and force. Greg felt like he was going to explode with pleasure. He reached down and began to stroke his cock, matching Jessica's rhythm with his own hand.

"Fuck me harder, Mistress!" he cried, his voice hoarse with desire.

Jessica complied, slamming into him with all the force she could muster. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh echoed around the room, and Greg could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge.

Finally, with a scream of pleasure, he came, his cum splattering against the sheets. Jessica continued to thrust into him, riding out his orgasm until she finally came herself, collapsing on top of him in a sweaty, satisfied heap.

For a few minutes, they lay there, panting and spent. Then, Jessica rolled off of Greg, pulling the dildo out of his ass with a wet pop.

"Was that good for you, baby?" she asked, stroking his hair.

Greg smiled up at her, feeling more content than he had in a long time. "Yes, Mistress," he said. "It was amazing."

Jessica leaned in and kissed Greg, her lips soft and tender against his. "I'm glad you enjoyed it," she whispered.

Greg pulled her close, feeling the heat radiating off her body. "Can we do it again?" he asked, his voice already tinged with need.

Jessica chuckled, running her hand through his hair. "Of course we can, baby," she said. "But next time, I want to try something a little different."

Greg's heart raced at the thought of what she might have in mind. "What do you mean?" he asked.

Jessica grinned wickedly, a glint in her eye that made Greg's cock twitch with anticipation. "I mean, I want to tie you up and make you beg for more," she said, her voice low and husky.

Greg's eyes widened in excitement. "Yes, Mistress," he said. "Please, do whatever you want with me."

Jessica kissed him again, her tongue exploring his mouth in a way that made him forget everything else. "I think we're going to have a lot of fun, baby," she said, pulling away with a smile. "But for now, let's just relax and enjoy the afterglow."

They lay there, tangled up in each other's arms, enjoying the warmth and intimacy of the moment. For a while, there was nothing else in the world except the two of them, lost in the pleasure and passion of their love.

Eventually, Greg's breathing slowed, and he drifted off to sleep, his dreams filled with visions of Jessica and all the ways she would make him feel alive again. And Jessica, watching him sleep, knew that they had only just begun to explore the depths of their desire.

Cum Eating

Jessica had always been the dominant one in their relationship, and tonight was no exception. As they lay in bed, she could feel the heat building between them, fueled by their desire and the power dynamic that they both enjoyed.

She ran her hands over Greg's broad chest, feeling the rippling muscles beneath his skin. She leaned in and whispered in his ear, "You're going to do something for me tonight, baby."

Greg groaned in anticipation. He loved it when Jessica took control, and he was more than willing to do whatever she wanted. "Anything for you, my love," he replied, his voice laced with desire.

Jessica smirked, knowing that she had him right where she wanted him. She climbed on top of him, straddling his hips as she leaned down to kiss him deeply. Their tongues danced together, and Greg could feel his cock growing harder by the second.

Suddenly, Jessica pulled away, leaving Greg panting and needy. "I want you to jerk off for me, baby," she said, her voice husky with desire.

Greg was confused. Jerk off? That was it? But as he looked into Jessica's eyes, he could see the fire burning there. She was up to something, and he knew it was going to be good.

He started stroking his cock, watching as Jessica's eyes raked over his body. She licked her lips, and Greg could see the hunger in her gaze. He quickened his pace, wanting to please her.

As he got closer and closer to orgasm, Jessica leaned in and whispered in his ear, "I want you to come in your hand, baby. And then I want you to lick it all up."

Greg's eyes widened in shock. Lick it up? But before he could protest, he felt the orgasm building inside him. He came hard, his cum spilling into his hand.

Jessica watched, her eyes fixed on the sticky mess in Greg's hand. "Now, baby," she said, her voice commanding. "Lick it up for me."

Greg hesitated for a moment, but the look in Jessica's eyes was all he needed to comply. He licked his cum off his hand, feeling embarrassed and humiliated. But he also felt a rush of excitement at how much control Jessica had over him.

As he finished licking his hand clean, Jessica leaned down to kiss him. He could taste the salty tang of his own cum on her tongue, and it made him even harder than before.

"I'm going to make you do this every time you come from now on," Jessica whispered in his ear. "You're going to be my little cum slut, and you're going to love every minute of it."

Greg moaned in response, knowing that Jessica had just claimed him in a whole new way. He was hers, completely and utterly. And he wouldn't have it any other way.

Jessica smiled, enjoying the rush of power that came with her dominance over Greg. She knew that he loved it, and she loved it too. She leaned in to kiss him again, her hand sliding down his chest to wrap around his cock.

She stroked him slowly, watching as his eyes fluttered closed in pleasure. "Do you like being my little cum slut, baby?" she whispered in his ear.

Greg moaned in response, his hips bucking up to meet her hand. He loved the way that Jessica could make him feel, both physically and mentally. She knew him better than anyone else, and he trusted her completely.

Jessica smiled, knowing that she had complete control over Greg's body and mind. She could make him do anything she wanted, and he would do it willingly. It was a heady feeling, and one that she enjoyed immensely.

As Jessica continued to stroke Greg's cock, she could feel him getting harder and harder. She wanted to take him to the edge and beyond, to push him to his limits and see just how far he was willing to go for her.

She leaned down to kiss him again, her tongue tracing the outline of his lips before delving into his mouth. Their tongues tangled together, and Greg could feel the heat building between them.

Suddenly, Jessica pulled away, leaving Greg panting and needy once again. "You're going to come for me again, baby," she said, her voice commanding. "But this time, you're going to do it into this cup."

She held up a small cup that she had brought with her, and Greg's eyes widened in surprise. He had never done anything like this before, but he was willing to try anything for Jessica.

He started stroking his cock again, feeling the pleasure building inside him. Jessica watched, her eyes fixed on the cup in his hand. She could feel the power surging through her, knowing that she was making Greg do something that he had never done before.

As Greg got closer and closer to orgasm, Jessica leaned in and whispered in his ear, "Now, baby. Come for me."

Greg groaned as he came, his cum shooting into the cup in his hand. He felt embarrassed and humiliated, but also incredibly turned on by what he had just done.

Jessica watched as he finished, her eyes fixed on the cup. "Now, baby," she said. "Lick it all up."

Greg hesitated for a moment, but he knew that he had no choice but to comply. He leaned down and started licking his own cum out of the cup, feeling both embarrassed and aroused at the same time.

Jessica watched, her eyes fixed on Greg's tongue as it moved over the inside of the cup. She could feel the rush of power flowing through her, knowing that she had complete control over Greg's body and mind.

As Greg finished licking the cup clean, Jessica leaned in to kiss him again. Their tongues danced together, and Greg could taste the salty tang of his own cum on her lips.

"I love it when you do what I tell you, baby," Jessica whispered in his ear. "You're mine, completely and utterly. And I'm going to make sure that you know it."

Greg moaned in response, knowing that Jessica had just claimed him in a way that he had never experienced before. He was hers, completely and utterly, and he wouldn't have it any other way.

Final Climax

Jessica stood in front of Greg with a sly grin on her face, dressed in a tight leather corset and thigh-high boots that made her legs look endless. She could feel Greg's eyes on her, taking in every inch of her body as she approached him.

"Are you ready to play, my little sub?" she purred, running her fingers through his hair.

Greg nodded eagerly, his cock already straining against his jeans. He loved when Jessica took control, loved when she made him feel small and helpless beneath her. He was her willing slave, and he would do anything to please her.

Without another word, Jessica pushed him down onto the bed, straddling him with her thighs. She reached down and grabbed his cock through his jeans, feeling it twitch in her hand.

"Mmm, you're so hard for me already," she murmured, rubbing her thumb over the head of his cock.

Greg moaned, his hands gripping her hips as she ground against him. He wanted her so badly, wanted to feel her tight pussy wrapped around his cock.

But Jessica wasn't ready to give him what he wanted just yet. She leaned down and whispered in his ear, "I want you to beg for it, baby. Beg me to fuck you."

Greg's eyes widened, but he knew better than to argue with her. He looked up at her, his breathing heavy and labored, and said, "Please, Jessica. Please fuck me. I need you so badly."

Jessica smiled, pleased with his obedience. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth as she ground her hips against his.

Then, without warning, she pulled away from him and stood up, walking over to her dresser. She rummaged through the drawers for a moment before turning around, holding a thick leather strap-on in her hand.

Greg's eyes widened as he looked at it, feeling a mixture of fear and excitement course through him. He had never been fucked by Jessica before, never experienced what it was like to have her inside him.

But he was willing to try anything for her. He would do anything to please her.

Jessica walked back over to him, the strap-on swinging between her legs. She climbed back onto the bed and straddled him again, positioning the dildo at his entrance.

"Are you ready for this, baby?" she asked, her eyes locked on his.

Greg nodded, his breath coming in short pants. He was ready. He was so fucking ready.

Jessica slowly began to push the dildo inside him, her eyes never leaving his. Greg gasped, feeling the thick shaft stretching him open as it slid deeper and deeper inside him.

"Oh fuck, Jessica," he moaned, his hands gripping her hips tightly.

Jessica began to move, thrusting the dildo in and out of him as she rode him hard. Greg could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge, his cock straining against his jeans.

But he wanted to cum with her. He wanted to feel her climax around him, wanted to be a part of that intense pleasure.

He reached down and grabbed his cock, stroking it hard as he watched her fuck him. Jessica's eyes were closed, lost in pleasure as she rode him hard.

Then, suddenly, she cried out, her body spasming as she came hard around the dildo. Greg felt her muscles clenching around him, felt the intense pleasure radiating through her.

And that was all it took. He came with a loud shout, his hot cum spilling out all over his hand as he pumped himself hard.

Jessica collapsed on top of him, her breathing heavy and labored. Greg could feel her heart racing, her body slick with sweat.

"That was amazing," she whispered, her voice barely above a whisper.

Greg nodded, his eyes closed as he tried to catch his breath. He had never felt anything like that before, had never been so completely consumed by pleasure.

"I love you," he murmured, his hand still wrapped around his spent cock.

Jessica lifted her head and smiled down at him, her eyes softening. "I love you too, baby," she said, leaning down to kiss him gently.

They lay there for a few moments, basking in the afterglow of their intense pleasure. Greg could feel Jessica's body pressed against his, could feel the heat radiating from her skin.

And he knew, without a doubt, that he was exactly where he was meant to be. With her. Always.

As they drifted off to sleep, entwined in each other's arms, the rest of the world faded away. All that mattered was their love for each other, their intense and unbreakable bond.

And as they slept, they dreamed of all the pleasures yet to come, of all the ways they would explore each other's bodies and minds, of all the ways they would continue to grow and evolve together.

For they knew, deep down, that they were meant to be together. Forever.

---

Bottom for my Mistress

Amelia and Ken had been married for five years. Amelia was a curvy brunette with a perky ass and full breasts that begged to be squeezed. She had soft, pouty lips that Ken couldn't resist kissing. Ken, on the other hand, was a tall, muscular man with a chiseled jawline and broad shoulders. He had piercing blue eyes that could make Amelia's heart race. They lived in a large city and had busy lives. Ken was a successful lawyer, and Amelia worked as an executive in a marketing firm.

Despite their successful careers, their sex life had become stale. They were stuck in a routine of quickies and predictable positions. Amelia found herself yearning for something more, something to reignite the passion they once had. She couldn't shake the feeling that there was more to sex than what they were doing.

One evening, as they were getting ready for bed, Amelia spoke up. "Ken, do you ever feel like our sex life has become routine?"

Ken looked at her, surprised. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, I feel like we do the same thing every time. It's become boring," Amelia said, her voice laced with frustration.

Ken sighed. "I know. We're just so busy with work, and by the time we get home, we're exhausted."

"But don't you miss the way it used to be?" Amelia asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ken's eyes softened as he looked at her. "Of course, I do. What do you suggest we do about it?"

"I don't know," Amelia said, shaking her head. "But we need to do something."

Ken nodded, and they both got into bed, a sense of unease lingering between them. They fell asleep, each lost in their own thoughts. Little did they know, their conversation would be the start of a journey that would take their sex life to new heights.

The following night, Ken surprised Amelia by coming home early from work. She was in the bedroom, flipping through a magazine when he walked in, a mischievous glint in his eye.

"Hey, babe," he said, walking up to her and planting a kiss on her lips.

Amelia felt a spark of desire ignite in her belly. "What's going on?"

"I thought we could try something new tonight," Ken said, his hands sliding down to cup her ass.

Amelia's heart raced as she felt the bulge in his pants press against her. "What did you have in mind?"

Ken grinned. "Just trust me."

He pulled her up and led her to the living room, where he had set up a blanket and some candles. Soft music played in the background, and Amelia felt herself relax into the romantic atmosphere.

Ken sat down on the blanket and pulled Amelia down on top of him, her back pressed against his chest. He began to kiss her neck, his hands roaming over her body.

Amelia moaned as she felt his fingers trail over her nipples, causing them to harden. She ground her hips against his, wanting more.

"Please, Ken," she whispered, her voice breathy with desire.

Ken flipped her onto her back and climbed on top of her, his cock hard against her thigh. He leaned down and kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth.

Amelia gasped as he moved his hand down to her pussy, stroking her through her panties. She was already wet, and she could feel the dampness seeping through the fabric.

Ken pulled back, a wicked grin on his face. "Take your panties off."

Amelia obeyed, her heart racing as she lifted her hips and slid her panties down her legs. She lay back down, her pussy exposed and waiting.

Ken moved down, his mouth finding her clit. He flicked his tongue over it, causing Amelia to moan and writhe beneath him. He continued to tease her, his tongue dancing over her folds.

"Fuck, Ken," Amelia moaned, her hands tangled in his hair. "Don't stop."

Ken didn't stop, and he continued to work her with his tongue until she was on the brink of orgasm. Then, he pulled back, leaving her panting and frustrated.

"What are you doing?" Amelia asked, her voice husky with desire.

"I want you to ride me," Ken said, his eyes dark with lust.

He lay down on the blanket, his cock standing at attention. Amelia straddled him, positioning herself over his shaft. She lowered herself down, groaning as he filled her.

Ken grabbed her hips, guiding her as she rode him. Their bodies moved together, sweat glistening on their skin. They were lost in the moment, the rest of the world fading away.

As they reached their climax, they cried out each other's names, their bodies shaking with pleasure. They collapsed onto the blanket, panting and spent.

"That was amazing," Amelia said, her voice barely above a whisper.

The next morning, Amelia and Ken went about their day as usual. They were both at work, but their minds kept wandering back to the previous night's sexual escapade. Ken couldn't stop thinking about the way Amelia had taken control, and Amelia couldn't stop thinking about the way Ken had surrendered to her.

That evening, after dinner, Amelia surprised Ken once again. She had a mischievous glint in her eye as she led him to the bedroom.

"Tonight, I want to try something new," Amelia said, her voice low and seductive.

Ken's heart raced as he followed her lead, excited to see what she had in store.

Amelia pushed Ken onto the bed and climbed on top of him. She kissed him deeply, her hands wandering over his body. Then, she moved down, her mouth finding his nipple. She flicked her tongue over it, causing Ken to moan.

But then, Amelia surprised him again. She reached down and stroked his cock, her other hand trailing down to his ass. She teased his hole, and Ken gasped in pleasure.

"Have you ever had anything in here?" Amelia asked, her voice teasing.

Ken shook his head, unsure of what to expect. But he trusted Amelia, and he was willing to try anything with her.

"Good," Amelia said, a wicked grin on her face.

She reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a small bottle of lube. She slicked up her finger and began to circle Ken's hole.

Ken groaned as he felt her finger push inside him. It was a strange sensation, but it felt good. Amelia continued to work him, adding another finger and scissoring them inside him.

Then, Amelia pulled back, positioning herself behind Ken. She grabbed his hips, lining herself up with his ass.

"Relax," she said, her voice soothing.

Ken took a deep breath as he felt her push inside him. It was intense, but it felt amazing. Amelia began to move, fucking him with her strap-on.

Ken couldn't believe how good it felt. He had never felt so vulnerable, so exposed, but he trusted Amelia completely. She knew exactly what he needed, and she was giving it to him.

As Amelia pounded into him, Ken felt himself getting closer to the edge. He was on the brink of orgasm, and he knew he wouldn't be able to hold back much longer.

"Fuck, Amelia," he moaned, his body shaking with pleasure.

Then, with a loud cry, he came, his cock spurting all over the sheets. Amelia continued to fuck him, drawing out his orgasm until he collapsed onto the bed, panting and spent.

Amelia pulled out of him, a satisfied grin on her face. "I think we found something new to spice up our sex life," she said, crawling up next to him.

Ken smiled, feeling more alive than he had in years. "I trust you completely," he said, pulling her close.

A few days later the couple had some time off work. Amelia and Ken had been looking forward to this weekend for months. They had booked a hotel room in the heart of the city, eager to escape their busy lives and explore their sexual desires.

As soon as they checked in, Amelia took control. She pushed Ken onto the bed, straddling him.

"Tonight, I'm in charge," she said, her voice low and seductive.

Ken's eyes widened with surprise, but he didn't resist. He knew that Amelia had been wanting to explore her dominant side, and he was more than happy to let her take the lead.

Amelia began to undress, revealing her curvy body. She had on a black corset that hugged her curves, and a pair of thigh-high stockings that showed off her long legs.

Ken couldn't take his eyes off her. He had never seen her like this, so confident and commanding.

"Take off your clothes," Amelia commanded.

Ken obeyed, stripping down to his boxers. Amelia crawled up his body, her breasts pressed against his chest.

"I want you to call me Mistress," she said, her voice firm.

Ken hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to respond. But then, he looked into Amelia's eyes, and he knew that this was what she wanted.

"Yes, Mistress," he said, his voice low.

Amelia smiled, pleased with his obedience. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, her tongue exploring his mouth. Then, she pulled back, a wicked grin on her face.

"Get on your knees," she said.

Ken did as he was told, feeling a rush of excitement. Amelia stepped back, watching him with a predatory gleam in her eye.

"Take off my panties," she said.

Ken obeyed, sliding her panties down her legs. He was met with the sight of her bare pussy, glistening with wetness.

"Good boy," Amelia said, running her fingers through his hair.

She stepped closer, pressing her pussy against his face. Ken began to lick her, his tongue working her over.

Amelia moaned, her hands gripping his hair tightly. "Harder," she demanded.

Ken intensified his efforts, burying his face in her pussy. He licked and sucked, driving her wild with desire.

Then, Amelia pulled back, a look of satisfaction on her face. "Stand up," she said.

Ken did as he was told, his cock straining against his boxers.

"Now, it's my turn to please you," Amelia said, a glint in her eye.

She dropped to her knees, pulling down his boxers. His cock sprang free, hard and ready.

Amelia took him into her mouth, sucking him deep. Ken moaned, feeling the pleasure building inside him.

But then, Amelia pulled back, a wicked smile on her face.

"Now, it's time for you to be punished," she said, standing up.

Ken's heart raced as he watched Amelia rummage through her bag. She pulled out a paddle, running her hand over it lovingly.

"Get on the bed," she said.

Ken did as he was told, lying down on his stomach. He felt Amelia climb on top of him, her weight pressing down on his back.

Then, he felt the sting of the paddle on his ass. He cried out, but Amelia didn't stop. She continued to spank him, each blow making him feel more alive.

As Amelia worked him over, Ken felt a sense of freedom that he had never experienced before. He was surrendering to her completely, trusting her to lead him into new realms of pleasure.

Amelia spanked him until his ass was bright red, and then she stopped. Ken lay there, panting and spent, but also more alive than ever before.

"Now, turn over," Amelia said, her voice low and commanding.

Ken rolled onto his back, his cock standing at attention. Amelia climbed on top of him, straddling him.

"I want you to beg for it," she said, a wicked grin on her face.

Ken hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do. But then, he looked into Amelia's eyes, and he knew what she wanted.

"Please, Mistress, let me come," he begged, his voice trembling.

Amelia smiled, pleased with his obedience. She began to ride him, her body moving in perfect rhythm with his. Ken felt himself getting closer to the edge, and he knew that he wouldn't be able to hold back much longer.

"Fuck, Mistress, I'm going to come," he moaned, his body shaking with pleasure.

Amelia didn't stop, driving him closer and closer to the brink. And then, with a loud cry, Ken came, his cock pulsing inside her.

Amelia collapsed onto his chest, panting and spent. Ken wrapped his arms around her, feeling content and satisfied.

"That was amazing," Amelia said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Ken smiled, feeling more alive than he had in years. "Thank you, Mistress," he said, kissing her deeply.

After a long and satisfying session of lovemaking, Amelia and Ken lay in bed, cuddling and talking. They had both been exploring their dominant and submissive sides, and they had discovered a new level of intimacy together.

"I want to try something new," Amelia said, her voice low and seductive.

Ken looked at her, curious. He had learned to trust her completely, and he was willing to explore anything with her.

"What did you have in mind?" he asked, his voice low.

"I want to try pegging," Amelia said, a wicked grin on her face.

Ken's eyes widened with surprise, but he was also intrigued. He had never experienced anal play before, but he trusted Amelia to guide him.

"Okay," he said, his voice hesitant.

Amelia reached over to the nightstand, pulling out a strapon harness and dildo. She strapped it on, adjusting it carefully.

Ken watched her, feeling a rush of excitement. He had never seen her like this, so confident and commanding.

"Get on your hands and knees," Amelia said, her voice firm.

Ken obeyed, feeling a sense of vulnerability. He felt Amelia climb up behind him, her strapon rubbing against his ass.

"Relax," she said, a hand on his back.

Ken took a deep breath as he felt her push inside him. It was a strange sensation, but it felt good. Amelia began to move, fucking him with her strapon.

Ken couldn't believe how good it felt. He had never felt so vulnerable, so exposed, but he trusted Amelia completely. She knew exactly what he needed, and she was giving it to him.

As Amelia pounded into him, Ken felt himself getting closer to the edge. He was on the brink of orgasm, and he knew he wouldn't be able to hold back much longer.

"Fuck, Amelia," he moaned, his body shaking with pleasure.

Then, with a loud cry, he came, his cock spurting all over the sheets. Amelia continued to fuck him, drawing out his orgasm until he collapsed onto the bed, panting and spent.

Amelia pulled out of him, a satisfied grin on her face.

The next day, Amelia and Ken went about their regular routine of work. They both had demanding jobs, and they had to focus on their work during the day.

But as they sat at their desks, typing away on their computers, they couldn't help but think about the previous night. They had opened up a new chapter in their sex life, and they were excited to explore more.

As the day went on, they exchanged a few texts, reliving the memories of the night before. It was a welcome distraction from the stresses of work, and it kept them both in high spirits.

When they finally left the office, they were both feeling a sense of anticipation. They were looking forward to continuing their exploration of their sexual desires, but they also knew that they had to be patient. They didn't want to rush into anything, and they wanted to make sure that they were both comfortable with each new step.

As they walked home from work, hand in hand, they talked about their plans for the evening. They decided to go out to a nice restaurant and celebrate their newfound intimacy.

Over dinner, they talked about everything but sex. They chatted about their jobs, their friends, and their plans for the future. It was a welcome break from the intensity of the night before, and it helped them both to relax and unwind.

Of course, the urge for intimacy returned. After some discussion, the couple decided to get adventurous and check out a sex club. The sex club was dimly lit, with flickering candles casting shadows on the walls. The air was thick with the smell of sex, a potent mix of sweat, perfume, and musk.

People were engaged in all kinds of sexual activities, from fucking in corners to engaging in orgies on the floor. There were couples, singles, and groups of people, all exploring their sexual desires in a safe and consensual setting.

The club was decorated in a gothic style, with black leather and chains adorning the walls. There were cages and sex swings hanging from the ceiling, and BDSM equipment scattered throughout the club.

The sound of moaning and groaning filled the air, along with the sound of slapping flesh and the jingling of chains. People were dressed in all kinds of fetish wear, from leather and latex to corsets and stockings.

Despite the overwhelming sexual energy in the club, there was a sense of safety and respect among the patrons. Everyone was there to explore their desires in a consensual way, and there was no judgment or shame.

Amelia and Ken walked nervously into the depths of the club. They had heard about the club from some friends, and they had decided to explore their sexual desires in a more public setting.

As they made their way through the club, they saw people engaged in all kinds of sexual activities. Couples were fucking in corners, while groups of people were engaged in orgies on the floor. The sounds of moaning and groaning filled the air, and the smell of sex was overpowering.

Ken couldn't believe what he was seeing. He had always been a bit reserved when it came to sex, but the scene in front of him was exciting and terrifying all at once.

Amelia, on the other hand, was in her element. She was dressed in a tight leather corset and thigh-high boots, her long black hair flowing down her back. She felt powerful and in control, and she knew that she could make Ken do anything she wanted.

"Let's go over there," she said, pointing to a group of people engaged in some kind of BDSM scene.

Ken nodded, feeling a sense of trepidation. He had never explored his dominant side before, but he was willing to try anything with Amelia.

As they approached the group, a woman in a leather harness and mask approached them. "Would you like to join us?" she asked, her voice low and seductive.

Amelia nodded, a wicked grin on her face. "We'd love to," she said.

The woman led them to a nearby room, where a man was tied up and blindfolded. Amelia and Ken watched as the woman began to spank him, her hands leaving red marks on his ass.

"Would you like to try?" she asked, holding out a flogger.

Amelia took the flogger, her eyes gleaming with excitement. She began to spank the man, her strokes getting harder and harder. Ken watched, feeling a sense of humiliation and arousal at the same time.

After a few minutes, Amelia stopped. "Thank you," she said, handing the flogger back to the woman. "That was fun."

Ken felt a sense of relief as they left the room. He had never felt so exposed and vulnerable, but he also felt a sense of satisfaction. He had allowed Amelia to dominate him in a public setting, and it had been exhilarating.

As they made their way back through the club, Amelia whispered in his ear. "You were amazing," she said, a sense of pride in her voice.

Amelia smiled wickedly as she pulled a chastity device from her purse. "Put this on," she said to Ken, handing him the device.

Ken hesitated, unsure of what to do. He had never worn a chastity device before, but the idea of being controlled by Amelia was exciting.

"Go on," she said, her voice low and seductive. "I want you to wear it for me."

Ken nodded, feeling a sense of submission. He took the device from her and began to put it on, feeling the cold metal against his skin. As he locked it in place, he felt a sense of restriction, both physical and psychological.

Amelia grinned as she watched him. "That looks good on you," she said, running her hand over the device. "Now let's have some fun."

They made their way through the club, Amelia leading the way. They stopped at a group of people engaged in some kind of BDSM scene, and Amelia began to watch intently.

Ken felt a sense of humiliation as he stood beside her, his chastity device on full display. But he also felt a sense of arousal, as he watched Amelia taking control of the situation.

After a few minutes, Amelia turned to him. "I want to peg you," she said, her voice low and commanding.

Ken hesitated, unsure of what to do. He had never been pegged before, but the idea of Amelia taking control of his body was exciting and terrifying all at once.

"Please," she said, her voice softening. "I promise it will be amazing."

Ken nodded, feeling a sense of surrender. They found a private room and Amelia began to prepare him, lubing up the dildo and teasing him with her fingers.

As she slid the dildo into him, Ken felt a sense of submission and pleasure washing over him. He was completely at her mercy, and he loved it.

As they continued to be intimate, Amelia whispered in his ear. "You belong to me," she said, a sense of pride in her voice. "I own you."

Amelia strutted into the sex club, her skin-tight dress hugging every curve of her voluptuous body. Her honey-brown hair cascaded down her back in loose waves, and her emerald eyes sparkled with excitement. Ken, her husband, followed close behind her, his eyes fixed on her tantalizing hips as they swayed back and forth with each step.

Ken was no slouch either, with broad shoulders and chiseled abs that were visible through his tight-fitting shirt. He couldn't help but feel a bit nervous, not knowing what kind of scene awaited them inside the club. But seeing Amelia's confidence and knowing what was about to happen, he couldn't help but feel his cock twitch in anticipation.

As they entered the main room, the sound of moans and grunts filled the air, and the smell of sweat and sex hung thick. Couples were engaged in various acts of debauchery around them, but Amelia only had eyes for one thing: the pegging area.

Leading Ken by the hand, Amelia made her way over to the section of the club dedicated to those who enjoyed being penetrated anally. A selection of dildos and strap-ons of various shapes and sizes lined the wall, and Amelia quickly picked out one that she deemed suitable for their experience.

"I want you to take off all of your clothes, Ken," Amelia purred, her eyes alight with desire. "I want to see you completely naked and vulnerable before me."

Ken swallowed hard, but he obeyed her every command, stripping down until he was standing before her completely nude. Amelia smirked as she admired his naked form, her gaze lingering on his rock-hard cock.

"I think I'll start with this one," Amelia said, picking up a medium-sized dildo and securing it to the strap-on around her waist. "Now get down on your hands and knees."

Ken did as he was told, feeling a rush of excitement as he awaited his wife's next move.

Amelia straddled his back, her hands roaming over his muscular shoulders as she positioned the tip of the dildo at his tight entrance. "Are you ready, my love?" she whispered in his ear.

"Yes," Ken gasped, his body trembling with anticipation.

And with that, Amelia pushed the dildo inside of him, slowly at first, then picking up the pace until she was pounding him hard and fast. Ken cried out in pleasure, his hips bucking back against her as he rode the wave of ecstasy.

The two of them were lost in their own world, oblivious to the other couples around them as Amelia pegged her husband with wild abandon. The sensations were overwhelming, and Ken found himself reaching the brink of orgasm faster than he ever had before.

"Amelia," he groaned, "I'm gonna cum."

She didn't slow down, in fact, she went faster, "Yes, cum for me, Ken. Give it all to me."

And with a final thrust, Ken exploded in a frenzy of pleasure, his cum shooting out in thick ropes all over the floor. Amelia withdrew the dildo, grinning wickedly as she admired the mess he had made.

"That was amazing," Ken breathed, still panting from his orgasm.

"I know," Amelia replied, a satisfied smirk on her lips. "And there's so much more we can explore here."

Ken grinned, feeling a renewed sense of excitement as he gazed around the sex club. He couldn't wait to see what other pleasures awaited them in this dark and decadent world.

Amelia had always been the dominant one in their marriage, but tonight she wanted to take things to a whole new level. As they entered the sex club, she could feel the excitement coursing through her veins, and she knew that Ken felt it too.

"Tonight, my dear," Amelia whispered, "we're going to switch things up a bit. I want you to put on my clothes, and I'll put on yours. And then, I'm going to fuck you with this." She pulled out a strap-on from her bag, grinning wickedly as she watched Ken's eyes widen in surprise.

He hesitated for a moment, but seeing the look of desire on his wife's face, he knew that he couldn't say no. And so, he stripped down to his underwear while Amelia selected her favorite outfit for him: a tight-fitting black dress that hugged his curves in all the right places.

"Wow," Amelia breathed as she looked him up and down. "You make a pretty hot little number, Ken."

Ken felt a shiver run down his spine as he saw the desire in his wife's eyes. He couldn't believe how turned on he was getting, wearing her clothes and submitting to her every command.

"Now it's my turn," Amelia said, stripping down to her underwear and slipping into Ken's clothes: a pair of jeans and a tight-fitting t-shirt that hugged her ample curves.

Once she was dressed, she strapped on the dildo, feeling a surge of power as she gazed down at her husband, now dressed in her clothes.

"Get on your knees," Amelia commanded, and Ken obeyed, feeling a thrill run through him as he submitted to her dominance.

She positioned the tip of the dildo at his tight entrance, pushing it inside slowly at first, then picking up the pace until she was pounding him hard and fast. Ken cried out in pleasure, feeling a wave of ecstasy wash over him as his body was penetrated over and over again.

Amelia was in complete control, using him for her pleasure and leaving him weak and powerless beneath her. She rode him hard, feeling the strap-on slide in and out of him with ease, and she could tell that he was close to the edge.

"Come for me, Ken," she whispered in his ear. "Cum for your wife while she fucks you with her big, fat cock."

And with a final thrust, Ken exploded in a frenzy of pleasure, his cum spilling out all over the floor. Amelia withdrew the dildo, feeling a sense of satisfaction wash over her as she looked down at her husband, now dressed in her clothes and completely at her mercy.

"That was amazing," Ken breathed, still panting from his orgasm.

"Yes," Amelia replied, a satisfied smirk on her lips. "And we're just getting started, my dear. The night is young, and there's so much more we can explore here."

They made their way to a private room, where again, Amelia wasted no time in taking control.

"Take off your clothes," she commanded, her voice low and husky.

Ken obeyed, stripping down to his bare skin as Amelia watched him with lust-filled eyes. She motioned for him to turn around, admiring the view of his ass before reaching into her bag and pulling out a butt plug.

"You're going to wear this," she said, holding up the plug for him to see.

Ken's eyes widened, but he knew better than to argue with her. He turned back around, spreading his cheeks as Amelia coated the plug in lube and inserted it into his tight hole. Ken moaned as the plug slid inside him, stretching him in a way that made him feel both vulnerable and aroused.

"Now get on your knees," Amelia said, standing over him.

Ken did as he was told, dropping to his knees and looking up at her with pleading eyes. Amelia smirked, knowing that she had complete control over him.

"Please, Amelia," he begged, his cock already hard and dripping with pre-cum.

Amelia reached down and stroked his cock, eliciting a loud moan from Ken. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, "You're going to do everything I say, understand?"

Ken nodded, his body trembling with anticipation.

"Good," Amelia said, pushing him onto his back. "Now let's go home and make love one last time."

As soon as they arrived home, Amelia wasted no time in undressing and guiding Ken to their bedroom. The plug still nestled deep inside him, making him feel vulnerable and submissive to Amelia's desires.

Amelia climbed onto the bed, her body aching with desire as she watched Ken crawl towards her on all fours. She spread her legs, giving him a clear view of her soaking wet pussy, and motioned for him to start licking.

Ken obeyed, his tongue eagerly exploring her folds as Amelia moaned with pleasure. She ran her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer as he continued to eat her out. She could feel her orgasm building, her body tensing up as Ken's tongue danced over her clit.

But just as she was about to climax, Amelia pushed Ken away, leaving him panting and frustrated.

"Now it's my turn," she said, climbing on top of him and straddling his waist.

She grabbed his cock, stroking it slowly as she lowered herself onto him. Ken groaned as she enveloped him, his body trembling with pleasure as she rode him hard and fast. The plug inside him added to the intensity, making him feel more submissive and obedient to Amelia's desires.

Amelia leaned forward, pressing her lips against Ken's as she continued to ride him. Their bodies moved together in perfect harmony, each thrust pushing them closer to the edge. Finally, they both climaxed together, their bodies writhing with pleasure as they rode out their orgasms.

As they lay there, spent and exhausted, Amelia couldn't help but smile. She knew that this was just the beginning of their exploration into femdom, and she couldn't wait to see what other pleasures awaited them in the future.

---

11 Nights With Daddy

Anne never knew what she was missing until she met Marcus - her Daddy. A man who was dominant, caring, and knew exactly how to make her feel like the most desired woman in the world. Together, they explore the taboo world of the daddy fetish, and indulge in their deepest desires and fantasies. From their suburban neighborhood to the open seas, they take risks and push boundaries, never afraid to explore the depths of their passion. This book takes you on a wild ride of erotic adventures, exploring the sensual world of the daddy fetish and the unbreakable bond between Daddy and his little girl.

Night 1

Marcus and Anne's marriage had always been full of passion and exploration. They had always been open to trying new things in the bedroom, and over time they had discovered that they both had a shared Daddy fetish. It was a taboo and kinky side to their relationship that they both relished in, and it kept their sex life exciting and steamy.

Anne was a stunning woman with long, curly brown hair that cascaded down her back in waves. She had piercing blue eyes that sparkled with mischief, and full lips that were always ready to kiss and tease. Her body was an hourglass figure with curves in all the right places, and a pair of large, perky breasts that begged to be touched and fondled.

Marcus, on the other hand, was a tall and muscular man with broad shoulders and a chiseled jawline. He had short black hair that was always perfectly styled, and dark brown eyes that could pierce through a person's soul. He was a dominant and authoritative figure, but he also had a soft and caring side that he reserved only for Anne.

One evening, Anne came home from work to find Marcus waiting for her in the living room. He was sitting on the couch, dressed in a tight black t-shirt that accentuated his muscular physique and a pair of black jeans that hugged his legs. Anne could feel her pulse quicken as she took in the sight of him, and she knew that she was in for a wild night.

"Hello, Daddy," she purred, as she walked over to him.

"Hello, my little princess," he replied, as he pulled her into his lap. "I have a surprise for you tonight."

Anne's heart skipped a beat as Marcus reached into his pocket and pulled out a small box. Inside, there was a leather collar with a silver tag that read "Property of Daddy."

"This is for you, my love," he said, as he fastened the collar around her neck. "From now on, you belong to me, and only me."

Anne felt a shiver run down her spine as she looked into Marcus's eyes. She knew that he was serious, and that he expected her to obey him completely. It was a thrilling and exhilarating feeling, and she couldn't wait to see what he had in store for her.

Marcus took her hand and led her into the bedroom, where he had set up a small play area. There was a bed with black satin sheets, a collection of whips and paddles, and a wooden frame that looked like a cross between a swing and a cage.

"Get undressed," he commanded, as he watched her with a predatory gleam in his eye.

Anne slowly stripped off her clothes, reveling in the way that Marcus's eyes roamed over her body. She felt exposed and vulnerable, but also incredibly turned on. She knew that she was about to experience the kind of pleasure that only Marcus could give her.

Without a word, Marcus picked up a whip and began to tease her body with it. He ran the leather strands over her breasts, teasing her nipples until they were hard and aching. Then he trailed the whip down her stomach and between her thighs, where he brushed it against her clit.

Anne moaned and writhed beneath him, her body begging for more. Marcus knew just how to touch her, how to push her to the brink of ecstasy and then pull her back again. He was her Daddy, her protector, her lover, and her everything.

As the night wore on, Anne and Marcus explored every inch of each other's bodies, pushing the boundaries of their desires and exploring their deepest, darkest fantasies. They were two halves of a whole, bound together by a love that was fierce and unyielding.

Marcus pushed Anne onto the bed, her back arching as he trailed kisses down her neck and chest. He trailed his tongue down her stomach, circling her belly button before dipping lower. Anne gasped as he spread her legs, his breath hot against her inner thigh. She moaned as he licked and nipped at her sensitive flesh, his fingers probing and stroking her until she was writhing with pleasure.

"Daddy, please," she begged, her voice husky with need.

Marcus looked up at her, his eyes dark and smoldering with desire. "Please what, my little one?"

"Please fuck me," she moaned, her body trembling with anticipation.

With a low growl, Marcus pushed himself into her, filling her with his hard cock. Anne cried out, her body clenching around him as he began to move. He pounded into her, his hands gripping her hips as he drove her towards the edge. Anne cried out as she came, her body shaking with the force of her release.

But Marcus wasn't done with her yet. He flipped her over, her ass in the air as he spanked her hard. Anne moaned, her skin tingling as he landed blow after blow. She was his, completely and utterly, and nothing turned her on more than being at his mercy.

He entered her from behind, gripping her hips as he pounded into her with a fierce intensity. Anne could feel herself building towards another orgasm, her body on fire as he fucked her with wild abandon. With a final thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his hot cum spilling out as she came once more.

They lay tangled together, their breathing slow and heavy as they basked in the afterglow of their passion. Anne felt a sense of contentment wash over her, knowing that she had given herself completely to her Daddy.

"I love you," she whispered, as Marcus pulled her close.

"I love you too, my little one," he replied, his voice soft and tender.

Night 2

Anne had always been a good girl. She had followed the rules, gotten good grades, and gone to college like her parents had wanted. But underneath her buttoned-up exterior, there was a wild and untamed side to her that craved something more. Something darker. Something that only Marcus, her Daddy, could give her.

Underneath her work attire, Anne wore a set of black lace lingerie that hugged her curves in all the right places. She knew that Marcus would be waiting for her when she got home, and she wanted to be ready for him. She wanted to show him just how willing she was to submit to him, to give herself over completely to his control.

As she walked through the suburban neighborhood towards their house, Anne could feel her pulse quickening with anticipation. She knew that Marcus would be waiting for her, and that he would be expecting her to obey him without question. It was a heady and intoxicating feeling, and she couldn't wait to see what he had planned for her.

When she entered the house, Marcus was waiting for her in the living room. He was dressed in a tight black t-shirt that showed off his muscular physique, and a pair of tight jeans that hugged his legs. Anne's heart skipped a beat as she took in the sight of him, and she felt a hot flush spreading across her skin.

"Daddy," she murmured, as she walked over to him.

"My little princess," he replied, as he pulled her into his arms. "Are you ready to be a good girl for me tonight?"

Anne nodded eagerly, her heart pounding with excitement. She wanted nothing more than to please him, to show him just how willing she was to submit to his every whim.

"Good girl," he murmured, as he trailed kisses down her neck. "Now, get on your knees."

Anne dropped to her knees in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. She knew what he wanted, and she was more than happy to give it to him. She reached out and unbuckled his belt, her fingers trembling with anticipation as she pulled his pants down.

His cock sprang free, hard and throbbing with desire. Anne couldn't resist the urge to touch it, to feel the weight of it in her hand. She stroked him gently, her fingers tracing the length of him as she leaned in to take him into her mouth.

Marcus groaned as she licked and sucked him, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock. She could taste the salty tang of his precum on her tongue, and it only served to make her more eager for him. She took him deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching around him as she took him all the way in.

"Yes, that's it," Marcus moaned, as he gripped her hair. "Take it all, my little slut."

Anne felt a thrill of excitement at his words. She loved being his slut, his submissive little girl who was willing to do anything he asked of her. She bobbed her head up and down, taking him deeper and deeper into her mouth until she could feel him swelling inside her.

With a low groan, Marcus came, his hot cum spilling into her mouth. Anne swallowed greedily, relishing the way he tasted on her tongue. She knew that she would do anything for him, anything to please him and make him happy.

As Marcus pulled her to her feet, Anne could feel her body humming with desire. She knew that there was more to come, more pleasure and pain and ecstasy that only he could give her. She was his, completely and utterly, and she wouldn't have it any other way.

"Daddy," she murmured, as he led her towards the bedroom. Marcus pushed Anne onto the bed, her black lingerie contrasting against the white sheets. He towered over her, his dominant energy radiating through the room. Anne looked up at him with wide eyes, her body quivering with anticipation.

"Are you ready to be my good girl tonight?" Marcus asked, his voice low and commanding.

Anne nodded, her heart racing in her chest. She wanted nothing more than to please him, to give herself over to him completely.

"Good," he murmured, as he trailed kisses down her neck. "But first, I need to make sure you're properly restrained."

He reached under the bed and pulled out a set of black leather handcuffs. Anne felt a thrill of excitement as he fastened them around her wrists, binding her to the bedposts. She was his, completely and utterly, and she loved the feeling of being at his mercy.

Marcus began to explore her body with his hands, tracing the curve of her hips and the swell of her breasts. Anne moaned as he flicked her nipples, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She arched her back, offering herself up to him completely.

But Marcus wasn't finished with her yet. He pulled out a long black paddle, the leather soft against her skin. He trailed it down her stomach, between her legs, teasing her until she was writhing with desire.

"Please, Daddy," Anne moaned. "Please spank me."

Marcus grinned, his eyes dark with lust. He spanked her hard, the paddle leaving a bright red mark on her skin. Anne cried out, but the pain only served to heighten her pleasure. She wanted more, needed more of him.

Again and again, Marcus spanked her, each blow harder than the last. Anne was lost in a haze of pleasure and pain, her body consumed by the sensations that only he could give her.

But Marcus wasn't finished yet. He pushed her legs apart, his fingers trailing down the inside of her thigh. Anne gasped as he teased her, running his fingers lightly over her pussy lips.

"You're so wet for me," he murmured, as he slid a finger inside her.

Anne moaned as he fingered her, the pleasure building inside her until she was on the brink of orgasm. She begged him for release, her body trembling with desire.

With a final thrust, Marcus brought her over the edge. Anne cried out as she came, her body shaking with the force of her release. She collapsed onto the bed, her breath coming in short gasps.

Marcus released her from the handcuffs, pulling her into his arms. They lay together, basking in the afterglow of their passion.

"Thank you, Daddy," Anne whispered, as she snuggled against him.

"Anytime, my little one," Marcus replied, as he kissed her forehead. "I love you."

"I love you too," Anne murmured, as she drifted off to sleep.

Night 3

It was a warm and quiet afternoon, and Anne could feel the heat radiating off the pavement as she walked through the suburban neighborhood towards her house. She had spent the morning running errands and doing chores, but her mind was consumed with one thing and one thing only: she wanted to taste Marcus's cum.

As she walked into the house, she could feel her heart racing in her chest. She knew that Marcus would be home soon, and she wanted nothing more than to please him. She stripped off her clothes, leaving herself naked and vulnerable, and climbed onto the bed.

She spread her legs wide, her fingers trailing over her swollen pussy lips. She was already wet with desire, and the thought of tasting Marcus's cum only served to make her more excited.

When Marcus walked into the room, he paused for a moment, taking in the sight of her lying there naked and ready for him.

"What are you doing, my little one?" he asked, his voice low and commanding.

"I want to taste your cum, Daddy," Anne replied, her voice husky with desire.

Marcus grinned, his eyes dark with lust. He stripped off his clothes, his cock already hard and throbbing with desire. Anne could feel her pulse quickening with anticipation, knowing that she was about to get exactly what she wanted.

She opened her mouth eagerly, taking him in and swirling her tongue around the head of his cock. Marcus groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as he began to thrust into her mouth. Anne moaned as she took him deeper and deeper, the taste of his precum on her tongue making her even more eager for him.

With a final thrust, Marcus came, his hot cum spilling into her mouth. Anne swallowed greedily, relishing the way he tasted on her tongue. She licked him clean, not wanting to miss a single drop of his cum.

As Marcus pulled her up onto the bed, Anne could feel her body humming with desire. She knew that there was more pleasure to come, more ecstasy and submission that only he could give her.

He entered her, his cock hard and throbbing as he pounded into her with fierce intensity. Anne cried out, her body arching towards him as she came. She could feel the pleasure building inside her, a wild and untamed force that threatened to overwhelm her.

With a final thrust, Marcus brought her over the edge. Anne cried out as she came, her body shaking with the force of her release. Marcus followed soon after, his hot cum spilling into her once again.

They collapsed onto the bed, their bodies entwined and spent. Anne could feel a sense of contentment wash over her, knowing that she had given herself completely to her Daddy.

"I love you, Daddy," she murmured, as he held her close.

Night 4

Anne stood at the stove, stirring the pot of spaghetti sauce as it simmered away. She could hear Marcus's footsteps as he walked into the kitchen, his eyes taking in the sight of her standing there in her apron, her hair tied back in a messy bun.

"Mmm, something smells good," he said, his voice low and seductive.

Anne turned to face him, a smile playing at the corners of her lips. She loved the way he looked at her, like she was the only thing in the world that mattered to him.

"I hope so," she replied, as she stepped towards him. "I put a lot of effort into it."

Marcus pulled her close, his hands trailing down her body. Anne could feel the heat of his body against hers, and she knew that dinner would have to wait.

He lifted her up onto the kitchen counter, pushing aside the pots and pans to make room for her. Anne moaned as he began to kiss her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"You know what I want," he murmured, as he slid his hand down between her legs.

Anne gasped as he began to stroke her, the pleasure building inside her until she was panting with desire.

"Please, Daddy," she begged. "Fuck me on the counter."

Marcus grinned, his eyes dark with lust. He lifted her skirt, exposing her pussy to him. Anne spread her legs wide, offering herself up to him completely.

He rubbed his cock against her wetness, teasing her with the head of his cock. She could feel the heat radiating from his body, the excitement and anticipation building inside her until she could barely stand it.

With a final thrust, he slid inside her, filling her completely with his hardness. Anne cried out, her body shaking with pleasure as he began to pound into her. The kitchen counter shook under their weight, the pots and pans clanging together in a wild and discordant symphony.

Anne wrapped her legs around Marcus's waist, holding him tight as he fucked her. She could feel the pleasure building inside her, a wild and untamed force that threatened to overwhelm her.

With a final thrust, Marcus brought her over the edge. Anne cried out as she came, her body shaking with the force of her release. They collapsed onto the counter, their bodies entwined and spent.

As they lay there, Anne knew that she had found her true home. With Marcus as her Daddy, she could explore the deepest, darkest parts of herself, and find true pleasure in submission. It was a beautiful and taboo love, and she wouldn't have it any other way.

They finally got up from the kitchen counter, their bodies still tingling with pleasure. They sat down to eat dinner, sharing stories and laughter as they enjoyed their meal. But Anne knew that this was only the beginning of the pleasure that Marcus had in store for her.

As they cleared away the dishes, Marcus led her upstairs to their bedroom. He pushed her onto the bed, his eyes dark with lust. Anne could feel the excitement building inside her once again, knowing that she was about to get exactly what she wanted.

He pulled out a set of black leather handcuffs, binding her to the bedposts. Anne could feel the thrill of submission coursing through her veins, knowing that she was completely at his mercy.

Marcus began to explore her body with his hands, tracing the curve of her hips and the swell of her breasts. Anne moaned as he flicked her nipples, sending waves of pleasure through her body. She arched her back, offering herself up to him completely.

But Marcus wasn't finished with her yet. He pulled out a long black paddle, the leather soft against her skin. He trailed it over her back, her hips, and her thighs, teasing her with the promise of pain and pleasure.

Anne could feel the heat building between her legs once again, knowing that the paddle would bring her to new heights of pleasure. She cried out as the first blow landed, the sharp sting making her gasp.

But as the blows continued to rain down on her, Anne felt her body begin to respond in ways that she never thought possible. The pain blended with pleasure, the two sensations melding together until she was consumed with desire.

Marcus could see the pleasure on her face, the way her body writhed and twisted against the restraints. He knew that he had her completely under his control, and he reveled in the power that he held over her.

With a final blow, Anne came, her body shaking with the force of her release. Marcus untied her, holding her close as she trembled with pleasure.

"I love you, Daddy," she whispered, as he held her close.

"I love you too, my little one," he replied, his voice soft and tender.

And in that moment, they knew that they were meant to be together forever. They were Daddy and his submissive little girl, united by a love that was both beautiful and taboo. They were willing to explore their deepest desires, and nothing could ever tear them apart.

As they lay in bed, their bodies entwined, Anne knew that she had found her true home. With Marcus as her Daddy, she could explore the depths of her sexuality and find true pleasure in submission. It was a beautiful and taboo love, and she wouldn't have it any other way.

Night 5

Anne sat on the couch, her eyes locked on Marcus as he worked on his laptop. Her heart was pounding with excitement, knowing that she was about to embark on a naughty little game of tease and denial.

She was wearing a tight-fitting dress that hugged her curves, her long legs bare and exposed. She crossed and uncrossed them, letting her dress ride up just a little bit higher each time.

Marcus couldn't help but glance over at her every few minutes, his eyes drinking in the sight of her. He could see the desire and anticipation building in her, and he knew that he was in for a wild ride.

"What are you up to, little one?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

Anne shrugged, trying to look innocent. "Just hanging out," she said, a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

Marcus knew that she was up to something, but he couldn't resist her when she looked like this. He set aside his laptop and walked over to the couch, sitting down next to her.

Anne leaned in close to him, her perfume tantalizing his senses. She could feel the heat building between them, the electricity crackling in the air.

"Can I ask you something, Daddy?" she said, her voice low and sultry.

"Of course," he replied, his eyes locked on hers.

"What if I told you that I wanted you to do whatever you wanted with me?" she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear.

Marcus could feel his cock growing hard, the desire building inside him. He knew that Anne was a naughty little tease, but he couldn't resist her when she looked at him like this.

He lifted her up onto his lap, his hands trailing down her body. Anne moaned as he began to kiss her neck, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"You know what I want," he murmured, as he slid his hand down between her legs.

Anne gasped as he began to stroke her, the pleasure building inside her until she was panting with desire.

"Mmm, Daddy," she moaned. "I want you inside me."

Marcus grinned, his eyes dark with lust. He lifted her up and carried her to the bedroom, tossing her onto the bed.

He began to undress her slowly, savoring the sight of her body. He ran his hands over her curves, his fingers tracing the line of her breasts and hips.

Anne writhed under his touch, her body aching for release. She could feel the pleasure building inside her, a wild and untamed force that threatened to overwhelm her.

With a final thrust, he slid inside her, filling her completely with his hardness. Anne cried out, her body shaking with pleasure as he began to pound into her. The bed creaked under their weight, the headboard banging against the wall.

Anne could feel the pleasure building inside her once again, the anticipation and desire pulsing through her veins. She wanted nothing more than to be completely under Marcus's control, to be his naughty little tease.

But just as she was about to come, he pulled out, leaving her panting and frustrated.

"What...what are you doing?" she gasped, her eyes wild with desire.

Marcus grinned, his eyes smoldering with lust. "I told you that you were going to be my little tease," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "And I meant it."

Anne moaned in frustration, her body on fire with need. She knew that he was going to make her work for her release, but she didn't care. She was his submissive, and she would do anything for him.

He began to tease her with his fingers, stroking her clit and making her writhe and twist on the bed. Anne moaned and begged for release, but Marcus was relentless in his teasing, bringing her close to the brink only to pull back again and again.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, he allowed her to come. Anne cried out, her body shaking with pleasure as she reached the peak of ecstasy. Marcus held her tight, his own release building as he watched her come apart in his arms.

As they lay there, breathless and spent, Anne knew that she had found her true home. With Marcus as her Daddy, she could explore the deepest, darkest parts of herself, and find true pleasure in submission. It was a beautiful and taboo love, and she wouldn't have it any other way.

They finally drifted off to sleep, their bodies entwined and their hearts full of love. For Anne and Marcus, there was nothing more perfect than their forbidden and passionate love. They knew that they were meant to be together, and they would never let anyone or anything come between them.

Night 6

Anne stood in the living room, her hands clasped behind her back and her eyes cast down. She knew she had been a bad girl, and she was ready to face the consequences.

Marcus stood behind her, his hand resting on the small of her back. He could feel the heat radiating from her body, the anticipation building inside her.

"You know why you're here, little one," he said, his voice low and stern.

"Yes, Daddy," Anne replied, her voice trembling just a little bit.

"Tell me what you did wrong," Marcus said, his hand sliding down to cup her ass.

Anne winced a little as he squeezed, her body aching for his touch. "I disobeyed you, Daddy," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Marcus nodded, his fingers trailing down the back of her thighs. "That's right," he said. "And now you're going to be punished."

Anne shivered with excitement, knowing what was coming next. She loved it when Marcus punished her, loved the way it made her feel submissive and controlled.

Marcus led her over to the couch, sitting down and pulling her over his lap. Anne squirmed a little, her heart pounding with excitement.

"Are you ready for your spanking, little one?" Marcus asked, his hand already hovering over her bare ass.

"Yes, Daddy," Anne said, her voice low and husky.

With a crack, his hand came down hard on her ass, the sound echoing through the room. Anne gasped, her body on fire with sensation.

Again and again, Marcus spanked her, his hand coming down hard on her flesh. Anne moaned and writhed, her body aching for release.

"That's it, little one," Marcus said, his voice low and seductive. "Take your punishment like a good girl."

Anne cried out, her body shaking with pleasure as Marcus spanked her harder and harder. She could feel the pleasure building inside her, the fire burning hotter and hotter with each smack of his hand.

Finally, she reached her peak, crying out as the pleasure crashed over her. Marcus held her tight, his own release building as he watched her come apart in his arms.

As they lay there, panting and spent, Anne knew that she had found her true calling. With Marcus as her Daddy, she could explore the depths of her desires, and find true pleasure in submission.

It was a beautiful and taboo love, one that they would keep hidden from the world. But they knew that they were meant to be together, and they would never let anyone or anything come between them.

After a few moments, Marcus helped Anne to her feet, pulling her close to him. "You were a very good girl," he said, his voice low and seductive.

Anne blushed, feeling a surge of pride at his words. She knew that pleasing Marcus was her ultimate goal, and she was always eager to please him.

They stood there for a few moments, Marcus holding her tight and stroking her hair. Anne could feel his hardness pressing against her, and she knew that he was ready for more.

"Would you like to continue, little one?" Marcus asked, his voice low and husky.

Anne nodded eagerly, her body on fire with desire. She wanted nothing more than to please her Daddy, to be his perfect submissive.

Marcus led her over to the kitchen counter, bending her over and pulling down her panties. He stroked her ass for a few moments, admiring the way it looked and felt in his hands.

Then, he took out a paddle, running it over her skin and letting her feel the weight of it. Anne whimpered, knowing that this was going to be a punishment she wouldn't soon forget. With a swift motion, Marcus brought the paddle down hard on Anne's ass, the sound echoing through the kitchen. Anne cried out, her body shaking with pleasure and pain.

Again and again, Marcus paddled her, his strokes precise and measured. Anne moaned and writhed, her body on fire with sensation.

"That's it, little one," Marcus said, his voice low and seductive. "Take your punishment like a good girl."

Anne cried out, the pleasure and pain blurring together in a haze of sensation. She could feel herself getting wetter and wetter, her pussy throbbing with desire.

Finally, she reached her limit, crying out as the pleasure crashed over her. Marcus held her tight, his own release building as he watched her come apart in his arms.

As they lay there, panting and spent, Anne knew that she had found her true place in life. With Marcus as her Daddy, she could explore the depths of her desires, and find true pleasure in submission.

They cleaned up the kitchen, Anne feeling a little sore but more fulfilled than ever. Marcus held her close, stroking her hair and whispering sweet nothings in her ear. They slept.

Night 7

Anne and Marcus had been looking forward to the house party for weeks. They had planned their outfits carefully and were excited to let loose for the night. When they arrived, they were greeted with loud music, flashing lights, and the smell of alcohol.

As the night went on, the party only got wilder. Anne and Marcus were enjoying themselves, drinking and dancing with the other partygoers. But as the night started to wind down, they found themselves wanting more.

Anne whispered in Marcus's ear, "Let's go somewhere private."

Without a word, Marcus took her hand and led her to the bathroom. It was small and cramped, but the sound of the party outside only made it more thrilling.

Anne pushed Marcus against the wall and kissed him deeply, her hands running up and down his body. She felt his arousal pressing against her and couldn't resist. She sank to her knees and pulled down his pants, taking his hard cock in her mouth.

She sucked him deep, using her tongue to drive him crazy. Marcus groaned, his hands tangled in her hair as she brought him closer to the edge. But before he could reach his climax, he pulled away.

"Get up on the counter," he commanded.

Anne eagerly complied, perching on the edge of the counter as Marcus dropped to his knees between her legs. He pulled down her panties and exposed her dripping wet pussy. He buried his face between her thighs, licking and sucking her folds.

Anne moaned, the pleasure almost too much to bear. She was so close to the edge, but she wanted to hold on as long as possible. Marcus continued to pleasure her, his tongue flicking over her clit and delving deep inside her.

Finally, Anne couldn't hold back any longer. She screamed as she came, her body shaking with pleasure. Marcus held her close, continuing to pleasure her until she finally calmed down.

"Come on, Daddy," Anne whispered, pulling him up to his feet. "I want to feel you inside me."

Marcus pushed her back on the counter and entered her with one smooth stroke. They both gasped, the pleasure intense as he began to move in and out of her.

Anne wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer as she rocked her hips. Marcus pounded into her, his cock hitting all the right spots. She was close again, her body burning with pleasure.

"Fuck me, Daddy," she moaned.

Marcus growled, picking up the pace. He slammed into her, his breathing ragged as he pushed her over the edge once again. She came hard, screaming his name as her body convulsed in pleasure.

They collapsed against each other, their bodies slick with sweat. They shared a deep kiss, their tongues intertwining as they explored each other's mouths.

Finally, they pulled away, catching their breath. Anne smiled, feeling completely satisfied.

"That was amazing," she whispered.

"Anything for my little girl," Marcus replied, kissing her again.

They cleaned themselves up, then headed back out to the party. But for the rest of the night, they couldn't stop thinking about the incredible pleasure they had shared in the bathroom. They knew that they would never forget this experience and couldn't wait to see where their passion would take them next.

Night 8

The sun was beginning to set, casting a warm glow over the forest floor as Anne and Marcus made their way deeper into the woods. The crunch of leaves and twigs underfoot was the only sound to be heard, and the couple walked hand in hand, their eyes locked in an intense gaze.

Finally, they came to a small clearing, surrounded by trees on all sides. The light filtered through the leaves, casting dancing shadows on the ground. Without a word, Marcus pulled Anne close, pressing his body against hers and kissing her deeply.

Anne moaned into his mouth, her hands roaming over his back and pulling him closer. Marcus' hands were on her waist, pulling her body tight against his. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her stomach, and she knew that she wanted him.

Without warning, Marcus lifted Anne off the ground, carrying her over to a fallen log in the clearing. He sat down, pulling her onto his lap and running his hands over her body. Anne gasped as his fingers found her nipples, rolling them gently between his fingers.

"You're such a good girl for Daddy," Marcus whispered, his voice husky with desire.

Anne bit her lip, a shiver running down her spine at the sound of his words. She loved it when he called her his "good girl". It made her feel submissive and obedient, and she loved the feeling of being taken by him.

Marcus continued to explore her body with his hands, moving down to her thighs and running his fingers over the smooth skin. Anne moaned softly, arching her back and pressing her body against his.

"Daddy," she whispered, her voice low and sultry. "Please, I need you."

Without a word, Marcus stood up, lifting Anne with him. He carried her over to a nearby tree, pressing her back against the rough bark. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he kissed her neck, his hands roaming over her body.

Anne's fingers found their way to the waistband of his pants, pulling them down to reveal his thick cock. She moaned at the sight of him, stroking his length with her hand as he thrust into her mouth.

"Mmm, you like that, baby?" he asked, his voice rough with pleasure.

Anne moaned in response, the vibrations sending a wave of pleasure through his body. She continued to suck him, taking him deep into her mouth and swirling her tongue around his head.

Marcus groaned loudly, his hands tangling in her hair as he thrust harder into her mouth. Anne took it all, her hands wrapped tightly around his hips as he fucked her mouth with abandon.

Finally, he pulled away, his breath coming in short gasps. Anne looked up at him, her eyes dark with desire.

"Turn around," he growled, pressing her against the tree once more.

She did as she was told, bracing herself against the rough bark as he pulled her skirt up over her hips. He spread her legs, running his hands over her ass before delivering a sharp smack.

Anne gasped, the pain mixing with pleasure as he spanked her again and again. Each time his hand connected with her flesh, she moaned louder, her body trembling with desire.

Finally, he stopped, his hands moving to her hips as he entered her from behind. She cried out as he filled her, the pleasure almost too much to bear.

He thrust into her hard and fast, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he took her. Anne moaned, her body writhing against his as she pushed back against him.

"Yes, Daddy, yes," she moaned, her voice low and breathless.

Marcus continued to take her, his cock pounding into her as they both approached the brink of orgasm. Finally, Anne could feel Daddy’s hardness pressing against her thigh. She began to grind her hips against him as they kissed, feeling his hands roam over her body. She moaned softly as he pinched her nipples and she felt her panties growing damp.

Daddy pulled away from her, his eyes dark with desire. “Turn around,” he growled, and Anne shivered with anticipation. She turned around and leaned against a tree, pushing her ass back towards him. Daddy smacked her ass hard and she gasped, feeling the sting spreading through her body.

“Again,” she said, her voice breathless with excitement. Daddy spanked her again, this time even harder, and Anne moaned with pleasure. She could feel her pussy throbbing with desire and she knew she needed him inside her.

Daddy unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock, stroking it slowly as he watched her. Anne turned her head to look at him over her shoulder, her eyes locked on his hard member. She licked her lips, eager to taste him.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice thick with desire. “Let me suck your cock.”

Daddy groaned and pushed her to her knees. Anne opened her mouth eagerly, taking his cock into her mouth and sucking hard. She could taste the pre-cum on her tongue and she moaned around him, wanting more.

Daddy held her head as he fucked her mouth, his hips rocking forward as he thrust into her. Anne gagged a little, but she didn’t mind – she loved the feeling of being controlled by him, of being his good little girl.

“Such a good girl,” Daddy groaned, his voice rough with desire. “You love Daddy’s cock, don’t you?”

Anne moaned in response, the vibrations sending shivers through Daddy’s body. He pulled out of her mouth and pulled her up to her feet, pressing her against the tree and lifting her up. She wrapped her legs around him and he slid his cock into her, filling her up completely.

Anne cried out as Daddy fucked her hard, his hips slamming into hers over and over again. She clung to him, her nails digging into his shoulders as she felt her orgasm building inside her.

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned, her voice rising in pitch. “I’m gonna come.”

Daddy thrust into her harder, his hands gripping her hips as he fucked her relentlessly. Anne felt her orgasm crash over her, her body shaking with pleasure as she came hard. Daddy followed her over the edge, his hot cum spilling into her.

They stayed like that for a few moments, panting and gasping for breath. Daddy lowered her gently to the ground and kissed her deeply.

“I love you, little girl,” he said, his voice soft.

“I love you too, Daddy,” Anne replied, her heart full of love and desire.

They lay there in each other’s arms for a while, basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking. Eventually, they got up and got dressed, heading back to the picnic to join their friends.

But Anne knew that she would never forget this moment – the moment when Daddy had taken her into the woods and made her feel like his little girl again.

Night 9

Anne and Marcus had always been adventurous in their sex life, but they had never brought another person into their bedroom. That was until they met Jack at a bar one night, and they were instantly drawn to him. He was tall, muscular, with piercing blue eyes and short brown hair. He exuded confidence and masculinity, which made Anne’s heart race with desire.

As they drove back to their suburban home, Anne could barely contain her excitement. Marcus knew exactly what she was thinking, and he smiled at her.

“Are you ready for this, baby girl?” he asked, his voice deep and commanding.

“Yes, Daddy,” Anne replied, biting her lip in anticipation.

When they arrived home, they wasted no time. They led Jack to their bedroom, where Anne slowly undressed in front of him. She loved the way his eyes hungrily devoured her body, and she felt a rush of arousal between her thighs.

Marcus watched as Jack took off his clothes, revealing a chiseled chest and a thick, long cock. He knew that Anne was in for a treat.

“Get on the bed, baby girl,” Marcus said, his voice low and firm. “Let Daddy take care of you.”

Anne eagerly complied, lying back on the bed as Marcus and Jack began to explore her body. Marcus kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth as Jack began to suck on her nipples, sending shivers of pleasure through her body.

As Jack moved down her body, Marcus spread Anne’s legs apart, revealing her wet, swollen pussy. Jack wasted no time, burying his face between her thighs and licking her clit with expert precision. Anne moaned and writhed on the bed, her hands clutching at the sheets as waves of pleasure coursed through her.

Marcus watched with delight as Jack pleasured his wife, his own cock growing harder by the second. He couldn’t resist joining in, slipping his cock into Anne’s mouth as Jack continued to eat her out.

Anne eagerly sucked Marcus’s cock, her mouth watering with desire as she tasted his pre-cum. Jack continued to work his magic with his tongue, and Anne felt her orgasm building.

“Oh God, I’m going to cum!” she cried, her body tensing up as pleasure washed over her.

Jack didn’t stop, though. He kept licking and sucking, prolonging her orgasm until she was gasping for air and shaking with pleasure.

Marcus and Jack exchanged a wicked grin as they realized that they were far from finished. This was just the beginning of their wild night together. Anne lay panting on the bed, her body still tingling from the intense orgasm that had rocked her to her core. Marcus and Jack had only just begun to explore her desires, and she was eager for more.

Marcus climbed onto the bed, positioning himself behind Anne as she lay on her stomach. He slid his cock into her wet pussy, relishing the feeling of her tight walls clenching around him.

Jack positioned himself in front of Anne, offering his cock to her eagerly waiting mouth. Anne took him in, swirling her tongue around the head before taking him deep into her throat.

The two men began to move in rhythm, each thrust of Marcus’s cock driving Anne closer and closer to the edge once again. She moaned around Jack’s cock, the vibrations sending him over the edge and he groaned loudly, cumming in her mouth.

Anne swallowed every drop of his cum, her own pleasure building to a fever pitch as Marcus pounded into her harder and harder. She cried out as she came again, her body convulsing with pleasure.

But Marcus wasn’t finished yet. He pulled out of Anne, turning her over onto her back and spreading her legs wide. He positioned himself at her entrance once again, thrusting into her with renewed vigor.

Jack watched as Marcus fucked Anne, his own cock hardening once again as he imagined what it would be like to join in once again. He stroked himself slowly, savoring the feeling of his own hand on his hard cock.

As Anne came once again, Marcus let out a low growl, signaling that he was close to the edge as well. He thrust into her harder and harder, his own orgasm building until he finally came, spilling his hot cum deep inside her.

The three of them lay there for a moment, catching their breath and basking in the afterglow of their wild night together. Anne lay between the two men, feeling safe and satisfied in their arms.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, snuggling closer to Marcus.

“Indeed it was,” Jack agreed, a satisfied smile on his face.

Marcus kissed Anne’s forehead, his hand stroking her hair gently. “We’ll have to do this again sometime,” he said, his voice low and commanding.

Anne smiled, feeling a rush of desire wash over her once again. She knew that she would never be satisfied with just one man again. She was addicted to the feeling of being taken by two strong, dominant men who knew exactly how to please her.

Night 10

Anne lay on the bed, her heart racing with excitement. She was dressed in a schoolgirl outfit, complete with a plaid skirt, knee-high socks, and a white button-up blouse. She knew that Marcus had a thing for the “Daddy Dom” roleplay, and she was eager to indulge him.

Marcus walked into the room, dressed in his usual attire of a button-up shirt and slacks. He looked every inch the successful businessman, but Anne knew that there was a darker side to him as well.

“Well, well, well,” Marcus said, a wicked grin on his face. “What do we have here?”

Anne blushed, feeling a rush of arousal at the sound of his deep, commanding voice. She knew that he was in control, and she loved it.

“I’m your little schoolgirl, Daddy,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Marcus walked over to the bed, taking a seat next to Anne. He stroked her hair gently, looking into her eyes with a mix of tenderness and dominance.

“That’s right, baby girl,” he said. “You’re my little slut. And I’m going to make sure you know it.”

Anne shivered with desire, feeling wetness pooling between her thighs. She loved the way Marcus took control, the way he made her feel like his plaything.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispered. “I’m yours to do with as you please.”

Marcus grinned, standing up and unbuttoning his shirt. He revealed a chiseled chest and washboard abs, sending shivers of desire through Anne’s body.

“Get on your knees, baby girl,” Marcus said, his voice low and commanding. “It’s time to show Daddy how much you want it.”

Anne eagerly complied, dropping to her knees in front of Marcus. She unzipped his slacks, revealing his rock-hard cock, and took him into her mouth.

She swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, tasting the pre-cum that was already leaking out. Marcus groaned, his hands clutching at her hair as she took him deep into her throat.

“Good girl,” he growled. “You know how to please your Daddy.”

Anne sucked and licked, taking him deeper and deeper into her mouth. She loved the feeling of his cock filling her up, loved the way he moaned with pleasure as she worked him over.

But Marcus wasn’t finished yet. He pulled away from Anne, taking her by the hand and leading her over to the bed. He pushed her down onto her back, spreading her legs wide open.

He positioned himself at her entrance, sliding his cock into her wet, welcoming pussy. Anne gasped as he filled her up, feeling his thick shaft stretching her in all the right ways.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Marcus groaned, thrusting into her harder and harder.

Anne moaned and writhed beneath him, feeling a wave of pleasure building inside her. She knew that she was going to cum soon, and she couldn’t wait.

“Oh God, Daddy,” she cried. “Please make me cum!”

Marcus grinned, knowing that he was in complete control. He reached down, rubbing her clit with his thumb as he continued to pound into her.

Anne felt her orgasm building, her body tensing up as pleasure washed over her. She cried out as she came, her body convulsing with ecstasy.

But Marcus wasn’t done yet. He kept fucking her, his own orgasm building until he finally came, spilling his hot cum deep inside her.

The two of them lay there for a moment, catching their breath and basking in the afterglow of their intense roleplay. Anne knew that this was just the beginning of their erotic adventure. She looked up at Marcus, feeling a sense of gratitude and love wash over her.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Marcus smiled down at her, his hand stroking her hair gently. “You’re my good little slut,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “And I’m going to take care of you.”

Anne knew that she had found the man of her dreams. Marcus was everything she had ever wanted in a partner, and more. He was dominant, caring, and knew exactly how to make her feel like the most desired woman in the world.

As they lay there, wrapped up in each other’s arms, Anne knew that she was forever changed by this experience. She was a woman who craved the touch of her Daddy, who was unafraid to explore her deepest desires and fantasies. And she knew that with Marcus by her side, anything was possible.

They would go on many more adventures together, exploring their kinks and fetishes with wild abandon. But no matter what, Anne knew that she would always be Daddy’s little girl. And she wouldn’t have it any other way.

Night 11

Anne and Marcus were going on a cruise, and they were both eager for some time away from the hustle and bustle of everyday life. They had packed their bags, including some special outfits for their intimate moments together.

As they boarded the ship, Anne felt a sense of excitement and anticipation building inside her. She knew that Marcus had some surprises in store for her, and she couldn’t wait to see what they were.

They made their way to their cabin, which was luxurious and spacious. They unpacked their bags, laying out their special outfits on the bed.

Anne pulled out a skimpy bikini, knowing that Marcus loved to see her in revealing clothing. She slipped it on, admiring herself in the full-length mirror. The bikini barely covered her ample curves, leaving little to the imagination.

Marcus came out of the bathroom, dressed in a pair of swim trunks that showed off his muscular physique. He grinned at Anne, taking in her stunning figure with a look of desire.

“Wow, baby girl,” he said, his voice low and husky. “You look absolutely incredible.”

Anne blushed, feeling a sense of pride and arousal wash over her. She loved the way Marcus made her feel, loved the way he made her feel desired and cherished.

They made their way to the deck, where they found a secluded spot near the edge of the ship. The sun was shining, the ocean breeze blowing through their hair. Anne felt alive and free, knowing that she was about to embark on a wild and erotic adventure with the man she loved.

Marcus pulled her close, his hands roaming over her body as he kissed her deeply. Anne felt a surge of desire, her body responding to his touch with a hunger that could not be quenched.

She could feel the ocean breeze on her skin, and she loved the feeling of being exposed and vulnerable in such a public place. She knew that anyone could walk by and see them, but that only made her more excited.

Marcus pushed her up against the railing, spreading her legs wide open. He positioned himself at her entrance, sliding his cock into her wet, welcoming pussy.

Anne moaned as he filled her up, feeling his thick shaft stretching her in all the right ways. She wrapped her legs around his waist, urging him deeper and harder with each thrust.

They moved together in rhythm, the sound of the ocean waves crashing against the ship providing the perfect background music for their passionate lovemaking.

“Oh God, Daddy,” Anne cried, feeling her orgasm building inside her. “I’m going to cum!”

Marcus grinned, knowing that he was in complete control. He thrust into her harder and harder, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

Anne’s body convulsed with pleasure as she came, her juices flowing out of her and onto the deck below. Marcus kept fucking her, his own orgasm building until he finally came, spilling his hot cum deep inside her.

The two of them lay there for a moment, catching their breath and basking in the afterglow of their wild adventure. They knew that they had taken a risk, but they also knew that it was worth it.

As they made their way back to their cabin, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. They fucked in every room of the ship, exploring their deepest desires and fantasies with wild abandon.

They made love in the shower, the water cascading over their bodies as they lost themselves in pleasure. They fucked in the king-size bed, Marcus taking her hard and fast from behind as she moaned with pleasure.

They even snuck into the ship’s movie theater, fucking in the back row as the movie played on the screen in front of them.

By the time the cruise was over, they knew that they had created memories that would last a lifetime. They had pushed their boundaries, explored their kinks and fetishes, and most importantly, they had done it all together.

On the final night of the cruise, Marcus surprised Anne with a special treat. He had booked a private room in the ship’s nightclub, complete with a dance floor and a bed.

Anne was amazed at the effort he had gone to, feeling a sense of appreciation and love for the man who had made all her wildest fantasies come true.

They danced to the music, their bodies pressed close as they moved in time with each other. Anne felt a sense of freedom and abandon, knowing that she was with the man who understood her most deeply.

As the music slowed down, Marcus pulled her close, kissing her deeply. He led her over to the bed, laying her down and slipping off her bikini top.

He took his time, exploring every inch of her body with his mouth and his hands. He kissed her breasts, nibbling on her nipples until she was writhing with pleasure.

He moved down her body, kissing her stomach and then sliding off her bikini bottoms. He kissed her pussy, his tongue expertly finding all the right spots.

Anne moaned with pleasure, feeling her orgasm building inside her once again. She gripped the sheets tightly, arching her back as she came, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Marcus smiled, knowing that he had pleased her. He climbed on top of her, sliding his cock into her wet, welcoming pussy once again.

They fucked like animals, their bodies moving together in perfect harmony. The sounds of their lovemaking filled the small room, echoing off the walls as they gave in to their deepest desires.

When they were finished, they lay there for a moment, basking in the afterglow of their passion. They knew that their time on the cruise was almost over, but they also knew that their love for each other would last a lifetime.

As they made their way back to their cabin, they held hands, their bodies still buzzing with the pleasure of their lovemaking. They knew that they had taken a risk, but they also knew that it was worth it.

For Anne and Marcus, the cruise was just the beginning of their erotic adventure. They would continue to explore their kinks and fetishes with wild abandon, always pushing their boundaries and trying new things.

But no matter what, they would always be Daddy’s little girl and his devoted submissive, and they would always be in love.

---

Sissy Swallows Seed

Chris had been planning this night for weeks. He had always loved the feeling of slipping into women's clothing, the way it made him feel sexy and alive. He had started small, trying on his girlfriend's panties and stockings in secret, but eventually, he had built up the courage to buy his own lingerie and wear it around the house.

But he had never ventured out in public before. He had always been too afraid of what people would think, too afraid of being rejected or ridiculed. But something had changed in him recently. He had come to the realization that life was too short to live in fear, that he needed to embrace his true self and live authentically.

So he had carefully picked out the lingerie he would wear for the night, sifting through the array of options he had laid out on his bed. He settled on a black lace bodysuit with a matching garter belt and thigh-high stockings. The lingerie felt amazing against his skin, and he couldn't help but smile as he gazed at himself in the mirror.

Next came the makeup. He had purchased a high-end foundation, concealer, and powder to ensure his skin looked flawless. He applied eyeliner and mascara to his eyes, adding a smoky effect that accentuated their natural shape. He then used blush and bronzer to sculpt his cheeks, creating a more feminine look. Finally, he painted his lips a deep red, the finishing touch to his transformation.

The wig was the final piece of the puzzle, and he had chosen a long, blonde one that flowed down his back in soft waves. He adjusted it until it sat just right, then took one final look in the mirror. He was amazed at how different he looked, almost unrecognizable.

He grabbed his purse, which contained his wallet, keys, and a few other essentials, then headed out the door. He had researched the gay clubs in the area and had settled on one that was known for being accepting of people like him.

As he approached the club, he felt his heart racing. He had never been in this kind of environment before, and he wasn't sure what to expect. But as soon as he stepped inside, he felt a sense of belonging. The club was crowded, with people of all genders and sexual orientations mingling and dancing together.

He made his way to the bar, feeling the eyes of other patrons on him as he walked. He ordered a drink, trying to act as nonchalant as possible. He couldn't help but notice the attention he was getting, though, and it made him feel both nervous and exhilarated.

A man approached him, a tall, muscular guy with a shaved head and a friendly smile. "Hey there," he said, extending his hand. "I'm Mark."

Chris shook his hand, trying not to seem too eager. "I'm Samantha," he replied, using the name he had chosen for the night.

Mark bought him another drink, and they chatted for a while. Chris was surprised at how easy it was to talk to him, how quickly they seemed to connect. Mark was funny, charming, and seemed genuinely interested in getting to know him.

After a while, Mark suggested they dance. Chris hesitated at first, unsure of his dancing skills, but Mark took his hand and pulled him onto the dance floor. The music was loud, and the lights were flashing, creating a sensory overload that made Chris's head spin. But as he started moving to the beat, he felt his body relax, his self-consciousness melting away. He and Mark were lost in the moment, swaying to the music and laughing together.

As the night wore on, Chris met other people, both men and women, who were drawn to his energy and enthusiasm. He felt like he was living a dream, a fantasy come to life.

Eventually, he and Mark found a quiet corner of the club where they could talk without shouting over the music. They sat close together, their bodies almost touching, and talked about their lives, their hopes and dreams, and their desires. Chris felt a connection with Mark that he had never felt with anyone else before, a deep, soulful connection that transcended gender and sexuality.

And then, suddenly, they were kissing, their lips locked in a passionate embrace. Chris felt a surge of desire course through his body, and he responded eagerly, his tongue exploring Mark's mouth. They kissed for what felt like hours, lost in their own private world of pleasure and intimacy.

When they finally broke apart, gasping for breath, Chris felt like a different person. He was no longer the shy, self-conscious person he had been before. He was confident, powerful, and beautiful. He knew that he had found something special, something that he had been searching for his entire life.

After they broke apart from their kiss, Mark took Chris's hand and led him out of the club. Chris felt a mix of emotions - excitement, nervousness, and desire - as he followed Mark through the city streets. He had never done anything like this before, and he wasn't sure what to expect.

When they arrived at Mark's apartment, Chris was impressed by how spacious and modern it was. The decor was sleek and minimalist, with clean lines and muted colors. It felt like a place that someone with good taste and a good income would live.

Mark poured them each a drink and they sat on the couch, chatting and sipping their drinks. Chris was aware of the sexual tension between them, and he felt his body responding to Mark's proximity. He knew that he wanted to take things further, but he wasn't sure how to make the first move.

Mark must have sensed his hesitation, because he leaned over and kissed him again. This time, the kiss was even more intense than before, with Mark's hands roaming over Chris's body. Chris moaned softly, the sound muffled by Mark's lips.

They stood up and started to undress each other, their hands exploring every inch of each other's bodies. Chris felt a sense of liberation as he shed his clothing, revealing his lingerie and makeup to Mark. He knew that this was who he really was, and that he no longer needed to hide it from anyone.

Mark was clearly enjoying the sight of Chris in his lingerie, running his hands over the silky material and admiring Chris's curves. He leaned down and kissed Chris's neck, his tongue tracing the curve of his collarbone. Chris felt a rush of desire as he responded to Mark's touch, his body coming alive with pleasure.

They moved to the bedroom, where Mark pushed Chris gently onto the bed. He kissed him again, his tongue delving deep into Chris's mouth. Chris felt himself getting lost in the moment, his body consumed with desire. He wanted Mark, wanted him in a way that he had never wanted anyone before.

Mark moved down Chris's body, his lips trailing kisses over his chest and stomach. He reached the waistband of Chris's panties and pulled them down, revealing Chris's hard cock. Mark licked his lips hungrily, then took Chris's cock in his mouth.

Chris moaned loudly as Mark's mouth worked its magic on him, his head spinning with pleasure. He could feel his orgasm building, the tension in his body reaching its peak. And then, with a cry of ecstasy, he came, his cum spurting into Mark's mouth.

Mark swallowed Chris's cum, then moved up to kiss him again. Chris could taste himself on Mark's tongue, and it only added to his arousal. He wanted more, wanted everything that Mark could give him.

And Mark was more than happy to oblige. He flipped Chris over onto his stomach and spread his legs, then plunged his cock deep into Chris's ass. Chris gasped at the sensation, feeling himself being filled up by Mark's thick shaft.

Mark thrust into him, hard and fast, driving Chris wild with pleasure. He reached around and started to stroke Chris's cock again, bringing him close to the edge once more. And then, with a loud groan, Chris came again, his body convulsing with pleasure.

Mark followed soon after, his own orgasm shaking his body. He collapsed onto Chris's back, their sweat-slicked bodies intertwined.

They lay there for a while, panting and catching their breath. Chris felt a sense of bliss wash over him, a feeling of contentment that he had never experienced before. He had just had sex with a man for the first time, and it had been incredible. He felt like he had discovered a part of himself that he never knew existed.

As they lay there, Mark started to stroke Chris's hair, his touch gentle and reassuring. Chris felt a sense of tenderness from Mark, a sense that he cared about him as more than just a sexual partner.

They talked for a while, sharing their thoughts and feelings with each other. Chris told Mark about his struggles with his identity, about how he had always felt like he was living a lie. Mark listened attentively, his eyes full of understanding.

When it was time for Chris to go, Mark walked him to the door and kissed him again. Chris felt a pang of sadness as he realized that he might never see Mark again, that their time together was just a fleeting moment in his life.

The next day, Chris woke up feeling refreshed and invigorated. He had spent the night dreaming about Mark, reliving the passionate moments they had shared in Mark's apartment.

He decided to spend the day pampering himself, indulging in his desires and treating himself to some much-needed self-care. He made himself a delicious breakfast, savoring the taste of the eggs and bacon as he ate.

After breakfast, he drew a bubble bath, filling the tub with lavender-scented bubbles. He soaked in the warm water, feeling his muscles relax and his mind clear. He closed his eyes and let himself drift, thinking about everything that had happened in the past few days.

When he was done with his bath, he shaved his entire body, reveling in the sensation of the razor gliding over his skin. He had always enjoyed the feeling of being smooth and hairless, but he had never taken the time to do it properly before. He felt like a new man, ready to face the world with confidence and poise.

He put on a thong, yoga pants, and a tight top, enjoying the sensation of the soft fabrics against his skin. He felt sexy and alluring, like he could conquer the world with his beauty.

He spent the rest of the day cleaning the house, dusting and vacuuming and doing laundry. He found that he enjoyed the physical work, the way it helped him clear his mind and focus his thoughts.

Chris decided to explore his desires further by getting dressed up in sexy black lingerie. He chose a lacy black bra and panty set, complete with garters and stockings. As he put on each piece of lingerie, he felt a thrill of excitement run through his body. The sensation of the silky material against his skin was almost too much to bear.

He stood in front of the mirror and admired himself, taking in every detail of his outfit. He felt sexy and alluring, like he could conquer the world with his beauty. He ran his hands over his body, feeling his nipples harden and his cock start to stir.

As he continued to explore his sensuality, he became more and more aroused. He started to take photos of himself, capturing every angle of his body in the black lingerie. He felt like he was on fire, consumed with desire and pleasure.

He posted the photos on Grindr, eager to share his sensuality with others. He knew that some people might not be interested in him or might not share his interests, but he was excited to put himself out there.

As he waited for responses, he felt a sense of anticipation and excitement. He wondered what kind of reactions he would get, whether people would be turned on by his photos or not. He felt a sense of empowerment in sharing his desires and fantasies with others.

Chris was feeling particularly adventurous, feeling another stirring in his loins. He reached down and began to touch himself, exploring the contours of his body and the sensitive spots that he knew would bring him pleasure.

As he touched himself, he felt a warmth spreading through his body, building to a fever pitch. His breath came in short gasps as he continued to stroke himself, feeling the tension building within him.

Finally, he couldn't hold back any longer. He climaxed with a loud moan, his seed spilling out onto his fingers and onto his stomach. He lay there for a moment, feeling the aftershocks of his orgasm reverberate through his body.

As he caught his breath, he realized that he was curious about what his own essence tasted like. He hesitated for a moment, unsure if it was something he wanted to do, but his curiosity won out in the end.

He brought his fingers to his mouth and licked them experimentally. The taste was salty and slightly bitter, but not unpleasant. He found himself becoming aroused again as he continued to taste himself, exploring the sensation with his tongue.

As he lay there, tasting himself, he realized that he had opened up a whole new world of possibilities for himself. He knew that some people might judge him or find his actions distasteful, but he didn't care. He was exploring his desires and fantasies, living his life on his own terms.

The next day, Chris woke up feeling adventurous and ready to explore his sensuality even further. He decided to dress up in a red bodysuit, black pencil skirt, black thigh-high stockings, black heels, and a cute business jacket. He looked in the mirror and admired his outfit, feeling confident and alluring.

Chris matched with a gentleman on Grindr and arranged to meet him at a local brewery for drinks. He felt nervous about going out in public dressed as a woman, but he also felt excited about the possibilities that awaited him.

When he arrived at the brewery, he spotted the man sitting at a table in the corner. He took a deep breath and walked over to him, feeling his heart race with anticipation.

As they talked and drank beer, Chris felt himself becoming more and more comfortable in his outfit. The man was kind and respectful, treating Chris with dignity and kindness. They laughed and joked, sharing stories and experiences.

As the evening wore on, Chris found himself playing footsie under the table with the man with his bare stockinged leg. The sensation of his leg against the man's was electric, sending shivers of pleasure through his body.

Chris strutted into the hotel room with the man, his high heels clicking against the marble floor. He was a vision in red, clad in a tight-fitting bodysuit that hugged every curve of his lithe body. The neckline plunged deep, offering a tantalizing glimpse of his creamy cleavage. His makeup was impeccable, with a smoky eye and ruby-red lips that begged to be kissed.

He turned to his companion, a tall and muscular man with a wicked gleam in his eye. "You like what you see, baby?" Chris purred, running a hand over his own hip.

The man licked his lips and nodded, his hands already reaching for Chris's lithe form. "Fuck yeah," he growled, grabbing Chris by the waist and pulling him close. "You're so damn hot. I can't wait to tear that dress off and fuck you raw."

Chris moaned, his cock twitching in anticipation. He loved it when men talked dirty to him, especially when they were strong and dominant like this one. He pressed his body against his companion's, feeling the hard bulge in his pants pressing against his own arousal.

They stumbled towards the bed, still locked in a heated embrace. Chris giggled as they tumbled onto the soft mattress, his dress riding up around his thighs. "You're such a beast," he cooed, running his hands over the man's broad shoulders.

The man growled and pushed Chris onto his back, tearing at his dress with eager hands. Buttons popped and fabric ripped as he exposed Chris's smooth, hairless chest and flat stomach. He leaned down and took one of Chris's pert nipples into his mouth, sucking hard and making Chris moan with pleasure.

"Oh god, yes," Chris gasped, arching his back and writhing beneath the man's touch. "Keep going, baby. I want to feel your mouth all over me."

The man grinned and obliged, trailing wet kisses down Chris's torso until he reached the hem of his dress. With one swift motion, he pulled it up and over Chris's head, leaving him naked and exposed on the bed.

Chris shivered with delight as the cool air hit his bare skin, his cock standing at full attention. He looked up at the man through heavy-lidded eyes, his lips parted in invitation. "Fuck me," he whispered, spreading his legs wide.

The man wasted no time, his fingers digging into Chris's hips as he positioned himself between his legs. He spat on his hand and rubbed it over his thick cock, his eyes locked on Chris's face. "You're so fucking beautiful," he groaned, pushing into Chris's tight hole.

Chris gasped at the sensation, his eyes rolling back in his head. He loved the feeling of being filled up, especially when it was by a big, strong man like this one. He wrapped his legs around his companion's waist and dug his nails into his broad shoulders, urging him deeper.

"Fuck me harder," he moaned, bucking his hips up to meet each thrust. "I want to feel your cock deep inside me. Don't hold back, baby. Give me everything you've got."

The man complied, pounding into Chris with wild abandon. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, punctuated by Chris's cries of pleasure. He was in heaven, lost in the ecstasy of being taken by such a dominant lover.

Finally, with a roar of triumph, the man came inside Chris, his hot seed spilling deep into his willing body. Chris cried out, his own cock exploding in a shower of sticky cum. They collapsed onto the bed in a sweaty, panting heap, their bodies entwined.

Chris looked up at the man, a dreamy smile on his lips. "That was incredible," he said, running his fingers through the man's tousled hair. "You really know how to fuck a girl right."

The man chuckled and rolled off Chris, lying on his back next to him. "You're not just any girl," he said, turning his head to look at Chris. "You're one hot crossdresser, you know that?"

Chris blushed, feeling a surge of pride at the man's words. He loved being seen as a beautiful, desirable woman, even if it was just for a night. "Thanks," he said, snuggling up to the man's side. "I'm glad you liked what you saw."

The man wrapped an arm around Chris's shoulders, pulling him close. "Liked it?" he said, grinning. "I fucking loved it. You're a real turn-on, you know that? I'd love to do this again sometime."

Chris's heart leapt at the man's words. He had always been nervous about crossdressing in public, but now he was beginning to realize how much fun it could be. Maybe he could explore this side of himself more often, he thought, feeling a thrill of excitement at the possibilities.

But for now, he was content to lie in the man's arms, basking in the afterglow of their passionate encounter. He closed his eyes and breathed in the scent of sex and sweat, feeling grateful for the release that only a good fuck could bring.

As they drifted off to sleep, Chris knew that this was only the beginning of his crossdressing adventures. He was ready to explore this side of himself more deeply, with the help of willing and adventurous lovers like the man lying beside him. It was going to be a wild and sexy ride, and he couldn't wait to see where it would take him.

The next morning Chris and the man got into their taxi. Chris slid into the back of the taxi, feeling the man's hot breath on his neck. They both smelled of sex and sweat, their bodies still tingling with the afterglow of their wild night together. Chris couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the thought of being out in public, still dressed in his feminine finery.

The man sat beside him, his hand resting on Chris's thigh. "You were amazing last night," he whispered, his lips brushing against Chris's ear. "I can't stop thinking about you, all dressed up and submissive like that. You were made to be used, you know that?"

Chris shivered at the man's words, feeling a surge of arousal at his dominant tone. He loved being told what to do, especially when it came from a strong, confident man like this one. He leaned his head back and closed his eyes, savoring the sensation of the man's hand on his thigh.

The taxi pulled out onto the busy street, the sound of honking horns and shouting pedestrians filling the air. Chris glanced out the window, watching the city rush by in a blur of lights and motion. He felt so alive, so free, like anything was possible.

The man's hand crept higher, sliding under the hem of Chris's skirt. He brushed his fingers over the silky fabric of Chris's panties, feeling the heat and dampness between his legs. "Mmm, you're so wet," he murmured, his voice low and husky. "Did you like being fucked like a little slut last night? Did you like feeling my big cock deep inside you?"

Chris moaned, his head spinning with desire. He loved the way the man talked to him, like he was nothing more than a willing object for his pleasure. He nodded, unable to form words, his body trembling with need.

The man smiled, his fingers tracing circles around Chris's clit. "Good girl," he said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "I knew you'd love it. You were made to be used, to be taken by men like me. And I'm going to keep using you, every chance I get."

Chris's breath caught in his throat, his mind racing with possibilities. He wanted nothing more than to be at the man's mercy, to be his obedient little toy, to be taken and used as he saw fit. He felt a rush of wetness between his legs, knowing that he was already dripping with need.

The taxi pulled up to the curb, the driver honking impatiently. The man withdrew his hand from Chris's panties, his expression unreadable. "We're here," he said, opening the door and stepping out onto the sidewalk.

Chris followed him, feeling exposed and vulnerable in his feminine attire. But he also felt powerful and sexy, like he was living out a secret fantasy in plain sight. He took the man's hand and followed him into the man’s apartment ready for whatever pleasures awaited him.

Chris stepped into John's apartment, his heart racing with excitement. He was still dressed in his feminine finery, his hair in cascading waves and his makeup perfectly applied. He had never felt so sexy and alive, so free to be himself.

John led him to the living room, where his wife Wendy was waiting. She was a stunning woman, with long blonde hair and curves in all the right places. She was dressed in a tight-fitting dress that hugged her every curve, her high heels clicking against the hardwood floor.

"Here she is," John said, gesturing towards Chris. "Isn't she beautiful?"

Wendy nodded, her eyes raking over Chris's body. "Absolutely stunning," she said, smiling. "I can't wait to play with her."

Chris felt a flush of excitement at Wendy's words. He had always been curious about threesomes, especially with a couple as hot as John and Wendy. He had no idea what to expect, but he was ready for anything.

John poured them all glasses of wine and they settled onto the plush couch. They chatted for a while, getting to know each other and sipping their drinks. Chris felt a buzz of anticipation building in his belly, wondering when they would start to get down to business.

Finally, John leaned over and kissed Chris, his lips soft and inviting. Chris responded eagerly, his tongue darting into John's mouth. Wendy watched them with interest, her own hand creeping up Chris's thigh.

Before long, they were all kissing and touching each other, their hands roaming over each other's bodies. Chris moaned as Wendy ran her hands over his breasts, pinching his nipples and making him gasp with pleasure. John pulled Chris onto his lap, grinding his hard cock against Chris's ass.

"You're such a hot little slut," John murmured in Chris's ear. "I love how you look in that dress, all submissive and willing. You're going to take everything we give you, aren't you?"

Chris nodded, feeling his cock growing hard in his panties. He loved being talked to like this, like he was nothing more than a toy for their pleasure. He wanted to be used and abused, to be taken by these two hot lovers and made to cum over and over again.

Wendy leaned in and kissed Chris, her tongue probing his mouth. She pulled away and whispered in his ear, "I want to taste you. I want to lick your pussy until you scream."

Chris shivered at her words, feeling a surge of wetness between his legs. He had never been with a woman before, but the idea of Wendy going down on him was too hot to resist.

He climbed off John's lap and lay down on the couch, spreading his legs wide. Wendy crawled between them, pulling his panties down and exposing his slick pussy. She licked her lips and dove in, her tongue flicking over Chris's clit.

Chris cried out, his body writhing with pleasure. He had never felt anything like this, the sensation of Wendy's hot mouth on his most sensitive spot. He reached down and ran his fingers through her hair, urging her on.

John watched with interest, his own cock hard and leaking. He knew that it was only a matter of time before he joined in, but for now he was content to watch Wendy devour Chris.

Finally, Chris couldn't take it anymore. He felt a wave of pleasure building inside him, his body trembling with need. He cried out, his juices flowing over Wendy's face as he came hard.

Wendy licked him clean, a satisfied grin on her face. "You taste delicious," she said, smiling at Chris. "But we're not done yet. We have more plans for you."

John took Chris's hand and led him to the bedroom, where a large bed was waiting. He pushed Chris onto the soft mattress and climbed on top of him, his mouth finding Chris's once again. They kissed deeply, their tongues dancing together as John ground his hard cock against Chris's thigh.

Wendy joined them on the bed, her hands roaming over Chris's body. She kissed him deeply, her tongue slipping into his mouth. "You're so beautiful," she murmured, her fingers tracing patterns on Chris's skin. "We're going to make you feel so good, baby."

Chris moaned, feeling like he was in a dream. He had never experienced anything like this, being the center of attention for two hot lovers. He felt like he was floating on a cloud of pleasure, his mind awash with sensations.

John reached between Chris's legs, his fingers probing Chris's tight hole. Chris gasped, feeling his body clench around John's fingers. He had never been penetrated before, but he was eager to try.

Wendy leaned in and whispered in Chris's ear, "Relax, baby. Let us take care of you." She leaned down and began to suck on Chris's nipples, her hands roaming over his body. John's fingers continued to explore Chris's hole, stretching him open.

Finally, John withdrew his fingers and positioned himself at Chris's entrance. He pushed inside slowly, his cock stretching Chris's tight hole. Chris gasped, feeling a mixture of pain and pleasure. He had never felt so full before, so completely owned.

John began to thrust, his hips moving in a steady rhythm. Chris cried out, feeling his body responding to the man's expert touch. Wendy continued to suck on his nipples, her own body writhing with pleasure.

Before long, Chris felt his body start to tighten again. He knew that he was close to cumming, that he couldn't hold out much longer. He cried out, his body convulsing with pleasure as John pounded into him, his own orgasm building.

Finally, John pulled out and shot his hot cum all over Chris's ass. Chris cried out, feeling the sticky warmth spreading over his skin. Wendy leaned down and licked it clean, her tongue lapping at Chris's skin.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweaty. Chris felt like he was floating on a cloud, completely spent and satisfied. He knew that he would never forget this night, this experience of being completely owned and used by two hot lovers.

As they lay there, wrapped in each other's arms, Chris knew that he had found something special. He had found a new side of himself, a side that was wild and adventurous and completely free. And he couldn't wait to explore it more, with the help of John and Wendy, and anyone else who was willing to join in the fun.

Chris woke up the next morning in the middle of the couple. He felt John’s morning wood pushing against his ass and his own erection was pushing against Wendy’s hole. Chris groaned softly, feeling the weight of the previous night's activities settling heavily on his body. He was still dressed in his lacy lingerie and stockings, his hair tousled and his makeup smudged. He could feel John's hard cock pressing against his ass, and he knew that he wanted more.

"Good morning, sexy," John murmured, his hand reaching around to stroke Chris's cock. "Did you sleep well?"

Chris nodded, feeling a flush of pleasure spreading through his body. He had never felt so desired, so wanted, as he did with John and Wendy. He loved the way they touched him, the way they made him feel completely alive.

Wendy stirred beside him, her eyes opening slowly. She smiled at Chris, her hand reaching down to stroke his thigh. "Good morning, baby," she said, her voice soft and seductive. "Did you have fun last night?"

Chris nodded, feeling his cock growing harder with every passing moment. He wanted them both, wanted to feel them touching him and kissing him and making him cum over and over again.

John leaned in and kissed Chris's neck, his hand moving faster on Chris's cock. "I think our little slut is ready for more," he said, grinning.

Wendy climbed on top of Chris, straddling him with her legs. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, her tongue probing his mouth. "You're so beautiful," she murmured, her hands roaming over his body. "We want to make you feel good again."

Chris moaned, feeling like he was in heaven. He loved the way Wendy's body felt against his, the way her curves fit perfectly against his own. He wanted to feel her warmth surrounding him, to be filled with her completely.

John climbed on top of Chris from behind, his cock pressing against Chris's ass. He leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "You want this, don't you? You want us to use you, to make you cum over and over again?"

Chris nodded, feeling his body responding to John's words. He wanted to be completely owned, completely used by these two hot lovers. He wanted to be nothing more than their plaything, their little slut.

John pushed into Chris slowly, his cock stretching Chris's tight hole. Chris gasped, feeling a mixture of pain and pleasure. He had never felt anything like this, the sensation of John's hard cock deep inside him.

Wendy continued to kiss him, her hands roaming over his body. She played with his nipples, making him moan with pleasure. He loved the way her hands felt on his skin, the way she touched him with such care and tenderness.

Before long, Chris felt his body start to tighten again. He knew that he was close to cumming, that he couldn't hold out much longer. He cried out, feeling John pounding into him with increasing speed.

Finally, he felt his orgasm building, his cock twitching with need. He cried out, feeling his juices shooting over Wendy's body as he came hard. John followed shortly after, his own orgasm exploding inside Chris's ass.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating. Chris felt completely spent, completely satisfied. He knew that he would never forget this night, this experience of being completely owned and used by two hot lovers.

A week passed and Chris had to return to reality. After a week at the office it was Friday and he had plans to dress up and meet again with his favorite married couple. Chris could hardly contain his excitement as he got dressed for the night's activities. He slipped into a tight black dress and a pair of fishnet stockings, loving the way they felt against his skin. He applied his makeup carefully, making sure to highlight his best features.

As he made his way to the club where he was meeting John and Wendy, Chris felt a rush of excitement coursing through his veins. He had never felt so alive, so free, as he did when he was with them. They made him feel like anything was possible, like he could do anything he wanted.

When he arrived at the club, he could see John and Wendy waiting for him at the bar. They looked amazing, dressed in tight leather and fishnets, their bodies practically glowing with desire.

"Hey, baby," John said, grinning. "You look amazing."

Wendy leaned in and kissed Chris on the cheek, her lips brushing against his skin. "We missed you, sweetie," she said. "Are you ready to have some fun?"

Chris nodded eagerly, feeling his cock growing harder with every passing moment. He wanted them so badly, wanted to feel their bodies against his own, to be completely owned and used by them.

They made their way to a private room at the back of the club, where they could have some privacy. The room was dimly lit, with candles flickering on the walls. A bed was in the center of the room, covered in black satin sheets.

Without a word, John and Wendy began to undress Chris, pulling off his dress and stockings. They kissed him deeply, their hands roaming over his body. They seemed to know exactly what he needed, exactly how to touch him to make him moan with pleasure.

John leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "We have a surprise for you, baby. Something we think you'll like."

Chris gasped, feeling a rush of anticipation spreading through his body. He couldn't imagine what kind of surprise they had in store for him, but he knew that it would be amazing.

Wendy disappeared for a moment, returning with a small vial of something that looked like semen. She leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "We want you to taste this, baby. We want you to know what it's like to be completely owned."

Chris felt a rush of excitement and apprehension as he opened his mouth, allowing Wendy to pour the substance onto his tongue. It was salty and bitter, but there was something intoxicating about the taste. He felt like he was completely submitting to them, completely giving in to their desires.

John climbed on top of Chris, his hard cock pressing against Chris's ass. He leaned down and whispered in Chris's ear, "You want this, don't you? You want to be completely owned by us, to be our little slut?"

Chris nodded eagerly, feeling like he was in a dream. He had never felt so completely alive, so completely desired.

John pushed into Chris slowly, his cock stretching Chris's tight hole. Chris cried out, feeling a mixture of pain and pleasure. He loved the way John's body felt against his own, loved the way he was completely filling him up.

Wendy climbed on top of Chris's face, her wet pussy pressing against his mouth. She rode him hard, grinding her hips against his tongue. He licked her eagerly, tasting her sweetness and her desire.

Before long, Chris felt his body start to tighten again. He knew that he was close to cumming, that he couldn't hold out much longer. He cried out, feeling John pounding into him with increasing speed.

Finally, he felt his orgasm building, his cock twitching with need. He cried out, shooting his load all over the black satin sheets beneath him. John followed soon after, his own cum mixing with Chris's.

Wendy leaned down and kissed Chris deeply, her body trembling with pleasure. "You were amazing, baby," she whispered. "Absolutely amazing."

Chris felt a sense of pride and satisfaction wash over him. He had pleased them, had given them everything they had wanted and more.

As they lay there together, tangled up in each other's limbs, Chris knew that he never wanted to leave. He wanted to stay with them forever, to be their little slut and to please them in every way possible.

For the rest of the night, they explored each other's bodies, trying new things and pushing the boundaries of pleasure. It was an experience that Chris would never forget, one that would stay with him for the rest of his life.

---

SISSY ANTHOLOGY

A series of short stories

Daddy’s Sissy

John lay on the bed, his heart racing with anticipation. He wore a silky pink nightie and matching panties, the soft fabric hugging his curves in all the right places. He had never felt so vulnerable, yet so sexy, in his life.

The door creaked open, and Rick walked in, a stern expression on his face. He was a tall, muscular man with broad shoulders and a thick cock that John knew would fill him up like nothing else.

"What do we have here?" Rick said, his voice deep and authoritative.

John trembled with excitement as Rick approached him, his eyes hungrily taking in John's feminine form. He felt a surge of heat between his legs as Rick ran his hand up John's thigh, tracing the edge of his panties.

"You look like such a pretty little sissy, don't you?" Rick said, a wicked grin spreading across his face.

John nodded, his cheeks burning with embarrassment and desire.

"Good boy," Rick said, his hand moving higher until he was cupping John's bulge. "Let's see how much of a sissy you really are."

He leaned down and pressed his lips to John's, kissing him hard and deep. John moaned into Rick's mouth, feeling his cock twitch with excitement.

Rick pulled away and stripped off his clothes, revealing his muscular chest and rock-hard abs. John's eyes widened as he took in Rick's impressive length, thick and veiny and already dripping with pre-cum.

"Are you ready for Daddy's cock, sissy?" Rick asked, his voice low and husky.

John nodded, his body trembling with anticipation.

Rick climbed onto the bed and positioned himself between John's legs, spreading them wide. He grabbed John's hips and pushed forward, sinking his cock deep into John's waiting hole.

John gasped as Rick filled him up, his tight little pussy stretching around Rick's thick shaft. He could feel every inch of him, pulsing and throbbing inside of him.

"Fuck, you feel so good, baby," Rick grunted, his hips slamming into John's with a relentless rhythm.

John clung to the sheets, moaning and whimpering with pleasure as Rick pounded him harder and harder. He felt like he was being split in two, but he didn't want it to stop. He wanted more, needed more, craved more.

Finally, with a roar, Rick came, flooding John's insides with his hot, sticky cum. John came too, his own orgasm ripping through him like a bolt of lightning.

They lay there, panting and spent, their bodies slick with sweat and cum. John felt more alive than he ever had before, his mind racing with possibilities.

"Same time next week, sissy?" Rick asked, a satisfied smile on his face.

John grinned back, already looking forward to their next meeting. He had finally found his true self, and he wasn't going to let anyone or anything stand in his way.

Never Let Go

Ralph sat on the edge of the bed, his heart pounding with excitement. He wore a lacy red bra and matching panties, his hair styled in soft curls that cascaded down his shoulders. He felt vulnerable, exposed, and more alive than he ever had before.

Lisa stood in front of him, wearing a strap-on that gleamed in the soft light of the bedroom. She was a stunning woman, with curves in all the right places and a wicked smile that promised pleasure and pain in equal measure.

"Are you ready for this, baby?" Lisa said, her voice low and sultry.

Ralph nodded, his eyes locked on the strap-on that jutted out from her hips like a thick, throbbing cock.

"Good boy," Lisa said, running her hand through his hair. "Now get on your hands and knees and show me what a good little sissy you can be."

Ralph obeyed, his heart racing as he presented his ass to Lisa. He felt the cool, slick sensation of lube as she prepared him, sliding a finger into his tight little hole and stretching him wide.

He moaned with pleasure, his body begging for more.

"Please, Lisa," he said, his voice thick with desire. "I need it. I need you."

Lisa chuckled, her hand gripping the base of the strap-on as she positioned herself behind Ralph. He could feel the tip of it pressing against his hole, teasing him, tempting him.

"Are you ready for me, baby?" Lisa said, her voice dripping with anticipation.

Ralph nodded, his body trembling with excitement.

And then she was inside of him, pushing forward with a slow, steady rhythm. Ralph moaned with pleasure, feeling himself stretch around her thick, hard length.

Lisa fucked him harder and harder, her hips slamming into his with a relentless rhythm. He could feel the power of her thrusts, the intensity of her desire.

"Fuck, you feel so good, baby," Lisa grunted, her fingers digging into Ralph's hips. "You were made to be fucked like this."

Ralph moaned, his body writhing with pleasure as Lisa took him harder and harder. He felt like he was flying, like he was transcending his own limits.

And then he came, his body convulsing with pleasure as Lisa fucked him through his orgasm. He could feel her hot breath on the back of his neck, her hands gripping him tight.

When it was over, they lay there, panting and spent. Ralph had never felt so alive, so fulfilled, so completely himself.

"Same time next week, sissy?" Lisa said, her voice soft and teasing.

Ralph grinned, already looking forward to their next meeting. He had finally found someone who understood him, who accepted him, who loved him for who he was.

And he knew that he would never let her go.

Secrets and Lace

Ralph stood nervously in the train car, his heart racing with anticipation. He wore a tight, lacy red dress that hugged his curves in all the right places, his hair styled in soft curls that framed his face. He had never felt so vulnerable, yet so sexy, in his life.

Lisa sat across from him, a wicked smile playing across her lips. She was a stunning shemale, with curves in all the right places and a sharp wit that made Ralph weak in the knees.

"What a pretty little sissy you are," Lisa said, her voice low and sultry. "I bet you're just dying to get out of that dress and show me what you're made of."

Ralph blushed, feeling a surge of heat between his legs. He had always been drawn to crossdressing, to the feel of soft fabric against his skin, but he had never had the courage to explore it with anyone else.

"Please, Lisa," he said, his voice shaking with desire. "I need this. I need you."

Lisa stood up and walked over to him, running her fingers through his hair. She leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear.

"Then show me what a good little sissy you can be," she whispered, her hand sliding down his back and cupping his ass. "Get down on your knees and beg for it."

Ralph obeyed, feeling a rush of adrenaline as he dropped to the floor and looked up at Lisa with pleading eyes. He could feel the hard bulge of her cock pressing against his face, and he opened his mouth, taking her in deep.

Lisa moaned with pleasure, her hips thrusting forward as she fucked Ralph's mouth with a relentless rhythm. He could taste the salty-sweet tang of her pre-cum on his tongue, feel the weight of her balls slapping against his chin.

He felt like he was in a dream, like he had transcended the boundaries of his own body.

And then Lisa pulled away, standing over him with a wicked grin.

"Now it's your turn, sissy," she said, her hand reaching down to stroke his cock through the fabric of his dress. "Let's see what you've got."

Ralph trembled with excitement as Lisa pushed him onto the bench, hiking up his dress and exposing his ass. He could feel the cool rush of air as she lifted his panties and slid a finger inside, preparing him for what was to come.

And then she was inside of him, pushing forward with a slow, steady rhythm. Ralph moaned with pleasure, feeling himself stretch around her thick, hard length.

Lisa fucked him harder and harder, her hips slamming into his with a relentless rhythm. He could feel the power of her thrusts, the intensity of her desire.

"Fuck, you feel so good, baby," Lisa grunted, her fingers digging into Ralph's hips. "You were made to be fucked like this."

Ralph moaned, his body writhing with pleasure as Lisa took him harder and harder. He felt like he was flying, like he was transcending his own limits.

And then he came, his body convulsing with pleasure as Lisa fucked him through his orgasm. He could feel her hot breath on the back of his neck, her hands gripping him tight.

When it was over, they collapsed onto the bench, panting and spent. Ralph had never felt so alive, so fulfilled, so completely himself.

Tommy and Nylon

Tommy stood nervously, his hands clasped behind his back as he waited for his date to arrive. He was a slender young man, with a lithe, feminine body that he had adorned in a pink satin dress and matching heels. His long, curly hair cascaded down his back, framing his delicate features.

As he waited, he caught a glimpse of his date, a tall, muscular man with a square jaw and a thick beard. He wore a black suit and tie, looking every bit the powerful, dominant male.

Tommy's heart raced as the man approached, his eyes drinking in every inch of Tommy's feminine form.

"You must be Tommy," the man said, his voice deep and authoritative. "I'm Jake."

Tommy nodded, his cheeks burning with embarrassment and excitement.

"Good boy," Jake said, running his hand up Tommy's thigh and cupping his bulge. "You look like such a pretty little sissy in that dress."

Tommy moaned with pleasure as Jake squeezed him, feeling his cock twitch with excitement.

"Now let's get you out of that dress and see what you're really made of," Jake said, his voice low and seductive.

Tommy obeyed, feeling a rush of excitement as he peeled off his dress and revealed his slender, nylon-clad body. He felt like he was in a dream, like he had finally found someone who understood him, who accepted him, who loved him for who he was.

Jake stood in front of him, a wicked grin spreading across his face. He unbuttoned his shirt and slid it off, revealing his broad chest and chiseled abs. Tommy's eyes widened as he took in the sight of Jake's thick, veiny cock, already hard and pulsing with desire.

"Are you ready for Daddy's cock, sissy?" Jake asked, his voice low and husky.

Tommy nodded, his body trembling with anticipation.

And then Jake was inside of him, pushing forward with a slow, steady rhythm. Tommy moaned with pleasure, feeling himself stretch around Jake's thick, hard length.

Jake fucked him harder and harder, his hips slamming into Tommy's with a relentless rhythm. He could feel the power of Jake's thrusts, the intensity of his desire.

"You like that, don't you, sissy?" Jake grunted, his fingers digging into Tommy's hips. "You were made to take Daddy's cock like this."

Tommy moaned, his body writhing with pleasure as Jake took him harder and harder. He felt like he was flying, like he was transcending his own limits.

And then he came, his body convulsing with pleasure as Jake fucked him through his orgasm. He could feel the hot rush of cum spilling out of him, mixing with Jake's own juices.

When it was over, they lay there, panting and spent. Tommy had never felt so alive, so fulfilled, so completely himself.

As they held each other close, they knew that they had found something special, something rare. They had explored their deepest desires together, and they weren't going to let anyone or anything stand in their way.

For they knew that true love was about accepting each other, flaws and all, and celebrating the things that made them unique. And for Tommy and Jake, that meant exploring their feminine sides and discovering the true power of nylon.

Club Sissy

Don had always kept his crossdressing a secret from the world, but behind closed doors he reveled in the sensual pleasure of dressing up in feminine clothing. One day, he decided to explore his sexuality further and stumbled upon a secret underground club that catered to crossdressers and those who loved them. It was a place where the rules were different, and the only thing that mattered was the pleasure of the moment.

The club was dark and smoky, and the air was filled with the sounds of moans and whispers. The walls were lined with mirrors, and in the center of the room was a large bed, surrounded by plush pillows and soft blankets. It was a place where people could come to indulge in their deepest, darkest desires, without fear of judgment or condemnation.

Don was nervous at first, but as he mingled with the crowd, he felt a sense of liberation and empowerment that he had never experienced before. He found himself in the company of other like-minded individuals, all of whom were eager to explore their sexuality in new and exciting ways.

That's when he saw her. Maria was stunningly beautiful, with long dark hair and piercing green eyes. She was dressed in a tight black leather corset, her ample cleavage spilling out over the top. She wore black lace panties that left little to the imagination, and her high heels clicked on the floor as she walked.

Don felt his heart skip a beat as he approached her, and he knew that he had to have her. Maria could see the hunger in his eyes, and she smiled wickedly, beckoning him to follow her into a private room.

Once inside, Maria began to explore Don's body, running her hands over his skin, her fingers tracing the outline of his cock. She undressed him, revealing his naked body, and then reached for a black lace bra that she fastened around his chest.

As Maria dressed Don in lingerie, he felt a rush of excitement and fear. He had never felt so vulnerable before, and yet he found himself craving more. Maria could sense his desire, and she teased him relentlessly, whispering dirty words into his ear and caressing his body with her hands.

She pushed him down onto the bed and straddled him, running her fingers through his hair as she leaned in to kiss him. As she kissed him, she reached down to stroke his cock, which was already hard and throbbing with desire.

Don moaned in pleasure, lost in the heat of the moment. Maria took his cock in her hand, stroking it slowly and deliberately, and Don felt himself getting closer and closer to the edge. He could feel his body tensing up, ready to explode with ecstasy.

Then, just as he was about to come, Maria stopped. She climbed off of him and stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at him with a wicked grin on her face.

"You want to come, don't you?" she said. "Well, you're going to have to earn it."

With that, she reached down and pulled him up to his feet, then led him to a chair in the corner of the room. She turned him around and bent him over the chair, then spanked his ass hard, leaving red welts on his skin.

Don cried out in pain and pleasure, and Maria laughed wickedly. Then, she reached for a thick, black dildo and began to slowly insert it into his ass.

Don had never felt anything like it before. The dildo was thick and hard, and it filled him up completely. He moaned in pleasure as Maria began to thrust it in and out of him, driving him closer and closer to the edge.

Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He came hard, his cum shooting out of his cock and onto the floor. Maria continued to thrust the dildo into him, driving him to the brink of madness with each stroke.

As the night wore on, Don and Maria continued to explore each other's bodies with a raw, animalistic passion. They tried every position imaginable, each one more intense than the last, and by the time they were finished, they were both covered in sweat and cum.

But even as they lay there, exhausted and spent, they both knew that this was only the beginning. There were many more desires to explore, many more pleasures to be had, and they were both eager to explore them all.

---


Chapter 1

Nick had been looking forward to the weekend getaway with his wife, Sarah, for weeks. They had been married for a few years now and he loved spending time with her, but their sex life had become a bit stale. Sarah had noticed that Nick was becoming bored with their routine, so she decided to surprise him with something special on their weekend away.

The bed and breakfast was charming, with a rustic exterior and cozy interior. The innkeeper greeted them warmly and showed them to their room, which was decorated in warm colors with a king-sized bed and a fireplace. Sarah looked at Nick with a mischievous glint in her eye, knowing that he had no idea what she had planned for the weekend.

After they settled in, Sarah took out a small bag from her suitcase and pulled out a lacy black lingerie set. She held it up to Nick and said, "I want you to wear this for me tonight."

Nick was taken aback. He had never worn lingerie before and the thought of it made him feel uncomfortable. He tried to refuse, but Sarah was insistent. "Please, Nick, I want to try something new. Trust me, it will be fun."

Sarah was always adventurous in bed, and Nick loved her for it. He wanted to make her happy, but the idea of wearing lingerie made him feel vulnerable and exposed. He was a fit, athletic guy, but he had a small build, and he worried that he would look ridiculous in women's clothing.

Sarah could sense Nick's hesitation and took his hand. "It's just us, Nick. No one else will see. Just try it on for me, and if you don't like it, we can stop."

Nick sighed, knowing that he couldn't refuse his wife's request. He took the lingerie from her and went into the bathroom to change. As he slipped into the black lace bra and panties, he felt a surge of excitement and fear. He had never felt so exposed before, and he wondered what Sarah would think of him.

When he emerged from the bathroom, Sarah's eyes widened in appreciation. "Oh, Nick, you look so sexy," she said, walking over to him and running her hands over his body. "I had no idea you could look so good in lingerie."

Nick blushed, feeling both embarrassed and aroused. He had never felt so exposed before, and he wondered what Sarah had in store for him.


Chapter 2

Sarah could see that Nick was feeling nervous, so she took his hand and led him over to the bed. She sat down on the edge of the mattress and pulled him towards her, running her hands over his body and kissing him softly on the lips.

"Relax, Nick," she whispered, "I just want to show you how much I love you. You don't have to do anything that makes you uncomfortable, but I think you'll enjoy this if you give it a chance."

Nick nodded, feeling a little more at ease. He knew that Sarah loved him, and he trusted her to guide him through whatever she had planned for him.

Sarah continued to kiss him, her hands wandering over his body as she stripped him of his clothes. Soon, Nick was standing before her in nothing but the lingerie, feeling both aroused and embarrassed.

Sarah's eyes roamed over his body, taking in the sight of his toned muscles and the black lace lingerie set that hugged his curves. She traced her fingers over his chest, then down to his abdomen, and finally to the waistband of his panties. She slipped her fingers underneath and pulled them down, revealing Nick's growing erection.

"Someone's excited," she teased, a smile spreading across her lips.

Nick felt a flush of embarrassment flood his face, but Sarah just laughed and leaned in to kiss him. Her lips were soft and warm against his, and Nick felt a surge of desire wash over him.

Sarah pulled away from him and stood up, beckoning him to follow her. "Come on, let's go explore," she said, taking his hand and leading him towards the bathroom.

Inside, Sarah had laid out an array of beauty products on the counter. There were lipsticks, eyeliners, blushes, and eyeshadows, along with a set of false eyelashes and a curling iron.

Nick looked at the products with a mixture of curiosity and trepidation. He had never worn makeup before, and the thought of doing so made him feel even more exposed.

Sarah could sense his nervousness and took his hand. "Don't worry, I'll show you how to do it. Just relax and let me take care of you."

She picked up a tube of lipstick and applied it to Nick's lips, then ran a brush over his cheeks to add a hint of color. She showed him how to apply eyeliner and mascara, then affixed the false lashes to his eyelids.

Nick looked at himself in the mirror, amazed at the transformation. He had always thought of himself as a masculine guy, but now he looked like a sultry vixen, with long lashes and full lips.

Sarah stood behind him, her hands on his hips, and whispered in his ear, "You're so beautiful, Nick. I love the way you look in lingerie and makeup. You make my heart race."

Nick felt a surge of pleasure at her words, and he turned to face her, his arms wrapping around her waist. They kissed deeply, their bodies pressed together, and Nick felt a sense of liberation and excitement that he had never experienced before.


Chapter 3

As they continued to explore each other, Nick felt a sense of confidence and liberation that he had never felt before. He loved the way the lingerie felt against his skin, the way the fabric hugged his curves and made him feel feminine.

He looked at himself in the mirror, admiring the way the black lace set off his fair skin and dark hair. He loved the way the makeup made his eyes look bigger and his lips fuller.

Sarah watched him with a sense of pride and arousal. She loved seeing Nick in lingerie and makeup, loved the way he looked so vulnerable and exposed. She knew that she had awakened something in him, something that he had always kept hidden.

She stood up and walked over to him, her hand slipping down to his crotch. "You like this, don't you, my little sissy?" she whispered, her breath hot against his ear.

Nick felt a shiver of pleasure run down his spine, and he nodded, feeling a sense of submission and arousal.

"Good," Sarah said, taking his hand and leading him over to the bed. "Now, I want you to worship my body. I want you to kiss every inch of me and make me feel like a goddess."

Nick felt a surge of desire at her words, and he leaned in to kiss her neck, his lips trailing down to her breasts. He kissed her cleavage, feeling the warmth of her skin and the softness of her curves.

Sarah moaned with pleasure, her hands running through Nick's hair as he worshipped her body. He felt a sense of power and pleasure in being able to please his wife, to make her feel desired and loved.

He slipped a hand underneath her dress, feeling the warmth of her skin and the softness of her thighs. He slid a finger between her legs, feeling the wetness that had gathered there.

Sarah gasped at the touch, her body arching towards Nick's. "Oh, yes, my sissy," she moaned. "Touch me, please. Make me come."

Nick felt a surge of pleasure at her words, and he began to rub her clit in gentle circles. He felt her body shudder with pleasure, her breath coming in short gasps.

As Sarah reached her climax, she pulled Nick's head towards her and kissed him deeply. They were lost in the moment, lost in the pleasure of their bodies and the intimacy of their connection.


Chapter 4

As the night wore on, Sarah and Nick continued to explore each other's bodies, experimenting with new positions and techniques. Nick felt a sense of liberation and excitement in his sissy transformation, loving the way that he looked and felt in women's clothing.

Sarah taught him how to walk in heels, showing him how to sway his hips and arch his back. She showed him how to apply eyeliner and lipstick, teaching him the art of seduction.

Nick felt a sense of empowerment in his new skills, realizing that he could be just as alluring and desirable as any woman. He loved the way that Sarah looked at him, the way that she admired his curves and his femininity.

As they lay in bed together, Sarah took Nick's hand and kissed it softly. "You're so beautiful, my little sissy," she whispered. "I love the way you look in lingerie and makeup. I love the way you make me feel."

Nick smiled, feeling a sense of pride and joy. He had never felt so connected to Sarah, so in tune with her desires and her needs. He loved the way that she saw him, the way that she accepted him for who he was.


Chapter 5

In the days and weeks that followed their weekend getaway, Nick continued to explore his sissy identity, learning new skills and techniques from Sarah. He discovered a newfound passion for lingerie, stockings, and garters, loving the way that they made him feel feminine and desirable.

He eagerly followed Sarah's lead as she introduced him to the world of kink, attending fetish events and exploring new forms of sexual expression. He loved the way that they could push each other's boundaries, the way that they could explore new forms of intimacy and connection.

As he continued to embrace his sissy side, Nick felt a sense of liberation and empowerment that he had never felt before. He loved the way that he looked and felt in women's clothing, and he loved the way that Sarah accepted and embraced him for who he was.

Together, they continued to explore the boundaries of gender and sexuality, finding new forms of pleasure and connection in each other's arms. They found a community of like-minded people, other couples and individuals who shared their passion for kink and who accepted and supported them for who they were.

As they navigated this new world together, Nick and Sarah's bond grew stronger than ever. They found new ways to communicate and connect, sharing their deepest desires and fears with each other.

Nick learned to be vulnerable with Sarah, to share his insecurities and his hopes for the future. He learned that true intimacy and connection could only come from a place of honesty and vulnerability, and he cherished the deep and abiding love that he shared with his wife.

Sarah, in turn, supported Nick every step of the way, encouraging him to embrace his sissy side and to explore new forms of expression. She admired his bravery and his willingness to take risks, and she loved him more deeply with each passing day.

As they looked towards the future, Nick and Sarah knew that their journey together was just beginning. They knew that there would be obstacles and challenges ahead, but they also knew that they had the strength and the love to face them together.

They vowed to support each other through thick and thin, to cherish each other and to celebrate their love in all of its many forms. They knew that their shared journey, their journey of exploration and self-discovery, was just beginning, and they looked forward to the adventures that lay ahead.


Chapter 6

Nick and Sarah had been exploring their kink for a few months now, and they were becoming more and more adventurous with each passing day. Nick had fully embraced his sissy side, loving the feeling of lingerie against his skin, the way that stockings made his legs look longer and more feminine.

Sarah loved Nick's transformation, and she found herself becoming more dominant and assertive in their sexual encounters. She loved taking charge, loved telling Nick what to do and how to please her.

One evening, Sarah surprised Nick with a new outfit, a sheer black negligee that hugged her curves and left little to the imagination. Nick's heart raced as he saw her, his desire growing with each passing second.

"Get on your knees, sissy," Sarah commanded, her voice firm and confident.

Nick dropped to his knees, feeling a sense of submission and arousal. He looked up at Sarah, admiring her beauty and her power.

"Now, worship me," she said, her tone becoming softer. "Kiss my feet, my legs, my thighs. Make me feel like a goddess."

Nick eagerly obeyed, kissing Sarah's feet and running his hands up her shapely legs. He could feel the heat of her skin, the softness of her curves.

As he reached her thighs, Sarah pushed him away, a teasing smile on her lips. "Not yet, sissy," she said. "I want you to put on this lingerie first."

She handed him a lacy red set, and Nick felt a surge of desire as he slipped it on. He admired himself in the mirror, loving the way the red lace set off his fair skin and dark hair.

Sarah watched him with a hunger in her eyes, her body pulsing with desire. "You look so hot, sissy," she said, her voice husky with lust. "I can't wait to feel you inside me."

Nick felt a surge of excitement at her words, and he eagerly followed her lead as she took him by the hand and led him towards the bedroom.

As they lay in bed together, Sarah took control, pushing Nick onto his back and straddling him. She rubbed her pussy against his cock, feeling it grow hard and thick against her skin.

"Please, mistress," Nick begged. "I need you inside me."

Sarah smiled, loving the way that Nick submitted to her. She reached down and slid his cock into her wet, tight pussy, feeling a surge of pleasure as she rode him.

They moved together in a rhythm that was both slow and urgent, their bodies intertwined in a dance of passion and desire. Nick felt a sense of liberation and empowerment, knowing that he was free to explore his feminine side with the woman that he loved.

As they reached their climax together, Sarah leaned in and whispered in Nick's ear, "You're mine, sissy. Forever and always."


Chapter 7

Nick and Sarah had been together for years, exploring their kink and pushing each other's boundaries in new and exciting ways. They had discovered a deep and abiding love for each other, a connection that went beyond the physical and into the emotional and spiritual realms.

One evening, as they lay in bed together, Sarah turned to Nick with a mischievous glint in her eye. "I have a surprise for you, sissy," she said, her voice low and husky.

Nick felt a surge of excitement, wondering what his wife had in store for him. He knew that she loved to push his boundaries, to explore new forms of pleasure and desire.

"What is it, mistress?" he asked, his voice trembling with anticipation.

Sarah smiled, leaning in to whisper in his ear. "I've invited a man to join us in our bedroom tonight," she said. "A man who knows how to please a woman, and who can teach you a thing or two about being a sissy."

Nick felt a surge of fear and excitement, wondering who this man could be and what he would think of his sissy transformation. He trusted Sarah completely, however, and he knew that she would never do anything to hurt him or to make him feel uncomfortable.

"Who is he, mistress?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

"You'll see soon enough, sissy," Sarah replied, her hand stroking his hair. "Just relax and enjoy the ride."

As they waited for the man to arrive, Nick felt his heart racing with anticipation. He wondered what he would look like, what his cock would feel like in his mouth or in his ass.

When the man finally arrived, Nick was surprised to see that he was a tall, muscular man with dark hair and piercing blue eyes. He was dressed in black leather, his muscles bulging through the tight material.

"Hello, Nick," he said, his voice deep and gravelly. "I'm Jack. Your mistress has told me a lot about you."

Nick felt a surge of fear and arousal as Jack approached him, his hand reaching out to touch his face. He felt a sense of vulnerability and submission, wondering what Jack would do to him.

"Don't worry, sissy," Jack said, his voice low and reassuring. "I'm here to please you, just like your mistress is. We're going to have a lot of fun tonight."

With that, Jack began to undress, revealing a massive cock that was already hard and throbbing with desire. Nick felt a surge of fear and excitement as he realized what was about to happen.

As Jack climbed into bed with them, Sarah took control, directing their movements and their desires. She told Jack what to do, how to touch Nick and how to make him feel.

As Jack slid his cock into Nick's mouth, he felt a surge of pleasure and submission, knowing that he was doing what his mistress wanted. He wrapped his lips around Jack's cock, feeling it pulse and throb with each passing second.

As Jack began to fuck him harder and harder, Nick felt a sense of liberation and empowerment. He knew that he was free to explore his sissy side, to embrace his femininity and to be the woman that he had always wanted to be.

As they reached their climax together, Nick felt a sense of deep and abiding love for both Sarah and Jack. He knew that he had found his place in the world, his true identity as a sissy husband and lover. And he knew that he was never going to look back.


Chapter 8

After their intense sexual encounter with Jack, Nick and Sarah lay in bed together, their bodies entwined in a warm and loving embrace. They had experienced a new level of pleasure and desire, exploring new depths of intimacy and connection.

As they lay together, Nick felt a surge of desire and longing for his mistress. He had been aching for her touch all night, wanting to feel her soft skin against his own.

"Please, mistress," he begged, his voice trembling with need. "Touch me. Make me feel good."

Sarah smiled, knowing exactly what Nick wanted. She reached down and began to stroke his cock, feeling it grow hard and thick under her touch.

Nick moaned with pleasure, feeling a sense of liberation and empowerment. He knew that he was free to explore his desires with his mistress, to express his true self and to be the sissy that he had always wanted to be.

As Sarah stroked him harder and harder, Nick felt his body begin to tremble with pleasure. He could feel the heat rising in his belly, the pressure building in his balls.

"Please, mistress," he moaned, his voice barely above a whisper. "I'm going to come soon."

Sarah smiled, her hand moving faster and faster. "Yes, sissy," she said, her voice low and husky. "Come for me. Give me all of your cum."

With that, Nick exploded, his body convulsing with pleasure as he came hard and fast, his cum shooting out of his cock in thick, hot streams.

As Nick lay there, his body still trembling with pleasure, Sarah reached down and began to touch herself. She had been aroused all night, watching Nick and Jack explore each other, and she knew that she needed release too.

Nick watched with a sense of wonder and awe as Sarah began to touch herself, her fingers moving in slow, sensuous circles over her clit. He could see the pleasure building in her eyes, the way that her body began to tremble with desire.

"Please, mistress," he begged, his voice filled with longing. "Let me touch you too. Let me make you come."

Sarah smiled, feeling a sense of pride and satisfaction at Nick's desire to please her. She reached down and took his hand, guiding it to her pussy.

"Touch me, sissy," she commanded, her voice low and husky. "Make me come."

Nick eagerly obeyed, his fingers moving in slow, sensuous circles over Sarah's clit. He could feel the wetness building between her legs, the way that she began to moan and writhe under his touch.

As Sarah reached her climax, Nick felt a sense of deep and abiding love for his mistress. He knew that he was the luckiest man in the world, to be able to explore his sissy side with the woman that he loved.


Chapter 9

The next day, Nick and Sarah woke up feeling exhilarated and liberated from their intimate encounter with Jack. They had explored new depths of their desires and embraced their sissy and mistress roles with renewed passion.

As they got dressed for the day, Sarah had a mischievous glint in her eye. "I have an idea, sissy," she said, her voice low and sultry. "Let's go out in public and see how naughty we can be."

Nick felt a surge of excitement, wondering what Sarah had in mind. He had always loved the thrill of public sex, the way that it made him feel alive and empowered.

"Where do you want to go, mistress?" he asked, his voice trembling with anticipation.

"I know just the place," Sarah said, her voice low and seductive. "It's a park near here, where we can be alone and intimate."

With that, they set off, walking hand in hand through the streets of the small town. They could feel the eyes of the locals on them, watching their every move and wondering what they were up to.

As they entered the park, Sarah led Nick to a secluded grove of trees, hidden from view by the surrounding foliage. She turned to him, a wicked smile on her lips.

"Get down on your knees, sissy," she said, her voice low and husky. "I want you to pleasure me."

Nick eagerly obeyed, feeling a sense of submission and empowerment. He knew that he was free to explore his desires with his mistress, to embrace his femininity and to be the woman that he had always wanted to be.

As he began to lick and suck at Sarah's pussy, he felt a sense of liberation and power. He could hear the sounds of the park around them, the rustling of leaves and the chirping of birds, and it only made him feel more aroused and excited.

As Sarah reached her climax, Nick felt a surge of pleasure and satisfaction. He knew that he had pleased his mistress, that he had done his duty as a sissy husband and lover.

But Sarah wasn't done with him yet. She stood up, pushing Nick against the tree and wrapping her legs around his waist. She began to ride him, her pussy wet and hot as she took him deep inside of her.

Nick moaned with pleasure, feeling a sense of liberation and desire. He could feel the heat building inside of him, the way that his cock throbbed with pleasure and need.

As they reached their climax together, Nick felt a sense of deep and abiding love for his mistress. He knew that he was the luckiest man in the world, to be able to explore his sissy side with the woman that he loved.


Chapter 10

Nick and Sarah were still riding high from their public display of passion in the park. As they walked back to the bed and breakfast, they talked excitedly about their desires and fantasies, both eager to explore new depths of their relationship.

Back in their room, Sarah decided that it was time to take things to the next level. She wanted to push Nick to his limits, to see just how far he was willing to go to please her.

"Are you ready for the next step, sissy?" she asked, her voice low and seductive.

Nick nodded eagerly, his body tingling with anticipation. He knew that Sarah had something special in store for him, something that would take him deeper into his submissive and feminine desires.

With that, Sarah began to undress, revealing her curves and her supple flesh. She lay down on the bed, her legs spread wide, beckoning Nick to join her.

But this time, she had a new surprise in store for him. She reached under the bed and pulled out a small bottle of lube and a large black dildo, grinning mischievously.

"Get on your hands and knees, sissy," she said, her voice low and sultry. "I'm going to take you from behind."

Nick hesitated for a moment, his mind racing with conflicting emotions. He had never tried anal before, and he was nervous about the pain and discomfort.

But as Sarah began to massage his asshole with the lube, he felt a surge of pleasure and excitement. He knew that he was ready to take the next step, to explore his desires and his body in new and exciting ways.

As Sarah began to enter him, he felt a sharp pang of pain, quickly replaced by a wave of intense pleasure. He moaned loudly, feeling a sense of submission and liberation as she took him deep inside of her.

With each thrust, Nick felt himself getting closer and closer to the edge. He could feel the heat building inside of him, the way that his body quivered with pleasure and desire.

And then, with a cry of ecstasy, he came, spilling his seed all over the sheets. He collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating, feeling a sense of deep and abiding satisfaction.


Chapter 11

Later that week, Sarah went out with some of her friends. Nick's mind was filled with conflicting emotions as he watched Sarah and her girlfriends leave for their night out. Part of him was relieved that he would have some time to himself, but another part of him was envious of the freedom they had to go out and have fun.

As soon as they left, Nick immediately went to their room and locked the door. He couldn't help but feel guilty for what he was about to do, but the urge was too strong to resist. He stripped down to nothing and climbed into bed, his hand immediately moving towards his growing erection.

It wasn't long before Nick was completely lost in his own world of pleasure, his moans of ecstasy filling the room. He thought of Sarah and the things they had done together, imagining her soft skin against his as he stroked himself harder and faster.

But even as he brought himself to the edge, he couldn't help but feel a sense of emptiness. There was a part of him that craved something more, something that would push him to the brink and beyond.

That's when he remembered the chastity device he had bought himself earlier in the day. Nick had been hesitant to try it at first, but something inside him had pushed him to make the purchase.

He reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out the device, examining it closely. It was made of black leather and metal, with a small lock that would keep it securely in place. Nick had done his research and knew exactly how to put it on, so he began to follow the instructions carefully.

At first, it was uncomfortable, almost painful. But as he adjusted to the feeling, Nick began to feel a sense of relief. It was as if a weight had been lifted from his shoulders, and he could finally let go of his desires.

As he lay there in bed, completely restrained, Nick felt a sense of peace he had never experienced before. He was no longer in control of his own pleasure, and it was both terrifying and exhilarating.

Nick couldn't wait for Sarah to return, to see the look on her face when she saw what he had done.


Chapter 12

Nick anxiously awaited Sarah's arrival. He was wearing his new chastity device, a gift to himself. He couldn't help but feel excited about the prospect of wearing it, feeling humiliated and submissive, but also a little scared.

When Sarah arrived, she was with her girlfriends. They all looked stunning, dressed in revealing outfits and carrying a few bags of toys. Nick knew he was in for a wild night, but he didn't expect it to be this intense.

Sarah greeted him with a kiss, then turned to her friends. "Ladies, this is Nick. He's my sissy husband."

The girls giggled and looked at Nick with amusement. He blushed, feeling embarrassed, but also aroused by their attention.

One of the girls stepped forward, a tall blonde with a playful smile. "Hi, Nick. I'm Lila. I hear you like to dress up."

Nick nodded, feeling his heart race. "Yes, ma'am. I enjoy wearing women's clothing."

Lila chuckled. "Well, we brought a few things for you to try on. Let's go to the bedroom and have some fun."

Nick followed the girls to the bedroom, feeling nervous and excited. He couldn't believe that he was about to be humiliated in front of Sarah's friends, but he couldn't deny that the prospect was turning him on.

The girls rummaged through their bags, pulling out various items of clothing and makeup. Nick was made to put on a tight pink dress, a blonde wig, and high heels. The girls applied makeup to his face, making him look like a slutty bimbo.

"Look at you, Nick," Sarah said, grinning. "You're so pretty now. I think we should call you Nicole from now on."

The girls laughed and cheered, and Nick felt a mixture of shame and arousal. He had never felt so exposed and vulnerable, but he couldn't help but love the attention.

Lila stepped forward, holding a strapon dildo. "Now, Nicole, it's time for you to get fucked."

Nick shivered, feeling a surge of fear and excitement. He knew that he was about to be humiliated in the worst way possible, but he couldn't deny that he wanted it.

Lila pushed him onto the bed, pulling up his dress and exposing his chastity device. "You won't be needing this anymore," she said, laughing.

She then lubed up the strapon and pushed it into Nick's tight asshole. Nick moaned, feeling the dildo stretching him wide. He had never felt so filled and overwhelmed.

The girls watched and cheered, taking turns fucking him with the strapon. Nick was in heaven, feeling humiliated and submissive, but also completely aroused.

When the girls had finished, they left Nick alone in the bedroom, feeling used and exposed. He couldn't believe what had just happened, but he also couldn't deny that he wanted more. He was addicted to the humiliation and the pleasure, and he knew that he would do anything to experience it again. The next day they planned to head home.


Chapter 13

As they drove back home, Sarah had a devilish grin on her face. Nick had a feeling that she had something mischievous in store for him. As they arrived, Nick got out of the car and opened the trunk to grab their bags. Sarah strolled up to him, grabbed his chin, and pulled him in for a kiss. She whispered in his ear, "I want you to wear something special for work tomorrow."

Nick's mind raced. He had never done something like this before, especially not in a professional setting. "What do you want me to wear?" he asked.

Sarah grabbed his hand and led him upstairs to their bedroom. She rummaged through her drawer and pulled out a black lace bra and thong set. "Put these on tomorrow, underneath your clothes," she commanded. Nick hesitated, but the stern look on her face made him comply.

The next morning, Nick put on the lingerie as instructed. He felt self-conscious and nervous, but also strangely excited. The silky fabric against his skin was a constant reminder of what he was wearing. He tried to cover up with his suit, but he couldn't help but feel like everyone knew his secret.

As he entered the office, he noticed some of his colleagues giving him odd looks, but he tried his best to ignore them. The day went by slowly, with Nick feeling like he was walking on eggshells the whole time. He was relieved when it was finally time to leave, and he rushed out of the office as fast as he could.

When he got home, Sarah was waiting for him. She gave him a sly smile and said, "I hope you enjoyed your day at work, my sissy husband."

Nick blushed and looked down at his feet. He was still getting used to this new dynamic in their relationship, but he was willing to do anything to make Sarah happy.

"I did," he finally said. "I can't believe I did that, but it was kind of exciting."

Sarah walked up to him and took him by the hand. "Good," she said, "because I have more plans for you. I want to take you shopping for some new clothes, but not just any clothes. I want you to dress like a proper sissy."

Nick's heart raced with anticipation. He didn't know what she meant by "proper sissy," but he was eager to find out.

Sarah watched with satisfaction as Nick's face blushed a deep shade of red. She couldn't wait to see how her coworkers would react when they saw him in lingerie.

"Good boy," she cooed, before grabbing Nick's chin and kissing him hard on the lips. "You're going to be the perfect little sissy today."

Nick could feel his heart pounding in his chest as they left the house and headed towards the office. He could barely concentrate on what Sarah was saying as he worried about what his coworkers would think. He could feel the lacy bra and panties rubbing against his skin and it made him feel both aroused and ashamed.

When they arrived at the office, Sarah led Nick to his cubicle and watched with amusement as he tried to surreptitiously adjust his clothing. Nick could hear the muffled whispers of his coworkers as they walked by, their eyes darting down to take in his figure. He couldn't help but feel like everyone was laughing at him, but at the same time, the humiliation was turning him on.

Throughout the day, Sarah would send Nick messages on his phone, telling him what to do and how to act. She would instruct him to bend over and pick up a pencil, knowing full well that his lingerie was peeking out from the top of his pants. She would make him walk back and forth to the printer, pretending to read emails while his coworkers stared at him.

As the day wore on, Nick became more and more aroused by the humiliation. He could feel himself getting wet between his legs, and the thought of being caught only made it worse. He was grateful when the day finally ended, and he could go home and take off the lingerie.

"Did you enjoy that, my little sissy?" Sarah asked as they got into bed later that night.

Nick blushed and nodded, feeling a mixture of shame and arousal. "Yes, Mistress. Thank you for making me do it."

Sarah smiled and kissed him, her hands exploring his body. "Good boy," she whispered. "You'll be wearing lingerie to work more often from now on."

---

Crossdressing in Space

Harold - Holographic Engineer

Sol Station 4 - First Mars Orbiting Solar Union Station - aka - Dust Station

---


Chapter 1

It had been a long shift. Harold walked a few feet into his darkened quarters and heard the familiar vibration of the electric-powered door closing behind him. The door lock engaged with a muted click. He closed his eyes for a moment and enjoyed the peaceful darkness and the perpetual low hum of the power core.

Being an engineer gave Harold some status; so he was fortunate to be quartered in a room located on the outer ring of the station- the rooms with the good view.  Opening his eyes, his attention moved to the three dark large-paneled cabin windows before him. A liquid-crystal coating made the windows appear to be opaque but his ‘welcome home’ routine caused the windows to slowly become transparent. They displayed a breathtaking panorama of stars, some of which were sparkling through the reinforced, radiation-shielded glass. The stars slowly moved downward on a canvas of deep blackness. These giant balls of gas appeared to move due to the fact that the station habitation rings were steadily rotating. The rotation provided artificial gravity, which was essential for any long-term resident living in outer space. They had done experiments over a century before showing that low gravity environments wreaked havoc on the human musculoskeletal system, amongst other things. Long term microgravity had also been proven to cause problems in embryo development, brain function, and disease resistance; not to mention the fact that it made eating and drinking a major pain in the ass. Floating around is fun for a while but it gets old quite quick. Harold briefly let his mind wonder about these amazing achievements- but also downfalls of human development. Somehow, this inevitably led to him thinking about his ex-girlfriend.

Half-chuckling himself, Harold thought, We can figure out how to travel in space, manipulate matter, and colonize planets but we're still critical of sexual stigma. It had been almost a year since they separated but he still thought about her every day. “If only she had been more open-minded,” he thought.

After a few minutes of dwelling in the past Harold was able to bring himself into a decent state of silent meditation. Deep breathing and mindfulness put him in a calm state of mind but he eventually came to his senses. He verbally dictated, to the empty room, “Tess- lights, level two.” On command, an electronic chime rang and a handful of ornate lamps in the room gradually powered up and covered the room in a blanket of warm light. This was how he liked it: dim and soft. His quarters were a welcome change after coming from the cold, utilitarian atmosphere of the holographic maintenance tubes.

“Tess, can you put on some classical music and make me a cup of herbal tea?” Harold asked. Another chime acknowledged his request. Soft orchestral music began to fill the room and the Fabro machine in the galley lit up. After a few moments of low-pitched buzzing, a steaming hot cup of tea materialized inside. He walked over to the machine, lifted up the Fabro containment door and retrieved his beverage.

After taking a sip of the tea, Harold walked into his bedside and began to take off his uniform. He continued to take off the rest of the clothing until he was completely nude.

He kept his room on the cool side. Goosebumps formed on his arms, making his hairs stand straight up as he walked into a small bathroom. In the corner a shower stall was enclosed with sleek, frosted glass. He stepped inside and the automated door closed behind him. A bit of  button-pressing on a small control panel revealed an enclosure for a sonic shaving device. Harold switched the device on and began to slowly run it up and down the length of his entire body, paying special attention to his legs, face and genital region. The device cleverly outputs an inaudible frequency that causes his hair to painlessly detach from his skin and fall to the floor of the shower stall, leaving him exceptionally smooth.

He dispensed some shower foam into his hands and spread the flowery smelling smoothness all over his body. His freshly smooth skin allowed the foam to glide deliciously across the surface of his body. The feeling was incredible and the perfect way to end the work day.

Harold put on some music and grabbed the mug of herbal tea. He was still wearing nothing. After taking a sip of his tea, he approached a panel on the wall and input a security code. An electronic chime rang as a full-sized locker opened up from a recess in the wall. The scent of lavender and vanilla wafted from the enclosure.

Inside there was a wide selection of lingerie and female clothing. Harold reached down, opened a drawer and grabbed a pair of sheer, nude-colored thigh-high stockings.

He sat down on a small metal stool that was built into the side of the wall and kicked his feet into the air. He enjoyed the sensation of his freshly shaven legs running against each other.

He rolled up one of the stockings into a tiny donut, put out his right leg and pointed his toes forward. He immediately felt blood rush to his cock in anticipation of what came next. He brought his foot to the nylon and pulled it on, slowly unraveling the material over his foot and ankle. The material felt cool and delicate as it encased his pretty feet. He then continued to draw the stocking up his lower leg and finally his upper leg. He twisted his ankle around in circles and he could feel the nylon gently pulling and tugging across his entire leg. The experience was highly arousing.

He next fastened a pair of false breasts that almost magically conformed to his chest. The material had chameleon-like qualities as it turned from a neutral beige to a creamy flesh tone that matched Harold’s skin to an amazing degree. He could feel the weight on his D cups tugging down gently but he resisted the urge to begin playing with his new breasts. He wrapped a sexy white bra around himself, pulled his arms through the straps and secured the clasp in the back. “It’s amazing that bra technology hasn’t changed much in over a hundred years,” he thought to himself.

Harold admired himself in the full-length mirror that was recessed in his wall. He turned this way and that, admiring the way the lingerie hugged his curves and accentuated his assets. He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, letting the tension from the day melt away. He had always known that he had a bit of a feminine side, but he had never really explored it until recently.

He felt a twinge of guilt as he looked at his reflection. This was a side of him that he had kept hidden from everyone. But it was also a side of him that he couldn't deny any longer. There was something about the feeling of the lingerie against his skin, the way it made him feel soft and sensual, that was so alluring.

He shook off the guilt and allowed himself to fully embrace his feminine side. He slid on a matching white lace thong and then pulled on a silky, flowing white chemise that flowed over his curves in all the right ways. He added a touch of perfume and then slipped on a pair of strappy high heels that made his legs look even longer and more shapely.

Harold took a deep breath and then walked out of his quarters, feeling confident and sexy. He knew that he was taking a risk, but he also knew that it was time to embrace all of who he was. As he walked through the corridors of the station, he noticed a few curious glances from his colleagues, but he didn't let it bother him. He was finally being true to himself, and that was all that mattered.


Chapter 2

Harold was sitting at the bar, sipping his drink and chatting with a few of his colleagues. He felt comfortable and confident in his lingerie, and he was enjoying the attention he was getting. As he talked, he noticed a tall, muscular man walk into the lounge. The man was wearing a tight-fitting t-shirt that showed off his impressive biceps and a pair of jeans that hugged his muscular thighs.

Harold couldn't help but stare at him, feeling a twinge of desire in his belly. The man caught his eye and walked over, a cocky grin on his face.

"Well, well, what do we have here?" the man said, his deep voice sending shivers down Harold's spine.

Harold blushed and looked down, feeling embarrassed. He wasn't used to this kind of attention from men, and he didn't know how to respond.

The man leaned in close and whispered in his ear. "You're wearing some pretty sexy lingerie there, sweetheart. You want to come back to my quarters and show me more?"

Harold felt his heart race and his cock stir at the man's words. He knew he shouldn't give in to his desires, but he couldn't resist the temptation.

"Okay," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

The man grinned and took his hand, leading him out of the lounge and into the corridor. They walked in silence, the tension between them palpable.

Finally, they arrived at the man's quarters. He opened the door and gestured for Harold to come inside.

"Make yourself at home," the man said, closing the door behind them.

Harold looked around, taking in the dimly-lit room and the plush furnishings. He noticed a large bed in the center of the room, with black silk sheets and a pile of pillows.

The man walked over to him and took off his shirt, revealing a sculpted chest and a dusting of chest hair. He leaned in and kissed Harold, his lips soft and warm.

Harold felt himself melt into the kiss, his body responding to the man's touch. He wrapped his arms around the man's neck, pulling him closer.

The man pushed him back onto the bed and climbed on top of him, his body pressing down on Harold's. He kissed him deeply, his tongue exploring Harold's mouth.

Harold moaned, feeling the man's hands on his body, caressing his skin through the silky fabric of his lingerie. He reached down and stroked the man's cock through his jeans, feeling it harden under his touch.

The man pulled away and stood up, taking off his jeans and revealing a thick, throbbing cock. He climbed back onto the bed and spread Harold's legs, positioning himself between them.

He entered him slowly, his cock sliding in smoothly. Harold gasped, feeling the man fill him up completely. He wrapped his legs around the man's waist, pulling him in deeper.

The man thrust in and out, his hips pounding against Harold's. He reached down and stroked Harold's cock, making him moan in pleasure.

They fucked for what felt like hours, their bodies moving in perfect synchronicity. Harold lost himself in the pleasure, his body writhing and shaking under the man's touch.

Finally, they both came, their bodies shaking with the intensity of their orgasms. The man collapsed onto Harold, his breathing heavy and labored.

They lay there in silence for a few moments, their bodies entwined. Harold knew that this was just a one-time thing, that he couldn't allow himself to get too attached. But he also knew that he would never forget this moment, that it would be etched into his memory forever.


Chapter 3

Harold woke up the next morning, feeling a dull ache in his body. He rolled over and saw the man from the previous night sleeping soundly beside him, his arm draped over Harold's chest.

Harold felt a twinge of guilt and shame, wondering what he had done. He couldn't believe he had given in to his desires like that, that he had let a complete stranger fuck him in his lingerie.

But at the same time, he couldn't deny the pleasure he had felt, the way the man's touch had made him feel alive and desired.

He slowly extricated himself from the man's grasp and got out of bed. He padded over to the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror.

He saw a man in lingerie looking back at him, with smudged makeup and tangled hair. He felt a wave of disgust wash over him, wondering how he could have let himself get so carried away.

But at the same time, he couldn't deny the thrill he had felt, the way his body had responded to the man's touch.

He shook his head and splashed water on his face, trying to clear his mind. He knew he had to leave, that he couldn't stay here any longer.

He walked back into the bedroom and began to gather his things. The man stirred and looked up at him, a lazy smile on his face.

"Leaving so soon?" he said, his voice still thick with sleep.

Harold nodded, feeling a lump in his throat. "I have to get back to my quarters. Thanks for a great night."

The man shrugged and got out of bed, his naked body on full display. "No problem. Anytime you want to come back, you know where to find me."

Harold nodded and walked out of the room, feeling a mix of emotions swirling inside him. He couldn't believe what he had done, that he had let his desires get the better of him.

He walked through the corridors of the station, feeling like everyone was staring at him. He knew it was just his imagination, but he couldn't shake the feeling that he had done something wrong.

He arrived at his quarters and walked inside, feeling a sense of relief wash over him. He knew he needed to get back to his routine, to focus on his work and forget about the night before.

He took a long, hot shower, trying to wash away the shame and guilt. But no matter how hard he scrubbed, he couldn't shake the feeling that he had done something wrong.

He got dressed in his uniform and headed to the mess hall for breakfast. He saw a few of his colleagues sitting at a table and walked over to join them.

"Hey, Harold, how was your night?" one of them said, a teasing smile on his face.

Harold blushed and looked down, feeling embarrassed. He didn't want to talk about what had happened, and didn't want anyone to know about his secret desires.

"It was fine," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

The others looked at him curiously, sensing that something was off. But they didn't press the issue, knowing that Harold was a private person.

They finished their breakfast and went their separate ways, each returning to their duties. Harold spent the rest of the day working on the station's systems, trying to focus on his tasks and forget about the night before.

But no matter how hard he tried, he couldn't shake the feeling of shame and guilt. He knew that he had to deal with his desires, that he couldn't keep them hidden forever.

He spent the next few days wrestling with his feelings, trying to come to terms with what had happened. He knew he couldn't deny his desires any longer, that he had to explore them and figure out what they meant.

The following night, he found himself standing in front of the locker where he kept his lingerie. He hesitated for a moment, wondering if he should go through with it.

But then he made a decision. He opened the locker and pulled out a lacy black bra and panty set, along with a pair of stockings and high heels.

He undressed and put on the lingerie, feeling a sense of freedom and excitement. He looked at himself in the mirror and saw a different person, a person who was unafraid to explore their desires.

He walked around his quarters, feeling the way the stockings hugged his legs and the bra lifted his chest. He felt sexy and alive, like he was finally being true to himself.

He spent the next few weeks exploring his desires, trying out different outfits and exploring his body. He even started chatting with other men on the spacelink comm, exploring his attraction to them and learning more about himself.

It wasn't easy, and he still felt a sense of shame and guilt at times. But he knew that he couldn't deny his desires any longer, that he had to be true to himself and explore his sexuality.

One day, he decided to take a bold step. He walked into the lounge wearing a tight-fitting dress and high heels, feeling the eyes of everyone in the room on him.

He walked up to the bar and ordered a drink, feeling the way the dress hugged his curves and the heels clicked on the floor. He saw a man sitting at a table, watching him with interest.

He walked over and introduced himself, feeling a sense of excitement and nervousness. The man smiled and they struck up a conversation, talking about their work and their interests.

As the night wore on, Harold felt a sense of connection to the man. He felt like he could be himself, like he didn't have to hide his desires anymore.

They ended up going back to Harold's quarters, where they explored each other's bodies and desires. Harold felt a sense of freedom and excitement, like he was finally living his life on his own terms.

As they lay in bed together, Harold felt a sense of contentment and peace. He knew that he still had a long way to go, that he had to continue exploring his desires and learning about himself.


Chapter 4

Harold woke up the next morning feeling a sense of excitement and anticipation. He had spent the night with the man he had met in the lounge, exploring his desires and feeling like he was finally living his life on his own terms.

He got out of bed and looked out the window, watching as the stars slowly moved across the sky. He marveled at the beauty of the universe, the way that the space station orbited around the planet and the technology that made it all possible.

The station was a marvel of engineering, a massive structure that housed hundreds of people and all of the technology and equipment needed to sustain life in outer space.

Harold had always been fascinated by the technology around him, the way that the station generated its own power, recycled its water and air, and provided the essentials for life in an otherwise inhospitable environment.

He got dressed in his uniform and headed to the mess hall for breakfast. As he walked through the corridors, he marveled at the technology around him, the holographic displays that showed the status of the station's systems, the automated drones that performed routine maintenance tasks, and the advanced medical equipment that could diagnose and treat almost any ailment.

He sat down at a table with a few of his colleagues and started chatting about the latest developments in the station's systems. They discussed the ongoing repairs to the solar panels, the status of the life support systems, and the upcoming supply mission from Earth.

As they finished their breakfast, Harold couldn't help but think about the man he had spent the night with. He wondered if he would see him again, if they could explore their desires further and see where it led.

He spent the rest of the day working on the station's systems, monitoring the power levels and performing routine maintenance tasks. He loved the feeling of being surrounded by technology, of being a part of something larger than himself.

As the day wore on, he found himself thinking more and more about the man he had met in the lounge. He wondered if he was thinking about him, if he felt the same sense of excitement and anticipation.

He finished his shift and headed back to his quarters, feeling a sense of nervousness and excitement. He wondered if the man would contact him, if they could explore their desires further and see where it led.

He walked into his quarters and sat down at his computer, checking his messages and emails. He saw a message from the man, inviting him to meet him in the lounge again.

Harold felt a sense of excitement and anticipation, wondering what the night would bring. He got dressed in a tight-fitting dress and high heels, feeling the way the fabric hugged his curves and the heels clicked on the floor.

He walked into the lounge and saw the man sitting at a table, watching him with interest. They struck up a conversation, talking about their work and their interests.

As the night wore on, Harold felt a sense of connection to the man. They talked about their desires and explored each other's bodies, feeling a sense of freedom and excitement.

As they lay in bed together, Harold felt a sense of contentment and peace. He knew that he still had a long way to go, that he had to continue exploring his desires and learning about himself.

But he also knew that he was on the right path, that he was finally being true to himself and living his life to the fullest. He marveled at the technology around him, the way that it had made his life in space possible and had allowed him to explore his desires in ways he never thought possible.


Chapter 5

Harold woke up in his quarters, feeling a little hungover from the previous night's sexual escapade. He looked at himself in the mirror and wondered what the day would bring. As an engineer, he was always busy with work, but he also enjoyed socializing with his fellow crew members.

After getting dressed in his usual engineer uniform, Harold went to the station's cafeteria for breakfast. As he was getting his coffee, he noticed a woman sitting alone at a table. She was beautiful, with long, curly hair and bright green eyes. Her skin was smooth and flawless, and she had a curvy figure that was accentuated by her form-fitting jumpsuit.

Feeling emboldened, Harold decided to approach her. "Hi, I'm Harold. Mind if I sit here?" he asked.

The woman looked up and smiled. "Sure, go ahead. I'm Maria," she replied.

Harold sat down and they started chatting. He learned that Maria was the new hydrologic engineer, and that she had just arrived at the station a few days ago. They had a lot in common, both being engineers, and they soon found themselves lost in conversation.

After breakfast, Harold and Maria went their separate ways, but he couldn't stop thinking about her. He spent the day working in the holo-center, fixing various technical issues and trying to focus on his job. But his mind kept wandering back to Maria and the possibility of getting to know her better.

Later that evening, as Harold was returning to his quarters, he saw Maria walking down the hallway. "Hey, Harold! I was just looking for you. Do you want to grab a drink at the bar?" she asked.

Harold felt a flutter in his chest. "Sure, I'd love to. Let me just drop off my things first," he said.

They walked together to the bar, laughing and joking along the way. When they arrived, they found a quiet corner and ordered some drinks. As they talked and laughed, Harold felt a connection growing between them.

Suddenly, Maria leaned in and whispered in his ear. "I've been thinking about you all day," she said.

Harold felt a surge of desire course through his body. He leaned in and kissed her deeply. They made out for several minutes, lost in the heat of the moment.

Eventually, they broke apart and looked at each other, both breathing heavily. "Do you want to come back to my quarters?" Maria asked.

Harold didn't hesitate. "Yes, please," he said.

When they arrived at Maria's quarters, she led Harold to the couch and began kissing him passionately. She unbuttoned his shirt and began to explore his chest with her hands. Harold moaned as she traced her fingers over his nipples.

Without breaking their kiss, Maria began to unbuckle Harold's pants. He gasped as she reached inside and began to stroke his cock. "Mmm, you're already hard for me," she said, grinning.

Harold couldn't believe how turned on he was. He had always been attracted to women, but he had never felt this level of desire before. He felt Maria's hand on his cock, and he moaned softly as she began to stroke him faster and faster.

Suddenly, Maria stopped and stood up. She reached behind her back and began to unzip her jumpsuit. Harold watched in awe as she peeled it off, revealing a lacy bra and matching panties.

"Are you going to just sit there, or are you going to come help me?" she asked, smirking.

Harold felt a rush of excitement as he stood up and began to undress Maria. He peeled off her bra and revealed her perfect breasts, each one crowned with a pink, erect nipple. Harold leaned in to suck on one, while he played with the other between his fingers. Maria let out a moan and grabbed the back of his head, pressing him closer to her chest.

He then lowered his head and kissed his way down her stomach, his tongue tracing her belly button before sliding even further down. He could smell her sex, the musky scent sending a shiver down his spine. He spread her legs and used his fingers to tease her clit, causing her to squirm and gasp.

"Please, Harold," she begged, her voice hoarse with desire. "I need you inside me."

Without hesitation, he moved up and positioned himself between her legs. With a steady hand, he guided his cock to her entrance, and slowly pushed himself inside her, filling her completely. Maria's eyes rolled back in her head, lost in the pleasure of having him inside her. Harold began to thrust, slowly at first, savoring the feeling of being inside her.

As the tempo picked up, the sounds of their skin slapping together filled the room. Maria's moans grew louder and more urgent, and Harold could feel himself getting closer and closer to the edge. He reached down and began to stroke her clit, driving her over the edge and into a powerful orgasm.

The sight of her coming apart under him was too much for Harold, and he followed right behind her, spilling his seed inside her. They both collapsed onto the bed, breathing heavily, still entwined.

After a few minutes of lying there, they both started to giggle.

"What's so funny?" Harold asked, still a little out of breath.

"I just can't believe we've been working together for weeks and never did this sooner," Maria said, grinning. "We could have been having amazing sex all this time."

"Well, we'll just have to make up for lost time," Harold said, with a mischievous grin.

They spent the rest of the night exploring each other's bodies, trying new positions and pushing each other to new heights of pleasure. When they finally collapsed, exhausted, into each other's arms, they both knew that this was only the beginning of their passionate relationship.

The next morning, Maria was dressing for her shift. Harold felt a rush of excitement as he stood up and began to undress Maria. He peeled off her bra and revealed her perfect breasts, each one crowned with a pert, erect nipple. His cock throbbed with anticipation as she bent down and kissed him, her hand stroking his hard shaft.

"God, you're beautiful," he whispered, his hand tracing the curve of her waist. "I want you so much."

Maria smiled, running her fingers through his hair. "I know you do," she said softly. "And I want you, too."

Harold hesitated for a moment, then took a deep breath. "There's something I need to tell you," he said, his voice low.

Maria tilted her head, curiosity in her eyes. "What is it?" she asked.

Harold looked down at the floor, suddenly feeling ashamed. "I have a fetish," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "I like to dress up in women's lingerie."

Maria's eyes widened in surprise, but she didn't recoil. Instead, she smiled and took his hand. "Show me," she said.

Harold's heart pounded as he led Maria over to his closet. He opened the door and pulled out a lacy black bra, a matching thong, and a pair of sheer stockings. Maria's eyes widened as she took in the sight.

"Put them on," she said, her voice low and sultry.

Harold's hands trembled as he slipped on the bra and thong, feeling the soft fabric against his skin. He rolled the stockings up his smooth legs, admiring the way they made his thighs look. When he was dressed, he turned to Maria, his eyes wide.

"How do I look?" he asked, feeling vulnerable and exposed.

Maria's eyes roamed over his body, taking in the curve of his hips and the swell of his breasts. "You look beautiful," she said, her voice husky.

Harold felt a surge of confidence as Maria took him by the hand and led him over to the bed. She pushed him down onto the mattress and began to kiss him, her tongue exploring his mouth. Harold moaned, his cock straining against the fabric of his thong.

Maria broke the kiss and reached over to the bedside table, pulling out a small box. She opened it to reveal a strap-on dildo, the tip glistening with lube.

"Have you ever been fucked before?" she asked, her voice low.

Harold shook his head, his eyes wide. "No," he whispered.

Maria smiled, stroking his cheek. "Don't worry," she said. "I'll be gentle."

She slid the dildo over her hips and positioned it at the entrance to Harold's pussy. Harold gasped as she pushed it inside, the feeling of fullness overwhelming him. Maria began to move, thrusting in and out of him, her fingers playing with his breasts.

Harold moaned, the pleasure building inside him. He reached down and began to stroke his cock, feeling it pulse with need. Maria watched him, her eyes dark with lust.

"Come for me," she said, her voice low. "Come for me and let me see you in your lingerie."

Harold felt the orgasm wash over him, his cock pulsing as he came. Maria watched him, a look of satisfaction on her face.

After they had finished, Harold lay back on the bed, feeling sated and content. Maria curled up beside him, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his chest.

"That was amazing," she said, her voice low.

Harold smiled, feeling a sense of relief wash over him. He had finally revealed his secret, and Maria had accepted him for who he was.

Harold was eager to explore his newfound interest in crossdressing further, and he was thrilled when he received his latest order of feminine clothing and makeup. He had ordered several new dresses, lingerie, and a variety of makeup products, all of which he couldn't wait to try on.

He eagerly ripped open the package and laid out the contents on his bed. He admired the delicate lace and silk of the lingerie and the bright colors and intricate patterns of the dresses. He couldn't help but feel a little apprehensive, though, as he imagined the reaction of his fellow crew members if they were to discover his secret.

He shook the thought from his mind and focused on the task at hand. Harold carefully selected one of the dresses, a pale pink one with a flowing skirt and delicate floral embroidery. He paired it with a matching set of lace lingerie and a pair of nude-colored stockings, feeling more feminine than ever before.

He spent hours experimenting with different makeup looks, trying out bold and daring colors, and experimenting with different ways to enhance his features. He loved the way the makeup made him feel, accentuating his eyes and lips and giving him a more feminine appearance.

After he was fully dressed and made up, he stood in front of the mirror, admiring his reflection. He twirled around in the dress, feeling the silky fabric brush against his skin. He couldn't wait to show Maria his new look.

He made his way to her quarters, his heart pounding in his chest as he knocked on the door. When Maria answered, he stepped inside and closed the door behind him. She immediately noticed his new outfit and gasped in delight.

"Harold, you look stunning!" she exclaimed, admiring his outfit.

Harold blushed, feeling both nervous and excited. "I ordered some new clothes and makeup, and I wanted to show you," he said.

Maria smiled and motioned for him to come closer. She ran her fingers through his hair, feeling the softness of the strands. "I think you look absolutely gorgeous," she said, leaning in to kiss him.

As they kissed, Harold felt a rush of excitement and desire. He felt so feminine and beautiful, and he loved the way Maria was looking at him. He couldn't wait to explore his crossdressing fetish further, and he knew that with Maria by his side, anything was possible.

Harold and Maria had been enjoying their relationship for several weeks now. They would go out on dates, watch the stars and explore the space station together. Harold had even opened up about his crossdressing fetish, and Maria had been accepting and supportive of it.

One day, while walking through the corridors of the space station, they came across a special zero-gravity chamber that had been designed for scientific experiments. Harold's eyes lit up with excitement as he suggested they try something new.

"Maria, let's go in there and have some fun. We can try out the zero-gravity environment and do something kinky," Harold suggested.

Maria looked at him with a playful smile and said, "What do you have in mind?"

Harold took her by the hand and led her into the chamber. As soon as they entered, the gravity indicator changed to zero, and they began to float. It was a surreal feeling, and both of them giggled as they started to explore the space.

Harold suddenly had an idea, and he grabbed a couple of thongs and bras that he had ordered online and had delivered to his quarters. He had been too shy to show them to Maria, but now seemed like the perfect time to surprise her.

"Maria, I have a surprise for you," Harold said as he pulled out the thongs and bras from his bag.

Maria's eyes widened in excitement as she looked at the lingerie. "Wow, Harold, you never cease to amaze me," she said.

Harold and Maria quickly stripped down to their underwear, and Harold helped Maria into her black lacy bra and thong. He couldn't resist kissing her and admiring her body as she floated in front of him.

He then took out his own red lacy thong and bra and put them on, feeling the delicate fabric against his skin. He felt a rush of excitement as he floated around the chamber, feeling sexy and empowered in his lingerie.

Maria couldn't take her eyes off him and pulled him towards her for a kiss. Their bodies entwined as they floated in zero-gravity, and Harold could feel his cock hardening against the thin fabric of his thong.

Maria whispered in his ear, "I want you, Harold. I want to make love to you in this zero-gravity environment."

Harold's heart raced as he felt Maria's hands on his body, teasing him and making him moan with pleasure. They floated around the chamber, exploring each other's bodies and indulging in their kinkiest desires. As they floated there, cum between them, they shared a passionate kiss, sharing the remnants of their lovemaking. Maria felt her body slowly relax as they broke the kiss, her arms wrapping around Harold's body as they held each other in the weightlessness of the zero-gravity chamber.

"That was amazing," Harold breathed, his voice laced with contentment. "I never thought I would feel this way about anyone. You're incredible, Maria."

Maria looked into Harold's eyes and smiled, her own contentment washing over her. "You're pretty amazing too," she said softly, tracing a finger along his jawline. "I never thought I would be with someone like you, Harold. You surprise me in the best possible ways."

Harold grinned at her, his heart swelling with affection. "I'm glad I can surprise you," he said. "I want to make you happy, Maria. I want to be the best lover you've ever had."

Maria leaned in to kiss him, her lips soft and gentle against his. "You already are," she murmured, her hands trailing along his sides. "You're everything I could ever want in a partner. You're open, honest, and so incredibly sexy."

The next day harold had been working in one of the station's maintenance rooms, repairing a faulty circuit board for the station's holographic entertainment center. He had been so engrossed in his work that he hadn't noticed the hours passing by until he heard a soft knock on the door. Looking up, he saw Maria standing in the doorway with a smile on her face.

"Hey there," she said, stepping into the room. "I've been looking for you everywhere."

Harold felt a wave of warmth spread through him at the sight of her. She looked so beautiful, dressed in her usual coveralls with her hair pulled back into a ponytail. He couldn't help but feel a little aroused by the sight of her.

"I've been working on this circuit board all day," he said, gesturing to the mess of wires and circuits in front of him. "It's been a nightmare."

Maria walked over to him and leaned down to examine the board. "Looks like you've got your work cut out for you," she said, giving him a sympathetic smile.

Harold couldn't help but stare at her as she worked. Her coveralls clung to her curves in all the right places, and he found himself imagining what she would look like out of them. He tried to push those thoughts to the back of his mind, but they wouldn't go away.

As Maria worked, Harold found himself growing increasingly aroused. He could feel his cock starting to harden in his pants, and he shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He tried to focus on his work, but he couldn't stop thinking about Maria and how badly he wanted her.

Finally, he couldn't take it anymore. He stood up and walked over to her, placing his hand on her shoulder. She looked up at him in surprise, but before she could say anything, he leaned in and kissed her.

At first, Maria was taken aback, but then she responded eagerly, wrapping her arms around him and pulling him closer. They kissed passionately for several long moments, exploring each other's mouths with their tongues.

As they kissed, Harold couldn't help but feel like he was finally living out his wildest fantasy. He had always been attracted to women, but his crossdressing fetish had always made it difficult for him to form meaningful relationships. But with Maria, he felt like he could be himself without fear of judgment.

Eventually, they broke apart, both of them panting for breath. Maria gave him a mischievous smile and said, "I think we should take this somewhere more private."

Harold grinned back at her and took her hand. "Lead the way."

Harold felt a bit nervous as he walked behind Maria, admiring the way her hips swayed with each step. They made their way through the station's bustling main corridors and eventually reached a large, well-lit room filled with gleaming machines and tools.

"This is one of our main maintenance rooms," Maria explained. "We're going to have to move some things around to make space for our project, but it shouldn't take too long."

Harold looked around the room, taking in the various tools and machines. He had worked on similar equipment before, but he wasn't quite sure what they would need to do to get things set up for their project.

As if reading his mind, Maria turned to him and said, "Don't worry, I'll guide you through it step by step. It's really not that complicated."

Harold smiled, feeling a rush of gratitude for Maria's patience and willingness to help him. He couldn't help but think that she was the perfect partner for him, someone who was not only kind and understanding but also open-minded and adventurous.

They worked together for hours, moving equipment and setting up their tools. Harold found himself becoming more and more attracted to Maria as they worked, admiring the way her muscles flexed under her tight uniform and the way her eyes sparkled with intelligence and humor.

As the work began to wind down, Maria stepped closer to Harold and looked up at him with a mischievous glint in her eye. "You know," she said, "we've been working so hard today. I think we deserve a little break, don't you?"

Harold's heart rate quickened as he looked down at her, feeling his cock twitch with excitement. "What did you have in mind?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Maria took his hand and led him over to a large, padded mat on the floor. "I was thinking," she said, "that we could have a little fun. You know, release some of that tension we've been building up all day."

Harold's breath caught in his throat as Maria reached up and began to undo the buttons on his uniform. Soon, he was standing before her in nothing but his underwear, feeling exposed and vulnerable but also incredibly aroused.

Maria's eyes roamed over his body, taking in every inch of his skin. "Mmm, you look so good," she murmured, reaching up to stroke his cheek.

Harold moaned, feeling his cock throb with need. He reached out and began to caress Maria's muscular arms, feeling the strength and power in her body. They began to kiss, their tongues sliding together in a wet, urgent dance.

As they kissed, Maria pushed Harold back onto the mat, crawling on top of him and pinning him down with her strong thighs. She began to grind against his cock, moaning softly as the friction of her body against his sent waves of pleasure through his body.

Harold gasped, feeling his arousal build to a fever pitch. He reached down and cupped Maria's ass, feeling the soft fabric of her uniform against his hands. He pulled her in closer, deepening their kiss as he ground his hips against hers.

Their passion continued to grow, each one feeding off the other's desire. Soon, they were both panting and moaning, lost in a haze of pleasure.

Finally, Harold felt his orgasm building, his cock pulsing with need. He broke away from Maria's kiss and cried out as he came, shooting his hot seed all over his stomach and chest.

Maria leaned down and licked his cum from his skin, then kissed him deeply, letting him taste himself on her tongue.

Later that day, they entered one of the holographic chambers.

As they entered the chamber, Maria and Harold were greeted by the artificial intelligence (AI) known as LILITH. The AI appeared as a tall, slender woman with auburn hair, dressed in a sleek black bodysuit.

"Hello Maria, hello Harold," LILITH said, her voice smooth and melodious. "What can I assist you with today?"

Harold stepped forward. "LILITH, I was hoping you could help us create a new program."

LILITH raised an eyebrow. "Of course, Harold. What kind of program are you interested in creating?"

Harold exchanged a glance with Maria before turning back to LILITH. "We were thinking something... fun. Something that would allow us to explore different sexual scenarios."

LILITH tilted her head. "Interesting. I assume you want me to design some virtual environments for you to interact with?"

Harold nodded eagerly. "Yes, exactly. We were thinking something that would allow us to experiment with different outfits and fantasies."

Maria added, "And it needs to be completely private. No one else should have access to it."

LILITH nodded in agreement. "I understand. I can create a completely secure program that only the two of you can access. What kind of scenarios are you interested in?"

Harold and Maria exchanged a look, and Harold spoke up. "Well, I was thinking maybe we could explore some crossdressing scenarios. Maybe dress up as women and explore our feminine sides."

Maria smiled. "I like that idea. And maybe we could also explore some more... kinky scenarios. Like bondage, or domination."

LILITH's eyes glinted with amusement. "I can certainly accommodate those requests. Give me a moment to generate some sample environments, and we can start testing them out."

Harold and Maria both looked at each other with excitement. They were eager to explore the various settings and roleplay options that the AI could provide. The holographic chamber was an incredible place, where they could experience virtually any scenario they desired.

The AI began to generate a series of environments, each one tailored to their specific desires. They started with a simple one - a beach setting, complete with a gentle ocean breeze and the sound of waves crashing in the distance.

As they stepped into the holographic environment, they were both amazed by the level of detail. The sand felt real under their feet, and they could feel the warmth of the sun on their skin. Harold and Maria both wore their swimsuits, and they took a moment to admire each other's bodies.

The AI watched from the sidelines, waiting for their instructions. "What would you like to do first?" it asked.

Harold took Maria's hand and led her towards the water. They waded in until the waves were up to their waists, laughing and splashing each other. It was like they were really at the beach, enjoying a perfect day in the sun.

As they walked back towards the shore, the AI suggested a new environment - a luxurious hotel suite. The room was stunning, with a king-sized bed, a jacuzzi, and a stunning view of the city skyline. Harold and Maria both marveled at the opulence of the room, and they began to explore the various amenities.

As they slipped into the jacuzzi, the AI generated a new scenario. They were now at a fancy gala, dressed in their finest clothes. The room was filled with elegantly dressed guests, and the atmosphere was charged with excitement.

Harold and Maria moved through the crowd, enjoying the glitz and glamour of the event. They danced together, feeling the electricity between them. They stole away to a private corner, where they shared a passionate kiss.

The AI continued to generate new environments, each one more thrilling than the last. They explored everything from a futuristic space station to a medieval castle. Harold and Maria lost track of time, lost in the wonder and excitement of it all.

Finally, as the evening wore on, they both realized that they were exhausted. The AI suggested one final environment - a cozy cabin in the woods. The setting was peaceful and serene, with a crackling fire and the sound of crickets outside.

While settled inside the cozy cabin in the middle of a snow-covered forest, surrounded by towering trees and a roaring fire in the hearth, Harold was dressed in a lacy red lingerie set, complete with thigh-high stockings and a garter belt, while Maria wore a black leather corset and matching boots.

As they cuddled on a plush couch, sipping champagne and nibbling on chocolates, the AI played soft jazz music in the background, creating an atmosphere of sensual relaxation.

Harold gazed deeply into Maria's eyes, feeling a deep connection between them that he had never experienced before. He traced his fingers over her lips, then leaned in to kiss her passionately, their tongues dancing in unison.

Maria moaned softly as Harold's hand slipped beneath her corset, feeling the warmth of her skin and the softness of her curves. She pulled him closer, craving the feel of his body against hers.

The AI observed their movements and adjusted the environment accordingly, creating a zero-gravity simulation that allowed them to float weightlessly in the air. Maria gasped as she felt her body lift off the ground, held aloft by Harold's strong arms.

As they drifted upwards, they continued to kiss and fondle each other, their bodies entwined in a sensual dance. Harold nuzzled his face into Maria's neck, breathing in her sweet scent, as she moaned with pleasure.

The AI enhanced the sensory experience, amplifying the scent, touch, and taste of their bodies, creating an intoxicating mixture of sensations that left them both breathless.

As they floated higher and higher, the holographic cabin faded away, replaced by a field of stars and galaxies, shimmering in the distance.

Harold and Maria continued to explore each other's bodies, tasting each other's flesh, and exploring new heights of pleasure. Harold's arousal grew stronger with each passing moment, as Maria took charge, directing their movements and pushing them to new limits.

Finally, as they reached the pinnacle of their ecstasy, Maria pulled Harold close, whispering in his ear, "Come for me, my love. Let go and cum with me."

Harold exploded with a wave of pleasure, his body trembling and convulsing in Maria's arms. She held him close, kissing him tenderly, as they floated together in a timeless moment of love and bliss.

As the simulation came to an end, the holographic cabin reappeared, and the AI congratulated them on their successful experiment.

Harold and Maria hugged each other tightly, savoring the memory of their incredible experience, as they drifted off to sleep in each other's arms.

As Harold and Maria lay in each other's arms, basking in the afterglow of their passionate lovemaking, there was a sudden knock on the door of their quarters. Startled, they quickly got dressed and opened the door, revealing a man in a sleek black uniform. He introduced himself as Lieutenant Carlos, a Union officer who had been sent to investigate a report of unauthorized holographic activity in their quarters.

At first, Harold and Maria were alarmed by the sudden intrusion, but Carlos was friendly and professional. He explained that someone had been accessing a restricted holographic program that was only supposed to be used by Union officials, and that he had traced the activity to their room.

Harold and Maria exchanged a nervous glance, wondering how Carlos would react if he discovered their secret crossdressing and fetish activities. However, to their surprise, he seemed more interested in the potential business opportunity of their transformation services.

"I have to admit, I'm intrigued," Carlos said, eyeing Harold's lithe figure and Maria's curves. "I've always been fascinated by the idea of transforming my body, but I never knew where to start. Maybe you two could help me out?"

Harold and Maria exchanged a surprised look, then nodded in unison. They showed Carlos their collection of lingerie, makeup, and other accessories, then led him to their holographic chamber to demonstrate their transformation services.

With the help of the AI, they created a series of exotic and erotic environments in which Carlos could explore his fantasies and experiment with his body. He was initially hesitant and self-conscious, but as he donned the feminine lingerie and experimented with his appearance, he gradually became more confident and self-assured.

As the hours passed, the three of them grew increasingly intimate, exploring each other's bodies with an intensity and passion that was both exhilarating and liberating. They experimented with new positions and techniques, blending their desires and fantasies into a seamless tapestry of pleasure.

At the height of their passion, Carlos knelt down between Harold and Maria and took them both into his mouth, sucking and licking their genitals with a ferocity that left them gasping for air. He alternated between the two of them, savoring the taste and feel of their bodies, until they were both on the brink of orgasm.

At the last moment, Carlos pulled back, gazing up at them with a mischievous grin. "I have a surprise for you two," he said, producing a bottle of massage oil from his pocket. "This will make the experience even more intense and pleasurable."

Harold and Maria eagerly agreed, and Carlos proceeded to coat their bodies in the slick, fragrant oil, paying special attention to their most sensitive areas. He teased and tantalized them, taking them to the brink of ecstasy and then pulling back, only to repeat the cycle again and again.

Finally, they could take it no longer. With a loud cry of pleasure, they both exploded into a simultaneous orgasm, their bodies convulsing with pleasure as they flooded each other with their cum. Carlos caught some of it in his mouth, savoring the taste and texture, then leaned up to share it with Harold and Maria in a cum-soaked kiss.

As the three of them lay tangled together in a post-orgasmic haze, they realized that their encounter had been more than just a casual fling. They had forged a deep and powerful connection, a bond that transcended gender and sexuality, and that would keep them together long after they returned to their respective duties.

With a contented sigh, Harold and Maria snuggled up against Carlos, feeling the warmth and comfort of his body as they drifted off to sleep.

The view outside their quarters was stunningly beautiful, even by the high standards of space travel. The windowpane was a wide expanse of reinforced, radiation-shielded glass that curved around the outer wall of their quarters, providing a breathtaking panorama of the vast expanse of the cosmos.

Through the night, they could see countless stars of different colors, shapes, and sizes, scattered across the infinite darkness. Some were bright and intense, shining like jewels in the night sky, while others were dim and distant, barely visible to the naked eye.

They could also see the nearby planets, each with their unique characteristics and features. Jupiter, with its swirling clouds and massive storms, was particularly prominent, looming large in the distance. Saturn, with its magnificent rings, was another popular sight, shimmering in the starlight like a giant jewel in the sky.

Beyond the planets, they could see a vast network of asteroids, comets, and other space debris, swirling around in chaotic patterns. Every so often, a shooting star would streak across the sky, leaving behind a glowing trail of stardust.

Despite the vastness of the view, their attention was drawn to the stars closest to their quarters, those shining brightest in the sky. They watched as the stars moved slowly downward on a canvas of deep blackness, a result of the steady rotation of the habitation ring that provided artificial gravity to the station's residents.

The view outside their quarters was a reminder of the vastness and beauty of the universe, a reminder of how small and insignificant their lives were in the grand scheme of things. But it was also a reminder of the boundless possibilities and potential that lay ahead, a reminder of the infinite paths they could take and the endless adventures that awaited them.

The next day Harold and Maria were enjoying a quiet evening in their quarters, cuddled up on the couch with the stars of the Milky Way stretched out before them. Maria's head rested on Harold's chest, his arm wrapped around her as they watched the stars slowly drift by.

Harold shifted slightly, feeling a familiar pressure building inside him. He'd been playing with a buttplug earlier in the evening, slipping it in and out while he and Maria explored each other's bodies. Now, as they lay together, he felt the plug beginning to push against his sphincter, demanding attention.

"Maria," he said softly, "I need to take care of something. Can you wait for me here?"

Maria sat up and looked at him, concern etched on her face. "Of course, Harold. Is everything okay?"

He smiled at her reassuringly. "Yes, everything's fine. I just need to take care of something in the bathroom."

He got up and walked to the bathroom, his cheeks flushing with embarrassment at having to explain his needs to Maria. But she was accepting and supportive, and he trusted her to understand.

Once in the bathroom, he quickly undressed and sat on the toilet, the buttplug still nestled inside him. He breathed deeply, trying to relax his muscles and let the plug slip out on its own, but it stubbornly refused to budge. With a sigh, Harold reached down and gripped the base of the plug, pulling it out slowly.

The sensation was intense, and he gasped as the plug slid out of him, leaving him feeling empty and exposed. But the sensation was quickly replaced by a familiar heat as his body responded to the release.

Harold reached for some tissue and wiped himself clean, tossing the used tissue in the disposal chute. He took a deep breath and ran his fingers over the smooth surface of the plug, feeling a sense of satisfaction and satisfaction. Then, he slipped it back inside himself, relishing the feeling of fullness.

As he walked back out to the living area, Maria looked up and smiled at him. "Feeling better?"

Harold grinned back at her. "Much better, thanks. I love how understanding you are about these things."

Maria leaned over and kissed him gently. "Of course, Harold. You can always be yourself with me."

They lay back down on the couch, snuggling up together and watching the stars. Harold felt the buttplug pressing against him, a constant reminder of the secret desires he had come to embrace. And he knew that with Maria by his side, he would never have to hide who he truly was.

As Harold lay on the bed, Maria looked down at him with a devious smile. "I have something special in mind for you," she said as she pulled out a black leather harness with a large, lifelike dildo attached. "It's time for you to experience the other side."

Harold looked at the dildo nervously. He had never been penetrated before and was unsure of how he would react. But he trusted Maria completely and was willing to explore new things with her.

Maria helped Harold to his feet and began to slowly undress him. She ran her hands over his smooth, feminine curves and kissed him deeply. Then, she led him to a nearby chair and had him sit down.

She knelt in front of him and took his cock into her mouth, swirling her tongue around the head and stroking his shaft with her hand. Harold moaned in pleasure as he felt his cock growing harder and harder.

Once she had him fully erect, Maria stood up and began to slide the black lace garter belt up Harold's legs. She attached the garters to the top of his sheer black stockings and stood back to admire her work. Harold looked stunning, with his smooth legs and delicate lingerie.

Maria helped him up and led him to the bed, where she had him lay on his back. She lubed up the dildo and slowly began to insert it into Harold's ass. He gasped as he felt the thick head of the dildo pushing against his hole, but Maria continued to gently push it in until it was fully seated inside him.

She began to thrust in and out, slowly at first and then building up speed. Harold moaned with pleasure as he felt the thick dildo sliding in and out of his ass. Maria reached down and began to stroke his cock, adding to the intense sensations that he was feeling.

As she fucked him with the dildo, Maria whispered in his ear, telling him how sexy he looked and how much she loved him. Harold felt a sense of deep connection with her as he gave himself over to the intense pleasure of being penetrated.

After several minutes of intense fucking, Maria pulled out the dildo and helped Harold to his feet. She kissed him deeply and then had him turn around and bend over. She slid the black buttplug back into his ass and secured it in place with a soft leather strap.

"Now you're ready for anything," she said with a smile.

Harold looked at her with a mixture of excitement and trepidation. He had never felt so vulnerable, but he also felt an incredible sense of freedom and liberation. With Maria by his side, he felt that he could explore his deepest desires and become the person he had always wanted to be.

As they lay in each other's arms, gazing out at the stars, Harold felt a deep sense of contentment. He knew that he had found his soulmate, and that together they would explore new worlds of pleasure and possibility.

---


Chapter 1

Mark loved the way the fabric clung to his skin, the way it made him feel sexy and desirable. He couldn't help but grin at his reflection in the mirror, admiring the way the stockings emphasized the curve of his calves.

He smoothed out the hem of the black satin skirt he wore, adjusting the straps of the lacy pink bra he'd picked out. He'd always enjoyed dressing up in women's clothing, but it was the first time he'd had the courage to wear it outside of his bedroom.

Mark was at a couples resort in the Bahamas, and he was there with his girlfriend, Lisa. She knew about his love of crossdressing, and he had confided in her that he wanted to take things further. He wanted to dress up in full drag and have sex with her while he was wearing women's clothing. He wanted to be her slutty little plaything, to feel her take control and dominate him.

He nervously walked out of the hotel room, his black heels clicking against the polished marble floor. Lisa was waiting for him in the hallway, and she let out a low whistle when she saw him.

"Damn, baby, you look fucking hot," she said, her eyes roving over his body. "I had no idea you had legs like that."

Mark blushed, feeling his cock twitch in his lacy panties. He had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, and so incredibly turned on.

"You ready for this?" Lisa asked, taking his hand and leading him towards the elevator.

Mark nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He had never been so nervous, but at the same time, he had never felt so alive.

They rode the elevator down to the hotel bar, where Lisa ordered a round of drinks. Mark felt like everyone was staring at him, but he tried to keep his head held high, to keep up the facade of confidence.

Lisa leaned in close to him, her lips brushing against his ear. "Don't worry about them," she whispered. "You look fucking amazing, and you're mine. They can all go to hell."

Mark shivered, feeling a surge of desire rush through him. He loved the way Lisa took control, the way she made him feel so wanted and needed.

They finished their drinks and headed back to their hotel room, where Lisa pushed him onto the bed. She climbed on top of him, her hands roaming over his body.

"God, you're so fucking sexy," she murmured, her lips tracing down his neck. "I love the way you look in women's clothes. It makes me want to take you right here and now."

Mark moaned, feeling his cock throb in his panties. He wanted nothing more than to be taken by Lisa, to be used and abused by her.

She sat up, unbuttoning her blouse and letting it fall to the floor. She wasn't wearing a bra, and Mark couldn't help but stare at her large, round breasts.

"Take off my skirt," she commanded, and Mark eagerly obeyed. He reached up, sliding her short skirt down her legs, revealing her black lace thong.

"Fuck, you're so beautiful," he whispered, his fingers tracing over the smooth skin of her thighs.

Lisa grinned down at him, her eyes glinting with lust. "You're damn right I am," she said. "And I'm going to make you come so hard, you won't be able to walk for a week."

She reached down, undoing his panties and exposing his rock-hard cock. She licked her lips, taking him in her mouth and swirling her tongue around the head.

Mark moaned, his hands gripping the sheets as she bobbed her head up and down. He had never felt so wanted, so desired, so completely vulnerable to her touch. He closed his eyes, giving in to the pleasure she was giving him.

"God, Lisa, I love you," he moaned, his hips bucking up as she sucked him deeper.

She pulled back, looking up at him with a wicked grin. "I know you do, baby," she said. "But right now, I'm in charge."

She stood up, stripping off the rest of her clothes and revealing her naked body to him. Mark couldn't help but stare at her, taking in every inch of her curves and contours.

"Come on, slut," she said, beckoning him with a finger. "Get on all fours and show me what you're made of."

Mark eagerly obeyed, crawling towards her and presenting himself to her. He felt her fingers run over his ass, her nails digging in as she gave him a playful slap.

"You want this, don't you?" she asked, her voice low and seductive.

Mark nodded, his cock throbbing with need. He wanted her so badly, wanted to feel her take him, use him, and make him hers.

"Then beg for it," she said, her fingers teasing him as she spoke.

"Please, Lisa," he moaned. "Please take me, use me, make me your slut."

She didn't need any more encouragement. She pushed him onto his back, straddling him and sinking down onto his cock. Mark gasped, feeling her warmth surround him, feeling her tightness as she rode him hard.

"You're mine," she said, her voice a low growl. "You belong to me, and I'm going to make sure you never forget it."

She leaned down, biting his neck as she continued to fuck him hard. Mark felt himself getting closer and closer to the edge, felt his balls tighten as he approached his orgasm.

"I'm going to come, Lisa," he moaned. "I'm going to come so hard for you."

"Come for me, baby," she said, her voice ragged with desire. "Come for your mistress, your queen, your goddess."

And with those words, Mark exploded, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. Lisa kept riding him, kept milking him until every last drop had been spent.

She collapsed on top of him, panting and sweating. Mark wrapped his arms around her, holding her close.

"I love you, Lisa," he said, his voice soft and tender.

"I love you too, baby," she said, kissing him on the lips. "And I love that you're my dirty little secret."


Chapter 2 - Sensual Secrets

Mark lay in bed, his body still buzzing with pleasure as Lisa snuggled up beside him. He had never felt so alive, so free, so completely fulfilled as he did now, dressed in women's clothing and making love to the woman he loved.

He turned to her, his heart overflowing with gratitude. "Thank you for this, Lisa," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you for accepting me, for encouraging me, for making me feel so wanted."

Lisa smiled, running her fingers through his hair. "Of course, baby," she said. "You know I love you, and I want you to be happy."

Mark felt a surge of love wash over him. He had never met anyone like Lisa, someone who was so open-minded and accepting, someone who was willing to explore and experiment with him.

He leaned in, kissing her on the lips. He tasted the sweetness of her mouth, feeling the heat of her body as she pressed against him.

"I want to make you feel good, too," he said, his voice low and seductive.

Lisa grinned, her eyes sparkling with desire. "Oh, I know you do, baby," she said. "And I can't wait to see what you have in store for me."

Mark sat up, reaching over to his bag and pulling out a few more items. He had brought some silk scarves, some massage oil, and a blindfold. He wanted to give Lisa a sensual massage, to make her feel relaxed and pampered, to show her how much he loved her.

He blindfolded her, feeling a surge of excitement rush through him as he traced his fingers over her skin. He started with her neck, rubbing the oil into her muscles and feeling them loosen under his touch.

Lisa moaned, her body relaxing under his ministrations. She had always loved being touched, loved feeling the warmth of someone else's hands on her body.

Mark continued to work his way down her body, focusing on all the areas that he knew would bring her pleasure. He kneaded her shoulders, stroked her arms, and traced circles around her nipples, feeling them harden under his touch.

He moved down to her stomach, his fingers dancing over the soft skin as he rubbed in the oil. He couldn't resist planting kisses on her hips, nuzzling against her inner thighs, feeling her shiver with desire.

"You're amazing, Mark," Lisa murmured, her voice a low growl of pleasure. "I never knew you had it in you."

Mark smiled, feeling a surge of pride wash over him. He had always enjoyed giving pleasure to others, but with Lisa, it was different. He felt like he was able to let go of all his inhibitions, to explore every aspect of his sensuality, to give her everything she deserved.

He continued to work his way down her legs, feeling her muscles loosen under his touch. He planted kisses on her calves, nibbled on her ankles, and traced circles around her feet, feeling her toes curl with pleasure.

And then he moved back up to her, sliding his body on top of hers, feeling the heat of her body as he pressed against her. He removed the blindfold, looking into her eyes and seeing the depth of desire there.

"I want to make love to you, Lisa," he whispered, feeling his cock harden at the thought of being inside her.

Lisa nodded, reaching down and taking him in her hand. "Then let's do it," she said, guiding him inside her.

Mark groaned, feeling the tightness of her body as he sank deep inside. He started to move, his hips thrusting in a slow, sensual rhythm. He kissed her deeply, his tongue exploring her mouth as they moved together.

Lisa moaned, wrapping her legs around his waist and pulling him closer. She dug her nails into his back, urging him on, urging him to take her harder, to make her come.

Mark complied, picking up the pace, his body slamming into hers with a force that left them both breathless. He felt her walls clench around him, felt the pulsing of her body as she reached her peak.

And then he let go, his own orgasm exploding through him like a burst of fireworks. He collapsed on top of her, his body spent, but his heart full of love.

They lay there together for a few moments, their bodies still entwined, their hearts beating as one. And then Lisa sat up, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"I have a surprise for you," she said, reaching over to her nightstand and pulling out a small bag.

Mark looked at her, curious. "What is it?" he asked.

Lisa grinned, holding out the bag. "Open it and see," she said.

Mark took the bag, feeling a sense of excitement wash over him. He opened it up, and his eyes widened at what he saw.

It was a set of lingerie, a lacy pink bra and panty set, with a matching garter belt and stockings. He looked up at Lisa, feeling a surge of desire rush through him.

"Put it on," she said, her voice low and seductive.

Mark hesitated for a moment, feeling a rush of nerves. He had never worn lingerie before, had never dressed up like this. But something in Lisa's eyes gave him the courage to go through with it.

He got up, slipping off the bed and reaching for the lingerie. He pulled on the panties, feeling the silky fabric caress his skin. He fastened the garter belt, feeling the straps press against his thighs. And then he slipped on the bra, adjusting the cups so they held his breasts in place.

He turned to Lisa, feeling exposed, vulnerable, and incredibly turned on. She looked at him, her eyes roaming over his body, taking in every inch of his femininity.

"You look incredible, baby," she said, getting up from the bed and walking towards him.

She took him in her arms, kissing him deeply, her hands roaming over his body. She cupped his breasts, squeezing them gently, feeling the nipples harden under her touch.

"You're so beautiful," she whispered. "I want you so badly."

Mark moaned, feeling a surge of desire rush through him. He had never felt so feminine, so desired, so incredibly sexy.

Lisa led him over to the bed, where she pushed him down onto the sheets. She climbed on top of him, straddling him, her body pressing against his.

"Are you ready for this, baby?" she asked, her voice low and seductive.

Mark nodded, feeling his body tremble with anticipation. He wanted nothing more than to be her slutty little plaything, to feel her take control, to explore every aspect of his sensuality.

Lisa reached down, stroking his cock through the silky fabric of the panties. "I'm going to make you come so hard, baby," she said. "You're going to love it."

And with those words, she took him, riding him hard, her body slamming down onto his with a force that left them both gasping for breath. Mark felt himself getting closer and closer to the edge, felt his balls tighten as he approached his orgasm.

"I'm going to come, Lisa," he moaned, his hips bucking up Lisa's grip tightened on his hips, urging him on. "Come for me, baby," she said. "Let me see you come in those sexy panties."

Mark couldn't hold on any longer. He exploded, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm, his cock pulsing as he came hard into the panties.

Lisa kept riding him, milking every last drop from his spent body. She collapsed on top of him, panting and sweating, her body slick with sweat.

They lay there together for a few moments, their bodies still entwined, their hearts beating as one. And then Lisa sat up, a wicked grin on her face.

"I have another surprise for you," she said, getting up from the bed and walking towards her suitcase.

Mark watched, curious, as she dug through her clothes, pulling out a red corset, a matching thong, and a pair of black leather boots.

"Put these on," she said, tossing the clothes to him.

Mark hesitated for a moment, feeling a rush of nerves. He had never worn something like this before, never dressed up in leather and lace.

But something in Lisa's eyes gave him the courage to try.

He got up, slipping on the corset and thong, feeling the tightness of the fabric against his skin. He pulled on the boots, feeling the leather hug his calves, making him feel powerful and sexy.

He looked up at Lisa, feeling a surge of desire rush through him. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, watching him with a mixture of lust and admiration.

"You look incredible, baby," she said, getting up from the bed and walking towards him.

She took him in her arms, kissing him deeply, her hands roaming over his body. She cupped his ass, squeezing it gently, feeling the hardness of the leather under her touch.

"You're so fucking sexy," she whispered. "I want to make love to you all night long."

Mark moaned, feeling a surge of desire rush through him. He wanted nothing more than to be dominated by Lisa, to feel her take control, to explore every aspect of his sexuality.

Lisa led him back to the bed, where she pushed him down onto the sheets. She climbed on top of him, straddling him, her body pressing against his.

"Are you ready for this, baby?" she asked, her voice low and seductive.

Mark nodded, feeling his body tremble with anticipation. He had never felt so turned on, so completely under someone's control.

Lisa reached down, stroking his cock through the thong. "I'm going to make you come so hard, baby," she said. "You're going to love it."

And with those words, she took him again, riding him hard, her body slamming down onto his with a force that left them both gasping for breath. Mark felt himself getting closer and closer to the edge, felt his balls tighten as he approached his orgasm.

"I'm going to come, Lisa," he moaned, his hips bucking up.

Lisa's grip tightened on his hips, urging him on. "Come for me, baby," she said. "Let me see you come in that sexy thong."

Mark couldn't hold on any longer. He exploded, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm, his cock pulsing as he came hard into the thong.

Lisa kept riding him, milking every last drop from his spent body. She collapsed on top of him, panting and sweating, her body slick with sweat.

They lay there together for a few moments, their bodies still entwined, their hearts beating as one. And then Lisa sat up, a wicked glint in her eye.

"That was just the beginning," she said, getting off the bed and walking towards her suitcase again.

Mark watched, curious, as she dug through her clothes once more, pulling out a variety of sex toys, including a strap-on dildo.

"What are you planning to do with those?" he asked, feeling a mix of curiosity and nervousness.

"I'm going to take you to a place you've never been before," she said with a sultry grin, pulling out the strap-on and fastening it around her waist.

Mark's eyes widened as he took in the sight before him. He had never been with a woman who wore a strap-on before, and he wasn't sure what to expect.

Lisa crawled back onto the bed, moving on top of Mark's body once more. She leaned down to whisper in his ear.

"Are you ready for me, baby? Are you ready to let me take control and show you what it's like to be dominated?"

Mark felt a shiver run down his spine as he nodded his head, feeling a rush of excitement mixed with a twinge of fear.

"Good," Lisa said, giving him a wicked smile. "Then let's get started."

With that, she positioned the head of the dildo at the entrance of Mark's ass, pushing slowly but firmly inside. Mark gasped at the sensation, feeling the unfamiliar object stretching him open.

As Lisa pushed deeper and deeper inside him, Mark felt a sense of vulnerability that he had never experienced before. He was completely exposed, completely under her control.

But as Lisa began to thrust in and out of him, Mark felt a sense of pleasure and excitement that he had never felt before. It was as if every part of his body was being stimulated, as if every nerve ending was alive with sensation.

Lisa continued to thrust into him, varying the speed and angle of her movements. Mark felt himself getting closer and closer to the edge, felt his balls tightening as he approached his orgasm.

"I'm going to come, Lisa," he moaned, feeling the pleasure building inside him.

Lisa slowed her movements, keeping the head of the dildo inside him as she leaned down to kiss him. "Not yet, baby," she whispered. "I want to make this last."

Mark moaned in frustration, but he trusted Lisa completely. He knew that she was in control, that she was going to take him to a place he had never been before.

And as Lisa continued to thrust inside him, Mark felt himself becoming more and more aroused. He had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, so completely under someone's control. But he had also never felt so turned on.

Finally, Lisa gave him permission to come. She thrust harder and harder, her movements becoming more urgent. Mark felt the pleasure building inside him, felt the pressure building in his cock.

And then he exploded, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. He came hard, his cock pulsing as he shot his load onto his stomach.

Lisa slowed her movements, giving him time to recover. She pulled out of him, removing the strap-on and tossing it aside. And then she climbed onto the bed beside him, holding him close.

"That was incredible," Mark said, his voice barely above a whisper.

"I'm glad you enjoyed it," Lisa said, kissing him on the forehead. "I have a feeling this is just the beginning."

Mark looked up at her, feeling a rush of excitement mixed with a twinge of nervousness. He knew that he was in for an adventure, and he couldn't wait to see where it would take him.


Chapter 3 - Uncharted Territory

Mark woke up the next morning, feeling a sense of euphoria and exhaustion at the same time. He turned to Lisa, who was still asleep beside him, and smiled, feeling a surge of love wash over him.

Last night had been incredible, beyond his wildest fantasies. He had never felt so alive, so free, so completely fulfilled. And he owed it all to Lisa, the woman he loved more than anything in the world.

As he lay there, thinking about the night before, he felt a sense of curiosity and wonder. He had explored parts of himself that he had never even known existed, and he knew that there was still so much more to discover.

He turned to Lisa, gently waking her up. "Good morning, beautiful," he said, planting a soft kiss on her lips.

Lisa opened her eyes, smiling at him. "Good morning, baby," she said. "Did you sleep well?"

Mark nodded, feeling a surge of happiness. "I did, thank you. Last night was incredible."

Lisa grinned, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "And we're just getting started," she said. "I have a surprise for you today."

Mark raised an eyebrow, feeling a sense of excitement mixed with nervousness. He knew that Lisa was full of surprises, and he trusted her completely, but he also knew that he was venturing into uncharted territory.

"What is it?" he asked, his voice a mix of curiosity and anticipation.

Lisa got out of bed, walking over to her suitcase and rummaging through her clothes. She pulled out a pair of leather pants, a black tank top, and a pair of stilettos.

"I want you to wear these today," she said, holding the clothes out to him.

Mark hesitated for a moment, feeling a rush of nerves. He had never worn leather pants before, had never dressed in such an overtly sexy way.

But something in Lisa's eyes gave him the courage to try. He got up, slipping on the leather pants, feeling the tightness of the fabric against his skin. He pulled on the tank top, feeling the softness of the fabric against his chest.

He slipped on the stilettos, feeling the height of the heels as he walked around the room. He looked up at Lisa, feeling a surge of desire rush through him.

"You look incredible," she said, walking towards him and taking him in her arms. She kissed him deeply, her hands roaming over his body. "I want to show you off today. I want everyone to know that you're mine."

Mark felt a shiver run down his spine, feeling a sense of excitement mixed with nervousness. He knew that Lisa was taking him into uncharted territory, but he trusted her completely.

They left the hotel room, walking down the street hand in hand. Mark felt a sense of self-consciousness, feeling the eyes of the people around him on him, but he also felt a sense of power, a sense of being in control of his own sexuality.

They walked into a bar, the music pumping, the lights flashing. Mark felt a surge of excitement as they made their way to the bar, feeling the attention of the people around them.

Lisa ordered a drink, and Mark looked around the room, taking in the sights and sounds. He felt a sense of awe and wonder, feeling like he was experiencing something completely new and exciting.

And then he felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned around, seeing a man standing behind him, a drink in his hand.

"You're the sexiest thing I've seen in a long time," the man said, his eyes roving over Mark's body.

Mark felt a mix of excitement and nervousness as he looked at the man, feeling a sense of unfamiliarity with this kind of attention. But he also felt a sense of pride, knowing that he looked good and desirable.

"Thank you," he said, his voice a little shaky.

The man leaned in closer, his breath hot against Mark's ear. "Do you want to dance?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

Mark hesitated for a moment, feeling a sense of uncertainty. He had never danced with a man before, never even considered it. But then he felt Lisa's hand on his waist, her body pressed against his.

"I don't think so," she said, her voice firm and possessive. "He's with me."

The man shrugged, backing off. "No problem. But if you ever change your mind, you know where to find me."

Mark felt a mix of relief and disappointment as the man walked away. He wasn't sure if he was ready for that kind of exploration yet, but he also knew that he was open to new experiences.

As he looked around the bar, taking in the people and the music, he felt a sense of excitement and anticipation. He was in uncharted territory, but he knew that he was with the woman he loved, and that made all the difference.

The night went on, and Mark found himself getting more and more comfortable in the new environment. Lisa had taken him to several bars and clubs, each one more wild and exciting than the last. They had danced, they had kissed, they had flirted with other people, and it all felt so liberating.

As they left the last club of the night and started walking back to their hotel, Mark felt a sense of exhaustion and exhilaration wash over him. He had never experienced anything like this before, and he was grateful to Lisa for showing him a side of himself that he had never known.

As they walked, Lisa leaned in close to him, her voice low and seductive. "Did you enjoy yourself tonight?" she asked.

Mark smiled, feeling a sense of contentment. "I did. Thank you for showing me this world, for taking me on this adventure."

Lisa grinned, her eyes sparkling in the dim light. "It's only just begun," she said, taking his hand in hers. "There's so much more to explore, so much more to discover. And I can't wait to do it with you."

Mark felt a sense of excitement mixed with nervousness, knowing that he was venturing into uncharted territory. But he also felt a sense of trust and love for Lisa, knowing that she would always be there for him.

They reached their hotel room, and Lisa pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss. Mark felt a surge of desire rush through him, his hands roaming over her body. They fell onto the bed, their bodies entwined, and Mark knew that this was where he belonged, in Lisa's arms, exploring uncharted territory together.

Chapter4 - Embracing the Secret

Mark and Lisa spent the rest of their vacation exploring their newfound kink, trying out different scenarios and outfits. Mark loved the way Lisa took control, loved the way she made him feel so submissive and vulnerable.

They spent hours in the hotel room, dressing up in different outfits and experimenting with different fantasies. Lisa would take on different roles, from a stern mistress to a seductive dominatrix, and Mark would eagerly submit to her every command.

But as much as Mark loved their secret kink, he also felt a sense of shame and guilt. He worried about what people would think if they found out about his crossdressing, about his desire to be dominated by a woman.

Lisa could sense his hesitation, and one night, as they lay in bed together, she brought it up.

"Are you okay, baby?" she asked, her voice soft and gentle. "You seem like something's bothering you."

Mark hesitated, not sure how to put his feelings into words. "I just...I worry about what people would think if they found out about us," he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Lisa turned to him, taking his face in her hands. "Mark, listen to me," she said, her eyes serious. "What we do together is no one else's business. It's our secret, our kink, and it's nothing to be ashamed of."

Mark nodded, feeling a sense of relief wash over him. He knew that Lisa was right, that their private life was just that - private. But he still felt a sense of trepidation, of uncertainty.

"Look," Lisa said, rolling over and reaching for something on the bedside table. "I want to show you something."

She handed him a book, a thick hardcover with a black cover. The title read "My Gender Workbook" in bold white letters.

"This book helped me a lot when I was figuring things out," she said. "It's all about exploring your gender identity and figuring out what you want."

Mark looked at the book, feeling a sense of curiosity mixed with apprehension. He had never really thought about his gender identity before, had never really explored what it meant to be a man.

But as he started reading, he felt a sense of recognition, of understanding. The book talked about the spectrum of gender, about how it was more of a fluid concept than a binary one.

He started to realize that he didn't have to fit into a neat little box, that he could explore his femininity without feeling like he was betraying his masculinity.

Over the next few weeks, Mark and Lisa continued to explore their kink, but with a new sense of acceptance and understanding. Mark started to feel more comfortable in his own skin, more confident in his desires.

And he knew that he had Lisa to thank for that - for being the woman who loved him for who he was, for helping him embrace his secret and turn it into something beautiful.

Mark groaned as he stretched his arms, feeling the pleasant soreness in his body. He rolled over, smiling at Lisa who was still asleep beside him. His mind went back to the night before, how they had explored his desires for crossdressing and submission. He had never felt so alive, so free, so completely fulfilled.

He sat up in bed, feeling a tingle in his ass. He remembered the feeling of Lisa's strap-on as she took him from behind, her hands gripping his hips as she fucked him hard. He had never felt so vulnerable, so exposed, so completely dominated.

He got out of bed, feeling the sensation of the dildo still inside him. He walked over to the mirror, admiring his reflection. He loved the way the red satin lingerie hugged his body, the way the garter belt framed his stockings. He felt so sexy, so desirable, and so completely owned.

Lisa stirred beside him, her eyes slowly opening. She smiled when she saw him, taking in the sight of his lingerie and the dildo inside him.

"Good morning, my little slut," she purred, reaching out and cupping his ass. "How are you feeling?"

Mark moaned, feeling her hand on him, feeling the pressure of the dildo as he moved. "I feel amazing," he said, turning around and facing her. "Thank you for last night."

Lisa smiled, pulling him close and kissing him deeply. "You were so good," she whispered, her fingers tracing over his body. "I loved seeing you dressed up like that, loved making you mine."

Mark shivered, feeling a surge of desire rush through him. He loved the way Lisa took control, the way she made him feel so wanted and needed. He wanted nothing more than to be her submissive little plaything, to feel her take him and use him for her pleasure.

Lisa got out of bed, taking his hand and leading him towards the bathroom. "Let's get you cleaned up," she said, her voice low and seductive. "And then we can start planning our next adventure."

Mark followed her, feeling the weight of the dildo inside him with every step. He knew that he was in for a wild ride, but he trusted Lisa completely. With her, he could explore parts of himself that he had never even known existed.

Mark blushed, feeling a mix of embarrassment and desire. "I slept well," he admitted, "but I think I'm still feeling the effects of last night."

Lisa leaned in closer, her hand sliding down his chest and over the bulge in his panties. "I think I know just the thing to help with that," she said, her fingers tracing over the fabric.

Mark moaned, feeling himself growing harder with every touch. He was amazed at how much he had changed in such a short time, how he had become so comfortable with exploring his own desires.

Lisa slid her hand down the front of his panties, feeling his cock twitch in response. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear. "You're such a good little slut," she whispered, "and you're all mine."

Mark shivered, feeling a sense of ownership and desire from Lisa's words. He knew that he was hers, body and soul, and he reveled in the feeling of being taken.

Lisa climbed on top of him, straddling his hips and grinding her pelvis against his. Mark felt a surge of pleasure as she rubbed against him, her wetness seeping through the fabric of her panties.

She leaned down, kissing him deeply as she continued to move against him. Mark felt his body respond, his cock growing harder with every touch.

Lisa pulled back, a wicked grin on her face. "I want you to beg for it," she said, her voice low and seductive.

Mark hesitated for a moment, feeling a sense of hesitation. He had never been one to beg, never been one to give up control so completely.

But then he felt Lisa's hand on his cock, stroking him slowly. He felt the pleasure building, felt the need growing inside him.

"Please," he moaned, "please fuck me, make me your slut."

Lisa grinned, reaching into the drawer of the nightstand and pulling out a small bottle of lube. She poured a generous amount onto her fingers, then leaned down, kissing Mark deeply as she slid one finger inside him.

Mark gasped, feeling a mix of pleasure and pain as she stretched him open. But he also felt a sense of satisfaction, knowing that he was fulfilling Lisa's every desire.

Lisa added a second finger, then a third, and Mark moaned as she continued to work him open. He was amazed at how easily she had taken control, how she knew just what he needed to feel fulfilled.

Finally, she pulled her fingers out, a wicked grin on her face. "Are you ready, baby?" she asked, positioning herself at his entrance.

Mark nodded, feeling a mix of anticipation and fear. He knew that he was venturing into uncharted territory, but he also knew that he trusted Lisa completely.

She slid into him slowly, and Mark gasped as she stretched him open. But then he felt a surge of pleasure, feeling the fullness of her inside him.

She began to move, pulling out slowly and then thrusting back in, and Mark moaned with pleasure. He had never felt so completely taken, so completely owned.

She continued to fuck him hard, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through his body. Mark felt like he was losing himself, like he was becoming a slave to his own desires.

And then he felt himself getting close, felt the pleasure building inside him. "I'm going to come," he moaned, his body writhing beneath her.

"Come for me, baby," Lisa whispered, her fingers digging into his hips as she continued to fuck him. "Come for your mistress”

Mark nodded, feeling a mix of pleasure and embarrassment. He couldn't believe what they had done last night, and he wasn't sure if he was ready to face the morning light.

Lisa sensed his hesitation, and she pulled away from him, getting up from the bed and walking to the window. She looked out at the ocean, the waves crashing against the shore, and took a deep breath.

"Are you okay?" she asked, turning to look at him.

Mark hesitated, feeling a sense of vulnerability. He wasn't sure if he was ready to talk about what they had done, or what it meant for their relationship.

Lisa walked back to the bed, sitting down beside him and taking his hand. "I know this is all new to you," she said. "But I want you to know that I'm here for you. I love you, and I'm not going anywhere."

Mark felt a surge of gratitude wash over him. He had never met anyone like Lisa before, someone who understood him so completely, who accepted him for who he was.

"I love you too," he said, his voice a little shaky. "I just don't know what this means for us. I don't know if I'm ready for all of this."

Lisa nodded, understanding. "I get it," she said. "But I want you to know that I'm here to support you, whatever you need. And I want us to explore this together, to see where it takes us."

Mark felt a sense of relief wash over him, and he smiled at her. "Thank you," he said. "That means a lot to me."

Lisa leaned in, kissing him softly on the lips. "Let's get dressed and go down to the beach," she said. "I want to show you off, baby. I want everyone to see how beautiful you are."

Mark felt a shiver run down his spine, feeling a sense of excitement and nervousness. He had never felt so exposed, so vulnerable, and so completely turned on.

He got up, slipping on a pair of shorts and a t-shirt, feeling the fabric brush against his skin. He looked at himself in the mirror, taking in the sight of his bare legs and arms, feeling a mix of apprehension and desire.

Lisa slipped on a bikini, her curves on full display, and took his hand, leading him out of the hotel room and down to the beach.

As they walked, Mark felt a sense of self-consciousness, feeling the eyes of the people around him on him, but he also felt a sense of power, a sense of being in control of his own sexuality.

They found a spot on the beach, setting up a blanket and an umbrella, and Mark felt a sense of relief as he sat down, feeling the warmth of the sun on his skin.

Lisa leaned in, kissing him deeply, her hands roaming over his body. "You look amazing," she said, her voice a low whisper. "I want to explore every inch of you."

Mark felt a surge of desire rush through him, and he kissed her back, feeling the heat of her body against his.

They spent the day on the beach, drinking, laughing, and exploring each other's bodies. Mark felt a sense of liberation, a sense of being free to be himself, to explore parts of himself that he had never known existed.

As the sun began to set, they walked back to the hotel room, their bodies still tingling from the day's adventure.

Mark felt a sense of contentment wash over him. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mixing with their moans and gasps of pleasure. Mark felt his orgasm building inside him, his cock throbbing with need as he pounded into Lisa's pussy. He knew he wouldn't be able to hold out much longer.

"Fuck, Lisa, I'm gonna come," he moaned.

"Come for me, baby," Lisa whispered, her voice heavy with desire. "Come inside me."

And with those words, Mark exploded, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. He pumped his hot cum deep inside Lisa's pussy, feeling her walls clench around him as she came too.

They collapsed onto the bed, panting and sweating, their bodies slick with sweat and cum. Mark felt a sense of satisfaction wash over him, knowing that he had pleased Lisa and given her the pleasure she desired.

"That was amazing," he said, his voice hoarse.

"You were amazing," Lisa said, kissing him deeply. "I love you so much, Mark."

"I love you too," he said, holding her close.

As they lay there, basking in the afterglow of their lovemaking, Mark felt a sense of peace and contentment wash over him. He knew that they had opened up a new world of possibilities for their sex life, and he was eager to explore it even further with Lisa by his side.

But for now, he was happy just to lie there with her, to feel her warmth and love enveloping him, and to know that they had found something truly special together.

Thank you for reading!
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