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Sissy Seduction
Also by Lana Ellis





Garrett’s feet were on his coffee table. Worse, they were bare. Liam longed to tell him to move them, but he couldn’t find the words. He’d never been the confrontational type, always preferring to find the subtle solution to a problem.
The subtle solution to a problem like Garrett eluded him though. The ex-soldier — and ex-construction worker, ex-lumberjack, ex-climbing instructor; Garrett had been through every macho job going, but no vocation seemed to stick — had been taking up space in Liam and Bree’s condo for the past three weeks.
‘It’s only for a week at most,’ Bree had said breezily when Liam had come home from work to find the hallway cluttered with Garrett’s bags. He was her old friend from high school, apparently, and they’d reconnected over Facebook. Liam hated Facebook.
Bree didn’t share his annoyance at Garrett’s presence. That might be what made it so much more excruciating for Liam. Bad enough having to put up with another man’s unpleasant habits, but Bree seemed to like having him there. Her eyes wandered across the expanse of his muscular torso when he walked around in just his boxer-briefs (far too often), and she was always asking him to do little jobs here and there, then giggling too much and complimenting him profusely once he’d completed them.
At first it had made Liam curious, and it had even turned him on somewhat, despite tying him up in knots of jealousy too. He and Bree had made love noisily the first night he’d noticed her noticing him, and the idea that Garrett could hear them from the guest room down the hall had been the thought that tipped him over the edge into a powerful orgasm. Bree had sighed, rolled her eyes, retrieved her vibrator and coaxed herself to the climax that Liam hadn’t quite been able to take her to. Liam had felt humiliated, especially as his wife made no secret of her disappointment in his stamina, but it was made worse by knowing that Garrett could definitely hear the hum of Bree’s vibe.
The sexual tension between Garrett and Bree seemed only to climb, and it made no difference if Liam was in the room. Bree still ogled, and Garrett was happy to oblige. Flexing as he opened jars, forever stretching his muscular arms, rolling his shoulders, dirtying shirts so he had to sling them over his shoulder and wander around the place bare-chested.
The exciting, sensual edge of jealousy that had awoken at the start of Bree’s flirtation had grown to be intolerable, and Liam didn’t dare leave them alone. The second his back was turned, that they had five minutes alone, he was quite sure they’d tear at one another’s clothes and start fucking like animals. It was so clear in his mind’s eye; Garrett’s huge frame, his wide shoulders and narrow waist a landscape of rippling muscle as he powered into Bree’s willing, supple body. Grunting, sweating, chasing his release.
“Don’t you have any single friends you could invite over?” Liam asked Bree in a hushed voice. Sound carried in their small home, and though Garrett seems engrossed in whatever he was watching on the television, Liam didn’t want to risk being overheard. One of the plus sides of their space being so limited, and sound so prone to carrying, was that it meant there was no way Garrett and Bree had the chance to fuck each other yet. Liam would know.
“What, for Garrett?” Bree replied, too loud. Liam winced and cast a furtive glance around the edge of the archway that separated off the kitchen, looking for a reaction from Garrett. Some sign that he picked up on his name being said. He hadn’t moved, and his face was still. Broad jaw set, dusted with a few days’ worth of stubble. Of course, there was no need to shave every day if you didn’t have anywhere in particular to be.
“Of course for him,” Liam said sharply.
“Why do you want to play matchmaker all of a sudden?” She eyed him warily.
It’s a question he didn’t want to answer. His no-confrontations rule applied within his marriage, too. The subtle approach. Saying you’re going to fuck each other and I’m jealous wasn’t subtle. That just wouldn’t do.
“He’s always here. If he had a girlfriend he might get out more. We might be able to have some time to ourselves,” Liam raised his eyebrows suggestively. Bree scoffed and turned back to stirring the pasta sauce she’d been cooking. Liam can count on one hand the number of times they had pasta sauce made from scratch before Garrett moved in. No surprise to find out Italian was Garrett’s favorite cuisine.
Guess that’s a ‘no’ then, Liam sighed internally.
***
Over the next few days an idea took root in his mind. At first he’d dismissed it as ridiculous. Laughable. But it was an idea that he couldn’t shake.
What if he was the one who gave Garrett the relief he obviously needed? He’d seen the size of the guy’s morning wood when he was on the way to the bathroom, he knew he wasn’t getting any action because he’d be able to hear it - even if it was just solo play. 
Liam had thought maybe he was taking care of business in the shower, and curiosity had gotten the better of him. He’d ‘accidentally’ walked in on him more than once, but Garrett’s cock had hung heavy and soft between his broad thighs. The first time he’d done that, he’d frozen on the spot. Garrett’s package had looked big from the outline he’d glimpsed, but when he got a real look, it was enormous.
Thinking of Bree riding that huge dick through orgasm after orgasm gave him the most shameful masturbation session of his life. What was worse was that he couldn’t finish to the thought of his wife’s pussy being stretched out by his house guest’s massive horse-cock… Instead his mind turned traitor, and it was him on the receiving end of Garrett’s attentions. His big hands would almost reach the whole way around Liam’s slender waist, holding him in place as he fucked into him. He was a true alpha male, with a body carved out of stone and an aura of unshakable dominance. Liam’s fantasizing lead him to a realization. He’d only stand by if Garrett claimed his wife right in front of him, burning up with jealousy. But he wasn’t jealous of Garrett in that scenario… He was jealous of Bree.
It didn’t sit well with him, how much he was drawn to the man invading his home. There were two distinct impulses when it comes to how he should act around Garrett. The first instinct he’d had was to stand up for himself, to lay down boundaries. That voice has grown quiet after enough exposure to the more alpha male, and now Liam could barely hear it. If he got up to get a drink, he made sure to ask Garrett if he wanted anything. It was more than just being a polite host. In the first days of him being there, Liam had barely acknowledged him and done his best to treat the setup as a temporary one, hoping that his wife and her friend would follow his lead.
His curiosity about Garrett had taken a decidedly sexual turn somewhere along the way, but it was hardly surprising when the man was so averse to wearing clothing and exuded such masculine authority. Liam struggled to accept the newly awoken urges he was having, that inner voice that’d grown more insistent over the past few weeks. It was feminine, playful, and when Liam listened to it, he felt like someone entirely different.
On a whim while he was showering, Liam ran a razor over his underarms. He liked how it felt, his skin so smooth and soft, and he got a little carried away. It didn’t occur to him that his wife might raise an eyebrow when she saw he’d shaved himself all over. He wanted to feel delicate, feminine. Why? What has being around Garrett stirred up inside of him?
He’d always had that distant, sweet, minx-like voice telling him to misbehave a little. To try things he shouldn’t want to try. To let go. But he’d been able to resist her — it certainly felt like a her, begging to be let out to play — until recently. He wondered if it could be hormonal. If Garrett was shedding pheromones that could be blamed for setting off some chain of events inside of him.
Liam started to think of himself as Leah when the mood struck him, when his urges to indulge his feminine side grew irresistible. Leah wanted to play. Bree didn’t say anything about his change in grooming habits, and he assumed she hadn’t noticed. Their bedroom was rather dead, which Liam blamed on their house guest. Anyone would get performance anxiety when they’ve got so little privacy. The truth is, he had no trouble getting himself going when he’s alone. Bree just wasn’t doing it for him though, she’s not Leah’s type. Garrett on the other hand…
Liam decides he wants to see Leah. He takes stock of everything in Bree’s closet and digs out a few items that he’d always had a fondness for. Bree never throws clothes away without a fight, and for once he was glad. He selected a pretty sundress and a pair of strappy sandals with a slight heel. Liam helped himself to Bree’s make-up and muddled through applying it, taking his time to get it right. He’d not done this for years, though he’d experimented a little when he’d lived at home with his parents and older sister. He’d never really been able to enjoy himself much, as the risk of being caught was too high.
Bree was busy with projects at work, so the only person who could walk in on Liam and catch him was Garrett… The thought sent an excited shiver through his body, and his cock was immediately stiff. It pushed obscenely against the light material of his dress, so Liam borrowed a pair of panties from the bottom of Bree’s drawer. She’d gained some curves since she’d bought the thong he got hold of, so she wouldn’t miss it as long as he remembered not to drop it in the regular laundry.
Liam practiced walking in the heels, his gait an exaggerated mince. The clothing felt so light and teasing on his smooth body, and he teased his nipples through the silk. In the mirror, he was transformed. The only thing ruining the effect was his hair. Leah should have long, platinum-colored hair, not the plain, harsh crew cut that Liam had.
It took four days for his wig to arrive. He’d ordered it online and ensured the packaging was discrete. It arrived while he was at work, and Garrett had signed for the parcel without knowing what was inside. The anticipation made Liam’s heart race and his palms were damp with sweat.
Bree was going to be home late. Liam was giddy with excitement. The first time he’d put everything on and looked at himself in the mirror, that sexy inner voice had simply become him. It was fun and exhilarating and he wanted to coax Leah out to play once more. And if Garrett was to see him… Would he recognize that it was Liam underneath the sexy outfit and the perfectly made-up face? Would he even care? He seemed like the sort of guy who said things like every hole’s a goal. 
The worst case scenario here, Liam told himself, is that he’s uncomfortable and finally finds his own place to live. Was that the worst case scenario, or the best? At some point, it had gotten jumbled in his mind. He was too anxious to get into his feminine persona, at this stage Garrett’s presence — wanted or unwanted — was all an aside.
With trembling hands, Liam opened the box and took out his wig. It looked unsettling in his hands, though the strands were silky soft to the touch. He applied his make-up more swiftly this time, having gotten accustomed to the tools and taken to watching his wife’s practiced motions as she got ready for work in the mornings. He could hardly wait to see what he looked like, and when he put the wig in place his whole look came together. It was almost startling.
Where there had been a diminished, plain, ordinary young man, there was now a kittenish young woman with mischief in her long-lashed eyes. Liam had bought himself a few other things along with the wig, including a box (complete with lock) to store everything in. If Bree noticed and asked — which he highly doubted she would — he planned to tell her it was something she found boring, like computer parts or paperwork. 
A sudden knock at the bedroom door startled him and he froze.
“Y-yes?” he called, struggling to keep his voice low. In his sissy attire, the natural instinct was to affect a much higher voice and do everything with more care and attention to detail.
“It’s Garrett. I’m going out for a while,”
“Okay,” Liam replied, his heart racing. What if he’d opened the door and seen him? Liam eyed himself appreciatively in the full length mirror, turning this way and that. He had a tight, sexy white dress on with a skirt that flared around his narrow hips to give him more of a figure. He teased the curls of his wig down over his shoulders so the soft hair was resting on his cleavage. A pair of forms fitted into the bra he’d purchased and pushed his chest out just enough to give him modest curves.
Liam listened for Garrett’s heavy footfalls to recede, then heard the sound of the front door closing. Halfway between relief and disappointment, Liam turned his attention to his next task. Nails. He’d been taking extra care lately to keep them neat and let them grow a little longer. He used a clear polish to protect them and to get used to painting them neatly - it was a lot more difficult than it looked. Now he had some time, he set to work painting each nail a soft pink that matched his cute new shoes. Bree wasn’t his size, and he’d decided to go all out.
He spent a little more time shaping his eyebrows and trying different shades of lipstick and eyeshadow. In the end, he settled on soft pastel shades. He pouted at himself in the mirror, and a sexy vixen pouted back. The entire process had his cock standing at attention, but he’d paid little mind to it. Enjoying the tease. Squeezing his thighs together, letting his length grind against the soft inner lining of his panties.
It seemed a waste to look so good and have nowhere to go but his own bedroom. He could at least strut down the hallway into the living room - nobody was home, after all. It would be the first step towards building the courage to go outside. That idea sent an electric charge down his spine. Feeling light on his feet, and elegant in heels, Liam slipped out of his bedroom.
He strutted down the hallway to the living room as if on a catwalk, feeling sexier than he ever had in his male persona. Thank goodness for the firm elastic in his new panties, because otherwise his straining erection would be ruining the line of his dress.
Liam caught his reflection in the window and felt a warmth unfurling in his tummy. His eyes sparkled, and he bent over to touch the smooth, graceful lines of his calves, up higher to his thighs, throwing one hip out to the side and tossing his hair back over his shoulder.
Behind him, someone coughed. It wasn’t a real cough, more of an attention-getting clear of the throat. Distinctly male. Liam let out a feminine shriek before clamping a hand over his mouth, his eyes as round as quarters. Garrett was leaning in the hallway, arms crossed over his bare chest, a hungry look on his face. Liam’s eyes dropped to the ever-present bulge at his crotch, and noticed it was more prominent than ever. He was hard.
“What’s your name?”
Liam was still frozen. He’d almost blurted I thought you’d gone! but in the end, his mouth had only opened and closed wordlessly. He searched Garrett’s eyes for familiarity, for a trace of recognition. He couldn’t tell if he’d been caught.
“Leah,” he said. He thought it would come out a squeak, or worse, his normal voice. Instead, he sounded breathy and sensual. Garrett’s jaw ticked as his gaze moved from Liam’s face, down to his chest, his hips, his long legs, then back up again. 
“Like what you see, big guy?” Liam surprised himself with the way his words dripped sex. Leah had taken over, confident, slutty, sexual, and hungry for cock. She’d been dormant inside him for a long time, of course in the presence of the man who’d roused her, she’d misbehave.
Garrett crossed the distance in a few long strides, coming to a halt once he’d invaded Liam’s personal space. The musky scent of him made Liam’s knees weak, and his tongue darted out to moisten his lips.
“What would Bree think, I wonder, if she came home and saw you here?”
Liam batted his eyelashes. Did he know? Moreover, did it even matter?
“Are you going to tell her?”
“I could be persuaded not to,” Garrett shrugged his shoulders, his fingers drifting south toward his belt. He raised one brow in question, and Liam smiled. He was drunk on being someone else, someone hidden away for too long.
Garrett unbuckled his belt, popped open the buttons on his jeans one by one, and tugged down the waistband of his underwear so his swollen cock sprang free. It bobbed lazily, straining for the ceiling. It was wide all the way along, with a fat vein throbbing on the underside. Begging for his tongue. A bead of pre-cum gathered at his slit and Liam’s only instinct was to get on his knees and lap it up. The urge was so strong that he couldn’t resist. Being in this man’s presence had freed his inner sissy and she wouldn’t rest until she’d been sated. Rather, until the man before her had.
“That’s right baby,” Garrett encouraged as Liam lowered himself to the floor. His knees hit the carpet and he shuffled closer. The scent of Garrett was stronger, more potent. Musky and distinctly male. Mouthwatering. Without preamble, he pushed a thumb between Liam’s lips and urged him to open wide. He had to stretch his mouth wide to accommodate Garrett’s immense girth. The salty taste of his pre-cum smearing over his tongue had him salivating, ready for more.
Garrett’s fingers threaded through his hair and instructed his rhythm as Liam bobbed up and down on the throbbing cock. He’d never done this before, though he’d imagined it. He might have had a gentler first time with someone less well-endowed, but gentle wasn’t what he craved. Garrett’s hips began to jerk in time with his movements, offering him less and less chance to snatch in gasps of air. It wasn’t long before the man was fucking his face, rigid dick plunging into the depths of his throat.
Liam gasped and moaned but he didn’t gag. He was Leah now, and she didn’t have a gag reflex. She existed to please men, especially rugged, manly, alpha males. Garrett’s cock seemed to swell even more, and Liam couldn’t force in a breath. His lungs burned, but when he tried to pull back, Garrett’s grip tightened. He was trapped, overpowered.
“Be a good little slut,” Garrett urged, breaking off into a guttural grunt. His heavy balls had drawn up tight, and with a primal growl he was gone. Liam swallowed reflexively, otherwise he’d have drowned as Garrett’s spurting cock painted the inside of his throat with his cum. Pulse after pulse released into him, and when he finally pulled back, Liam dragged in a gulp of air. He was so oxygen starved that black spots had danced in front of his eyes, but it passed.
Garrett rubbed his cock over Liam’s mouth, smearing his make-up, then tucked it into his boxers.
“Like I said. I’m going out for a while,” Garrett said, shooting him a wink. He picked up his shirt from the back of the chair and left Liam - still on his knees - to stare after him with a pounding heart, and an aching emptiness.
It hadn’t been enough.
Liam didn’t dare touch his cock. He wanted release, but he decided that he’d only have it when it was bestowed upon him. The edging, the teasing, the waiting, it all added together so that when he finally was allowed to orgasm, it would be all the more intense. He slipped back into his bedroom and hid Leah away until next time he’d get the chance to seduce Garrett. Next time, he intended to get more than a throat full of cum…
***
Bree and Garrett were watching something on TV when Liam got home from work. It looked like they’d had dinner without him, and left him the dishes. He was clearing up around them, unacknowledged, when he heard Bree say;
“So I’ll be stuck overnight in Atlanta on Friday,”
Garrett caught his eye and winked. It was the first sign he’d shown of being any different around Liam since what had happened between them, and it was so fast, Liam wasn’t sure if he imagined it. He reacted badly, dropping the fork he’d been lifting so that it hit a plate with a clang.
“Fucking hell, Liam, I’ve got a headache! Could you be more careful?” she snapped. Liam averted his eyes.
“Sorry honey,”
But he wasn’t particularly sorry. He was eager for Friday. For the next time he could let Leah out to play… If he closed his eyes and concentrated, Liam could still taste Garrett’s thick, salty cum in his mouth. 
He’d been sure to do some discrete preparations beforehand, just in case. He knew exactly what he wanted, but whether Garrett would give it to him was another matter. The least he could do was make sure that if the chance came his way, he’d be ready for it. He started off by making use of the toys he’d purchased when the idea of becoming Leah had first begun to percolate through his mind. He had a small buttplug in a sugary pink color, and once lubed up it slid easily into his eager hole. He wore it around the condo, enjoying the feeling of being stretched gently. Of having a dirty secret. He got used to that one in no time, and sized up to the next one. It was a way for him to feel like his inner sissy was still part of his daily life, even if he couldn’t let it show in any real way. The next plug was much bigger, and Liam wondered if he’d made a mistake in choosing it. It hadn’t felt too bad, not when he’d been in the heat of the moment. Once he’d worn it for ten minutes around the house though, the stretch had turned into an ache.
Liam found his tolerance and pushed himself past his limits, all the while refusing to give in to the desire to jerk himself off. Friday arrived at last, and he was a mix of nervous and excited, and very on edge.
He arrived home from work early, when he knew Garrett would be out on errands. Under a hot shower, he ran the razor all over his body until his skin was as smooth as silk. He loved how it felt under his fingertips. Thoroughly clean and shaved, Liam moved onto the next part of the process. Awakening Leah. Each layer of make-up, each finishing touch moved him closer to what he desired.
By the time he was satisfied, he looked even more gorgeous than he had last time. He’d watched make-up tutorials on his phone at work, and they’d paid off. His contouring had softened the edges of his cheekbones and made his lips full and pouty. He had to say, he looked even better than Bree did. The sight of his shapely legs encased in soft stockings had his cock aching for his touch. 
Liam had chosen a special pair of panties for the occasion and had them shipped. They were layers of pink and white satin, complete with a frill-trimmed opening in back so he could wear them and have access to his ass. He’d worn them around under his slacks a little, at first to get accustomed to them, then simply because they felt good. Tonight, he was going to find out how well they worked when the cock in his ass was real rather than rubber…
Right on cue, the front door slammed. Garrett’s heavy stride across the wooden floor let Liam know it definitely wasn’t Bree. Bree was in Atlanta, and she wouldn’t be back until Sunday. The idea of being Leah all night, and all day tomorrow as well made Liam giddy. He had visions of Garrett telling him what to do, putting him to work around the house, treating him like a servant. Then inviting his friends over to do the same… He shook his head, wondering what had happened to him lately to be so eager to get on his knees for men bigger and stronger than him. He giggled, and in the mirror, a blush spreading across his face. All the teasing he’d given himself had pushed his boundaries. He’d have done anything, he was so eager and turned on.
Liam took a deep breath and channeled his inner sissy. Once this started, there was no going back. He knew he wanted it. When he took out his plug before his shower, he’d ached to be filled up again. There was an emptiness inside of him that would only be sated when he was bent over and stuffed. There were urges that he’d flirted with giving in to in the past, but his marriage had settled those thoughts down. For a while. Until his unwitting wife had invited temptation into their home.
His latent need to be dominated and used for other men’s pleasure had broken through after such a long time suppressed. In his heart, he didn’t want to be unfaithful to his wife, but she had no idea how hard it was to resist these urges… And it was her fault Garrett was here. He thought she was wrestling with the same desires, if the lingering looks she gave to Garrett’s body were anything to judge by. Just once… he promised himself, I need this just once, and I’ll stop wondering.
With a final check in the mirror to ensure everything about his look was perfect, Liam exited the bedroom. His heartbeat was rapid and light, his nerves melting away as he fully acclimatized to the role he was playing. He stood with his hand on one cocked hip, letting Garrett’s eyes rove, feeling the path of his gaze like a physical touch. He looked hungry, and the growing bulge in his jeans made Liam’s knees weak. It occurred to him that he’d no chance of backing out now, he’d come this far. He was risking too much, he loved his wife, but there was an uncontrollable need in him.
Garrett snapped his fingers and pointed to the floor. It was an obnoxious gesture, but Liam knew what to do. He sashayed across the room, his hair swaying, cascading down his back, soft and scented like jasmine from his perfume. He settled down in position, on his knees. It felt right, it felt like it was where he belonged. Like last time, Garrett released his cock and stuffed it into his mouth. He was still getting hard, and Liam got to feel the change with his tongue, with his lips, as the length of Garrett’s cock grew. 
Garrett gave him no chance to try out the oral techniques he’d read about, but that was okay. He didn’t want to be in control. Garrett held his head firmly in place and used his mouth like he was nothing more than a toy, getting himself fully hard, thrusting shamelessly into Liam’s open mouth. He wasn’t gentle, but that was okay too. More than okay. It was a constant reminder that this was a man Liam was pleasing, and one that didn’t much care for him at that. It gave him an electric thrill, giving over to his inner sissy nature.
“Fuck, you can swallow cock like a pro,” Garrett said, his voice coarse. Liam couldn’t reply. He tried to say thank you, to be polite, but all that escaped him was a high pitched gurgle as Garrett continued to spear into his throat. He sank in all the way and held himself there, with Liam’s throat muscles working around him as he swallowed and swallowed, unable to breathe. It was hot, but dangerous. He didn’t know if he could trust Garrett to pull back in time. Fortunately he did, and Liam gasped. Strings of saliva ran from the tip of Garrett’s cock to Liam’s fuck-swollen lips. The fat head of his cock verged on purple, and Liam suckled on the tip, running his tongue around the helmet and then to the sensitive underside. In his panties, his own cock was leaking pre-cum. Throbbing with want.
Garrett seemed to be gearing up to fuck his throat again, and Liam was afraid it would all be over too soon. Garrett’s only interest was in getting himself off, in using Liam to do it, however he wanted. It was a good job, on reflection, that he’d refused to masturbate to relieve any of the need building inside of him. There would be no attention given to him. He was there to serve, to receive cum, to give pleasure. If he wanted to get off himself, he’d have to take his pleasure wherever he could manage to find it.
“Have you ever been fucked before?” 
Liam blinked up at the man towering over him. His eyes were wet from the tears that had sprung up as he’d taken Garrett’s enormous dick down his throat, but they hadn’t escaped. His make-up was still pristine, aside from some slight smearing of lipstick thanks to Garrett’s aggression. He shook his head, his hair whispering over the bare skin of his back. It felt sensual, and he curled a manicured finger through a tendril at the side of his face.
“Then I’m going to enjoy being the first to pound that ass. Bend over the chair here, keep those sexy heels on,” Garrett ordered. He placed a hard slap on Liam’s rear as he minced over to the spot Garrett wanted him in. His concentration slipped, and he wasn’t as steady on his feet as he’d have liked. Practice, he thought to himself. Need more practice… Even in the heat of the moment, part of him knew this wasn’t just a one time thing. He’d opened Pandora’s box; he’d never not crave this.
“Yes sir,” he breathed, feeling his nipples hardening. He kept his legs straight and spread, lowering his upper body so that he was supported by the arm of the chair. It dug into his hips, pressed uncomfortably against his throbbing little cock, but he didn’t dare disobey. He reached behind himself to lift his skirt, wiggling his ass seductively. It was impossible not to play into this role, not to enjoy the sexual energy he was filled with while he was Leah.
Garrett made a noise midway between growl and groan, and Liam felt the press of his body against him. His thighs, thick with muscle and dusted with hair, pressed against the backs of Liam’s smooth legs. A huge, calloused hand palmed the soft flesh of his ass, kneading and spanking in rhythm. He squirmed as his impatience grew, eager for the cock that had been promised. Was Garrett going to make him beg? The thought made his mouth dry. He had fantasized about this. He knew he wanted it. But could he come out and say it? His heartbeat kicked up a notch.
“Please,” he whispered, biting his lip. Two of Garrett’s fingers found the opening in his sissy panties and dipped between the cleft of his cheeks, searching. He’d lubed himself up in preparation, and because he’d had an idea that Garrett wouldn’t concern himself with such trivialities as Liam’s comfort. His index finger found Liam’s hole and he circled it, nudging inside just enough to have Liam whimpering and pushing back. Eager for more.
Garrett’s gruff laughter made a blush rise to his cheeks, and he couldn’t imagine what a wanton he looked.
“You want my cock, don’t you, slut?” Garrett purred. Liam whimpered and nodded and offered his ass, biting his lip, the words catching in his throat. Now that what he craved was so close, he didn’t dare say it. Garrett’s fingering turned rougher, deeper, but it wasn’t enough. He needed to feel the power of a man much stronger than him, much more powerful, fucking him and owning him, using him.
“Please,” Liam said, husky. 
“Please what?”
“Please give me your cock, I want your cock,” the words escaped him in a shameful rush. He heard Garrett spit, presumably onto his dick, and then whined as his fingers left him. He was empty and desperate, his cock so hard that it bordered on painful. He was about to beg again when something hot and thick pressed at his asshole. It stretched him wider than any of his plugs, pushed into him more roughly than Garrett’s fingers. Liam cried out as Garrett’s cock plunged into his virgin hole, knowing that if he hadn’t prepped himself thoroughly the way he had, the man would have split him. He shoved himself deep inside, and Liam marveled at how his body stretched to accommodate the impressive girth. It was such a tight fit that once he was sheathed all the way inside, Garrett simply paused for a moment to allow him to adjust.
“Fuck, that’s one tight ass. It won’t be by the time I’m done,” he promised darkly. Liam smothered his whimper in one of the chair’s cushions, holding on tight. As Garrett pulled out of him and speared back in, the pain of the stretch grew and he reached back to grab the man’s thighs. His nails raked the skin, and Garrett took his wrists in one big hand, pulling them up behind his back to stop him from being able to scratch him. He drilled his cock into Liam’s ass as he slid his belt from his jeans and used it to tie Liam’s wrists. Liam’s shoulders were soon aching, but he didn’t care. Garrett’s thick cock splitting him, filling him, it was the center of his universe. 
Satisfied that Liam couldn’t rake his nails down his flesh anymore, Garrett gave in to the desire to rut into the tight, willing ass offered up to him. His hips slammed hard against Liam’s cheeks as he pounded into his body, the sheath of his channel milking Garrett’s engorged cock. Liam’s desperate, slutty moans were the perfect counterpoint to the slap of their bodies coming together, to Garrett’s own labored breathing. This was without a doubt the tightest, sweetest ass he’d ever fucked.
Both were so engrossed in their pleasure that the sound of the front door opening went unnoticed. Liam moaned and cried out for more, yes, deeper, fill me! totally in the moment, pleasure zinging from the spot inside his ass, through his tightening balls, all along the length of his neglected dick. He was so close to cumming, even though he couldn’t get his hand beneath his body to curl around his leaking prick. The slight friction from being slammed into from behind had him right on the edge, a steady stream of pre-cum oozing from his slit.
His wife’s laughter sheared through his ecstasy, and the orgasm that had been just within his grasp tumbled away. Tears sprang to his eyes, born of frustration as much as humiliation. He looked up into Bree’s glimmering green eyes. She was beautiful, in a cruel way; sneering, pouty red lips, dark hair pulled back in a tight bun. She stood over him, leaning to accept Garrett’s kiss. Liam watched in stunned silence as his wife and Garrett’s tongues entwined, all the while the man reamed his ass. Liam’s heart was pounding erratically, adrenaline coursing through him. His cock swelled painfully as he struggled to comprehend what he was witnessing.
“Bree?” he squeaked. There was no question that she knew it was him, there was a cunning in her eyes that he knew all too well. The jealousy he felt was entirely hypocritical, he knew. But that didn’t look like a first kiss.
“Shut up, slut, or do I have to find something for you to busy your mouth with?” Bree snapped. Liam swallowed, shook his head, and pressed his lips firmly together. That pressure inside of him was building again even faster, even more insistently than before.
“That’s right, fuck that ass. How does it feel? Tight? All the toys that have been stretching it out this week, I’d be surprised…” Bree remarked, offering Garrett encouragement to go on. 
She knew!? Liam let out a groan of despair. He should have known better than to think that anything could escape his wife’s notice.
“You pathetic sissy slut, did you think you’d hidden it well? You’ve always been desperate for this, don’t think I hadn’t noticed,” Bree sneered. Liam found the sharp way she spoke to him, the rush of humiliation rising in him, did nothing to diminish his arousal. If she kept it up, he was going to make a mess of his brand new panties for sure. His mind whirled; had she set him up for this? How? She’d simply allowed him to give in to his own desires, but she certainly didn’t seem shocked by what she was seeing.
Bree popped open the buttons on her tight blouse and her tits strained under the grasp of her black lace bra. Garrett stretched to capture her nipple in his mouth, his tongue rubbing back and forth across the fabric that covered it. Bree’s head fell back and she sighed. Liam wondered dimly how long Garrett and his wife had been lovers, right under his nose. And he thought he’d been a buffer, preventing that. 
“Oh, it does feel good, he’s going to cum soon. He always gets that adorable look on his face before he blows a load,” Bree said. Garrett’s breath hitched, his thrusting losing its rhythm and becoming primitive. Liam winced as the pace turned frantic, as he bore the brunt of Garrett’s lust. It took no more than a dozen more quick, hard thrusts before a guttural moan broke free from Garrett’s chest. His cock swelled, pulsing inside Liam’s ass. The sudden gush of hot, sticky cum deep in his ass coupled with the masculine sounds of Garrett’s pleasure (encouraged by his wife), pushed him over the edge. Pressed between his stomach and the arm of the chair, Liam’s cock spasmed and he came harder than he ever had before in his life. A confetti of colors swam behind his eyelids, liquid bliss filling his veins. Too soon, Garrett pulled out of him leaving him empty and needy once more.
The click-clack of Bree’s heels on the hardwood floor had Liam raising his head to look apprehensively over his shoulder. He was still bent over, and could feel the trickle of cum soaking into the waistband of his panties. He wriggled uncomfortably as Bree inspected him, then jumped as something cool and slick pressed against his hot, stretched hole.
“Sealed up tight, ready for later,” Bree explained, sliding a medium sized plug into place.
“L-later?” Liam asked, his voice thin, hoarse from his feminine moaning and pleading. He thought of what he’d yearned for earlier, when he had been dying for release. The fantasy that he’d dismissed as totally unattainable.
“Yes,” Bree’s gaze shifted to Garrett, who was fastening his jeans once more. He had a satisfied, relaxed air about him now, Liam noted, with more than a hint of pride. “Garrett’s having some friends over. You’re going to be the entertainment,”
Liam swallowed and stood up straight, massaging the feeling back into his abused wrists. He could try to deny it, but after what Bree had just walked in on — and what she’d apparently picked up on at some point through their marriage — he doubted she’d take any notice.
“Yeah,” Garrett said with an easy grin. “Lucky me, I got to break you in ready,”
Bree cupped his jaw and smirked. A stab of jealousy punched into Liam’s chest at the intimate touch, but of course his wife had been sleeping with a man like Garrett. He was hardly in a position to take exception now.
“Now then sissy, get this place tidied up. And don’t even think about taking that plug out, because cum is the only lube you’ll get for the rest of the night,” 
Liam’s dick jumped at the harsh tone and the dirty implication of those words. How many friends of Garrett’s would he be made to serve? His stomach did a triple somersault, and his ass throbbed with need. It wasn’t dread that filled him, but anticipation. It seemed that he’d have the rest of the night to see whether he could sate his sissy appetite once and for all… And he decided that sometimes, the subtle solution to a problem was overrated.




Thanks for reading! 
I hope you enjoyed, if you did, please consider leaving a review or picking up another one of my books. :)
Feminization stories:

Husbands In Panties: 4-Book Bundle: Feminization, Crossdressing, Reluctant Bi Erotica
Reluctantly Feminized: 3 Book Bundle (Feminization / Femdom / Crossdressing)




Cuckold/hotwife stories:

Cuckolded Husbands: 3 Book Bundle (Chastity, Humiliation, Cheating Wives, Messy Clean Up)
Hotwives: First Times With Other Men (HOTWIFE BUNDLE) (Menage, Interracial, Wife Sharing, Group, Exhibitionist, MFM)
Date Night: A Cuckold Humiliation Story (Interracial, Chastity, Messy Clean Up)
Baby Got Black: A College Cuckold Story (Cheating Girlfriend / Cuckold / Humiliation / MMFM )
Bachelor Party: My Wife Strips (Hotwife / MFMM / Cuckold)
Roadtrip: A Hotwife Caught Cheating (While Her Husband Watches) (cuckold, wife sharing, MFM)
Hotwife Hike: An Erotic Wife Sharing Story (MFMMM, menage, group)




Other Femdom stories:
Hostile Work Environments: Office Femdom Erotica Three Story Bundle (Chastity, Humiliation, Pegging, Spanking)
Femdom Fantasy: A Husband's Submission (FMF / Caning / FLR)
Lock Up: A Story of Erotic Humiliation, Femdom, Chastity and Submission
Game Over: An Erotic Femdom Story
Her Submissive: An Erotic BDSM Femdom Story




If you'd like to, you can get in touch with Lana at LanaEllis@outlook.com


cover.jpeg
Lana Ellis





images/00004.jpg





images/00003.jpg





