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MY GIRLFRIENDS AND ME are all forty-something suburban housewives that have a lot of time on our hands, are very bored, and we have one very important thing in common – we all cheat on our husbands. Now before you judge us, put yourself in our situation: Loveless marriages, out-of control libidos, and the will to act on it.

Take Stacy for instance. She’s forty one years old and just loves to seduce any good looking guy that comes over to her house to do repairs, or for construction estimates, whatever. Last night she regaled us with tales of the cable TV tech she seduced. He was working on the wires behind the cable box, hunched over on his knees, and when he turned around, there she was: standing there with her blouse opened up, big tits sticking up like pencil points to the ceiling. She made us all laugh by putting on the innocent, pouty face she gave to the tech. The rest is a story of an afternoon of boundless debauchery until the next work assignment called the tech away. We all listened and laughed as the wine flowed freely and the stories went around my living room.

Then there’s Jessica. She is a voluptuous blonde with a big ass and large tits you might feel would fit into the “dumb blonde” category, but she’s anything but. She likes to seduce people in her office, most recently her boss, which got her a new Jeep in her driveway. That was a classic story where she reeled him in making him think he had a sure thing, until a well-placed iPhone camera and a couple of vague threats had him singing a different tune. Some things are worth spreading yourself across your boss’s desk for, with a dripping pussy and G-String pulled down.

Then there’s little old me – Valerie, or just Val. I’m a bit more adventurous than the typical cheating housewife. I don’t tell my girlfriends everything, specifically my darkest fantasies. My husband Vern knows that my libido knows no bounds and I think he’s okay with it. He wouldn’t dare threaten to leave me because I’m the main breadwinner of the house, making a shit-ton of money on AMAZON with their audiobooks division. It started as a part time hobby and blossomed into an empire. Vern works in an auto parts store and makes shit. Part of it is because he has no ambition, and I think he enjoys it when I have different men come over to the house and he watches me do them, while he does himself.

My friends are jealous because they don’t have “open marriages” like mine. I see it on their faces when the three of us go out to some bar and I take a guy home with me. They either go back to the guy’s apartment or car in the parking lot and cheat their asses off – literally, while I have complete liberty and don’t keep secrets from Vern.

Last week we were at my house talking about our latest sexual conquests and mine of course, were the most interesting. The following weekend we went out to a club and while Stacy and Jessica engaged in lewd dances on the floor with random guys, I met someone that interested me, and I took him back to the house with me – in his car. The girls know me by now and they never ask me to drive when we go out because they know that I’ll get a ride home from somebody. They always expect me to bring someone home. So they weren’t exactly shocked when I brought this guy Ed back to my house. All I knew about Ed was that he was a construction worker with big, muscular arms and a muscled, hairy chest. When we were dancing, I ran my fingers over his hair, and I felt myself twitch down below and I wanted him to ravish me and finish me off right there on the dance floor.

When we were done and sat down at one of the tables and were finishing our drinks, he was surprised when I asked him to come back to my house; especially because I told him that Vern would be home. He was intrigued to say the least.
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WE WALKED INTO MY HOUSE, and I “summoned” my husband. “Hey Vern, I’m home and I brought a guest. Get your fat ass down here and meet him.”

Vern came down the stairs, and his hair was disheveled from doing God only knows what. One night I came home alone, which was a rarity, and found him in the bedroom jerking himself off. I ignored him and went to sleep – I had gotten more than satisfied in the cab of a truck earlier in the evening.

Vern was nothing special to look at; a slim body, no muscles to speak of – just enough for him to walk to the kitchen, the TV in the living room, and go to work the next day to his pitiful job.

“Who’s your friend?” he asked, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his angular nose, with mild interest.

“Oh, this stud here is Ed, and he’s going to fuck the daylights out of me while you watch – how’s that sound?”

Vern’s eyes lit up. “Oh nice. What would do you want me to do?”

I smirked at him, filled with the sense of liberation that could only come from a marriage like mine where I was free to satisfy myself anyway I wanted to. “Why, you’re just gonna watch Ed here take me and satisfy me in a way that you never possibly could! That’s what you’re gonna do,” I said with relish.

So the three of us went up to my bedroom; (we slept in different rooms), and Vern sat himself down in what I affectionately called “The Cuck Chair.” He did his routine which consisted of opening his belt, and getting his already hard cock in between his greasy, thin fingers.

Vern was a bit mystified, and I laughed inside as he looked at Ed and me getting on the bed. I must have done this a thousand times, but it never failed to arouse him. I was wearing a one-piece red dress that pulled up over my head. Underneath I was wearing a skimpy emerald green G-String and a matching lace bra. My thick, auburn hair flowed freely down between my supple breasts. I was made up like a whore with dark mascara and deep, blue eye shadow. The strap of the G-String was nestled comfortable between my butt cheeks.

I got on top of the bed first and then I asked Ed to get behind me on all fours and he did. “OK Valerie now how are we going to do this?”

“You’ll love this Ed,” and I looked over at Vern who was already tugging on himself. “You’re going to fuck me in my ass. Now how’s that?”

“Holy shit Valerie, you are a wild woman!”

I laughed and said, “You haven’t seen anything yet!”

He pulled the strap from the thong across a butt cheek and then spit on his hand, rubbing it over my asshole and down my taint. I stiffened at the stimulation. I enjoyed this way better than straight sex. Vern knew it too, but I rarely let him touch me.

Ed’s cock was at least seven inches long and I reached behind me to stroke it, he was already leaking pre cum, and I rubbed it all over his tip. He was moaning and held it with his fingers and lined himself up against my hole.

I was a slut in heat and had to be satisfied. I didn’t wait for him to start thrusting and I backed up onto him. He moved inside me, slowly at first – just experimenting. “No need to be gentle Ed; you can tell I’m already broken in,” I said.

“YEAH BABY, LET’S GO!” he yelled like a cowboy at a rodeo riding a steer – which I was (-:

He went in hard and full, and I gasped – marveling at just how wide he was , almost stretching me to the maximum. We got into a good rhythm, and my body was being pushed forward so much so, that I had to grab hold of the bed sheets tightly.

He was grunting and I was panting. Looking over at Vern in the cuck chair with his legs spread apart, he was jerking himself staring at us and licking his lips. In between pants I called out, “Having fun there Vern? Don’t worry – your turn will come soon.”

“God you’re soooo tight Val, so much better than pussy.” I laughed at him and kept backing up, matching his furious thrusting.

Soon he cried out, “Ahhhhh, SHIT, I’M FUCKING COMING!”

“That’s it baby, come for me!” I yelled out.

I was flooded with the wet warmth I had grown to love, and he went faster, his cock now surrounded by his own thick, slippery cum. He started slapping my butt cheeks now and I loved it, feeling myself leaking, I was so turned on.

Meanwhile Vern had finished himself off and was sitting back and rubbing his wet shaft slowly, a thin smile spreading across his lips. The little shit loved to watch.

I was so full of Ed’s cum that some of the excess leaked out onto the inside of my butt cheeks. He pulled out slowly, spent from the effort. I turned around and wrapped my arms around his big, muscular shoulders, and we kissed, deeply, passionately. We both came and were both wet.

“Okay Vern, move your little sissy ass over here,” I commanded him. “Wait, wait. I want you to crawl over on all fours and bark like a dog.” I tried hard not to laugh. Obediently, like a puppy he took off his pants and boxers and crawled over to the bed, barking. “Now I want you to lick Ed’s cock here clean!”

I looked at Ed, and he had no reservations about what was to happen. He held his semi-erect cock out and Vern took it slowly, putting the tip to his mouth. You’re probably wondering how I got Vern to like the taste of other men’s cocks, but it really wasn’t hard. I have my means of persuasion – money being one of them.

“Now make Ed happy Vern, and lick it clean,” I ordered him. He just stared up at Ed, like he was pleasing a superior being, which Ed was, at least tonight in my house.

Vern stuck his tongue out and gently licked around the head of Ed’s cock. Ed became fully hard right away. “Now be a good little doggie Vern and place all of Ed’s godly cock in your mouth. Come on now, I want to see you really lick it clean and enjoy it.”

Vern obliged and Ed moaned with pleasure. This was an added treat that he certainly didn’t expect to happen. He was really good, slurping and sucking on it like a doggie treat. I loved watching my husband with another guy’s cock in his mouth and I could see Vern get a hard-on too. I began thinking that this could lead to some possibilities in unexplored territory.

Ed bucked his hips into Vern’s willing mouth, and went faster and faster. I watched fascinated as Ed shot another load. Vern didn’t let a drop go to waste and then licked Ed clean. I was proud of him.

“Good doggy you are Vern! Good doggy.”

Then Ed left and went home. We exchanged numbers. Next time I wanted him to fuck me straightaway - of course in front of Vern.
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SO THE FOLLOWING TUESDAY NIGHT we were at Jessica’s house, doing the usual bullshit back and forth and I told them about Ed, and immediately their eyes were riveted on me, burning with jealousy. I mentioned the thought that popped into my head.

“Hey guys,” I said. “When I watched Vern sucking off Ed I had a thought. Now hear me out. I’ve already got him to be a sissy slave. How about if I got him to dress like a girl. I mean the whole nine yards – makeup and all. Wouldn’t it be fun to turn him out to guys who dig shemales? We could all have some fun with it.”

Jessica looked at me. “Come on Val. You’re talking a whole other thing here. What makes you think that Vern will go for it?”

“Are you serious Jess?? The little shit will do anything I tell him to do!”

Stacy looked at me and just shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah, Val is right. This could be fun. I want in on it. You’ll have us come over and help dress him right?”

“Of course I will,” I said emphatically.

“Well, right now we’re just talking. Val still has to convince Vern,” Stacy said. Little did she know, but there was a bit of happy coincidence involved.

I went out one afternoon to run some errands and I came home and saw Vern’s car in the driveway. He was usually at the door, waiting for me to give him something to do or admonish him for some slight transgression which I would punish him for. My favorite was putting a leash on him and have him crawl around the house on all fours like a dog. To be honest I was growing weary of that stuff, so my new idea took on a new urgency. After I hung up my coat there was no sign of Vern downstairs. I looked in the living room thinking I’d see him in his usual spot on the couch, but he was nowhere. It was awfully quiet. What could he be up to? I wondered.

So I walked up the carpeted stairs, my heels making no sound on the royal blue plush carpet and I saw the door to his room slightly opened. Nothing could have prepared me for what I was about to see. I peered through the open crack and there was Vern, his pants and boxers off and he had one of my satin thongs in his grubby little mitts – a dark pink one, and it was wrapped around his cock, and he was rubbing it up and down his shaft – something a high school kid would do. I was almost going to burst out laughing, or run in and start screaming like “Ha, I gotcha,” but I decided instead to wait and see how this thing played out.

I didn’t have to wait too long because a minute later, after some more furious rubbing, he shot a big wad of cum right into my Victoria’s Secret thong. Now was the time I would bust him. I was smiling from ear to ear. Wait until I told Jessica and Stacy about this!

“Hey there cowboy!” I yelled out as I busted through the door, pushing it hard against the stop. I stood there with my hands on my hips. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing with MY G-String, you little shit!?”

I almost felt sorry for Vern. “Uh . . . hi Valerie. I didn’t expect you home so soon . . .”

“Obviously not pecker head! You know if you wanted to play around with ladies lingerie you should have just asked me.” I tried to sound hurt, when really I was overjoyed at my discovery.

He looked at me like a deer caught in the headlights of an eighteen-wheeler. Hilding up the now soiled expensive G-String, he said meekly, “I’m sorry for making a mess . . .” and his voice trailed off, and he looked down, obviously ashamed.

“Well, first off, you’re going to clean them and get all your dried cum off them. I think you can handle that simple task. After they’re all good as new, we have a new and very interesting activity to engage in. I think my friends Jessica and Stacy will be glad to join in on the fun. You remember them don’t you Vern? They’re the ones you probably jerk-off to whenever I’m not

home.”

“Uh yeah, I know them. But can’t we keep this between us? Just this once Val?”

I laughed and looked down at him. Positioning was very important. I always looked down at him. It was a “control” issue I had. “Oh no, no, Vern. They’re going to be delighted to be a part of this because remember it’s all about humiliation – your humiliation!”

Vern was like a trapped rat, and he knew it.

“Tell me Vern, is this the first time you’ve done this?” I think I knew the answer.

“Yes,” he said meekly, looking down. I thought the poor bastard would kill himself, so now I had to play “good cop” to my usual bad one.

“Well, don’t feel so bad Vern. I think I’ve known for some time that you had more than a passing interest in this ‘stuff.’ The question I’m thinking of is whether or not you could take a cock up that sissy little ass of yours?” That last thought just came about spontaneously.

“Oh no, no! Please Valerie! Not that! I just can’t.”

“Well we’ll just see Vern. I don’t want to have to threaten you,” I said, laughing now.

I looked at him on top of the bed with my soiled G-String in his hand and his pants and boxers around his ankle and I asked him if he was finished. He just shrugged.

“So here’s what I want you to do Vern. I want you clean those panties, and I’ll give you a new pair, but you have to wear them all the time, understand??? And if I catch you NOT wearing them, there will be hell to pay, I promise you! Got it?”

He swallowed hard and answered, “Yes Valerie, I will.”

“Here,” I said reaching into my dresser draw pulling out a cherry red G-String with a lace top. There was a little bow in front; just perfect for a budding sissy. I watched as he slowly put them on. I watched him closely for signs of enjoyment as he slipped them up over his skinny hairless legs and centered them around his junk. I knew he loved it because the soft, satin material made him hard right away. But I guess he was still embarrassed because his face betrayed no sign of emotion.

We had dinner together and I was smirking most of the time, running different scenarios through my mind of how I would handle this new discovery. He had his head down the whole time which amused me no end.

After dinner I called Jessica and then added Stacy to the call. “So what’s this ‘interesting new development’ Valerie?” Jessica asked.

“Well I came home this afternoon, and you’ll never guess what I found Vern doing.”

“Oooh do tell us!” Stacy said, her horny little mind going in all sorts of directions. So I proceeded to tell them all about how I caught Vern, and we decided to meet later that evening to decide how we could have some fun.

We met at a local club to talk, meet some new guys and have our way with them. “I have some clothes that I think will fit Vern,” Stacy said, and then we can do some makeup on him . . .”

“And then have our way with him,” Jessica said.

“I was thinking of something else,” I said. “I think it would be fun to watch him take a real cock up his ass, and I know just the guy who would do it!”

“Really?” Jessica said. “Who?”

“You remember the guy Ed, the construction worker I brought home last week?”

“Oh yeah,” Stacy said, her jealousy showing. “How was he?”

“He was hot as fuck,” I said.

“I mean, do you think he would like to ‘play’ with Vern?”

“Good question. But first we have to get Vern ready,” I said.

Jessica and Stacy both had evil little grins on as they scoured the dance floor for some quick entertainment. Jessica was the first to find a guy and they disappeared behind a hall in back of the club. About thirty minutes later Jessica triumphantly returned to our table, her makeup running, and she was doing “the walk of shame.” We all laughed. She is such a slut! So we planned for tomorrow night to work on Vern.
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THE NEXT DAY I TOLD VERN HE BETTER GET HIS LITTLE ASS READY – literally because the girls were coming over tonight. I had the makeup all set up and Stacy had some really hot clothes to bring over. Oh! I also pulled the waist of Vern’s pants forward and looked to see if he was wearing his G-String and of course he was. I wondered how many times he jerked off into it. What I didn’t tell Vern was that our old friend Ed was coming over later. I think if I did that he would run screaming from the house. To be honest, watching a sissy get fucked four ways to Sunday was a big thrill for me.

The bell rang and Jesica and Stacy were standing in the doorway.

“Hi guys, come in, come in,” I said.

Vern was standing in the background behind me, and he looked like a prisoner ready to stand on the gallows – poor guy.

“Hi Vern,” Jessica said, condescendingly, as if Vern was less than a man. Stacy laughed and teased Vern by holding up a bright green dress that rode up very high. His eyes bulged and something told me that his negative attitude was just a front. I didn’t care because I was a monster – I always got my way.

“Well what are we waiting for, let’s go upstairs to my room.” The girls started up the stairs, and I saw Vern wasn’t moving, I guess he was trying to process things. Time for the “good cop.”

“Don’t worry Vern, I think you’ll enjoy this – keep an open mind.”

Stacy threw the clothing on the bed. “Okay Vern – strip!”

After he took his pants off, Stacy cried out, “Look! He’s already wearing a G-String.”

“Fucking sissy! Wait till we’re done with you Vern – you won’t know which end is up!” and she laughed hysterically. We all did as Vern turned different shades of red.

We fussed over Vern like he was a lump of clay we would turn into a masterpiece. I got the makeup ready in the bathroom as Jessica and Stacy went to work on Vern. After he was dressed I pulled a long, jet black wig from the closet that was styled on top and fell long between his fake cleavage. I gotta say he really looked good – his hips were pretty convincing, and the dress clung to him tightly like he was made for it.

He still whined – even after we dressed him and placed the wig on his head. “What’s the problem Vern? I thought you wanted this. You wear my panties for Chrissake.”

“Yeah I know, but this just isn’t me . . . I like wearing the clothes, but that’s about it. I’m sorry Val. Can’t I keep watching? We’ve been doing that for so long.” Jessica and Stacy watched the family drama unfolding.

Now it was time for the “bad cop.” “Listen Vern, I’m tired of your wishy washy attitude, especially after we’ve gone through all this trouble. Now this is our new thing, okay? I like you dressed, and I want you to ‘act the part too’ – OR ELSE!! Got it?” I said as I stood over him menacingly. I could do lots of things. I could cut his access to our bank account and make him live like a parasite (which he was), and ruin his life.

I could see the fear in his eyes which filled me with a euphoria. The joy of having a sense of control over him was indescribable.

“Okay, okay Valerie. I’ll do it. Just don’t hurt me – please.”

Jessica mimicked him. “Please don’t hurt me Valerie. What a fucking sissy you are Vern; God.” Stacy and I laughed.

“Now get in the bathroom Vern. It’s time to make you into the slut you were meant to be – just like the porn videos you watch on your laptop. Yes, I know about those. Now you’re going to be living your own video!” I said.

So Vern obediently did as he was told and sat on the stool in front of the vanity mirror in the bathroom. Stacy was an artist with makeup – heavy mascara to accent his eyelashes, eyeliner, a nice glossy cherry red lipstick and facial makeup, and deep green eye shadow. When he stood up and looked at himself in the mirror, I could see his cock standing up through the tight, clingy red dress.

“Ha ha ha – look at his cock girls. I think your husband likes being a sissy cum slut Val!” Jessica said. “Nice makeup job Stacy. You’re the best!”

I went to my dresser. “That bulge will have to go. I have a G-String with a gaff in it. I got it from an online sissy store this week. I knew he’d love it, now don’t you Vern?”

“Yeah Valerie, I like looking good . . .”

“Oh you’ll do a lot more than just ‘look’ Vern,” I said with a threatening tone. So Vern slipped out of the cherry red thong I made him wear all week, and he put the new one on. This new one was a deep purple. I could barely see a bulge, but I knew he was aroused.

“Now,” I said with a fake uncertainty. “What shall we do with such a pretty femboy??”

Stacy volunteered. “Can I break him in Val?”

“Sure Stacy, why not? We have to widen his boy pussy somehow. Here, I have what you need,” and I walked over to my night table and pulled out a pink oblong box. Inside of it was a long, double-ended Silicone dildo attached to a belt, and it vibrated. I’m don’t consider myself to be a lesbian, but occasionally the three of us like “to enjoy ourselves.” I handed it to Stacy who practically snatched it out of my hand.

“Easy Stacy, it’s Silicone, not steel!” I said laughing. By the time the words were out of my mouth, Stacy had her jeans and satin boxer panties off and tied the belt around her waist. The hair on her mound was already moist with anticipation. I also took a tube of lubricant gel out of the box and handed it to her.

“Okay Vern, hop on the bed on all fours and face front,” I barked at him like a drill instructor. “There’s just one more thing,” I said, my hand on my chin. “He needs a sissy name.”

“Yeah he does, doesn’t he?” Jessica said. “I know, how about ‘Candy’ because she looks good enough to eat!”

“Great name Jess,” Stacy said.

“I agree,” I said. “Okay Vern . . . from now on you will answer to ‘Candy,” when you’re dressed, which will be practically all the time you’re home. Okay? Now say it! Your name is . . .”

“I’m Candy,” Vern said.

“Excellent. Okay Candy, hop up on top of the bed.”

Now ‘Candy’ did as she was told. Stacy, wearing the belt got on the bed and positioned herself behind Candy and opened up the lube. She placed a nice amount on her pussy with her long middle finger and began to moan, adding to her arousal, and Jessica and I were licking our lips watching the drama unfold. She also coated both ends of the dildo and turned the vibrating switch on. She placed the back end into her pussy, and she stiffened and let out a long sigh.

Then she moved the back strap of Candy’s G-String over a butt cheek and placed lube over Candy’s boy pussy, or bussy. He moved his butt around, obviously pleased with his “treatment.”

“See girls, I knew she would like it.” The three of us laughed and Candy kept a stoic face through it all. Then she stuck a finger of the lube inside of Candy’s bussy and rubbed it around, gently stretching him out a bit.

“There, now how does that feel you sissy slut. Might as well get used to it. A real cock will feel so much better. I think you’ll really enjoy this. It will be a bit painful at first, but you’ll grow into it I’m sure,” I told him.

Then Stacy placed the tip of the wide, thick Silicone cock right against Candy’s asshole and went in just a little bit. Candy squealed a bit. “I really feel full,” she said.

“Just be patient Candy,” I said from experience.

I told you I was a slut, right? Vern wasn’t my first sissy, nor would he be my last. I can’t help it, that’s just who I (and we) am.

Stacy went in deeper, slowly, the vibrating back end making her shiver with pleasure. She reached her hand down to get her end into a better position. Candy stiffened as the fake monster cock went deep inside her. Now she got into a fast rhythm, and Candy gripped the bed sheets with both fists.

Jessica and I were getting really turned on by what was unfolding right before our eyes. We turned towards each other and Jessica started kissing me on the lips, sending her tongue into my willing mouth. It just happened. It was rare, but when we did it, it sent me into orbit. Soon our jeans were opened, and we were rubbing each other’s pussies, our middle fingers stroking hard as the intensity of our kissed deepened. Our eyes were closed as we enjoyed the absolute bliss of woman love. I was wet as fuck and soon a scream came out of me. I could feel Jessica leaking and she gyrated her hips in-sync to what I was doing to her. I broke off from her mouth and buried my face into her lush blonde hair, kissing her neck. I could feel the goose bumps rise as I did so.

On the bed, Stacy was going into Candy with a frenzy, making wordless sounds of pleasure. Candy stiffened and let out a yell as she came inside of her gaff; copious amounts of cum; his first “sissygasm.” Stacy was dripping, and tears of ecstasy were running down her cheeks. Then gradually, she slowed down and came out.

She turned Candy around and they were both on their knees, hands locked and kissing. Stacy drove her tongue deep into Candy’s mouth and she was still hard. She had pulled her thong down in the front and her cock was sticking up against Stacy’s tummy. Stacy took Candy’s gurl cock into her mouth and licked off all the cum from it until it was all clean, but she kept going. It wasn’t long before Candy exploded inside of Stacy’s mouth, filling it with the warm, thick jizz, some of it running down the corners of Stacy’s mouth. Then they kissed again, and Candy tasted her own cum for the first time. It was obvious to the girls that Candy really enjoyed herself, as she looked at all three of us and grinned.

“You know girls, I think we’ve created a monster,” I said, laughing.

“I think you’re right Val,” Jessica said.

“Monster?” Stacy asked. “NO, NO, not a monster.” She cupped Candy’s face in her hands and kissed her again. “She’s a delicious sissy. I love her!”
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WE TOOK CANDY INTO THE BATHROOM and Stacy touched up her makeup. “Why are you doing this,” Candy asked.

“Because we aren’t done for the night,” I answered. “Remember I said that there’s nothing like a sissy getting her first real taste of cock.”

Candy grinned like a hungry animal and her newly broken in bussy was tingling. “You know I really enjoyed that. I do really want a real guy’s cock to hammer me!”

“See girls. What did I tell you? I knew she’d be into it with the right touch of prodding.” At my last word they all laughed.

Just then the doorbell rang, and the girls looked at each other and smiled. Candy had a puzzled look on her face. “Wait until you see the surprise we got for you Candy!” I said with a mischievous grin.

“Wait here,” I said and ran down the stairs. The three heard muffled conversation. I opened the front door and there Ed was standing with a tank top on showcasing his enormous biceps and well-developed shoulders. Everything about him oozed testosterone and I suddenly wanted him for himself. But this was to be my husband Candy’s big night. I’d have to get Ed for myself again another night.

I reached for Ed’s throbbing cock through his tight jeans. His curly, brown hair gleamed from the ton of hair gel he put on. “Wait till you see what I have waiting for upstairs lover boy.”

“I can hardly wait Val! What is it?” I looked at him sideways.

“You mean who is it?”

Ed laughed. “Ok then, let me meet this ‘who.’”

So I took him in the vice grip of a hand he had and led him upstairs.

When we came through the door, Stacy and Jessica were staring at him with their mouths opened wide. Candy looked too, but with the air of a predator. She was probably overjoyed at this being her first real cock. Ed squinted his eyes. “Wait, do I know this girl?? She seems awfully familiar.”

“Why yes Ed, I think you do know her. This is my sissy husband Vern. You know, the guy who was jerking off on the cuck chair and watched as you ass fucked me.”

“Oh yeah, right. Sorry, I’m just not used to seeing a dude in drag, that’s all.”

“Oh her?” Stacy said. “This ain’t no dude in drag. Her name is Candy, and she just has a pussy on the other side, that’s all. In fact, she loves taking it in the ass, don’t you Candy honey?”

“Yes Stacy, I really do. I can’t wait to have Ed inside me if his cock is as big as he is.”

“Trust me Candy, you’ve seen his cock, and you know it is. Oh wait! ‘Vern’ has seen Ed’s cock, but you haven’t seen it yet,” I said, keeping in character.

“Humm, she looks great! Especially the way that dress hugs her tight little ass,” Ed said grinning. “I bet it feels great too,” and with that, Ed walked over to Candy and began squeezing her ass. “Yeah, nice and firm,” Ed said. I could see his cock bulge through his jeans.

“Well then Ed, what are you waiting for? Take her,” I said.

I saw a side of Ed that I hadn’t seen that first night. He manhandled Candy onto the bed on all fours, and he was grunting in animal anticipation. He didn’t even wait for the lube.

“Wow Valerie, she looks great,” Ed said as he flipped Candy’s tight dress over her ass and pulled down her G-String. He spit on his hands and rubbed it inside of Candy’s bussy and down her taint, but it was already slippery from the lube that Stacy had put there.

“Hey, did someone break her in first? She’s all slick.”

“Oh yes we did,” I said. “Nothing but the best for you Eddie,” I said proudly.

“I want my cock a little wet first. Turn around Candy,” he barked. Candy turned on all fours and Ed’s jeans were off and on the floor already. He stuck the tip of his massive cock right onto Candy’s cherry red lips. She opened her lips like a pro and used her tongue to lick around the head of Ed’s cock. Ed stiffened and placed his big arms on his massive thighs as Candy went to work. By now she swallowed as much of Ed’s cock as she could fit into her mouth. His cock was wet and slick from her lip gloss and mouth, and it went in and out easily. Just then Ed pulled out leaving a puzzled look on Candy’s face.

“I was just about to cum. I want this bitch to turn around now!” he shouted. “I demand her sissy ass!” he growled.

Candy was just as hungry for Ed’s cock as he was for her ass, and she did so quickly. Ed was not gentle at all, and swiftly moved the G-String strap from between her ass cheeks over the side.

He lined his throbbing cock right against her bussy and greedy Candy, my cum slut husband moved her ass right onto it. She didn’t even wince, her lust propelling her onto his shaft.. Candy moaned at the girth and length of his snake. Ed was grunting as he thrusted.

“Oh man, she’s so tight. This . . . is . . . great,” he said between pounding her.

Faster and faster he went, and Candy matched him thrust for thrust. She felt her ass was made just for him. The three of us watched and began touching each other – it was that erotic to watch.

Finally, Ed hissed between his closed teeth and came, letting out a torrent of jizz all the way up Candy’s virgin bussy. I could tell that Candy would be unstoppable now. She had outgrown me.

Candy loved being filled by Ed’s massive load. I could see his cock coated white when he pulled out of her now and rammed her again and again making the bed shake. I could see Ed’s jizz running down the inside of Candy’s thighs. I just had to move in for a closer look, my hands down my jeans rubbing myself and moaning.

Then Candy cried out and she came again into her gaff, stiffening as she did so.

Finally Ed pulled out and spun Candy around. “Now lick my cock clean you sissy bitch!” he shouted. It turned all of us on, and Stacy and Jessica were at it themselves, turned on by what was happening.

Obediently, Candy’s mouth was all over Ed’s cum covered cock, licking and placing it in her mouth, hungrily. I was amazed. The difference in my husband in just two weeks was hard for me to wrap my head around. Now Ed pounded her mouth, and placed his hands on top of Cany’s plush wig. “Ahhh . . . don’t stop bitch – keep going!” he ordered.

Then Ed cried out and came again, Candy letting his cum run down the sides of her mouth. She came off him and kissed him, Ed licking the cum from the sides of her mouth and chin, obviously satisfied.

“Wow, you’re something else bitch! Say Val, do you think I could come here more often?”

“Of course Ed, she’s all yours,” I said.

And that’s how it started. I had always wanted a sissy cum slut for a husband, and now I had one. In fact, when Jessica, Stacy and me went out, Candy came with us, and we all brought guys back to my house – Candy was a special treat; one that I created.
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