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PRETTY FOR MY WIFE’S BOSS

CHAPTER 1

The last person I’d really expected to bump into while on vacation was my wife’s boss. We were at a gorgeous resort in Turks and Caicos, enjoying the sun and the tranquil scenery. The vacation had been a long-awaited one—I’d been painstakingly collecting my vacation days for close to three years to make it happen, and I’d been adamant about wanting to do nothing but laze around, eat, drink, and romance my sexy wife. The last thing I needed was to be reminded of work, but that’s exactly what ended up happening that night, when I saw the guy by the dessert stand.

The man had his back to me. His broad shoulders sat on top of his frame like his body didn’t quite know what to do with them, and his cargo shorts revealed about half of his bulky thighs and the rest of his impossibly tanned legs. Alec was my wife’s boss and I’d only met him once before, but he had those same brawny shoulders too. Even so, I was convinced he was nothing but a look-alike, because why the hell would Alec be here at the same resort as us? So I stayed silent and dug back into my dinner plate, finding the whole scenario somewhat amusing. 

But then the man turned around and I gasped with a mouth still full of food. He was definitely Alec. Those gold-rimmed Calvin Klein eyeglasses gave it away.

“Oh my god,” I whispered to Roxy, my wife. “Isn’t that your boss?”

Roxy twisted around in her dining seat and together we watched the man amble down the aisle and sit down at an empty table. “Oh,” she said, a little startled. “Yes, that’s him.”

“What’s he doing here?”

“I don’t know,” Roxy said. “I could take a wild guess and say he’s on vacation.”

I snorted. “Isn’t it a little creepy, though? He ends up vacationing in the same spot as us?”

“Not really,” she said, taking a big bite from her seafood salad. “Didn’t I tell you my workplace had a promo for this place? That’s why I ended up booking it. Rumor has it he’s one of the shareholders of the resort.” She dabbed the edges of her mouth with a napkin. “I’m pretty sure I told you about the promo.”

She had, though that didn’t stop me from thinking about how Smart Alec had now officially spoiled our vacation, more so for my wife than me. I’d definitely have freaked out if I’d stumbled into my own cranky balding boss while on vacation.

“Did you know he was on vacation?” I finally asked.

“Well, yes,” Roxy said. “I just didn’t know he’d be here.”

“Okay, but where’s his wife?”

I knew I was asking way too many questions, but I was curious to know where his wife was. The guy was known to have a trophy wife, a petite Asian thing who wore pretty dresses and diamond necklaces and was paraded around for events. I’d only ever seen pictures of her. I wondered if they’d broken up. Roxy was in PR, so she hung out with a ton of wealthy people who had some pretty dramatic lives (her boss was no exception) so I knew there had to be some juice. 

Roxy, though, eyed me disapprovingly at my nosy question. “How am I supposed to know?”

I shrugged lightly. She didn’t seem as bothered as I was, and Alec wasn’t my boss so I guess it wasn’t my problem. I shifted my focus back to my food, but then my wife stood up, dusting crumbs off her colorful maxi dress. 

“Dessert?” I asked. 

“No, I’m just going to say hi,” Roxy said. “I can’t not say hi now that I’ve seen him.”

I crossed my arms. Being friendly and opening up a conversation could mean Alec at our tails for the rest of the trip, and that was something I definitely didn’t want. “Well, I’d prefer you didn’t go say hi,” I said. 

“Too late,” Roxy whispered, nodding at the table he’d been sitting. Alec had gotten up and was heading our way.

I wanted to bury my head in my hands. 

“Roxy!” Alec said. “What a surprise running into you here!”

There were already hugging. Roxy’s workplace was evidently much more casual than mine was. Alec was grinning widely, and whatever cologne he was wearing slapped at my nostrils. It was the expensive shit that gave you the shivers when you smelled it because of how good it was. I wondered if he wore the same thing at the office and if Roxy was smelling the dang thing every day. 

“This is Derek, my husband,” Roxy said. 

“We’ve met,” Alec said, but when I stood up and we shook hands he didn’t even glance at me. I’d forgotten how good-looking he really was, with a perfect jawline, just enough stubble to look a little raunchy, and that big chest. I felt like a worm standing next to him. 

“Where’s Nina?” Roxy asked.

I assumed Nina was Alec’s wife.

“She couldn’t make it,” Alec said, running a hand through his hair, which was on the longer end. “She decided to go on a girlfriend getaway at the last minute. So I had to come by myself.”

“That sucks,” I muttered. “You must be bored.”

“Not at all,” Alec said. “Have you tried the massages here?” He winked at me. 

Roxy gave Alec a light smack on his arm and laughed so hard her cheeks flushed rose-pink. He leaned closer to her until their hips were touching. Seeing Roxy get all giggly made my insides coil up tight like a spring. Why did they have to be so touchy-feely? Were they always this touchy-feely?

“Want to head up to my room for drinks?” Alec asked.

“Not really,” I said flatly. 

Roxy eyed me. “Derek and I were about to head to bed anyway…” she said, her sentence hanging in the air. I rolled my eyes. She was making us sound like two really boring people, when the truth was we just wanted to relax.

“What? This early?” Alec asked. “I was actually just going to enjoy a new bottle of whisky. I’d love to have some company.”

Before I could refuse, Roxy blurted out, “We’d love to!”

“Awesome,” Alec said, his smile growing wider. His eyes fell to Roxy’s cleavage which was bulging out of her maxi dress and I realized instantly that this hadn’t just been a cordial invitation. Alec had ulterior motives, and he wasn’t afraid to shoot his shot even while I was there. 

Bastard. 


CHAPTER 2

Alec’s room turned out to be enormous—at least four times bigger than ours—and it came with an incredible view of the sky and the ocean. He scrolled the balcony doors open, letting a cool breeze waft inside before heading to a cabinet and grabbing three glasses. Roxy made herself comfortable on one of the armchairs by the balcony. Her long hair began flying in the night breeze. Alec poured our drinks and sat opposite her on the second armchair.

I sat down on the bed, gripping my glass tight and wishing we’d never bumped into Alec. The two delved into some work talk, making me feel like I was third-wheeling. I tried to think of a good way I could convince Roxy to leave with me. As the conversation flowed along with the drinks, however, I became uneasily engrossed in watching the two of them flirt. Roxy was looking way too comfortable with the sexual innuendos Alec kept cracking, and I knew for a fact that she saw him looking down the top of her dress more than once. If Alec hadn’t been so attractive, would Roxy had even entertained his creepy advances for so long?

I’d just mustered enough energy to speak up and say I, as Roxy’s husband, wasn’t happy at all with the way this reunion was going when Alec loudly cleared his throat and said, “I have a confession to make.”

The room suddenly grew silent. Roxy raised an eyebrow.

“I lied to y’all,” Alec said. “My wife isn’t on a girlfriend getaway.”

“She isn’t?” Roxy said, looking concerned. “Is she alright?”

Alec adjusted his glasses and grinned. “More than alright, actually. She’s with her boyfriend back home.”

“Boyfriend?” Roxy said, her lips parting in surprise. Then, regaining her composure, she added, “I see.” 

I shifted anxiously on the bed, studying my wife’s face. Alec had definitely dropped that on our laps to titillate, but I couldn’t tell if it had done the trick for Roxy. Either way, what he’d said was so inappropriate. I didn’t want to hear about his sex life.

But it turned out I was wrong about Roxy.

“Tell me more,” Roxy said seconds later, and I saw she was leaning even closer to Alec like he was just about to tell her a favorite campfire horror story. 

Alec gave me the briefest of glances before turning his attention back to Roxy. “We’ve been experimenting with it for several months now,” he said. “I was the one who suggested it, of course. Nina is loyal to the core, and she didn’t even want to think about it at first. I knew she had a friend who she had this crush on, so I told her I was up for her going on dates with him, and that we’d take it slow. Two dates in they wanted to sleep with each other. You never quite forget the first time you see a stranger’s cock giving your wife so much pleasure she turns into a thirsty slut. It drove me crazy, in a good way of course.” He leaned back against the chair and sighed happily. “Nina is young and beautiful, and I like that she’s finally getting the idea she can let loose a little. For me, it’s all about letting go. Of the control, of the ego, of the insecurities. It’s fucking therapeutic. Everyone has kinks for a reason, and you shouldn’t be embarrassed about them. You only live once, after all.”

“There’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Roxy agreed. “Derek here has some pretty interesting kinks of his own. Don’t you, baby?” 

I blanched. There was no way Roxy would tell her perverted boss about my secrets. 

She wouldn’t be that cruel.

“Derek likes to wear panties!” Roxy blurted out and giggled.

Alec’s eyes went wide. “Well, that’s a mood killer if I’ve ever heard of one!” he said, staring at me. “I’m sorry, Derek, but you’ve got to admit that’s really funny.”

I felt my blood sizzle up like it had just made contact with a hot coal. 

“I have a headache,” I announced. “Roxy, let’s go back to our room.”

Roxy either hadn’t heard me, or she was flat-out ignoring me because she waded straight into spouse-secret-territory. The kind of shit you’d trust your spouse to take straight to the grave. “Yes!” she told Alec. “When Derek first told me about it I thought it was really weird, but now I don’t mind if he’s in the mood to wear panties in the bedroom once in a while. He sometimes likes to wear them out when he’s in public, though. He says that knowing he’s got a sexy hidden secret under his pants really turns him on.”

Alec burst out laughing. “Oh god. Is he wearing panties right now?” He eyed me suspiciously. 

“No,” I said, suddenly feeling weak. “Roxy, I’m leaving. My head’s killing me.”

Alec narrowed his eyes through his glasses at me.

Roxy gave me a sympathetic smile. “Aw, okay,” she said. “You can head down, baby. I’ll be there in five.”

“Fine,” I said. And I left.

Back in our room, I couldn’t relax. Had Roxy really gone and told her boss that I liked wearing women’s panties? I couldn’t believe she’d had the nerves to break my trust like that—to humiliate me in front of another man about something so intimate. I’d had enough of a hard time telling her about it in the first place, agonizing about her reaction and being worried she wouldn’t find me attractive anymore.   

“Fuck you, Alec,” I muttered, feeling spiteful. “I hope your wife leaves you for her boyfriend.”

I leaned back against the bed and groaned out loud. I still couldn’t let go of the fact that he knew about my fetish. He was probably thinking about how much better he was than me. He was wealthier, smarter, more confident and a whole lot more handsome than me, and I’d just left him alone with my wife.

Yikes.

I’d been so focused on getting the hell out of that room that I’d made a terrible mistake. I should’ve stayed put and convinced Roxy to come with me so that this whole nightmare would be over and behind us. Who knew what the man would attempt in my absence?

Even though I was itching to storm back into that room and confront them, shame and pride made me stay frozen in bed for a long time. I wondered what they were doing right now. Was Roxy giggling at one of his bad sex jokes? Were they lying in bed now, happy that I’d left them alone at last? I imagined my wife laid seductively over the pillows with her back arched, and Alec’s hand snaking down her dress to cup her tits, his excited tongue extending to lick her erect nipple. Roxy would have definitely moaned. Her tits were always sensitive, almost to the point of soreness.

I wasn’t sure why, but my cock was waking up to the horror my mind was conjuring. I unbuttoned my shorts and flicked it out of my boxers. “Panties?” I grumbled. “No panties here.”

I was unable to stop myself from coming up with the worst-case scenarios. I imagined Roxy’s luscious lips locked on Alec’s, him gently pulling down the straps of her dress, freeing her full breasts. She’d moan again, aching for his touch, his tongue, and his mounting lust. Her hand would go straight to his cargo shorts, burying it underneath the elastic band, stroking his length…

It would be the ultimate betrayal…

Feeling sick to my stomach, I stopped playing with my dick and got dressed again. I rushed of the room and waited impatiently for the elevator. I needed to get Roxy now and get her away from that freakazoid before he convinced her to do something she’d really regret. 

I reached Alec’s hotel room and was about to blast the door open when I heard Roxy giggling. I stopped short and pressed my ear against the door, praying that I wouldn’t hear anything terrible.

“Are you sure the guy isn’t gay?” Alec was asking softly. 

“Nah, I’m positive,” Roxy said. I could hardly hear her above the sound of my rapidly beating heart. “But here’s the thing. I’m pretty sure he likes dicks.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I mean, I don’t have evidence or anything like that,” Roxy replied, letting out a long, drained sigh. “It’s just a gut feeling. I bet he’d love to get screwed by a man, but I don’t think he’d admit it—not in a million years.”

“Men like him need to be a coerced just a little,” Alec said. “They’re like a clammed up shell. They need to know they’re loved and they’ll be loved no matter what, and that there’s nothing to be ashamed of.” There was a short silence. “Do you think he’s fooling around behind your back, though? Some men feel inclined to do that. Act out their fantasies in secret.”

“No way,” Roxy said. “He’s not like me. He has some pretty tight morals. Besides, I don’t think he’d have been able to live with the guilt. You and I, Alec? We’re a different breed.”

“Yeah, I feel you,” Alec said, chuckling.

What the fuck did they mean? Had Roxy been cheating on me?

I couldn’t let this conversation continue. 

I rapped on the door so loudly my knuckles stung. I thought I heard a gasp, and then Roxy said, “Honey, come in. The door’s open!”

I bulldozed my way inside, making it very obvious that I’d just listened in on their conversation. Roxy and Alec were still seated on the armchairs, though something about her was…messier than usual. Her hair seemed ruffled, her lipstick smudged. I was seething so much that big red blotches appeared in my vision. 

“I was wondering what happened to you,” I told Roxy with gritted teeth. 

“I must’ve lost track of time,” she said, shrugging. “We were just talking.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, glaring at her. “What were you talking about?”

“Our secret preferences,” she said, her lips curling into a knowing smile. “You know, how you like panties and, well, how you seem kind of shy about it.”

Alec stood up and patted me on the back, like he wanted to comfort me. I could smell his expensive cologne again. His warm touch made me think about how I’d just become so turned on thinking of him fucking my wife. Embarrassed, I stepped away from him and gave him one of my coldest glares.

“I just wanted to make one thing clear,” I huffed. “ I may have an affinity for panties, but I definitely do not like dicks.”

Alec smiled. He followed me and placed his hand right back on the same spot, massaging my shoulder. I shivered. He definitely wasn’t buying it, but that just drove me madder. “Sexuality is such a fluid, evolving thing, Derek,” he said softly. “There’s no reason to put yourself in a box and limit yourself, when fluidity is such a beautiful thing, and we’ve all been put on this earth to experiment and explore for one very short lifetime.”

I stared at him like he was crazy. I couldn’t help but notice how the way his gray eyes gleamed underneath his glasses was so magnetic. And those shoulders. Standing so close to me, they seemed bigger than ever.

Alec began smoothing his hand down my back. “Can I make another small confession, Derek?” he said. “I’ve always wanted to become a bull for a night and see what it’s like. And you know what else? I happen to find your wife very attractive.” He nodded at Roxy, and her lips relaxed into a smile. The smile was dripping with history and hidden desires. 

I couldn’t believe he’d just uttered the words. 

“In fact,” he said, slowly, firmly. His fingers reached the middle of my lower back, and he lifted my shirt to massage me there. “I’ve always liked your wife. Ever since I hired her. I’m sure you’re not a dummy, Derek, and I’m sure you know that many men find your wife beautiful and intelligent. Do you know the first thing that went through my mind when she started working under me? I thought, one day, somehow, someday, I’d have this pretty creature underneath my desk with my big, hard pole wedged inside her soft little mouth.”

I gasped. The crass way he was speaking should’ve left me seething with anger, but instead, I was having the opposite reaction. My head was spinning with excitement, my legs shaking in response to the image he’d instilled in it. 

“Derek, please be honest.” Roxy was now standing next to me. She held my hand and squeezed it. “Did you like him saying that?”

I didn’t answer. To admit that would’ve been humiliating. But I knew I didn’t have to utter a word—Roxy could read my face like it was a children’s storybook. 

“He definitely likes it,” Roxy said, to Alec’s benefit. She kissed me on the cheek, and another shiver shot down my spine. “Alec and I were talking about plans for tomorrow night.  We’ll meet up again for the sole purpose of exploring some of our deepest fantasies.” She kissed me again, her lips trailing down my neck, making my cock rustle helplessly. “I’ll be making you over, and it’s not just going to involve panties. I know your secret, baby. I know you want to dress up as a woman and see how sexy you’ll look with makeup and heels on. Well, tomorrow I’ll make it happen. It’ll make this summer so special for me.”

“What about you?” I murmured. 

“I think you can figure it out, baby,” Roxy said. She was patting my ass now, rubbing me over my shorts in open view of Alec. I didn’t know what kind of fucked up thing they were concocting together, but I was definitely horny.

“I’ve always wanted to fuck him,” she whispered, the words making goosebumps crop up across my arms. “And I’d love to fuck him in front of you, so you can see just how wet I get when I’m with him.”

My cock stiffened. She was stoking the fire, creating a blaze that could burn everything I knew to be normal.

“Tomorrow, we’ll both be girls,” Roxy said. I could sense the excitement in her voice at the thought of enslaving my manhood and turning me into a submissive, feminine creature, but I could also sense that there was something more. “One night of being just our unfiltered selves, and then…well…we’ll see what happens. Who knows where the night will lead us? You could even end up seducing Alec, if you look pretty enough for him. Wouldn’t that be the hottest thing ever?”

I swallowed hard and glanced at Alec. He had this cryptic expression on his face, and I thought I was going crazy because though there were no obvious outward signs, I could feel the desire he had for me too. I had no idea who Roxy’s boss really was, and the unknown both scared and excited me. Dressing up as a woman would be a dream come true. But beyond that? My mind seemed hesitant to even go there, the possibilities too dirty, too taboo to imagine. 

My gaze wandered to the top of his pants, and I suddenly caught sight of the massive bulge it was holding. My reaction was so visceral it overwhelmed me. 

“Fuck,” I muttered. I really had a headache now, and it definitely wasn’t down to Roxy’s flirting.

“I think we’ll head back now, Alec,” she said sweetly, hooking her arm through mine and dragging me toward the door. “I’m sure you understand we both need our beauty sleep.”


CHAPTER 3

The next evening, Roxy and I got ready for my makeover. I still couldn’t believe I was getting dressed up for her and her boss. We hadn’t talked about our ‘plans’ out loud all day, neither of us really daring to break open the foggy memories of the night before. The mischievous smiles Roxy kept giving me, however, had me filled to the brim with excitement. 

The only thorn on my side was that I had my suspicions that she wasn’t doing any of this for me, but for Alec. If Roxy had really known the extent of my crossdressing fantasies all these years, why had she waited until last night to offer to help me out? What had changed? Did she want to avoid Alec being cockblocked by me, or was this her way of cheating and manipulating me? I prayed that she was genuinely turned on by the idea of turning me into a woman. It was so hard to read Roxy sometimes, though if one thing was true, it was that she was good at getting her way.  

I knew that before the night was over, I’d figure out the truth. 

After dinner, we went back to our room and showered together. She slathered her shaving cream on me, gently whisking away the hair on my arms, legs, back, and butt. Afterwards, I helped her shave too, removing all of the hair off her pussy which was usually how she liked it. While I held up her thigh and razored the tendrils off, I couldn’t help but have the scandalous thought that I was shaving her for another man tonight. Alec was definitely going to enjoy her body. 

Once we’d showered and dried off, Roxy made me wear one of her strapless bras and told me to spread out her clothes all over the bed so she could select our outfits. The sheer number of dresses, skirts, and tops she’d packed was making me excited but I was also stupidly, insanely nervous. Crossdressing had strictly been a fantasy of mine—I’d never had the courage to do anything but wear the occasional panties and read crossdressing and sissy stories, but now to have Roxy dictate how feminine I was going to look? That part didn’t even seem real. Would the reality of becoming a woman for a night match my expectations?

After some deliberation, Roxy decided on a blue minidress with a slit going up to the mid-thigh. The minidress was made of a stretch material that would be easy to fit. I personally thought it was too risqué and sexy for me, because how could I do such a beautiful garment any justice? But when Roxy helped me put it on, I could see why she’d chosen it. It was amazing how one dress could change your entire perception of yourself. 

Roxy decided on an orange-red bandeau top for herself, along with my favorite black leather miniskirt, the one with the diagonal zip-work. I loved that miniskirt on her because of it totally fit her personality, making her look fearless and self-assured. The bandeau top hugged her breasts with a generous line of cleavage showing down the middle. She didn’t wear a bra of course—the sign of a woman who was confident in her body and her sexiness.

Roxy pulled out a wig from her suitcase, still in its packaging. 

“Where did you get that from?” I asked, my heart thumping faster. 

“I packed it for you, honey,” she said sunnily. “I was going to surprise you with it. What do you think?”

I stared at the gorgeous, long, sleek wig and tried to imagine what it would look like on me. 

“No way,” I said, looking at her skeptically. 

“You better believe it,” Roxy retorted. “We need to do our makeup first.”

She hurried me into the bathroom, where we spent an hour applying our makeup. Thick foundations were dabbed onto our faces and blended to perfection, soft blushes brushed on along with a dappling of bronzer to sculpt and define. Our looks were finished off with matching angelic pink lips with a clear gloss on top. Roxy really was a makeup marvel, and once the wig went on, it was almost as if I’d swapped places with a girl. A girl who looked like Dua Lipa.

I didn’t feel like myself at all. 

“Look at you, you pretty young thing,” Roxy teased, her face lighting up as she surveyed me from the mirror. My heart fluttered at the way she was gazing at me. For the first time, I got the sense she was genuinely excited and maybe even turned on, and nothing could’ve made me happier. 

It turned out, however, that my wig wasn’t going to be the only surprise. 

“What’s this?” I asked, peering down at the shiny contraption in Roxy’s hand. 

I didn’t need to ask. I knew exactly what it was. 

“Just a cage,” Roxy said simply. “You’ll love this, trust me. Now lift up your dress.”

Roxy slid the metal ring on and coerced my manhood inside the chastity cage. Then she locked it up, slipping the key inside her skirt pocket. I marveled at how tiny my manhood looked, my balls protruding out from the bottom of the ring like two swollen balloons. 

My body now belonged to my wife. 

“Why are you doing this?” I asked. My voice had already become softer, more timid. 

“Tonight, honey, you no longer have a cock. You’re a real girl,” Roxy whispered, sliding a black thong up my legs. “You’ll speak like a girl, act like a girl, and seduce like a girl. This little thing…” she cupped the cage fondly over my underwear. “...will also serve to remind you you’re my submissive girl and no one else’s. I own you.”

As the thong slid snugly into place between my butt cheeks, I looked at Roxy with love in my eyes. I had no words to say. 

We spent the next fifteen minutes lounging in our room. Roxy touched up her makeup and tried on different accessories, while I practiced walking in my stilettos, studying my posture in the mirror hung over the wardrobe. I was still a little clumsy, but it would only be a short walk to Alec’s room and I felt I could manage it. I tried to imagine what I might look like in his eyes: would he think I was pretty enough?

“It’s time to go,” Roxy said softly, hugging me from behind. 

We walked to the elevator, hand in hand. But instead of going to the upper floors, we started going down. 

“Aren’t we going to meet Alec now?” I asked nervously.

“Not right now,” Roxy said, pulling me out of the elevator on the ground floor. “I thought we should warm up first.”


CHAPTER 4

We barged ahead, into the night, into a crowd hanging about with suitcases in tow, waiting to be checked in. My head was spinning again. Even the sound of our heels tap-tapping on the floor was drowned out by my pulse thundering in my ears. 

“Roxy?” I cried meekly. “What? You want me to go out in public like this?” 

But my wife didn’t answer me. She dragged me along to the resort bar. We took our seats and I tried to calm myself down. It was done, I was here, and it was my wildest fantasy come alive. 

I looked around me. Thankfully, there were only a handful of people at the bar, and the soft lighting and live music made everything look romantic and serene. I adjusted my dress. It kept riding up my thigh, causing the slit to give away too many of my secrets. I blushed at the thought of someone catching a glimpse of my thong. Sometimes, I’d enjoy wearing a pair of panties and going out on errands or on a walk, but that was a low-stakes thing, a secret that didn’t hurt anyone, and it definitely didn’t leave me vulnerable. But now, being all feminized in a very sexy outfit, wearing a thong and a cock cage, I felt so exposed and helpless.

“How’s my pretty wife doing?” Roxy whispered. 

“Uh, surviving,” I whispered back.

She laughed. 

Minutes later, we were sipping our drinks and enjoying the music, looking out at the glinting dark turquoise water just feet away. I felt much more relaxed, maybe even a little confident. No one had pointed at me and outed me as a man. Maybe I did pass as a woman…

Two men who were seated at a table by the side kept glancing at us. Roxy and I shared a grin, secretly acknowledging what was happening. After a while, one of the men stood up and walked our way, sitting down on the stool to my left. 

“Hi, I’m Abdul,” he said, speaking with an accent I couldn’t quite place. “Could I interest you two beautiful ladies in another drink?”

I was blushing so hard. I couldn’t get over the fact he’d called us ‘beautiful’. Me included. I listened quietly as Roxy and the stranger had a flirtatious conversation, picking up little clues about how to act like a confident woman. The little hair-flicks. Playing with the bracelet on her arm. The seductive way Roxy took a sip of her drink. I was in awe. Not even five minutes in, the guy had asked if we’d be interested in having dinner with him. 

“I’m sorry, but we have plans,” Roxy said smoothly. 

“Ah. I can’t say I’m not disappointed,” Abdul said. He fixed his gaze on me. “Could I be cheeky and ask for a kiss on the cheek?”

Before I knew what I was doing, I leaned forward and he planted a kiss on my cheek, his hand grazing my bare upper arm. When he left, Roxy was beaming and I was still reeling. That was the first time a man’s lips had ever touched me, and it had been an exhilarating feeling. 

“You liked that, didn’t you?” Roxy asked. 

I batted my lashes at her. “I’m not admitting anything just yet.” 

“Oh, there’s Alec!”

I spun around to see her boss walking toward us. I gulped. He really was so hot. His sun-kissed skin was obvious even under the dim lights, and his geometric-patterned button-down was tight enough to show off his pecs and shapely arms. His hair was looking messier than usual, his stubble longer. It made me wonder about his pubic hair. Did he trim or leave it all hanging?

“Alec, this is Daisy,” Roxy said, introducing me like I was her friend. 

“I didn’t know your friend was so pretty,” Alec said. His eyes traveled over our bodies, glinting through his glasses. 

I blushed. 

I’d been so scared he wouldn’t like the feminized version of me, but apparently ‘Daisy’ was attractive enough for him. 

“The taxi’s here,” he said. 

“Where are you taking us?” Roxy asked. 

“A club you must visit,” he said. Lightly touching Roxy on her arm, he guided her to where the taxi was located. I followed them. 

He was so confident, self-assured, protective. It was how a man should make a girl feel. The night had barely begun, but so much had already happened. It was enough to make anyone feel delirious.

As we all squeezed into the back of the taxi with Roxy in the middle, another question began percolating at the back of my mind: how the fuck do you dance like a woman?

***

The club was full of hot, dainty women, many of them swaying and grinding to the music. Roxy and I sat near the bar while Alec got us both drinks. This time it was her leather miniskirt that got hiked a little too far up her thighs, baring her pretty underwear for the men standing nearby. I was uselessly self-conscious, thinking about how I had to compete with all these sexy natural beauties, with their wide hips and bigger breasts, even while Roxy tried to be helpful with her nails ‘catching’ onto my dress and pulling it up.

“Women tease,” she said when Alec was out of earshot. “You need to show them your goods, just enough to make them excited and want to chase you.” 

The male gaze was pretty strong and overwhelming for me though. Some of the men were straight up ogling my wife, and a few men were peering at me, faces murky but bodies tense with obvious interest. I felt protective of Roxy and completely exposed, like my soul was naked for everyone to see. Is this what it was like to be a woman, to constantly have men gawking at you? Fucking you with their eyes? 

Roxy, however, loved it. She kept hiking my dress up so people could catch glimpses of the shadow of my black thong. Despite my initial nerves, the fact that she was so interested in showing me off began to slowly make me excited, even euphoric. There was no question about it now—feminizing me was something she had done for her pleasure.

Soon after that, Alec and Roxy headed to the dance floor. No one approached me, so I could do nothing except watch them gyrate on each other. It seemed that Alec had forgotten about me too. His body was pressed close to Roxy’s back, his towering height making her look small. He was a great dancer. I wanted so badly to seduce him and have him give me some of that attention. As the night wore on and I was confined to just watching them with my legs crossed, I wondered if they were trying to make me feel jealous. The pull of the music was now overbearing, and with the alcohol in my system I felt my feet move to the beat. I watched as Alec’s hands explored her while they danced and Roxy curved and swayed her body, clearly teasing him and making him want more, more, more. 

Suddenly, Alec’s hand went right over her breast, squeezing it hard. Roxy’s eyelids fluttered at the sensation and moaned silently. She caught my eye and bit her lip. 

Good god, I thought, feeling my crotch expand inside my cage. She wanted me to see how much her boss wanted her. 

I suddenly felt a presence near me, turning to see a man who was a few feet away, gazing at me with interest. The guy looked to be about fifty, but he was fit and had a radiant smile. Perfect. I smiled, and he came over. We didn’t speak. He took me to the dance floor and I let loose.

The music floated over us as I mirrored the dance moves I’d seen Roxy do earlier. The guy pushed his crotch into me and I felt my dick tighten inside its prison, enjoying the pressure of the ridges maybe a little too much. I felt soft and submissive, completely in my element. I swayed and turned to where Roxy and Alec was; he was twisting one arm over her hypnotizing figure as she danced. I scooted even closer to them, the man still stuck to me like glue. I badly wanted to make Alec jealous. 

When he finally caught me eye, he appeared stirred at the way the man’s arms was looped over my waist and we were gyrating against each other. 

Alec stared. He looked like he wanted to fuck me so hard he wanted to blow my brains out. 

Roxy’s reaction was even more surprising. There were flames in her eyes and through it I saw horniness and desperation. She bit her lip, and like she couldn’t hold it in any longer, she whispered something to Alec and grabbed my hand. 

“I gotta go,” I blurted out to the man. 

We went to the restroom. 


CHAPTER 5

“I just wanted to see how you were doing,” Roxy said, studying her reflection in the mirror of the women’s restroom.

“This is probably the best night of my life,” I said honestly. “It’s everything I wanted. Maybe more. Though I can’t say I’m not jealous that you have Alec all to yourself.” I smiled sweetly at her. 

“You really like him, don’t you?”

“Seeing you with him makes me horny for him,” I admitted. “I don’t know. I guess it’s the power he has over me and my marriage.”

Roxy smiled. “I get what you mean. Good things come to those who wait.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I told you,” she said, leaning closer to me. “This night is full of possibilities, so we’ll see where it takes us. But I love you watching me. I can feel the jealousy, Derek, and it’s hot. Having you sit there, not even a man, while I have Alec’s cock rubbing up and down my crack? God, it’s made me so wet.”

Another woman walked into the restroom and started to powder her sweat-laden face. She glanced at me and I froze. She looked judgmental and I thought for a horrible second that she’d call me out, or maybe even complain to security. 

But I was pushed out of that thought because Roxy kissed me, and then her tongue found mine and I moaned. She snuck my fingers up her skirt and into her panties so I could sense how wet she was. “Feel that wifey?” she whispered, ignoring the other woman who was still sneaking suspicious glances our way. I groaned, and carried my fingers up toward her breasts, wanting to feel her soft, sensitive nipples. 

But Roxy slapped my hand away. 

“You’re making this very difficult,” I muttered, feeling the lump in my throat and the ripples of excitement flowing through my strained cock. She was wet for someone else, and I couldn’t even have her. 

Roxy threw her hair back and laughed cruelly. “Come on, let’s touch up our makeup.”

We both reapplied our lipsticks and powdered our faces, and then went back out to dance floor. 

We danced again, the three of us together this time. Things got heated up pretty fast after that. Alec started to grind on Roxy. I imagined that giant boner underneath his jeans. He didn’t really look at me, and I was starting to get kind of pissed off at him. Did he want me or not? Why wasn’t he giving me any attention?

Roxy pressed her ass back and gyrated to the beat, swiveling her arms up behind her head. Alec’s fingers roamed upward to squeeze her breasts again. He grinned slyly at me, wanting to show me how much he lusted after my wife.

Fuck. 

“I want to get out of here,” Roxy said to him.

“I know just the place,” Alec said.

I followed the two of them down a back corridor, my legs feeling stiff and heavy. The tension I’d seen all night was about to brim over and explode. They were finally going to do it.

Was I even ready?

We stopped at a room labeled ‘STAFF ONLY’. Alec unlocked it and we went inside. The room was bigger than I’d expected, equipped with a blue couch, a desk, a coffee table and a console with a flat-screen TV. There was a door off to the side, presumably a small store room or a toilet. 

Alec locked the door behind us and switched on the two floor lamps on either side of the couch. I dabbed at the sweat drops under my eyes and sat down.

“I know the owners,” he explained. “Please, make yourselves comfortable.”

“Well, aren’t we lucky,” Roxy said, bubbling over with giggles. “I wouldn’t have been able to walk all the way back to the resort.”

“That wouldn’t have been a problem, Roxy,” Alec said. “I would’ve carried you.” He glanced at me. “See these arms?” He flexed them. “I’m not a twig like your husband.”

Roxy laughed. “My husband’s not a man.”

“That’s right. He’s a slut.”

Slut? Did he just call me a slut?

I wanted to melt to the floor.

Roxy went over to the desk and sat on it, spreading her legs wide to flash us. Alec tensed next to me. I really wanted him to touch me, but he kept a good distance between us. We both watched as Roxy pulled down her bandeau top and exposed her breasts. 

“Jesus,” Alec muttered, like he couldn’t quite grasp her beauty. 

He stepped over to her. His hands were all over her then, squeezing, pinching, fondling her while they kissed with blazing passion. Roxy groaned, her thighs still wide open for him as she attacked the buttons on his shirt and the zipper on his jeans. 

My body went stiff with shock. I’d never seen her respond to me with such intensity. 

In between kisses, Alec’s glasses were tossed aside. His jeans fell to the floor. A burning cold tingled my spine as I took in the size of the bulge on his orange cotton boxers. This was the cock that would soon give my wife what she craved. The cock that was making me hot too. I pulled at the threads on my dress, trying to wrestle with my taboo desires. My balls drew up tighter, starting to ache. It was no use. It was like a deep-set biological reaction, an instinct—a part of me wanted to worship that cock like a god because of the power it held over me and Roxy. 

The kisses grew louder, more frantic. Roxy, now with her hair wild and messy and falling on her face, yanked on Alec’s boxers, freeing his manhood. My mouth grew dry.

That first glimpse of Alec’s cock near about gave me a heart attack. This is a man. It was thick and at least eight inches long, and it was still growing. The protruding blue veins lined across his shaft made me shudder.

When the shock of seeing that unfiltered cock wore off, I was hit with an overwhelming urge to touch myself. I needed to jerk off to him, and to the way my wife was still staring starry-eyed at her boss’s biggest asset. 

“I’ve waited for this for so long,” she whispered. “It’s even better than I imagined.” Her palm curled around his shaft, and I noticed how agonizingly small her fingers looked. 

“Baby,” Roxy suddenly gasped. “Daisy!”

I sprang up and went to her side. “Y-yes, honey?” 

“Do you like Alec’s cock, baby?” she whimpered, wild-eyed and desperate. “Isn’t it so much bigger than yours? Say something, Daisy!”

“Yeah, it’s really b-b-big,” I mumbled. Being so close to his cock was making me so nervous I was fucking stuttering. I tucked my hair behind my ear self-consciously, trying awkwardly to look at least a little pretty while I blushed. 

“Nina’s boyfriend’s cock is even bigger,” Alec said humbly. “But I knew with Derek—I mean, Daisy—I wouldn’t have that much competition anyway.”

My back slumped and I looked down at the floor. Alec’s bashing of my masculinity made me want to slide further and further into my feminized persona. 

At least that way I had some value. 

“Daisy, I want you to remove your dress.”

Eye bulging, I stared at Roxy.  Surely I hadn’t heard that right. “R-right now?” I asked.

With one hand still on Alec’s cock, Roxy gripped my arm. “I’m sorry, Daisy,” she said. “But I’d like to establish something really quickly here. I need to know you’re here for me. So when I say something, you obey. Do you understand?”

I nodded, too powerless to defy her sexy authority. The pounding of my pulse overtook the room as I slowly disrobed myself, taking off my stilettos before shedding the minidress by bringing it up above my head. 

Roxy ordered me to sit down on my knees.

I felt like a slut just in my bra and panties that I avoided looking at the two of them. I was trapped within these four walls, the only person in the room who wasn’t at all confident in their skin. 

“It’s not going to bite,” Roxy whispered. “You can look at it.”

She grabbed my hand and laid it forcefully on top of Alec’s warm, pulsing shaft. I was a virgin all over again, and my wife felt like this sexy dominant woman who wanted to corrupt me. “How’s that?” she murmured. “You like how that feels? Just try stroking it. Like this.” She guided my shaking palm up and down his length. 

Alec moaned as I stroked him under my wife’s instruction. His cock was literally flexing under my grasp, and I was looking at it with the same kind of awe as a 1950s housewife on her wedding night. I couldn’t believe how thick and long it was getting. As his pre-cum fluids start oozing out, I felt like I could cum right then. 

A hesitant fear set in because of how quickly my body was reacting and how helpless I felt. Maybe I had underestimated the actual impact crossdressing would have on me. Would my life ever be the same again? 

“You’re being a very good girl, Daisy,” Roxy murmured. “You know what happens next, don’t you?”

I did. I went to place my lips around his cock head, but Roxy stopped me. 

“Sorry, honey,” she said. “But I’m having the first taste.”

I watched as she dabbled her tongue over the tip, giving it a generous lick. She smiled up at Alec, swirling more of her spit over his leaking slit. She parted her mouth and he inserted himself roughly inside. She sucked him tenderly, hugging and caressing his huge balls with her little fingers. I could see her cheeks bulge as her tongue worked, gliding up and down, wriggling playfully all over his shaft.

“Fuck, Roxy, you’re so hot,” Alec groaned, clutching the back of her head, messing her hair up even more.

She slowly took his cock out of her mouth and began seductively kissing him along his wet shaft. As the licking and teasing went on and on, I clenched my fists, my nails digging into my skin so forcefully I was making half-moon cuts. Roxy had never kissed my dick like that. She’d never sucked me off so sensually. Our blowjobs had always been so…mechanical, and it pained me to think why. I wasn’t sure if it was Alec or if it was me, but it still hurt all the same.  

“Mmm,” Roxy said after what felt like hours. “This is the best tasting dick I’ve ever had.” She looked at me. “Your turn.”


CHAPTER 6

I gulped at Roxy’s words, my mind reeling.

Could I even service a man that was going to take away everything from me?

When I gathered up enough courage to blink up at Alec, I shivered. He had that intense look again, the one I’d been craving all night. He wanted to fucking devour me. His domineering gaze fell to my chest, to my breasts enclosed by the simple strapless bra I had on. I knew they were no match for my wife’s natural D-cups, but I imagined him wanting to kiss them, pinch them, and bite them. 

“Be yourself,” he said. “There’s no judgment here tonight. No pressure. Just let go and be the sissy I know you are.”

I took a deep breath. I knew I had the look down pat—the sexy thong and bra, the blowjob-ready pink lips, the long hair. But I’d still been fighting my demons inside, wondering whether I could really be the girl I’d always wanted to be. The girl who was always submissive but always desired. I exhaled. If only I let go, I could make my biggest fantasy come true.

I looked at Alec and nodded.

“What are you waiting for, slut?” Alec asked me, his voice now hoarse but demanding. “I know you want this dick.” He whacked me on the nose with his cock. His scent hit me, hot and cloying. 

“That’s what you’re fucking here for,” he said. “Getting me ready for your wife’s cunt.”  

I heard a soft giggle from the back of the room, and realized with horror that Roxy wasn’t beside me anymore. She’d gone to the back of the room, leaving me alone with this beast of a man. I felt ashamed and sad that I’d become reduced to this, but my brain and my body were still at war with each other. Because now I found the cock in front of me so irresistible that I swallowed it at once, eager to show them both what a good little girl I was.

The thought that I had any control over my performance left me as soon as I started sucking, because Alec pushed me to the floor, my hair splaying wildly on the carpet. He dropped his cock into my mouth and started to thrust it aggressively. His untamed crotch hair dangled around my mouth. I craned my neck and my head bobbed back and forth as I tried to match his energy. I dug my nails into his thighs to show him I wasn’t as pathetic as he thought I was. 

Alec just doubled down harder, treating me like I was just a hole. All I could do was keep my mouth open wide. I was already breathless, and the sensation of my throat filling up to that extreme level made me want to heave. 

Alec kept using me until Roxy laid her hand on my cheek. 

“It’s time,” she said sweetly. Her eyes said: You’ve done your job. Now get the fuck off my man.

“Of course,” I said quietly. I wiped the pre-cum on my lips and retreated back to the blue couch. I adjusted my hair and wrapped my arms over my waist, which was red and stinging from the force at which Alec had held me. 

“Get off the couch,” Roxy said. 

Silently, I stood up.

“On your knees,” she demanded.

I did as she said. 

Roxy turned her attention back to Alec.

“I want to be your whore,” she pleaded. “Will you make me your whore tonight?”

Alec placed a cushion behind her back and climbed onto the couch. He bent down and removed her miniskirt. He kissed her underwear and removed it, revealing the beautifully inked tattoo of a swan on her mon pubis. He kissed the tattoo twice. I couldn’t help but be jealous again. He was the kind of lover I could only hope to be: equal parts sweet and dominant, the perfect mix that could drive any woman crazy.

He propped her legs open, unfolding Roxy’s dripping pussy before him. I waited with bated breath, digging hard into my nail beds again. Roxy seemed like a stranger to me. She was a woman who normally loved to be in control and resisted submission in any way. Yet here she was, giving into Alec, trusting him completely, like a kitten who needed to be taken care of. 

Alec kissed and suckled her clit for a few minutes. Then his cock slid inside her. She moaned and gripped onto his back, helping him push further into her depths. Her pussy gaped while he fucked her, which blew my mind. My cock had never been able to spread her open that much.

Roxy started shivering, already a slave to the pleasure she was experiencing. Alec ground into her furiously, giving her what she wanted. His hand wound around her neck, showing her who’s boss. Roxy let out a little squeal. She was clearly loving it. 

I was mesmerized watching him fuck her in a way she was never going to forget, her body bent and bouncing on the couch like a doll. A part of me wanted to run out of the room and never look back. I hated Roxy for leaving me out of this. But the other part of me loved her for giving me such a special experience. 

I wanted to touch myself so badly. I felt around my crotch. My panties were stained with my arousal. The fact that I couldn’t even get hard just turned me on even more. My cock ballooned again, pressing hard into the contours of my metal prison. 

I moaned. 

“Are you sad, baby?” Roxy cried out. “Sad that my boss’s huge cock feels so much better than yours? God, I’ve never been fucked so hard! Are you sad that you’re just sitting there, all humiliated, with your pretty cock locked up?”

“Is he a better lover than me?” I asked, half-moaning at how tight my cage felt.

“You have no idea,” Roxy whimpered. “You were so good at getting him ready for me, baby. You looked so pretty with his cock down your throat, smelling his big balls while trying not to throw up.”

I stared, open-mouthed, with my hand inside my thong, trying to stimulate myself the best I could. 

“I almost thought you couldn’t handle it, baby,” Roxy continued. “Those small lips next to that gigantic, throbbing cock. But you were so obedient. You wanted to make me happy, didn’t you? While he fucked you hard in your mouth? But I could tell you loved it too. You wanted more.” She was gasping now, close to release. “Oh fuck, I’m so wet for him, baby. I think I’ll squirt for him, baby. You’d like that? Please, can you just tell me you love his cock? I need to hear you say it.”

“I’m a sissy cocklover,” I gasped. “His cock is so big, honey, and I love it so much. It’s going to make you cum so hard.”

Roxy then had the loudest orgasm she’d ever had. All I could think of was how happy she looked as she squirted all over the couch.  

Alec and Roxy kissed. He was rocking more gently now, and then he murmured, “I’m going to cum.”

My balls drew up tighter and I moaned just watching him cum inside my precious wife. He was still panting as he slid his cock out. I was disappointed, somehow. Was it really over so quickly?

“Clean me up,” Roxy ordered. She got into doggy position and held her butt open. Cum dripped down her open vagina. 

She didn’t have to ask me twice. Their love secretions felt hot and salty on my tongue. Alec watched me as I heartily drank up his seed. 

Once I’d cleaned her up, Roxy sank down on the carpet next to me. She was sweating and her face shone with happiness. 

“Can you lie down like this?” she asked, resting her head against the wall and lifting both legs up into the air. 

“Me?” I squeaked. 

Roxy nodded. Feeling breathless, I scooched down next to her and removed my thong, feeling shy because I just knew Alec was staring at my cage. I raised both of my legs.

“Push your butt up, baby, and spread your cheeks like this,” she instructed.

With trembling fingers, I stretched out my ass cheeks. Roxy smiled at me and my fear instantly melted away. I was so fucking excited, because my wife was next to me and we were going to share this experience together. 

“Like the view, Alec?” Roxy asked.

“What’s not to like?” Alec said, pumping his cock. “Two gorgeous buttholes waiting just for me.”

I blushed so hard. He’d just called me gorgeous. Well, my butthole technically. I could feel it puckering. 

My wrists shook as I held onto my ass, my thighs straining with the way I was holding it up. I was about to lose my anal virginity.

Alec fucked Roxy first in the ass, burying it so hard and deep she was squealing. Then he slid in between my legs and rubbed his still-leaking cock up and down my dark brown opening. I looked up at him and bit my lip, wanting him to know how vulnerable I was. Our eyes met while he stuck it inside. It felt burning hot. I’d expected his cock to feel big, but not this big. Even though it was scary, it felt so fucking good. 

“Like it?” he breathed. “God, you’re tight.”

“Keep going,” I whispered. “Please.”

I felt my passage stretch as his cock crept in little by little, filling me up. My body was finally relaxing, my inner self becoming the girl whose identity I’d adopted tonight.

“Oh my gosh,” I whispered. Alec hadn’t managed to insert his whole length, but I was fine with that. The feeling was indescribable. He started to fuck me, and I think he said or asked me something, but I couldn’t hear, because all I could feel was that amazing fullness and my wife’s comforting hand on me. 

“Tell him how much you like it, baby,” Roxy said. “Beg for it.”

“Fuck me, hard, Alec. I’m in love with your cock,” I murmured. “My boipussy is so wet thinking of you. I need you to choke me like you did with Roxy.”

He did just that. He got really rough and I loved it, and with each thrust I could feel his cock go further inside me, and that was when I started to moan. He started to switch between the two of us. I couldn’t believe my wife and I were sharing the same cock, getting our asses destroyed at the same time. 

Roxy began to stroke my stomach, and I reached out and did the same to her too. We held onto each other while Alec fucked us. Something both insane and wonderful was building up inside me, about to erupt like a volcano.

“Oh shit, oh shit,” I whispered in shock as cum shot out of my limp, caged dick. 

I don’t think either of us had expected that.

“Wow,” Roxy said. “That was hot.”

“Tongues out,” Alec groaned, sounding dazed. “Eat my fucking cum, both of you. Fuck…”

When he  finally pulled out, my butthole was gaping open and pulsing. Holding hands, Roxy and I got down on our knees and stuck our tongues out. The long night was finally coming to an end, and what an experience it had been. Even though I’d hoped we’d somehow end up in a threesome, never in my wildest dreams did I think Roxy and I would become such willing slut-toys for her boss. 

As Alec geared up to release his climax, Roxy squeezed my hand lovingly. I felt so pretty, and I knew I was going to be even prettier with all this cum laced over my face… 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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