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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.
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