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   Scott walked in the front door a little tipsy after drinks with the boys. 
 
    
 
   He crossed his fingers, hoping his wife had fallen asleep waiting for him. He knew how irritated she got when he came home late after his shift without so much as a phone call.  
 
    
 
   But he also knew what Zelda would say if he phoned from the precinct: “What do you mean you’re going out? There’s beer in the fridge! Have a drink when you get home!”
 
    
 
   She didn’t understand the dynamic, with cops. Drinking together wasn’t empty comradery. It was about decompressing after a tough shift. You didn’t want to bring the dirty streets home with you, home to your lovely wife who leads such an innocent life.
 
    
 
   At least, Scott didn’t. He knew a few guys, younger guys, whose wives were on the force too. He couldn’t imagine what it would be like, going home to a woman who’d been where he’d been and seen what he’d seen. There’d be nowhere to hide.
 
    
 
   But tonight when he tramped through the front door, he saw a warm light emanating from upstairs. Damn. Did that mean Zelda was up reading? He glanced at his watch. She was usually in dreamland by eleven, and it was almost midnight. 
 
    
 
   She couldn’t still be awake.
 
    
 
   Except he heard a voice up there, and it wasn’t Zelda’s.  
 
    
 
   He heard a woman’s voice, but not his wife’s.  
 
    
 
   What could possibly be going on?
 
    
 
   Scott pulled himself up the stairs by the rail and rushed to the bedroom. 
 
    
 
   He didn’t know where to look first.
 
    
 
   His wife wasn’t alone. Her friend Kimberly sat on the bed, holding a glass of red wine. Kimberly wore a long black dress with that high kind of neckline that emphasized her Asian heritage. When she spotted him in the doorway, a silly smile crossed her full red lips. She said, “Hello, Scott. It’s about time you got home. Your wife wants to give you something.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly pointed to Zelda, who stood there in her shiny latex corset. Not just that, but instead of panties, his wife wore that crazy strap-on harness she’d bought the other week. It looked like black leather panties with a fake dick sticking out the front. 
 
    
 
   In fact, the dick almost looked real because it was just a few shades lighter than Zelda’s natural skin tone.
 
    
 
   “Zelda,” he stammered.  “What are you doing? Why are you wearing that… in public?”
 
    
 
   Throwing her head back, Kimberly laughed.  “We’re not in public, silly!  We’re in your bedroom, in the privacy of your own home!”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” he replied.  “But you’re here.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah,” she said, lowering her bedroom eyes.  “I sure am.”
 
    
 
   Scott’s throat ran dry as he considered what Kimberly was saying.  He looked to his wife in that intimate attire and asked, “What’s going on?”
 
    
 
   With a casual shrug, she said, “I was telling Kimberly what we’ve been up to lately and she said it sounded like fun. So I invited her to join in.”
 
    
 
   “Join in?” Scott asked, choking on his epiglottis. 
 
    
 
   This wasn’t something they’d ever discussed. But how could he be upset about letting another woman join them in the bedroom? Especially a woman as beautiful and casually seductive as Kimberly!
 
    
 
   He wasn’t sure if Kimberly was younger than his wife, but she certainly looked it. She had the kind of eyes that broke your heart when she was sad, but buoyed your spirits when she was happy. Right now, they looked like they could devour a man. 
 
    
 
   If eyes had teeth, they just might.
 
    
 
   Standing from the bed, Kimberly set her wine goblet on the dresser. It felt strange for her to be in their bedroom, but Scott was willing to go along with this. Even when she said, “Let’s strip you down and hose you off.”
 
    
 
   “Hose me off?” Scott asked.
 
    
 
   “You’ve been working hard all day,” Zelda replied. “We don’t want to make love to a sweaty man.”
 
    
 
   “No we don’t.”  Kimberly pressed him toward the bathroom, and both women followed him in.  “Go on. Take off your clothes.”
 
    
 
   Scott looked at Zelda to make sure this was okay.  
 
    
 
   Zelda said, “You heard the lady. Strip!”
 
    
 
   He hopped to it, undoing his street clothes and letting them fall to a heap on the ground. His fingers trembled as he unbuttoned and unzipped.  He was nervous about Kimberly seeing him naked. He was much doughier than he’d like to be.
 
    
 
   “This boy needs some sun,” Kimberly said.
 
    
 
   Zelda agreed. “He won’t take off his top in public.”
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong?” Kimberly asked. “Don’t want strangers seeing your cute little nips?”
 
    
 
   Stepping closer, Kimberly grabbed his erect nipples between her thumbs and index fingers. He hadn’t realized until then that she was wearing black opera gloves that went all the way past her elbows. He must have seen them as sleeves to her dress before, but he felt the stretchy, satiny fabric as she twisted his tits—and he really took notice.
 
    
 
   “Kimberly,” Zelda said. “Don’t wear him out before we get started.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly let go and took a step back.  “You’re right. There’s so much to do.”
 
    
 
   Nodding, Zelda said, “Take off your boxers.”
 
    
 
   Scott sheepishly dropped them, exposing his genitals to his wife and her friend. 
 
    
 
   “Not much to work with,” Kimberly said.
 
    
 
   “It gets bigger,” Zelda informed her friend.  “When he’s aroused…”
 
    
 
   “How can he not be aroused already? He’s standing here naked before two beautiful women!”
 
    
 
   “True,” Zelda said. “He must be some kind of sissy.”
 
    
 
   “Must be!”  Throwing her hands in the air, Kimberly said, “I’m not sure we should even bother. Might not be worth it.”
 
    
 
   “You might be right,” Zelda agreed.
 
    
 
   “No, it will be!” Scott cried.  “Just wait. Just… do whatever you want. I’ll go along with anything. It’ll be great—you’ll see!”
 
    
 
   Zelda and Kimberly exchanged dramatic glances. They both said, “Well…”
 
    
 
   “Look, I’ll jump in the shower!” Scott said. “See? I’ll get nice and clean!”
 
    
 
   But when he grabbed for the knob, he spotted something strange: there was a weird attachment fitted around the faucet. What was that thing? It had a hose attached with a nozzle at the end…
 
    
 
   “What are you waiting for?” Zelda asked. “Turn the water on. Let’s get this show on the road.”
 
    
 
   “But what’s this?” Scott asked, lifting the hose to inspect it.
 
    
 
   Snickering, Kimberly said, “You might not want to touch that.”
 
    
 
   “Just soap yourself down,” Zelda said, impatiently. “We’ll deal with the rest once you’re showered.”
 
    
 
   Scott couldn’t imagine what these women had in store for him, but he followed their instructions, turning on the shower, soaping himself under warm water, making sure his genitals were nice and sudsy clean in case one or both of those fine-looking women wanted to wrap their lips around his cock.
 
    
 
   In fact, just the thought aroused him. His penis grew erect in his hand and he tried to not rub too much before the Zelda and her pretty friend could get their paws on it.
 
    
 
   Zelda peeked her head in, asking, “What’s taking so long?”
 
    
 
   “Nothing!” Scott said, dropping his dick.
 
    
 
   Kimberly peeked in the other side.  “What was he doing?”
 
    
 
   “Getting himself off without us,” Zelda told her.
 
    
 
   Kimberly’s eyes shot open, wide as saucers.  “How dare you!”
 
    
 
   “I wasn’t,” Scott said, acting innocent.  “I was only washing it, not playing.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly bent down and grabbed the strange hose from the tub floor.  “I think it’s time to clean your husband out,” she said to Zelda.
 
    
 
   “Just what I was thinking.”
 
    
 
   “Clean me out?” Scott shrieked.  “Clean me out how?”
 
    
 
   “How do you think?” Zelda asked, turning him around to face the tile while Kimberly rerouted the water from the shower to the nozzle. 
 
    
 
   He felt its warm flow against his calves, then his thighs, then Kimberly said, “Zel, I think you should do this. You’re dressed the part.”
 
    
 
   She must have meant because Zelda’s latex corset was essentially waterproof. There was quite a lot of water splashing out of that hose.
 
    
 
   “You’re right,” Zelda said, though she seemed apprehensive as she entered the tub. 
 
    
 
   “You know how to do it?” Kimberly asked.  “Test the water. Make sure the temperature’s okay.”
 
    
 
   Scott turned to see what was happening as his wife ran the water over her wrist.  
 
    
 
   “A little too hot,” Zelda said.
 
    
 
   “Gotcha.”  Kimberly adjusted the taps.  “Better?”
 
    
 
   “Yup.”  Zelda cleared her throat, then asked, “Are we ready?”
 
    
 
   “Ready for what?” Scott yelped.
 
    
 
   She didn’t answer in words, oh no.  She answered by running that warm water between his butt cheeks.  
 
    
 
   Just when he was about to assure her he’d already soaped his bum hole, she aimed the nozzle right at his rear eye. 
 
    
 
   Oh God, she wasn’t just washing him on the outside—she was washing his insides, too!  When she shoved that nozzle right up his sudsy bum hole, water rushed through his colon, filling his poor bowels. 
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” he asked in a panic. “It’s too much. You can’t… it’s…”
 
    
 
   He pulled toward the wall, but the nozzle stayed inside him and went along for the ride. So much warm water entered his rear that it filled his belly, making him truly fat. He warmed from the inside out.
 
    
 
   Beyond the feeling of panic flooding his veins, he also experienced a strange sort of calm.
 
    
 
   That calm was shattered when he began to feel like he would truly explode.  “Zelda,” he said.  “I need the toilet. I need it now.”
 
    
 
   She didn’t respond right away, but the water stopped, so Kimberly must have been right on the ball.
 
    
 
   Kimberly!
 
    
 
   He’d almost forgotten she was there watching as he writhed in discomfort. Could he possibly be more embarrassed? His brow furrowed as he tried desperately to keep his bowels from bursting. God, what would Kimberly think if his butt started spewing stuff all over the tile walls?
 
    
 
   “Go,” Zelda said, popping the nozzle out of his ass.  “Go to the toilet.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly hopped out of the way as Scott raced to the john. The lid was closed. His hands trembled as he opened it. All he could think was, “I’m not going to make it… I’m not going to make it… I’m not…”
 
    
 
   Zelda pushed her friend from the room and closed the door behind her, leaving Scott alone to expel a huge amount of water from his bowels. Everything felt liquid, coming out, but he knew from the smell that it wasn’t just water. Thank God the girls had gone. Zelda must be accustomed to his fumes by now, but he’d be humiliated if Kimberly had to smell them too!
 
    
 
   He wiped and wiped and flushed and flushed. Zelda liked to buy concentrated room sprays that smelled like pumpkin pie and vanilla ice cream. When he felt cleaner than he’d been in all his life, he threw his ratty robe around his shoulders, spritzed the bathroom, and stepped out.
 
    
 
   Kimberly and Zelda sat together on the bed. Their wine glasses clinked as the women whispered. Their faces were so close Scott wondered, if he hadn’t walked in the room at just that moment, would they have kissed?
 
    
 
   “Sorry to interrupt,” he said, his cock tenting his robe.
 
    
 
   Zelda glanced up at him.  “Why are you wearing that ratty thing?”
 
    
 
   Before he could answer, Kimberly asked, “How are you feeling, honeydoll?”
 
    
 
   She seemed genuinely concerned, so Scott answered her question first.  “Okay. Or… good? Really good. Never felt so clean, to be perfectly honest with you.”
 
    
 
   “Good,” Kimberly replied. “That’s exactly what we were hoping for.”
 
    
 
   “Now get out of that robe and put on your new outfit.”
 
    
 
   “What new outfit?” 
 
    
 
   Zelda pointed with her toe. He hadn’t noticed it before: a frilly white teddy with matching panties. 
 
    
 
   “Where did this come from?” 
 
    
 
   “Kimberly brought it for you.”
 
    
 
   “Oh.”  Scott felt his cheeks blushing a bright shade of pink.  
 
    
 
   “Say thank you to Kimberly.”
 
    
 
   He felt like a chastised child, saying, “Thank you, Kimberly.”
 
    
 
   “You’re very welcome.”  Setting her glass on the night table, Kimberly rose from the bed.  “Here, baby—let me help you.”
 
    
 
   “He can do it himself,” Zelda said, clicking her teeth.
 
    
 
   “Don’t be silly,” Kimberly told her.  “I want to help. It’s in my nature.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly picked up the lace panties and got down on her knees.  
 
    
 
   “Should I step in?” Scott asked.  
 
    
 
   “I think so.”  Kimberly looked up at him with a coquettish smile. “If you dare.”
 
    
 
   “Oh, he dares,” Zelda said. “We’ll make him dare.”
 
    
 
   “You think you need to force my feet?” Scott asked, stepping boldly into the panties.
 
    
 
   Kimberly’s lovely fingers traced a path up Scott’s hairy calves as she pulled the lace garment into place. When her fingernails brushed against the outsides of his thighs, he nearly toppled over.
 
    
 
   “Wait a minute,” he said when the lace was in place.  “I think these are on the wrong way… or… something…”
 
    
 
   He opened his robe to get a better look. Kimberly and Zelda were already snickering when he finally came to the realization that these were no ordinary panties.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” he said as his half-hard cock hung down the middle.  “Crotchless panties?”
 
    
 
   The girls broke out laughing.
 
    
 
   “Is this some kind of joke?”
 
    
 
   “Not at all,” Zelda said.
 
    
 
   “Then why are you guffawing like an orangutan?”
 
    
 
   Zelda cleared her throat.  “I’m not.”
 
    
 
   “She’s not,” Kimberly joined in.  “She’s giggling like a schoolgirl.”
 
    
 
   They both broke out laughing again, and Scott couldn’t help wondering if they were laughing at him.  “When a man is standing in front of you nearly naked, you’re not supposed to laugh.”
 
    
 
   “Sorry,” Kimberly said.
 
    
 
   Zelda set her goblet down as she slipped off the bed.  “I don’t see a man in front of me. I see a sissy cop in crotchless panties.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly pulled herself up from the floor and grabbed the lace teddy.  “Come on, now, hands in the air.”
 
    
 
   He was so much taller than her.  She had to climb up on the bed to fit the fluttery garment over his raised hands. It got stuck at his shoulders and Zelda took over, tugging it down from behind. The teddy looked like it should have fit him with room to spare, but it actually went on tight. He felt the lace stretch, adjusting to his chest, wrapping like a hug around his clean skin.
 
    
 
   “Looks good,” Kimberly said, jumping down from the bed.
 
    
 
   Zelda turned him around so he could see his reflection in the mirror.  “What do you think, Sissy?”
 
    
 
   His cheeks blazed the moment he caught sight of himself. 
 
    
 
   Something turned in his belly as he observed his cock twitching under the teddy. It only barely covered the tops of his thighs, and he was embarrassed to see his hairy balls hanging down. He wanted to cover his genitals with his hands, but that would show weakness. It would let the women know how he felt, and he wanted them to see him as strong and confident—even wearing a white lace get-up.
 
    
 
   “Do you like the teddy Kimberly bought you?” Zelda asked.
 
    
 
   Yes and no was the honest answer. His shoulders embarrassed him. They were too wide for the outfit. And his stomach curved out too much. He looked fat. He looked silly.
 
    
 
   “You look great,” Kimberly said.
 
    
 
   Scott didn’t believe her, but he said thanks all the same.
 
    
 
   “But there’s something missing,” she went on, grabbing a hat box from beside the bed. Before he could ask what was in it, Kimberly popped the top and brought out a wig of wavy blonde hair.  “You know what they say: blondes have more fun.”
 
    
 
   “Feel like having fun tonight?” Zelda asked.
 
    
 
   Scott swallowed hard.  “Is that for me?”
 
    
 
   Kimberly laughed. “Who else would it be for?”
 
    
 
   She fitted it onto his head and tucked his hair inside. This time, when he spotted himself in the mirror, he was pure va-va-voom! So what about the shoulders? Who cares about the belly? He was every inch a vixen in this lingerie and wig.
 
    
 
   And his cock responded image by batting at the teddy, lifting the lace, greeting the world.
 
    
 
   “I think somebody wants to play,” Kimberly said, reaching for Scott’s erection.
 
    
 
   Zelda slapped her hand away.  “Not yet.”
 
    
 
   “Why not?”
 
    
 
   “He’ll come too fast. I want to put this dildo inside him first.”
 
    
 
   “Oh God,” Scott said, gasping at the thought.
 
    
 
   Zelda handed Kimberly the lube, like Scott wasn’t even in the room.  “Here. Get this thing good and slick, will you? I want it to go in easy.”
 
    
 
   “You’re too good to him,” Kimberly replied. She squirted a dollop of lube into her palm and then grabbed Zelda’s strap-on like she’d done this a hundred times before.  “How’s that? Enough? You want more?”
 
    
 
   “A little more, I think. Then we’ll slather his asshole with it, too.”
 
    
 
   The image of Kimberly rubbing his wife’s fake cock weakened Scott’s knees. He fell back on the bed, staring at their reflections in the big mirror. 
 
    
 
   “Feeling faint?” Kimberly asked with a wink.  “We haven’t even touched you yet.”
 
    
 
   Scott’s ass clenched. His cock surged. “Touched me…?”
 
    
 
   He almost asked them to touch each other, but he was too greedy for sensation.
 
    
 
   “Where should we start?” Kimberly asked Zelda.
 
    
 
   “I just want to get my dick in his ass,” Zelda replied.
 
    
 
   Scott’s muscles tightened. His cock twitched hard.
 
    
 
   “I want to wrap my hands around him,” Kimberly said. “Maybe even my mouth.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, your mouth!” Scott said, fully expecting Zelda to shoot him daggers.
 
    
 
   But she didn’t. Giddily, she said, “Oh yes, he loves that.”
 
    
 
   Without warning, Kimberly grabbed his cock. Hard. And pulled him forward.  “Oooh, you are hard as wood!”
 
    
 
   Zelda snuck between his butt and the bed. “Open your cheeks for me, Sissy.”
 
    
 
   His brain had never felt so dizzy. He did as he was told, splitting his clean cheeks so his wife could douse his crack with lube. It was cold enough to make him shiver, but Kimberly’s hot touch kept him going. He could feel the trace of lube left on her palm from coating Zelda’s fake cock. The sensation left him positively liquid.
 
    
 
   Sneaking her hand around his belly, Zelda whispered, “Mama loves her little Sissy.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly smiled up at him as Zelda pulled his body back to her. She was sitting on the bed, right near the edge of the mattress, with her lubed-up dildo pointing to his butt like it had a radar fix on his hole. 
 
    
 
   “Come on, Sissy. Trust your mama.” Pulling him closer, Zelda cooed, “Trust me, baby. I’ll take good care of you.”
 
    
 
   As she guided her dildo between his cheeks, he found he did trust her. He trusted her completely, even though she’d brought home a friend without telling him and thrown him into an enema shower without warning. Didn’t matter. He trusted her anyway.
 
    
 
   While Scott backed into his wife’s generous lap, Kimberly sank to her knees on the bedroom carpet. His hands found her shoulders out of necessity. Zelda kept bending him forward. He wouldn’t have been able to hold that position without Kimberly’s help.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry,” he said as his blonde curls danced across her cheeks.
 
    
 
   She looked up at him so encouragingly that all he felt was love. “It’s okay, honeydoll. I got you.”
 
    
 
   Had him in her fist, as well.  
 
    
 
   Kimberly tightened her grasp around his erection while Zelda found his pucker with the tip of her dildo. He would have tensed if it hadn’t been for Kimberly’s lustful hold on his dick. As she ran her fist up and down his shaft, he opened to his wife in a way he’d never experienced. 
 
    
 
   “That’s it,” Zelda whispered as she pulled him into her lap.
 
    
 
   He relaxed and let her enter him from behind. That’s not to say it was a smooth-as-silk entry. No, it took some gearing up. It took some effort. But it wasn’t painful. He felt a bit of a pinch and a fair amount of pressure, but he wouldn’t classify any of that as negative. With the help of two beautiful women and quite a lot of lube, getting pegged felt better than anything he could imagine.
 
    
 
   “Keep going,” Zelda encouraged as he sank down on her dildo. “Take it up the ass, just like that. Very good. A little more.”
 
    
 
   “Oh,” Scott said.  “I feel so full.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly chose that moment to wrap her luscious lips around his cockhead.
 
    
 
   “Oh God!” Scott cried, tumbling back so Zelda’s cock entered him still more deeply.
 
    
 
   His wife wrapped her arms around him, holding him tight. “It’s okay, little sissy. Mama’s got you.”
 
    
 
   He could feel her latex corset through the lace. It squeaked against his skin as he moved against her. He almost wished her dildo were bigger. He was starting to get used to its girth. Now he wanted more.
 
    
 
   As his wife bucked beneath him, Scott stared between his legs.
 
    
 
   He watched his cock entering Kimberly’s mouth.
 
    
 
   Her lipstick left red marks on his engorged shaft, and she didn’t seem to notice. She didn’t seem to care about anything but the cock in her throat.
 
    
 
   And yes, she took it deep in her throat. She couldn’t swallow his erection whole, of course. He was just too big for that. But she took a considerable portion of his anatomy into her mouth.
 
    
 
   She loved it. He could see that on her face. Kimberly loved sucking cock. She moaned around his girth as she slid his dick out of her mouth, and then back in again, her lips sliding on it like a greased pole. He wasn’t sure how she could breathe with so much cock in her throat, but she obviously had a wealth of experience.
 
    
 
   In a way, he felt jealous of Kimberly. Scott wasn’t interested in men, but he had his share of curiosities. What would it feel like to suck a dick?  Why did his wife’s friend enjoy it so much?
 
    
 
   He needed to know. 
 
    
 
   So he asked her. 
 
    
 
   “Why does she like it?” Zelda laughed, fucking him from behind. “Sissies aren’t allowed to ask questions like that.”
 
    
 
   “Sure they are,” Kimberly said, rolling his erection between her gloved hands. “I love sucking dick because I know how great it feels.”
 
    
 
   “How do you know?” Scott asked.
 
    
 
   “She can see it on your face,” Zelda said, smacking his thigh as punishment. “You obviously like what she’s doing better than what I’m doing.”
 
    
 
   “No, I enjoy it all equally.”
 
    
 
   Scott just wanted to keep himself out of trouble. When your wife’s dildo is lodged up your butt and her friend’s teeth are wrapped around your cock, you don’t want anybody getting upset.
 
    
 
   “Don’t lie to me, Sissy.”  Zelda grabbed his man-titties from behind and gave them a forceful squeeze.
 
    
 
   “Zelda!”
 
    
 
   Kimberly shrieked around his dick. She must have felt it twitch violently when his wife tortured his tits. Took a lot to really make him feel it, but Zelda seemed willing to dole out any measure of punishment, these days.
 
    
 
   She wanted to hurt him. Kimberly wanted to please him. He had the devil at his back and an angel between his legs.
 
    
 
   And he was just letting it happen. Letting them do whatever they pleased.
 
    
 
   Kimberly wrapped her hands firmly around his shaft and stroked him hard. Rubbing his cockhead across her cheek, she said, “I love your big cock.”
 
    
 
   “She loves your sissy cock.”  Zelda brushed Scott’s wig out of the way so she could look over his shoulder. “Now bounce on my dick. Take it like a good little girl.”
 
    
 
   He didn’t move. 
 
    
 
   Zelda was obviously trying to fuck him from below, but what could she do? He weighed more, and her legs were trapped beneath him. She didn’t have a hope in hell.
 
    
 
   “What did I tell you?” Zelda asked as Kimberly wrapped her soft, swollen lips around his tip.
 
    
 
   “You told me to bounce on your dick,” Scott said. “But I don’t want to.”
 
    
 
   “How dare you?”  Zelda slapped his thigh, but it didn’t hurt the way it had before. She pinched his tits through the lace teddy, but he just didn’t care.
 
    
 
   He stared into Kimberly’s gorgeous face, no longer fearing his wife’s wrath. All he wanted was the pretty mouth moaning around his dick, and the gloved hands working up and down his shaft.
 
    
 
   He belonged to her.  
 
    
 
   “How dare you!” Zelda shouted once more.  She bucked beneath him, but her dildo didn’t do much damage. She couldn’t hurt him with what she had. It would take a great deal more to make an impression.
 
    
 
   No, he shouldn’t say that. Because, actually, it felt quite good when she reamed him from behind. As her dildo hammered away at his hole, he felt a unique pressure building inside him. Coupled with the suction from Kimberly’s expert mouth, he knew he wouldn’t last long.
 
    
 
   “More,” he begged her—begged them both, really.
 
    
 
   Kimberly sucked harder. Zelda fucked him faster.
 
    
 
   As he watched his full shaft disappearing between Kimberly’s fine lips, he wondered what it would feel like to take a dick the size of his up the ass. Not a dildo. Nothing fake. A real live flesh-and-blood cock. Again, not saying he was attracted to men, because other guys really didn’t do a thing for him, but if there was some way to get fucked by a woman—by a woman as sexy and seductive as Kimberly—man oh man, he’d do it in a heartbeat!
 
    
 
   As it was, all the sucking and fucking was getting him close to the edge. He knew he needed something special to go over. That’s why he tugged at Kimberly’s arm and said, “Pull up your dress. I need to fuck you.”
 
    
 
   “No!” Zelda cried sharply.
 
    
 
   “Climb up on the bed,” he said, ignoring his wife’s wishes.  “Straddle me, Kimberly. Let me feel your sweet pussy around my dick.”
 
    
 
   Again, Zelda shouted, “No! No, sissy! Bad sissy!”
 
    
 
   “It’s Kimberly’s decision,” he said. “Not yours.”
 
    
 
   Kimberly stood between his thighs and Zelda seemed shocked. “What are you doing? You can’t!”
 
    
 
   “I know,” she said, hooking her thumbs around her panties without lifting her long silky gown. 
 
    
 
   She undid the silk knots that acted as buttons from her neck to her shoulder. Scott watched as she pushed her underwear down to the floor, but he couldn’t see anything because of the dress she wouldn’t remove. 
 
    
 
   But she would wrap its silky fabric around his swollen dick.
 
    
 
   “What do you think you’re doing?” Zelda asked. 
 
    
 
   Scott couldn’t remember the last time he’d heard his wife so pissed off. Imagine—two beautiful women fighting over a sissy cop! This had to be heaven.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me,” he begged his wife’s friend. He knew he could wear her down.
 
    
 
   “I want to,” she said, wrapping both hands around his fabric-draped dick. “I want to so bad, honeydoll. You have no idea.”
 
    
 
   “So do it.”  He grabbed her dress, pulling at it.
 
    
 
   “Don’t let him!” Zelda screamed. She pinched his nipples so hard he knew they’d be bruised, but that didn’t stop him from tearing at Kimberly’s clothing.
 
    
 
   “I want to,” Kimberly repeated. “I want to fuck you, honeydoll. I’m dying to fuck you.”
 
    
 
   Where was all this fabric coming from? How could there be so much of it?
 
    
 
   She stroked him off while he tugged at her dress. Her fingers were too much. Her hands brought him right to the brink. His balls clenched. His thighs tightened.
 
    
 
   “Fast!” he said. “I’m about to come! Climb on top of me, Kim…”
 
    
 
   He couldn’t finish saying the word. His wife’s friend was just too sexy, too seductive, too tempting. She throttled his dick, tighter and tighter within her dress. She jerked him off hard. Damn, that girl knew what she was doing. She pumped him, stroked him, cupped her palm around his balls and squeezed.
 
    
 
   Scott’s throat clenched, trapping her name inside. He shot his first blast of cum inside the silky fabric Kimberly had wrapped around his dick.
 
    
 
   Too little, too late, she pulled up her dress. Zelda shouted and reached out to pull it back down, but Kimberly wasn’t having it. She bundled the fabric in front of her, then tore it over her head all at once. 
 
    
 
   Scott watched the dress fly into the air and descend like a parachute. He saw everything in slow motion. Streaks of cum went flying at the woman’s skin when Scott’s gaze descended her fine body. 
 
    
 
   Her breasts looked considerably larger naked than they had clothed. Her nipples were hard and dark, crying out to be sucked. He was about to pull her into his arms when his gaze descended to where he expected to find a neatly trimmed pussy.
 
    
 
   Boy, was he off the mark!
 
    
 
   Kimberly had a cock, and it was hard, and it was huge.
 
    
 
   By all rights, Scott’s cum reserves should have been depleted. But for a body like Kimberly’s, he found more. 
 
    
 
   His jizz splashed her belly. Splashed her dick.
 
    
 
   Her erection jerked upward, like it was begging for more.
 
    
 
   “Kimberly,” Zelda groaned. “I told you no! Now he’ll never be satisfied with my strap-on.”
 
    
 
   “Satisfied?” Scott stammered. All he could think about was his wife’s friend’s cock.
 
    
 
   Wrapping one of her gloved hands around her erection, Kimberly rubbed Scott’s cum around her shaft. “So, what do you say?” she asked. “You still want to fuck me?”
 
    
 
   “No,” Scott said, lifting his ass until his wife’s dildo slipped out from between his cheeks. 
 
    
 
   This was his chance to suck a real dick, to take it up the ass! His wife had brought this beautiful woman into their bedroom, and this beautiful woman was offering him a taste of her huge, hard cock. How could he possibly pass up an opportunity like this? 
 
    
 
   “I don’t want to fuck you.”  Scott reached out to brush Kimberly’s sweet puckered nipple with the pad of his thumb. “If Zelda gives us the go-ahead, I think I want you to fuck me.”
 
    
 
   The End
 
   ~~~~~
 
   Coming Soon from Gia Maria Marquez:
 
   Rear Eye for the Straight Guy #4
 
   Kimberly Doesn’t Need a Strap-On
 
   ~~~~~
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