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Luke

I stood there, head bowed in shame, as my wife’s gaze tore through me.

I’d been caught. And this wasn’t the first time.

The last time she’d caught me had been bad enough. Our marriage had nearly fallen apart. I’d begged her to give me one more chance, begged her to let me atone for my sins. I’d told her I’d felt nothing for the other girl, that I’d just been confused. She’d said she’d leave me and I’d begged some more. I’d fallen to her feet and cried for another chance. It was nothing short of a miracle that she’d agreed.

I’d gone to therapy, the kind for sex-addicts – Riley thought I was one, and she wasn’t wrong. I’d made an effort afterward: listening earnestly to everything the therapist told me, participating in online forums with other similarly ‘afflicted’ people, I’d even bought a book on the topic and read it cover to cover. These things had helped, for a time, until I started having the feelings again. It got harder to keep my cool around a woman when my wife wasn’t around. Don’t get me wrong, I loved my wife with all my heart, but sometimes my body wanted what it wanted and in times like those I broke.

“How could you, Luke?” She was fuming red, the anger practically oozing out of her ears. “ She looked like she was barely out of college.” The ‘she’ in question was the girl, whose name I can no longer recall, my wife had caught me with. What made it even worse was where she’d caught us. “In our bedroom Luke?” she continued, “How could you do this to me?”

“It.. it didn’t mean anything babe. I swear,” I tried to reach for her, to tell her that I still loved her, to comfort her, but she recoiled at my touch, disgusted by what I’d done.

“Don’t touch me,” she hissed. “ How long has this been going on? What’s her name? I’ll track the bitch down myself and kill her.” Thankfully the girl had made a quick escape while Riley had stood there stunned, otherwise I might have had to break up a catfight.

“I don’t know Riley,” I pleaded. “I don’t know her name since it meant nothing. We barely even talked. We just..”

“You just what? You just fucked her while I was away at work? You’ve been doing this everyday right? Every day while I’m at work and you’re here, sleeping with your fucking whores.” Her fists had curled up at her sides, clenched so hard that I thought she might start bleeding.

“It isn’t like that babe,” the more I tried to calm her the angrier she became. “ This is the first time since I’ve started therapy. I swear. And it’ll never happen again.”

“You can’t expect me to believe that. The one time I come home early from work and you’re in here fucking someone else. Don’t lie to me Luke, it won’t help.”

“I’m not lying. You gotta trust me. I barely even know that girl, she’s just someone I met at the bar.”

“And you think that makes it better? You always do this. You always use women and then toss them aside. You’ve been doing it since before we met. It’s a miracle you haven’t done the same thing to me.”

I saw my opening and struck immediately. “That’s because you’re the only one I love honey. All these other women are a means to an end. I can have a bit of fun with them and not feel bad about it, but you’re different. You’re the only woman I’ve ever loved.”

She hesitated as I said this, the words she had been about to speak disappearing on her lips, her expression softening a bit. The only reason she hadn’t left me last time was because deep down she knew I loved her. She knew that I had a hard time controlling my sexual urges and that these little trysts meant nothing to me. She knew she was the only one I cared about.

She’d calmed down a bit now, a thoughtful expression on her face. I didn’t dare say anything else, I’d made my case and could only hope that she’d forgive me again – one last time. I’d never do it again.

“You’re right,” she said finally, and I couldn’t hide my surprise. Surely it couldn’t be this easy? She wouldn’t let me off the hook just like that.

“Really?” I asked nervously.

“Yes, really. The problem isn’t that you don’t love me, it’s never been that. The problem is how you treat women,” she had the beginnings of a smile on her lips now and I couldn’t fathom why. “You said it yourself: these women are a means to end for you. You treat them like your personal sex-toys and then promptly throw them away when you’re done. You think of them as objects.”

This wasn’t going the way I’d thought it would, but at least she wasn’t talking about leaving me anymore. At least some hope remained.

“I’m willing to give you one last chance if you agree to do something for me,” she said, the smile widening for some odd reason. “It will help you fix your little ‘problem’ and might even save our marriage. Will you do it?”

“Anything,” I said, my eyes beaming with hope. “Just say the word.”

“We’re going to turn you into a girl.”
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Riley

I made Luke sleep on the couch as I planned just how I was going to teach him his lesson. As angry as I was, I realized he still loved me. The problem was how he viewed other women: like objects.

I needed to make him realize how it felt to be a woman, to face unwanted advances by men, to be stared at and harassed. I needed to make him see how demeaning it was when you spent half the day perfecting your look only to have some guy staring at your ass. He needed to know how it felt to be dominated.

An image flashed in my mind– just for a second– of Luke in a blonde wig and lace panties, bent over the kitchen counter and getting taken from behind. Why was I imagining this? Surely I didn’t want another person, man or woman, to fuck my husband in front of me. Surely it was perverse just to entertain the idea. But the more I thought about it the more it seemed like a good idea. My mind rationalized that it was the only way he would understand what it felt like to be used the way he’d used all those women.

Would he go along with something so outrageous though? He’d always been proud of his masculinity and I couldn’t see him throwing it all away and agreeing to get fucked by another man. But he did say he’d do anything to save our marriage.

Anything.

My heart raced as I scrolled down the list of men on the homosexual escort website I’d just found. I was really going through with this. I passed by a number of listings until one caught my eye, a guy named Mark. He charged a little more than some of the others I’d just seen but he probably deserved it– the man was an absolute stud. His body was so perfectly sculpted that it looked like chiseled stone, the man’s muscles had muscles. His listing even mentioned that he preferred working with married couples. Despite myself, I felt my pussy ache as I entertained the idea: My husband a screaming, moaning mess as Mark entered him from behind.

I clicked on his profile.

He had a number of pictures on there and there was one that made me raise my eyebrows. Mark stood there with both hands behind his head, muscles flexed and cock standing to attention. My God, he was massive. His cock seemed to be almost ten inches long and thicker than I’d ever seen a man be. It looked too big to be real, like it was photoshopped, but all the positive reviews on his profile made me reconsider that evaluation. How would Luke look, down on his knees as he tried to take that cock in his mouth, dressed like a common whore.

The idea made me shudder.

I scrolled further on his profile and was greeted by a video. It was of him, laying on his bed, the full glory of his rippling muscles glistening under the lights, and him stroking his long, beautiful cock. I felt my body shiver again and my hand started to slip towards my crotch. As the video went on I felt myself through the fabric of my shorts and as he increased the cadence of his strokes I let a single finger enter my snatch.

I was starting to get really wet.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my body consumed by a euphoric tingle, my legs quivering violently. I plunged another finger inside and used my other hand to rub my clit. I could feel the warmth emanating from my womanhood, hot juices lubricating my hole. You could see Mark’s massive cock as it throbbed under his grip in the video, the veins pulsing, the tip quivering.

He squeezed it with his palms and I closed my eyes, imagining that same massive cock ravaging my husband’s asshole, stretching him wide and making him scream.

“Oh, shit!” I whispered, and came with both fingers deep inside me, collapsing deeper in my chair afterward.

By the time I was done washing my hands, my mind was made up. I was going through with this. But I wasn’t finished just yet.

I got back onto my computer and navigated over to a clothing website, the kind that I’d usually go to for my own outfits. There were a number of cute dresses and skirts that I could picture Luke wearing and looking really cute in – but they weren’t racy enough. I needed to make Luke stand out, I needed to make every guy in a fifty-feet radius turn and ogle at his beauty. I did some more surfing and found a website that was more suited to these tastes, a website that sold clothes for college girls looking to go clubbing or to parties.

This was much better

The skirts here were so short that they barely covered the models’ bums. The tops were tight enough that I could see most of the models’ nipples standing at attention as they poked through the flimsy fabrics. This was perfect, it was exactly what I needed. This would help me objectify my husband, help him see how it truly felt.

I ordered a number of items off of there: a few dresses, a couple of skirts, and a couple of tops. I found a cute pair of heels that I couldn’t wait to see my husband in. I felt myself get excited just imagining how they would make his butt perk up!

I even invested in a choker, to disguise his Adam’s apple. After all, I didn’t want people to look at Luke and think of him as some drag queen, I wanted them to look at him and see a hot piece of ass. I wanted them to salivate as they thought about bending him over and fucking him. I wanted them to risk it all for a feel of his ass.

His tits came next and it wasn’t long before I found a pair that was designed for people who were transitioning. They were made of some sort of gel and looked real enough on-screen to fool anyone. A good brassiere over them would make them practically indistinguishable from real tits. I thought about getting him some panties but realized it would be more embarrassing if he had to wear some of mine. I couldn’t help but smile at the very thought.

Lastly, I needed a wig. There were so many options to pick from but I settled for a blonde one with straight-cut bangs hanging down the front. Bangs hadn’t ever looked good on my face but my husband had smooth, round features that would complement the hairstyle very well. He would look stunning, I could already imagine it.

Beyond excited for a chance to dress my husband up I requested express shipping and it took less than a full day before everything was here.

I could hardly wait.
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Luke

She had everything set up when she called me into the room: makeup supplies spread on the desk and several outfits laid out on the bed. I had had the entire night to think about what I was about to go through, what my wife had in store for me. I thought about chickening out a number of times, but I couldn’t. It was better than the alternative, it was better than my wife leaving me. I could take a bit of humiliation if it helped save my marriage, and besides, maybe she was right, maybe this would help my addiction, maybe this was just what I needed.

Despite these rationalizations, the first thing I felt as I walked into the room was fear.

I looked around the room and glazed over the assortment she had laid out, taking a deep breath before daring to speak.

“Any chance all of this is for you?” I asked, a nervous tinge to my voice.

She shook her head slowly and deliberately, a smirk dancing on her lips.

“And you’re sure you can’t punish me some other way?” I asked, trying my luck one last time.’

“No,” she said. “This is very important to me, very important to our marriage– and you need to understand what it feels like. It’s either this or I leave you.”

Well, I knew it was never really going to work. She held all the chips and I couldn’t wiggle my way out of this one. “Okay, fine,” I said, resigning to my fate. “If this means so much to you and it’ll help our marriage then let’s do it.”

I saw Riley’s entire body perk up as I said this, her eyes coming alive with exhilaration, her smirk widening to a grin. Was she enjoying this a bit too much?

“Go and shave and then sit your ass down here,” she commanded, pointing to the chair she’d placed next to the makeup desk. I obviously obliged, stepping into the bathroom to shave away all the excess hair on my body. By the time I was done I was starting to notice things about my body that I hadn’t ever before. Had my hips always been this wide? Had my ass always been this firm? Had my face always been this round? It was almost as if shaving away the hair revealed a body underneath that I hadn’t ever seen or noticed.

I felt something stir inside me.

Not wanting to get swept up by these strange feelings I made my way back to the desk and found my wife waiting.

“Sit down,” she commanded. “and keep your eyes closed while I do this.”

I did as I was told, and she got started right away.

I tried to sneak a look as I felt a brush tickling my eyes but she quickly slapped me on the top of my head saying, “No peeking.” She went on for what seemed like an eternity, nudging here and there on my face with her strange makeup tools, putting what felt like a wig over my head, and tying some strange fabric around my neck. What made it all worse was the fact that I wasn’t even allowed to watch the process. It felt like forever before she finally patted me on the head and told me to open my eyes.

I actually gasped when I did. I looked like a fucking woman.

Riley couldn’t help but giggle as she saw me coming to terms with the reality of the situation. I looked more like a woman than my wife did! It was surprising that this was all it took: a bit of makeup, a wig, a choker on my neck, and an experienced hand overseeing the entire process. I felt my manliness crumble away quickly.

“You’re going to the sluttiest girl in the club babe,” she couldn’t stop laughing.

“It’s not that funny,” I said, trying to preserve what dignity I had left, my cheeks turning pink.

“Don’t sulk now,” she continued to laugh. “Don’t forget that you brought this upon yourself. Now let’s get you dressed up, we wanna get to the club before rush hour.”

I felt a blush rise to my cheeks as I said this. This was getting scarier by the second. Just the thought of hanging around the club dressed up as a woman was enough to make me shudder, but that wasn’t all. There was something else– some strange thrill that I felt stir deep inside me. I couldn’t quite understand what it was and honestly, I wasn’t even sure I wanted to.

“Also, you better start working on your girl voice,” she said. “We can’t have you sounding like a guy in there. What will the hot singles think?” her laughing was getting on my nerves now. She was having a little too much fun with this, but she was right. I had brought this upon myself and I had to obey her if I wanted to save my marriage.

“How does this sound,” I said in what sounded in my head like a feminine voice, although it must have sounded ridiculous to her. She nodded slowly in reply before speaking out.

“It’s decent,” she said. “But your pitch is too high – try to do it a little bit softer, and you need to work on your inflection.”

We tried a few more times before she was satisfied. In fact, by the end I was having a hard time recognizing the sounds coming from my own throat – I was starting to sound almost like a girl.

Next, she got me to put on the padded bra, and this was far more embarrassing than the makeup. I was starting to feel more and more like a woman with every addition to the disguise. I fiddled around with the tits a bit, adjusting the silicone contraption until it fit comfortably. They were really realistic, they felt and jiggled like a real pair would and even had realistic textures by the nipples. The strangest part was that even though these tits were obviously fake and not connected to my body, I still felt something as I touched them. Like they were part of me when they obviously weren’t.

I looked over to see my wife’s reaction to this and saw her mouth hanging open, a look of amazement and wonder across her face.

“What?” I asked, feeling a little vulnerable as she stared at me.

“It’s just… It’s just that you look so convincing,” she said. “If I wasn’t the one who’d dressed you up right now I’d have a hard time believing you were actually a man.”

More color rose to my cheeks as she said this and I had to look in the mirror to confirm that she was right. I was sure that as soon as I put on the clothes she had in store for me I’d look like an actual woman.

The thought wasn’t entirely unpleasant.

She got me into a tiny leather skirt and a white top next, both tight enough to give anyone watching an accurate outline of my naked body. The skirt especially hugged the curves of my ass so tightly that I felt vulnerable just standing there, even with just my own wife watching. I looked in the mirror again to see Riley standing behind me, her eyes wide in amazement once more.

“Is that really your ass babe?” she said, even grabbing a handful to make sure. “ You didn’t slip anything in there while I wasn’t looking, did you? It’s just so big.”

My cheeks flushed at the comment and she caught it right away, giggling in response.

“Don’t be shy babe,” she said, slapping my ass playfully, making me jump. “You look hot.” I tried to laugh it away, although it wasn’t very convincing. I couldn’t see the humor my wife saw in all of this, and I suppose that was to be expected. After all, the entire point of this operation was to humiliate me, and I’d have been fine if that was the only thing I currently felt– but it wasn’t. The little something I’d felt stirring inside me was fighting its way up now, and I was starting to recognize the feeling.

It was pleasure.

She didn’t give me time to think about any of this, of course, instead putting me in heels immediately after. She made me walk up and down our apartment to get a hang of it and I nearly fell two or three times before becoming proficient enough at it.

“These heels make your ass look huge babe,” she said as I completed my last circuit around the apartment. “And your legs look so good too. I think you might get more attention than me tonight.”

I felt the pleasure stir inside me again, stronger than the embarrassment this time.

“You need a girl name too,” she continued. “ I can’t be calling you Luke all night now can I? What do you think?”

“How does Leah sound?” I said and it wasn’t until she started laughing that I realized I’d played into the act willingly this time. I hadn’t even thought about it before answering.

“Good to see you getting into it,” she said, still giggling. “But I like it. It suits you. Now shall we head over to the club Leah?”

And of course, I obliged.
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Riley

Luke was doing his best to hide the fact that he was shivering as we waited outside the club. He obviously wasn’t used to having his skin directly exposed to the cold outside and it felt kind of good to see that he was starting to truly feel like a woman. It was honestly kind of impressive that he was still on his feet given how the cold made his legs tremble and the fact that he was an inexperienced man in tall heels. “Just five more minutes,” I said to him. “And then we’ll be out of the cold.”

A girl at the front of the line turned around and looked at Luke’s feet. “I just love your shoes,” she said. “Could you tell me where you got them?”

I peeked at Luke with a smile on my face, excited to see how he’d respond. “I.. they were actually a gift,” he managed, shrugging a little to sell his act. It was very endearing how seriously he was taking this whole thing. It couldn’t have been easy for him to do this, to dress up like a girl and interact with people, but he was putting on a brave face and power through. I suppose it made sense since he would much rather be seen as an actual woman than a man in drag walking around the club. If he managed to fool everyone, then he could blend in with the rest of the crowd and get through the whole night without anyone eyeing him awkwardly or ridiculing him.

I stepped away to have a smoke as the line moved at a horribly slow pace, it seemed like my five-minute estimate was going to be wrong. Luke was supposed to hold my spot until I came back. But as soon as I lit my cigarette I spotted a man reaching down for Luke’s ass. My first instinct was to call out and warn my husband, then confront the man for his unacceptable behavior, but instead, I decided to do nothing but watch.

The man didn’t just slap his ass, he let his hand wander deep and got a good cop of my husband’s cute, sissified tush. Luke yelped and spun around, spotting his aggressor. He seemed about ready to break character and confront this man, but he somehow kept his composure– perhaps not wanting to give up the jig and risk ridicule. The guy took his sweet time pulling his hand away, his fingers digging deep into the nubile flesh of my husband’s ass. Luke’s cheeks turned red as the guy laughed to himself and left the line, his eyes shifting around nervously to see if anyone had seen. I averted my gaze to make it seem like I hadn’t.

He didn’t mention the ass grab when I got back to the line, he was probably too embarrassed by it. He just put on a brave smile and acted like everything was normal, although I could see behind the facade. He stood stiffer now, his legs shifty and eyes darting around nervously to see any more would-be predators. He was finally feeling the vulnerability I wanted to teach him about.

The bouncer came by a few minutes later and moved us inside ahead of the line. It took a moment for me to register why this was happening: it was because we were hot. The bouncer had let us go ahead of the other people because we were two young, hot women that deserved to be in the club. Now don’t get me wrong, I’m no slouch either but I rarely get that type of treatment at clubs, so it stands to reason that the only reason we were pushed ahead was because of Luke – or more accurately Leah. He was one of the hot girls now.

I left for the toilet as soon as we got in and Luke protested that he didn’t wanna be left alone, but I assured him that I’d be back shortly and that he should go get us some drinks. By the time I returned there was already a guy hanging over his shoulder. They had two shot glasses in front of them as Luke waited with a desperate expression on his face, obviously awaiting my rescue.

I wasn’t about to bail him out just yet.

I hung back and watched as the man placed his hand on Luke’s Back, but he didn’t keep it there for long. With every passing moment, he slid it lower until his fingers were directly caressing Luke’s naked tush.

I felt thrilled.

Luke was obviously lost– unsure of how to turn down this guy’s advances. He’d never had to reject or turn down anyone before and it was starting to show. I waited for when he’d finally crack and tell the guy to back off – but he didn’t.

The man continued to fondle Luke’s ass and even ordered a second round of drinks. Luke continued to look around to try and find me at every given opportunity, the stranger all over him with ravenous eyes. I could imagine him wanting to drag Luke off to some dark corner and get him on his knees, wanting to put his cock in my husband’s face.

The thought alone was exhilarating.

Luke must really be feeling it now, the vulnerability and fear that came along with being a girl. He had this unknown stranger hitting on him and feeling up his ass – but you couldn’t really blame him, could you? Luke looked really hot in that tight little skirt of his, the bottom of his ass hanging out, his golden blonde hair rolling over his shoulders. It was enough to make anyone go crazy.

The night had been going pretty much according to plan up until now but I was begging to fear that maybe it wasn’t enough, Luke still hadn’t learned the lesson I intended to teach him– not fully anyway. So I decided to take it up a notch.

I walked over and joined my husband and his new admirer at the bar. “Who’s your friend?” I asked, a sly smile across my face.

“I’m Jamie,” he said in thickly accented English. “ Your friend is very pretty.”

I saw Luke’s face go dark red. He looked over at me with desperation and I decided that I’d help him. “Your boyfriend says he’ll be here in a few minutes,” I said to Luke and immediately saw Jamie’s expression darken.

“You didn’t tell me about no boyfriend,” he said, and quickly scurried away, making his way to some singles a few seats over.

“Thanks,” Luke said to me. “I really don’t know what I’d have done without you. He got up to use the bathroom and then, and as he made his way across the floor he got another unsolicited slap on the tush. Only this time he didn’t yelp.

He had a smile on his face.

I felt my heart sink. Had my plan backfired? Was he somehow starting to enjoy himself in this situation? The Luke I knew wasn’t like this, not at all. But could it be that he enjoyed things happening to him that he often did to other women? My suspicions were all but confirmed when he emerged from the toilet and had his eyes set on the backside of a girl that stood in front of him.

He’d learned nothing.

My hopes started to plummet rapidly as he turned around and winked at one of the guys who was hovering around him, grinding his ass on the man’s crotch– this was the exact opposite of what I’d wanted for to happen.

I’d wanted him to see the ways in which the horny men were wrong, but he had instead found a way to enjoy their attention. Their slapping, grabbing, and groping were bringing him out of his shell, encouraging some weird slutty behavior I hadn’t foreseen. There was only one way to right this situation now.

I needed to bring in Mark, the escort.
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Riley

I had to practically drag Luke out of the club – he simply didn’t want to leave. He was obviously enjoying being a woman too much, it was almost frightening how much he loved it. Any hope of him learning his lesson had disappeared quickly as he got onto the dance floor, dancing with as many as three men at the same time. He had his arms tucked behind his head as he ground his butt on their cocks. One of the men even reached around squeezed his tits, I was about to voice a complaint when he took the man’s hands and made them squeeze even harder.

This was unbelievable.

“Cmon, can’t we stay for one more song?” He kept saying as I took him by the arm and dragged him out of the club. I had to tell myself more than once that it was indeed my husband Luke that stood next to me and not really a woman. It was absurd how feminine he looked, how girlish he sounded, how convincing his act was. If it was still an act that is.

“No,” I said a little harshly. “ Let’s get out of here.” I was shocked to see that a few men looked over at us, obviously disappointed, as we left the club. And it wasn’t me they were disappointed about leaving.

The entire cab ride home, Luke couldn’t keep his hands to himself. “Tonight was so much fun babe,” he said, with a massive grin on his face. I smiled back hesitantly, but truthfully I was disappointed. Even more so when I felt his hand slide up my thigh. “ Do you want Leah to fuck you tonight?” he said, his fingers pushing their way to the crotch of my panties. He hadn’t learned a damn thing. This was just another game to him, a new fetish he could get a rise out of.

Hopefully, my last ploy would work.

He started kissing me even before we were out of the cab, his hands all over my body as we stopped into our home. I did the best I could to guide him to our bedroom, though the bulge poking out of his skirt showed me that he was ready to fuck on our porch.

“Wait babe,” I whispered in his ear. “We’ll try something different tonight.”

His eyes lit up at the mention of the word ‘different’. Luke was a freak in bed and he would be overjoyed at the idea of something kinky happening. It was hard to even think of him as a ‘he’ right now though since I kept having to remind myself that he wasn’t really a girl. He looked like a girl, he talked like a girl and he acted like a girl. I had to keep checking to make sure his tits weren’t real, that his ass was his own. It was beyond weird.

I got him onto the bed and pulled out a pair of handcuffs from the side table. “I ordered these yesterday,” I told him. “Lift up your arms so we can get you set up.” She smiled back at me as I cuffed her to the bed frame. Although she might not have been this excited if she knew what was coming.

Almost as if on cue, the doorbell rang. I felt my heart thump in my chest. I was really about to go through with this. Maybe I should reconsider letting another man fuck my husband in the ass. Maybe I was going too far.

But one look back at the stupid grin on his face and my mind was made up. Luke was a downright depraved sex addict with no self-control. This was a lesson he needed.

“Hold on tight babe,” I said to him, stepping away from the bed to go answer the door. “I’ll be right back.”
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Leah

My heart nearly stopped as I saw the man walk into our bedroom, it stopped a second time as Riley walked in behind him, a wicked smile on her face.

“Leah,” she said, using my pretend name. “This is Mark and you are to be his plaything tonight.” She looked so fucking calm.

“He is to be our plaything,” the strange man corrected my wife. What the fuck did this mean? Why did my wife have another man over? And what did ‘being his plaything’ entail? Did she mean for him to fuck me? I’d agreed to dressing up as a woman and going out but I’d never agreed to this. Even if I had enjoyed my little stint at the club, this was different. This wasn’t just letting some random guy slap or grope my ass, or fondle my fake tits, this was much worse. I couldn’t believe she’d brought him into our bedroom. The irony of that thought didn’t dawn on me until much later.

“Riley honey,” I said trying to remain as calm as a man tied up to a bed frame could be. “I think maybe we should discuss this. In private.”

“No,” she said dismissively. “This is very important to me. And I need you to go through with it. For me, for our marriage.”

I could feel the blood in my face drain away as Mark took off his shirt and advanced on me. “Mind helping me get out of these pants Riley?” he said to my wife, who walked over without a moment’s hesitation. I could only watch how his muscles bulged and his abs glistened while my wife undid his belt, prepping him to fuck me. He smelled good at least.

She pulled his belt away and his pants fell to the ground. “The boxers too,” he said and she took hold of them and tugged them down to his ankles, revealing Mark’s incredibly thick member.

“Thanks,” he said, stepping out of the boxers, now fully nude. He stepped past my wife and got onto the bed with me, placing a knee to either side of my torso, his impressively endowed cock mere inches from my face. I could feel the heat emulate from it, and it made my mouth water.

“You ever been with a man before?” he asked.

I only shook my head in reply, unable to form words.

“I won’t be gentle just because it’s your first time. Your wife here told me that you’ve been a bad girl. That you’ve been sleeping around on her. You deserve to get punished.”

He ran a hand down the side of my face as he said this, and I felt my jaw tremble at his strong, masculine touch. “Open wide, babe,” Mark said, taking his cock in his hand and lining it up with my mouth. My lips trembled as I contemplated on what to do. I was sure I could tell my wife that I wouldn’t go through with it and that she’d call it all off. She wasn’t the type to force me to do anything – especially something like this. But what would that mean for my marriage? I told myself that the only way out of this was to go along with whatever she was saying, that I really didn’t have a choice. I told myself that I didn’t want to do this, I just had to.

I was lying.

I parted my lips slowly and Mark sank his big, flaccid dick into my mouth. It felt warm but otherwise tasteless, not as bad as I’d imagined dick tasting.

“That’s it, baby, suck it.” He whispered.

My lips kept stretching as he slid more and more of his member inside me. I realized that I needed to get him hard, the sooner I could manage that, the sooner I could make him, the sooner I’d be out of this situation. So I gently pushed with my tongue and started teasing the tip of his cock with it. It felt so weird, to have another man’s warm, throbbing cock inside my mouth. To tease his tip with my tongue, to rile him up as I licked him.

His cock started growing now, getting erect and becoming thicker inside my mouth. I had the idea of stroking part of his shaft with my hands, before remembering the handcuffs, so I continued to work him with my tongue: sliding it around his length as he kept growing inside me.

My god, he was massive.

“Lick it,” he whispered and I felt a fresh wave of pleasure wash over me. I liked how he talked to me. I loved being a dirty slut sucking off a man. I wanted nothing else.

Lost in my task I hadn’t even noticed that my wife had gotten so close. She now eyed the cock in my face with a hunger in her eyes. “Go ahead, feel it,” Mark told her and she did just that. She reached down and wrapped her fingers around the freshly lubricated rod in front of my face. “Stroke it,” he commanded, and she did. I saw the cock get even bigger, even thicker. My heart beat louder in my chest as my wife ran her fingers along this man’s entire length, teasing his bulging tip with a quick squeeze whenever she got there.

Mark reached for my crotch and flipped up my skirt, slipping down my panties in the same motion. I felt exposed. I felt ashamed. I felt thrilled.

He took my thighs in his hands and raised my legs up until he got a clear view of my boy-pussy. He slid his cock from my wife’s grip and lined it up with my twitching asshole, the wet appendage smearing spit against my asshole as it quivered impatiently.

Without warning he plunged in, entering my body with his monster cock. I gasped for air as I felt him stretching me wide. It’s the weirdest feeling, having a man’s cock in your ass for the first time: the way the tip explores your insides, the way the veins tease the walls of your anus. It’s nothing short of incredible.

“You’re so tight,” he whispered as he sunk deeper into me. Awakening parts of me that I had no idea even existed.

“It hurts,” I said.

“Tough luck, princess,” he replied and I felt myself getting hard.

Then, once again without warning, he started thrusting. My tight asshole took a moment to adjust to his cock, but every time he pumped it became a little easier. Pretty soon he was plunging in and out of me at a controlled pace and if he hadn’t been holding my legs up, I would have been thrashing them around wildly.

“Does it still hurt?” my wife asked me.

“No,” I said, my face red. “ It feels.. good now. FUCK! It feels so fucking good.”

“I told you you’d come around,” Mark laughed, and then he did something I wasn’t expecting: he reached down and slipped his fingers around my cock, securing it in his grip as he began to jerk me off. “You’re going to ruin your skirt if you come on yourself, you little slut,” he whispered to me. “God, you’re so fucking tight.” Mark was starting to groan now.

He pounded my asshole mercilessly and I could only moan in response. Every inch of his marvelous cock ravaged me from inside, his tip hitting a spot again and again that made me scream. The more he hit that special spot inside me the more I squirmed, a deep euphoric shudder forming inside my body. Every cell in my body came alive with pleasure as he continued to pound me and I felt the magical sensation course through my body. The energy coalesced in my crotch and I nearly fainted as I came, my head falling back from a combination of my pleasure and fatigue.

I came more than I’d ever come before, my cock blasting jizz all over Mark’s hand, all over my tummy, all over my skirt, there was even some on my chin. He pounded me a few more times before he grunted as well, releasing his hot, sticky load deep inside me as his entire body shuddered next to me.

“Fuck,” he muttered, as he slid out of my now red asshole, his cum dripping out of my hole and making its way down my butt. There was a brief and silent pause then, the only sounds in the room from mine and Mark’s hurried breathing. I thought that maybe it would be like this the whole night, that we’d just sit there silently unwilling to look each other in the eye but Riley spoke up eventually.

“Have you learned your lesson yet Luke?”

“It’s Leah,” I replied. “And I think it might take a few more classes.”

The end
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The Sissyfication of a married man

Chris is a young married man leading a pretty boring life when everything changes. One night he’s caught short in the car and has an embarrassing accident on the way to see his wife’s friend Lyla. With no choice but to change into his wife’s dirty gym clothes, he arrives at Lyla’s house in a rather compromising position.

Thus begins a night filled with thrills and new exciting sensations as something feminine awakens deep inside of Chris. All of this is made even more exciting by the fact that Lyla’s hiding a secret between her legs.
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