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Chapter One

I’m lucky to have Nora, my gorgeous, beloved wife, as a poor, skinny geek in college. She didn’t know I existed until I created my AI gaming company and became wealthy beyond my wildest dreams.

Whenever I tell her the depths of my love, how much I adore her, and how I worship the ground she walks on, she assumes it’s an expression—a metaphor. But I genuinely want to worship the ground she walks on, the feet she uses to walk, and pay my devotion to the heels she puts her feet in.

We settled down for date night and the movie Nora picked for us. I looked forward to our Friday nights together, as my weeks were always busy running my company. Maybe tonight, I tell Nora. Tell her what I want sexually. But if I do, and she agrees, that spoils the thrill of what I want to experience—being forced into feminization and being her sissy.

How does one tell a woman like Nora that?

I’ve wanted her since I saw her dancing in her alluring leather dominitrix outfit at her sorority’s Halloween party. I had to have her. But she’d never go for the poor and effeminate geek. So, I waited until I was rich, and then well…. Things fell into place. I had every intention of telling her I wasn’t the alpha male I pretended to be and that I was more the sissy type. Days passed. Weeks passed. Then months.

When I proposed, I got down on my knees and handed her a ring with a diamond the size of a rock, visualizing the ring as a little pink collar with a bell on it. More and more time passed with me pretending to be the alpha male, and as our wedding day approached, I wanted to tell her. I love you, but…. I want…. A woman to dominate me.

How does one say that?

Ten minutes before our wedding, feeling ashamed and guilty of being jealous because I wasn’t the one wearing the white wedding dress, I considered telling her the truth. “Nora, I’m rich. I’ll take care of all your other needs, including money and security. You can have sex with other men, whoever you want, but I want to find them for you. Share them with you, dressed as your sissy. I’ll do whatever you want. Serve you, worship you. Be my Goddess. My Mistress.”

I chickened out. Nora wouldn’t go for it. We married. I vowed to control my urges. Change. Be the man a woman like Nora deserved. I kept up the act, but the things that aroused my passions and desires I thought would remain buried deep kept bubbling to the surface. As time passed, it wasn’t good enough to be feminized; I wanted to be forced to submit, or as much as one can have another’s will imposed on them when one actually wants to be compelled to obey.

I glanced at Nora. She’s tired of my excuses. She’s tired of me sleeping in my basement. She was tired of me not touching her the way a man should, holding her, being with her, and not making love to her. I was tired, too. I was tired of pretending—though it was much more complicated than that.

Sure, I was exhausted. That’s not a lie, like the rest of our relationship. But physical or mental exhaustion wasn’t keeping me from initiating sex or keeping my distance. My facade was slipping because I was tired of being macho—an alpha male. I was tired of being the guy. And it was the assignments my AI sissy game I created required me to do, like keeping my body smooth. She’d know if I held her too tight or close. So, I avoided her.

We settled into the maroon, plush seats of my mansion’s home movie theater, each munching on a bucket of popcorn. “What movie did you pick for tonight, Nora?” I asked, tiny pieces of popcorn spilling from my mouth.

“A special treat just for you. You’ll enjoy this one. It’s got lots of action.” Nora sounded casual, but I could tell she was hiding something. “Or so I heard.”

Nora started the movie with a voice command. I watched intently, as I always do. I loved movies. I loved it when Nora picked them. I loved it whenever she took control. I wished she’d take control more often, especially in the bedroom.

I rubbed my jeans nervously…. Tell her. I straightened my black T-shirt, my company’s name emblazoned across the front: Special Ops Gaming. I pushed my trademark thick tortoiseshell glasses up my nose wishing I could dress more like my sissy in Sissy Games, the game I created.

I watched silently, holding Nora’s hand, lost in the movie until a bank robber running from the cops broke into a beauty salon. Hours later, he stepped into the blocked-off street looking like a drop-dead gorgeous woman. It was cheesy and over-the-top, but it lit a fire inside me. Red hot blood throbbed in my veins, surging down to my cock, making an uncomfortable moment, a raging hard-on.

Nora wouldn’t mind that I got hard since it’d been a while since I’d been able to perform. My arousal would be a pleasant surprise for her, except I’d gotten excited over a crossdresser. Maybe it would turn her off. Maybe not.

I wanted to share my secret—my secret fantasy. The one I’d been obsessing over for years, night and day. I wanted to tell her, “Nora being feminized creates sexual arousal in me…. but I want you to pretend to catch me. Then force me to be your sissy.”

Thinking of it made my cock harder, so I let go of Nora’s hand and turned to hide my erection.

“Is everything okay, Vin? It’s over the top, but….”

“No, it’s fine. I have a cramp in my leg.”

The cross-dressed criminal sashayed past the cops, swinging her hips. All thoughts of catching a crook came to a standstill, and all eyes focused on the crossdresser. I sighed.

“You okay?” Nora asked.

“Yeah, ridiculous. You know.” The words escaped my mouth, but it would be a dream come true to be feminized and forced to parade scantily dressed in front of a group of horny men. I glanced at Nora wishing, hoping it filled her mind with fantasies of turning me into her sissy, making me do all sorts of kinky sissy tasks just like her character did to mine in Sissy Games.

Never happen, Vin. Nora’s gorgeous. Intelligent. No way.

My only release anymore was in my game. I couldn’t wait for the movie to end so I could disappear into my basement, fire up my game, and get lost in a sissy world. It was as close as I’d ever get to having a Mistress, being a sissy.

Nora hates you already, so why not tell her? Tell her about your fantasy, so what if she divorces you? She’ll do it, anyway, if you don’t do something. Tell her, Vinnie. Maybe she goes for it. No… Keep your mouth shut.

My mind swirled. I’m not worried she’d figured things out. I wanted it; I hoped Nora figured things out. I didn’t tell her about my cravings because I didn’t want her to agree and willingly accept me as her sissy. I wanted her to get mad, punish, humiliate, and force me into being her sissy. I couldn’t just tell her. That would spoil it. So, I slipped into denial. “No way a guy looks that good. Come on, Nora, that’s a girl. They switched or something.”


Chapter Two

Nora paused the movie. The words were on the tip of my tongue. “Nora, I want you to feminize me. Make me your sissy.”

But if I tell her, I spoiled it. She has to catch me. Thinking I might never experience my fantasy, I created a game. I programmed Nora’s personality, or what I thought she’d be like as a dominatrix, and virtually lived out my urge to be in a female-led relationship. Secretly. But the whole time, I secretly hoped Nora would catch me in her panties.

“It’s possible. He’s….” Nora looks upon me like she knows. “Slender like you. Makeup does wonders. I bet I could do it.”

She knows my secret. Or am I imagining it? If she does, there’s no need to sneak around playing sissy in the virtual world. I could be her sissy, her real-life sissy. She could use the challenges the computer created in the real world. Holy shit, some of them were…. really, really kinky.

No way. I’m imagining things again.

She rewound the movie, and we watched the cross-dressing criminal walk right passed an army of horny cops who’d forgotten about the dangerous criminal on the loose. My mind flooded with ideas. Nora was getting fucked as I watched, dressed in a frilly pink outfit she forced me to wear. Nora caged my cock, and put the key on a necklace around her neck, depriving me of even the ability to pleasure myself until she’d gotten her fill.

“What do you think, Vin? I bet I can make a guy look that good. Wanna bet?”

This was a perfect opportunity to tell her, but I didn’t take it. Not that it scared or worried me. I had this overwhelming urge for her to force me into feminization like in my game. It was part of the kink. Shame filled me, guilt that I had this kinky urge to dress like a woman. Shame that I wanted to share my wife with other men. Shame that I wanted to watch her get fucked, more than I wanted to please her myself. I held up my hands. “Hey, don’t get any crazy ideas, Nora. I know that look. I wouldn’t be into any of that perverted stuff.”

My face flushed at my lie. How often have I stripped naked, slid into her sexy thongs, and waited for her to “catch me” only to chicken out? Dozens? Hundreds? “I’m not into perverse sexual acts. No way, I’m not into that.”

“You’re embarrassed. Your face is lit up like a candle.” Nora said.

“I’m not embarrassed. It’s hot in here.”

“I’m chilly.”

“You’re always cold.”

Please, Nora. Tell me to get down on my knees. Force me to do kinky things for you. If you don’t know what to do, go to the basement and talk to your avatar. The AI has the most perverse and nasty things to make me do.

We exchanged a knowing look, and every inch of her lit up with a hunger for me. Not me, Vincent St. James, the inventor, the genius programmer, the gamer but Venus, the slut. The sissy slut.

Tell her Vin. Tell her, Venus. But if I do…. It spoils the thrill of being forced into feminization. How do I get her to do it? Force me into feminization?

How often had I left my private room in the basement unlocked, the game running? “Never go into my room, Nora?” I’d tell her, only hoping she would. Hoping Nora would wander in, discover my game, and….

Nora snapped me out of my thoughts. “I bet I could make you look just like that girl. Ever consider… well, prompting your AI to maybe… well, it’d be interesting to say have it make a guy into a girl. You know, show you what you’d look like.”

Nora was right; I knew because the game made me look good. I enjoyed myself more as a cheap slut than a geek. God, I’m so hard. I shifted in my seat, lifted my hips, and turned away from Nora.

“I could…. if I wanted. But the thought never crossed my mind.”

“No? You know, I’ve always wanted to be more sexually dominant. Wonder what I’d be like? Think you could make a program or game….”

This was too good to be true. That’s precisely what I have been doing. Did she know I created a character for her, and her character transformed my character into a girl, a sissy, and dominant Nora forced me… or my character, Venus, on sissy duties. I loved watching my character go on sexually provocative sissy missions—very kinky. But watching was growing old. I wanted to do it for real. But the assignments were so kinky I’m ashamed to ask or even mention them to Nora.


Chapter Three

I wanted to give in and say yes. Do it, Nora. Feminize me. But if I did…. It would spoil it. I needed her to “force me.”

I fought back the need to confess and said, “No way. Listen, Nora, that kind of stuff. I mean, I don’t care what people do. But I wouldn’t be into that kind of stuff. If the public found out…. My company, well, it goes under. And all I’m saying is he goes into the beauty salon and looks nothing like when he goes in. They used a double or AI-generated it. I have a program that can….”

It slipped out. But it was more of a Freudian slip. Press me further, Nora—my Goddess. Push.

“You do? I’d love to see it?”

Ignoring her, I said. “They must have paid him a ton of money to do that. I’d never do it! Wouldn’t catch me in a million years dressed as a girl.”

Swirling in my mind as I denied it were my true desires. Please, Nora, blackmail me into doing it. Blackmail me. Say it. “Vinnie, get down on your knees. Do as I say, or I go public.”

Nora smiled and said. “Lots of men find crossdressing arousing. It brings out their feminity. Women like it too.”

Was she teasing me? God, I’m streaming precum. I haven’t been this hard in months. I wanted to show her my arousal. But I didn’t want her to go down on me. We’re on the right track, be cool and play along, Vinnie. “Not me. Can we watch something else? Next thing he’s going to be having sex with a guy or some crap like that?”

Take the bait, Nora. Nibble at it, my Goddess. Nervous, shaking that this would go one way or the other. One way, my dreams come true, and Nora becomes my Goddess or the other way. She packs her bags, calls a lawyer, and demands half my company. I stood, shifting my stance to ensure she saw the tent in my pants. Arousal flooded my body as I watched her gaze fall to my crotch. She moistened her lips.

Take over Nora, please.

“Sit down, Vinnie.” She said in a low, commanding voice.

Every muscle in my body tensed; was this it? I obeyed.

“No, let’s finish. Nothing hotter than a guy sucking cock. How about you, Vince, ever suck cock? Ever slip into my panties while I’m out?”

I pushed the boundaries of any programmer’s previous actions in my game. Visually and erotically, I programmed Venus to have an insatiable appetite for sucking cock. Venus sucked cock, all the time. But I’d never swallowed a big, thick one in real life; with Nora sitting beside me and us inching to my ultimate fantasy, my blood seemed to boil. The thought of Nora forcing me to swallow a big, thick cock until my throat ached was too much.

Please, Nora, make me do it.

Nora stared at me. I closed my eyes and drifted into a fantasy of Nora’s character, dressed in a faux leather mini skirt and nothing but pasties on her firm, round boobs, forcing me to be her sissy, forcing me to do all sorts of kinky sissy assignments, humiliating me. Will my dreams ever come true? My cock swelled even more. If I tell her, will she divorce me? Or will she blackmail me and take my fantasy into reality?

“No! Never. What do you think of me? Nora? I’d do nothing like that. Ever. I’m straight. I’m married. You think I’m sneaking off and sucking cock or something?”

“Maybe you like that stuff but are too ashamed to admit it? I wonder. I know you’d never do it. I mean you… but, like, your games are so real. I wonder what it’d be like if someone designed a sex game. Heck, you could have a guy…. Well, let’s take the crossdresser. Deep down, he’s a sissy and enjoys dressing up like a girl but can’t admit it. So he designs a game.”

With a verbal command, Nora started the movie again. She pressed her lips together and said, in a low, steady voice. “I hope he sucks some big fat cock.”

“That’s disgusting. I’m disappointed in you, Nora.” I’m nervous. This is it. Do I tell her? But if I do, then that spoils the forced part. How great that would be, being forced into being a sissy. My cock strains against my jeans and dribbles some precum.

“Vinnie, I have a favor to ask. Or a demand.”

“Demand?”

“Yes.”

“I’d like to watch. You know, see what happens.”

I’m so fucking hard right now. Come on, Nora.

“Vinnie, I know what you’ve been doing in your private room, and I made tapes of you prancing around our bedroom in my panties. That’s sick. Disgusting. You have two choices. I go public with your dirty little secret or…”

Nora turned and yanked her smartphone out of her jeans pocket. She turned it toward me and played a video. There I am in a skimpy thong, shaking my ass split with a tiny piece of fabric in her mirror.

This was a dream come true. My cock swelled even more if that was even possible. I played along with the roleplay. Was it roleplay, or was Nora for real? It didn’t matter. For me, it was roleplay, and that was good enough.

“Nora, it’s not what it looks like.”

“It’s not? Those are my panties you’re wearing! You’re game. Do you want that? You know, at first, I considered divorcing you… then I thought it could be fun. Bring us closer. So, consider this to be the boost to our own little story.”

“No!” I stood. This was the best thing that could happen. My popcorn spilled all over the floor. My hard-on was apparent. “You have been in my private room. That’s my private domain. I…. I can’t believe you did this, invaded my privacy.”

Nora reached under the seat and pulled out a pair of her panties. “Go to your private room, turn on your game…. Power your AI it up… strip…. And wait for me.”


Chapter Four

Wasting no time, I got up, left, and headed for the basement. This was beyond my wildest dreams. I stripped, shivering with anticipation. Naked, I powered up my game, and virtual Nora appeared dressed in a tight black PVC dress with thigh-high PVC boots.

She said, “How will we be playing today, slut?”

My heart raced, my palms sweated, my cock throbbed uncontrollably as I slipped on the panties. I waited. And I waited. I waited longer. Is she coming?

Fifteen minutes passed. Then twenty. I soaked the silky panties through with my precum. My cock was so hard. Finally, Nora entered.

She walked past me and studied her visage on the computer. “That’s how you want me to look, huh? I want control of the game, whore. No more playing for you.”

I stuttered. “Nora…. I…. This isn’t right. It’s just a game. I designed it for…. You know. Well, it’s not for me. Nora, please, I don’t want to do this.” The words tumbled out of my mouth, but this was all I wanted from her.

Nora laughed as her eyes locked on my crotch cradled in a little pink thong—a vast, sticky stain plastered across the front. “Really.” Nora turned to the computer. “Nora, select a humiliating task for my little bitchboy. I’m…. I’m new at all this.”

Virtual Nora said, “What level of humiliation? Mild, moderate, or extreme?”

Nora glanced at me. “Extreme.”

Virtual Nora asked Vinnie. “Venus, have you kept your body smooth as I have demanded.”

Nora’s head turned toward me. “Is this why you are shaving every day? Putting on lotion? Avoiding me? Is this why you haven’t touched me like a man should….”

Virtual Nora said, “It’s been sixty-two days since he has made love to you. You should make him up to look like a slut. Full-on makeup. I have tried, but the tramp chickens out. Make her wear the shortest shorts you can find. I recommend a pair of shiny metallic shorts they wear to raves and such. Send him out in public. Every eye will look at him. And stockings, and then you make the tart walk around—two or three public places. Make one an adult shop; make her buy the strap-on you’ll fuck her with. High-heel or lingerie shopping is a good task, too, and make her try them on…. I recommend a bar, too. A sleazy nightclub and make her find a guy. It can be for you or him….”

“No….” I said. “Nora, I want to worship you. But in public? What if someone recognizes me, or I get arrested? If the shareholders or the public finds out.”

Nora smiled. “Is this not what you wanted? Didn’t your game character go on such an adventure?”

“Yes, and she got caught. Arrested and…. Nora, please.” Part of me didn’t want it. The other part wanted nothing more.

“No…. bitchboy, you are going out and flaunt your ass. Turn around. Show me your ass.”

“Nora, you know what my ass looks like.”

“Yes, but never in this light. Turn around, bend over my future cocksucking husband.”

I turned around, a lump in my throat. Her cold hands grabbed my shoulders, and she teasingly slammed her hips into my ass, grinding, rubbing. “Maybe I’ll take a turn, too.” She backed away and ran her hands over the smooth curves of my cheeks. “You’re so soft. No wonder you haven’t let me touch you for months. Stand up, bimbo whore.”

Nora turned to virtual Nora. “Show me the best slutty look for my fagboy.”

Virtual Nora paused for a second and then displayed instructions. “Using this technique, based on what I have collected from Venus, it will be the most humiliating look for her to go out in public. After buying a strap-on, I recommend having her find a guy. Perhaps for you. Do you wish your new sissy locked up? It might be advantageous to lock her up for a few days before this humiliating assignment.”

My cock hardened. This was something I always wanted. Virtual Nora had demanded it, but it wasn’t the same.

“Yes…. I think so. But….”

Virtual Nora said, “One of my humbling tasks for Vinnie was to purchase one. It’s in the drawer….”

Oh, god, I thought. Please do it, Nora. I’ll only eat my cum for you. I wanted her to force me to do it. Nora turned and looked at the cabinet.

Virtual Nora said, “Yes…. Here and now, make him masturbate and eat his cum. I have been unable….”

“Is this correct, fag?”

I nodded. “Please. No. Nora. I’m not a fag.”

Virtual Nora said, “Make him lay on his back. Mouth open….”

Nora said, “I never would have thought of that. Thank you. You and I are going to have so much fun. On your back fag.”

“Nora. Please. No. I’m not a fag.”

Virtual Nora said. “He has strong cocksucking tendencies. He wants to suck cock with you. So, tasting cum will be something he needs to get used to, Nora.”

“Down, fag.”

This was a dream come true. “Nora, I have one request. Please, Mistress. There’s a dress. In the cabinet.”

“You want me to wear it while I watch you jack off in your mouth….”

Virtual Nora said, “Princess is a term of endearment for your sissy.”

“Okay, Princess. While I dress, lay on your back and jack off. Do not cum, though, till I’m dressed.”

I pulled my panties off, fell on the floor, lifted my legs, and watched Nora strip. Nora grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Her eyes never left mine.

“Grab your cock. Stroke it.” Nora said.

Carefully and teasingly, she unbuttoned her jeans, pulled the zipper apart, shimmied them down over her curvy hips, and stepped out of them. She had on a sexy lace black bra and panties. She slipped the bra straps off, and my balls tightened.

“Take your hand off your cock.”

I obeyed.

Her bra fell to the floor. Then, her panties. First, she slid into the PVC boots. She stood, hands on hips, exposing the bush between her legs. My hands shook, wanting to touch myself again.

“Realize after you cum, you’ll not have an orgasm again until you suck a cock. Stroke it, Princess.”

Nora tugged, pulled, shook, and struggled to get into the skin-tight PVC dress. Once in it, she stood over me, a foot on either side of my head, her legs spread as I gazed up at her gorgeous cunt.

My mouth opened, and I shot my load. I’d never tasted a male orgasm before. I smacked my lips at the pleasing salty taste. I gulped it down, and as it flowed, it was thick and heavy.

“Stand. Put it on.”

Nora handed me my pink cage. After wiping my cock clean and asking Virtual Nora for some tips, I had the cage on me in no time. This was a dream come true. Nora hugged me and whispered, “You’re mine now, Princess. Tell me you want this.”

“Never anything more.”


Chapter Five

In the morning, I tried dressing, but Nora refused. “Remain naked until it’s time….”

“Till….”

“Till I feminize you. Two, maybe three days.”

I remained naked for four days. I told the office I was working from home for the week. When you own the company, who argues? No one. Nora gave our staff the rest of the week off and made me do all the work—naked. She even made me do the yard work naked. Good thing we had a privacy fence. It was humiliating, but the best three days of my life.

She remained in her dominatrix outfit, teasing, taunting, and arousing me, telling me what would come. My tasks. First, strap-on shopping, then finding a cock to suck. By day three, I‘d have done anything for her. Anything to cum again.

On the morning of day four, Nora sat me down at her makeup table and began. She plastered creamy stuff on my face, evening my skin tone. Next came eyeliner and intense pink eye shadow that made me sparkle like a slut, a cheap whore. Thick coats of mascara and long fake eyelashes finished my transformation. Red lipstick created full, pouting, sexually enticing lips. Lips any guy would want to be wrapped around his cock. Lips I wanted to wrap around a cock.

Then she had me stand, removed my cock cage, and handed me nude pantyhose and what she said was a tucking gaff. It had a crease down the middle, which would create a camel toe. Once in the super tight gaff, my balls disappeared inside me, and my cock was so packed there was no way it’d get hard. She gave me an embarrassingly short pair of booty shorts. Metallic and extremely teeny, one might wear them to a rave or festival. Half my ass would be exposed if I could even get into them.

“Nora? I can’t go shopping in these? I’ll be….”

“Humiliated? Every guy. Every woman. Everyone will look at you—in the shorts and this.” She handed me a matching backless vest bra.

I shimmied. Pulled. I wiggled my hips from side to side, pulling, and finally, I got the shorts on. I glanced in the mirror. Damn, I looked good. Long, sexy legs, and…. Holy shit, the camel toe. “Nora, it’s broad daylight. In this? I look like a slut.” I argued, but I can tell you this my cock liked it.

“Nora.”

“There are no arguments, Princess. Today is your day. Real-life. No game. No sissy game.”

Then came the backless bra and the final puzzle piece, a short, wavy, hot pink wig that matched my eye color. Holy shit, I looked nasty, provocative, and tasty. How humiliating to go out in public like this, and yet…. This would be the best day of my life.

Nora changed into a more conservative pair of jeans and a blouse. We both knew all the attention for our shopping trip would be on me. And she was pretty happy with that.

Half an hour later, we pulled into the parking lot of an adult sex store. My heart pounded as I opened the door and realized how little my clothing covered my body. I glanced down, the metallic shorts so tight that the camel toe was prominent. I looked like I had a pussy, and was showing off my thick, luscious lips inviting admirers not only to look but touch.

I swayed, my bare and gorgeous ass half exposed for all to see. I strutted, taking long, graceful steps like a model on the runway, surprised at how easily I had slipped into my new role—slut. Walking down one aisle after another, I was out of my comfort zone. I nervously browsed, feeling exposed and humiliated, yet being feminized and emasculated was liberating. Freedom. Humiliation had brought me freedom. The most incredible feeling… and I smiled, soaking in the leers of two elderly men, their cheeks flush with age and covered with salt-and-pepper beards as they lusted after me with depraved smiles.

I was going mad. Not from shame or embarrassment, I wanted to offer all my new body provided to them. Let them take me to the backroom, disgrace and humiliate me like the cheap slut I had become. Then fear took over, and I quickly paid for the strap-on, both men behind me in line, standing too close, whispering about how good my ass was. My cock seeped precum. I glanced down and saw an embarrassingly large stain.

After what felt like an eternity, I headed for the door with the device that met Nora’s specifications: a black leather harness with a thick, 9-inch-long dildo attached to it. I practically ran to the car, scared to death.

Then we were off to the club.

“Nora in this? Every guy….”

“Will drool over you. Perfect. Just perfect.”

We arrived, and Nora said, “I prefer a guy with eight inches or better. We do this till you find one. Every day until you find one. Go slut, be a good bimbo. Bring mistress back a nice big fat one.”

A mix of emotions overwhelmed me as I walked to the nightclub entrance. On one hand, I felt empowered by my new identity. For so long, the world had seen me as a geek. Now, exploring the side of myself that, up till now, was only a fantasy felt fantastic.

I grabbed the door handle; I couldn’t stop shaking, dreading what Nora would make me do dressed like a cheap slut. What would I have to do with a man? Can I even find one?

My body tingled with excitement when I entered the nightclub, and every male and female locked their eyes on me. The music thumped as I passed mirrors on every wall. Venus, the slut would get all the attention she wanted and more than I could ever imagine. I strutted to the bar with every man’s savagely lusting for a piece of Venus’s ass, and the women glared at me—a mix of judgment, jealousy, and fear of the competition. I was in the contest and the leading contender for any man here. This wouldn’t take long. I made it to the bar and waited for the inevitable.

After a few unsuitable partners, cock size sent most back to the end of the line. Yes, I checked. Finally, I found a man that fit the bill—tall, handsome, a cock I drooled over, thinking of wrapping my lips around it, and too horny to care I was a guy. Personally, when I showed him a picture of my model wife and that he’d get his dick wet in her pussy, he didn’t care about the sideshow—me.


Chapter Six

Josh, Jacob… I can’t remember his name, and I left the sleazy nightclub with his long fingers cupping my ass as we walked back to our car, where Nora waited. When I opened the door and slid in, followed by…. Whatever his name was, Nora’s eyes bulged.

“My, what a good little slut you are.”

The guy cleared up the confusion. “I’m Jake.”

“I’m Nora. This is my Sissy. You got enough juice in that cock of yours for two or three rounds?”

“Oh yeah, honey. I got four or five rounds for you, babe. It’s nice and big. One for you. One for your sissy fag.”

“Good. First round one.”

Nora put the car into drive and backed out. We were down a dark alley before I knew or could protest. I’m confused. “Nora? What are we doing?”

“Round one. Cocksucking sluts like you do it here. Then we go home, and you watch me get fucked.”

“Oh yeah, babe. I’m going to make your little fagboy here choke on it. Then I nail you.” Jake grabbed my hand and yanked me out of the car.

I resisted. “Nora, what if I get caught? Think of….”

“Suck his cock, Princess do it for me.”

Jake guided me into the dark alley. I knew my wife had been consulting and watching my Sissy Game adventures because this was one of the extreme forms of humiliation, and it was a well-known scenario in the game.

Jake said, “Down, dicklicker, and do what you’re made for. When you’re done, you’ll watch me fuck your wife.”

I dropped to my knees, wanting to suck a cock for the first time. “What? Listen….” I turned toward the car. Nora had her phone out, taping the session. There was no doubt she’d been watching and playing Sissy Games. The video would be all over the amateur porn sites, under the category Sissy Crossdresser.

“Is this not what you always wanted? That’s what you told me. Now, do it. Unbuckle my pants and suck it.”

“I….” I clenched my jaw, not knowing what to say or do. This is what I wanted—a nudge to get me started.

He cocked his head, smiled, grabbed my head, and guided me into his crotch. His stance. His expression said one thing: you’re mine. I turned and glanced at Nora—still filming. He smothered my face into the rough texture of his jeans. “Get that cock out, sissy.”

I unfastened the button and unzipped his jeans. I fumbled around and pulled his cock out, glanced up, and as I flicked my tongue across his hot, hard flesh, he moaned. I had achieved my fantasy. I have a cock to worship. I turned, looked into the camera, and committed to putting on a good show. I glanced up at him. “I’ve never… I mean, I’ve dreamed about it. But I never, you know. Sucked a cock.”

“A sissy fag like you was born to suck cock. It’s in your blood. So do what comes naturally.”

That’s all it took. I parted my lips, recalling some moves I had watched in porn movies. Again and again, my lips tenderly touched his hot, smooth flesh. I flicked my tongue around the rim of his cock, wet with pre-cum, then crept down the length of his aroused meat, taking satisfaction in the hot taste of cock, gradually plunging to his low-hanging balls.

He grabbed the back of my head. “Quit playing and swallow it, slut. I want a taste of your wife’s pussy. So hurry.”

I turned, Nora soaking it up. I readied my mouth, submitting my throat, knowing and wanting what would come next—a face fucking.

Keeping my mouth open and eager, he grabbed my head and made two gentle thrusts before unleashing a brutal and controlling assault. His hips drove forward until his cock hit the back of my throat. He looked down at me. “Look at me. You dirty, nasty cocksucking whore, in about twenty minutes, I will be fucking your sweet little wife’s pussy.”

My cock throbbed at the thought of watching this man fuck Nora. He used my mouth for pleasure, not mine, and I liked it. I’m in an alley, my wife’s filming me getting face-fucked, and I’m not ashamed. I don’t care. I want to be used. He pounds away, pushing deeper into my throat, inch by inch, until his meat disappears entirely.

I gag. Almost vomit. He quickened his pace, and his breaths came in sharp gasps as he seized my head with one last thrust making sure he buried his cock deep, showing me no mercy. I was a slut, to be used. My tears didn’t matter.

Saliva and precum streamed out of the sides of my mouth when, finally, his body tensed, and he rewarded me with his seed. He pulled his cock out, but something still connected us—a creamy white strand of cum.

“Now I fuck your wife.”

When we got home, there was no need for games. Nora led Jake to our bedroom, stripped, and then watched Jake strip. I stood, mouth agape, wondering what to do. Seeing my confusion, Nora said, “Strip Princess, lay down on your back. Head on the edge.”

I did, my cock, no match for Jake’s nine-inch monster, stood straight up and erect. Nora straddled my face, and Jake straddled my chest. They kissed—a wet, passionate kiss. Nora moaned.

I grabbed my cock and stroked it.

Nora stopped making out with her bull and said, “Not without my permission.”

My cock throbbed as another man’s tongue denteredmy wife’s mouth. Jake glanced down and said, “I’m going to fuck your wife tonight, doll. Fuck her hard. Fuck her fast and furious. Then fill her with my cum.”

My cock swelled.

Nora said, “Get busy, Princess, and get my pussy wet and ready for cock.”

I grabbed her thighs and pulled her close as Jake cupped her breast. I caressed her inner thigh, teasing my way to her fluttering, swollen lips. Jake began savagely licking and sucking her nipples. I knew she was on fire when my tongue lashed across her flesh.

Nora howled. “Oh yeah. Fuck me. Hard. I need it. My sissy husband hasn’t fucked me in two months.”

Jake repositioned himself. I stared at his ball sack, long, rigid rod, and my wife’s swollen, juicy pussy. He grabbed my wife’s hips, pulled, and slid right in. Jake grabbed Nora’s long blonde hair and yanked. Maybe I should have protected my wife and stood up like a man at this rough treatment. Instead, I reached for my cock. It was an incredible sight to watch another man’s cock disappear into my wife’s hole.

Nora didn’t stop me as I stroked harder and faster, watching my wife getting fucked. This was unimaginable. Wildly exciting. I was so close. I stuck my tongue out and let Jake’s cock rub against it as he thrust forward, pulled out, and reentered my wife’s cunt, time and time again. Jake panted. Nora moaned. The squishy sound of fucking was driving me to the edge.

I found Nora’s nub and worked it as Jake penetrated her. Nora squirmed and writhed. I stroked harder and faster. Jake plunged into her wet, hot core quicker and harder. Nora screamed, clutched the sheets in a death grip, and yanked until the mattress showed. Nora twitched, spasmed, and cried.

I was so fucking horny; I wanted to cum so bad, but I wanted Nora to go first. I let go of my dick and watched Jake ride her like a beast. Nora screamed. Howled. Her tits swung to the left and right. I wanted to cum. I wanted Jake to cum. I wanted Nora to cum.

Nora found her clit rubbing it frantically back and forth. Back and forth as the stranger pounded her viciously. How long was it going to take this guy to cum?

Then it happened. Nora squirmed, then teetered on the brink of her pleasure for a moment, and then, like a tsunami, she squirted her wonderful nectar all over my face. Jake, inspired by this event, spewed his pleasure into her pussy. The release was savage, violent, and hot. I grabbed my cock, stroked it twice, jolted, wailed, and emptied myself of a four-day build-up of cum onto my stomach.


Chapter Seven

Jake left. Nora and I showered without saying a word. We both lay down in bed, the aroma of sex surrounding us, both of us too spent to change the sheets or fix them.

After ten minutes, Nora looked at me and said, “I never would have thought having a sissy husband would have been something I wanted. But…. that was stupendous. You have the rest of the week off?”

I smiled. “Yes. I own it, so I guess I can take off anytime I want.”

“Good. I put a Sissy game terminal in our bedroom. Nora.”

“Yes, Nora.” Virtual Nora answered.

“Create a scenario for me and Venus for tomorrow night.”

“Humiliation level?”

I said, “Extreme.”

The End
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