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Scott put off
his annual physical as long as humanly possible. If he didn’t get
written proof that he was fit for duty, the department had cause to
suspend him. It wasn’t all that likely they’d boot him off the
force just because a document didn’t get signed, but when a guy
missed a physical he looked like he had something to hide.

“I don’t see the problem,” said his wife, Zelda, as
she chopped sweet peppers. “So Dr. Kimble shoves a finger up your
butt. So what? It’s just one finger, and he’ll wear
gloves—and use lube!
That’s better than what you do to me.”

Scott flipped
through the papers his doctor needed to sign. With a smirk, he
said, “I thought you liked what I do to your tushie.”

Zelda bit her
lip. “I do like it. I like it a lot.” Her eyes went all cloudy as
she stared into space, her knife hovering over the cutting
board.

“You’re thinking about it right now, aren’t you?” he asked.
“You’re thinking about the last time I went down on you and rubbed
my finger around your pretty pink asshole while I licked your
clit.”

“Scott!” She looked around, like someone might overhear this
downright dirty conversation. “You’re making me blush.”

“I’m making you hot,” he shot back. “You know it’s true.”

She got that
sneaky little-girl look on her face when she raised her eyes from
the peppers. “You’re making me want to try something.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“You want me to give that sweet pussy a little
attention?”

Her blush took
over her neck and her chest, stopping just short of the gorgeous
swell of breasts peeking out over her low-cut top. “Actually, I
thought maybe I’d give your cock a little attention, if you don’t
mind.”

“Mind?” He turned his chair away from the kitchen table and
opened his legs suggestively. He could feel an erection surging
inside his jeans, ready for anything.

“I want to try something a little different,” she said,
absently tugging her top until the lace edges of her bra were
exposed.

“What are you thinking of trying, little girl?”

A Cheshire
smile crossed her lips. She giddily set down her knife and washed
her hands, then dried them hastily on a crisp white tea towel.
“Take off those jeans, mister.”

Scott unzipped
and slid his jeans down his hips, just a touch. He pushed his
boxers down, too, and freed his cock which, by now, had grown
sturdy with anticipation. It stood up straight as a monument,
making him feel proud as hell. When was the last time he’d exposed
himself in the kitchen?

“What’s the holdup?” he asked as Zelda busied herself in the
pantry. “I thought you wanted my cock for something.”

“I’m just grabbing a few supplies.”

“Supplies?” He laughed. “This isn’t the Oregon trail,
babe.”

When she
emerged from the pantry, she held a package of cling film in one
hand and a bottle of olive oil in the other. “Oh no,” she said,
shaking her head so adamantly her dark hair danced across her
breasts. “That won’t do at all. You’ll have to take those pants all
the way off. And take off your shirt, too, while you’re at it. I’m
not saying this’ll get messy, but… it could get messy.”

Now he was
really starting to wonder what his wife had in mind, but his dick
was in the driver’s seat and he followed both its and Zelda’s
instructions. Tearing out of his shirt, he cast it from the
kitchen. As it fell in a heap on the hallway floor, he stood long
enough to shove his jeans down to his ankles and kick them off,
along with his boxers.

By the time
he’d taken off all his clothes, his cock stood even stronger than
before and his balls hung between his legs like two balloons. He’d
never felt so male, so masculine, so fertile and full of life.

“You gotta tell me what the oil’s about,” Scott said as his
wife kneeled gently at his feet.

“Only the oil?” she asked, teasing. “You’re not curious about
the cling wrap?”

Towering over
her, he laughed and said, “Not unless you’re planning on wrapping
me up like a mummy.”

Her eyes
gleamed with that sneaky spark Scott knew only too well. “Actually,
that gives me a good idea.” Picking up the cling film, she hopped
to her feet. “You’re might not like this… but I will.”

“I’m up for anything that ends with my cock in your mouth,” he
said, mainly to get a rise out of her.

Zelda feigned
shock, though she’d heard it all before. Unwrapping the end of the
cling film, she looked his body up and down like she was trying to
figure out where to begin. When she decided, she pressed the
plastic under his arm and said, “Hold that there—with your
finger.”

“Just one?” he asked, and did exactly that, pressing a single
fingertip against the film.

“Perfect.” Zelda circled him, round and round, knocking his
chair out of her path. The cling wrap stuck to itself, and to his
skin, and the next time he looked down now only was he wearing a
plastic dress, but he had lots of cleavage and no cock!

“What have you done to me?” Scott asked, wanting to laugh more
than anything else.

Taking a step
back, Zelda said, “You should see yourself right now.”

“I do see myself!” The cling film mini-dress was so tight he
could barely breathe. “This must be what it feels like to wear a
corset.”

Zelda
shrugged. “I wouldn’t know about that. I’ve never owned one.”

“I think they’re hot,” Scott replied.

Raising an
eyebrow, Zelda said, “I’ll keep that in mind. As for now, do you
think you can sit down?”

“Only one way to find out.” When he lowered himself onto his
chair, he had to sit up very straight or risk passing out from lack
of breath. “Hmm… my legs won’t open.”

“Well, we can’t have that!” Zelda rushed to the junk drawer
and fetched a pair of scissors. “I may need to do a little
snipping.”

“Careful what you snip!”

When Scott
looked down, he tried to focus his nervous energy on what, exactly,
his wife was cutting… but he couldn’t get past his cleavages! How
on earth had she done that? Scott wasn’t one of those
coffee-swilling, donut-scarfing cops. He kept in shape. He’d never
had man boobs in his life, although he’d always been kind of
curious how it might feel to have a nice rack. If he had his own
boobs, he could entertain himself with them whenever he
pleased.

Was that
weird?

But look! Look
what his wife had accomplished with the magic of cling film: to
big, bouncing breasts hopping out of a plastic dress. He knew it
was just a trick of the eye, but it was a trick that fascinated
him. If he wasn’t already so aroused, the sight would have given
him an instant erection.

And, speaking
of erections, looked like Zelda was in the process of freeing his.
She’d already cut a slit in his mini-skirt so he could open his
legs for her, but then she started picking at the plastic using
only her fingernails. Too sensitive an area to use those scissors
in. Yikes!

“How does it feel?” she asked. “Do you like it?”

“Yeah, feels good.” He panted, because the cling film
compressed his ribs so hard he had trouble catching his breath. “Oh
wow, my cock’s pounding against the plastic. You wouldn’t believe
how wet it’s getting in there.”

“As wet as my pussy, I bet.” She smiled up at him.

“I don’t know,” he teased. “I’d have to pet your pretty pussy
to compare.”

She
raised an eyebrow, but she didn’t get up from the floor. Kneeling
between his feet, she picked at the cling film until she’d created
a little hole. That slit was all his cock needed to break free.
When it sprang up through the hole, he felt like he’d entered some
kind of magical pussy… or ass.
Plastic hugged the base of his cock just like a woman’s body… if a
woman was made of cling wrap, that is.

“Wow, Scott.” Zelda’s eyes bulged as she stared at his crotch.
“When did you get so… huge? I mean, you weren’t always this huge.
You were big, but this is like… really, really big!”

He had to look
past his cling film cleavage to get a good look at his throbbing,
veiny shaft. His wife was right—it looked much larger than usual.
“That tight little hole in the plastic must be acting like a cock
ring.”

 

“Maybe.” She seemed dubious of that answer. “Or maybe you like
being fitted up in a tight dress. Maybe you’ve always wanted to
dress like a girl.”

Scott’s heart
sped up until he felt it racing in his throat. What was she saying?
Why would she ruin the mood with that sort of talk? Except… was she
ruining the mood? Because, actually, his cock started pulsing even
harder than before. What was happening, here? Was his wife turning
him into some kind of sissy?

No way. Not
him. And he’d prove it to her…

“Oh babe, you gotta suck me off.” His hand found her head, and
he swept his fingers through her silky hair. “Suck my dick. Come
on. Hurry up.”

“Is that what you want?” she teased. “You want to come in my
mouth?”

“I have a feeling it won’t take long.” When he chuckled, the
clingy dress clamped down on his ribs, and he ran out of breath.
“Damn, my head’s spinning. What have you done to me,
woman?”

With a sneaky
smirk, she said, “I haven’t done anything yet.”

Setting one
hand on either knee, Zelda leaned into his lap. She opened her
mouth and extended her velvety tongue. Just look at that beauty:
soft and sweet and lovely. Her green eyes shone worshipfully as she
bowed to the root of his shaft.

“You’re starting from the bottom, are you?” Every time he
laughed, his lungs hurt and his head spun. “Oh, babe, you’re
killing me.”

Zelda giggled
coquettishly. “I haven’t even started yet.”

“Well, start,” he said, wheezing. “You start and I’ll
finish.”

“Not too fast,” she said. “Or bad things will
happen.”

“Bad…” Pant, pant, pant. “Things?”

She slowly
wrapped her tongue around the base of his shaft and closed her
mouth little by little, until her teeth dug into his skin.

“If that’s bad,” he said, “I’ll take all the bad you’ve
got.”

She gazed up
at him with a sneaky grin, and when he gazed back down at her, he
couldn’t help staring into his own cleavage. It looked so sweet and
swollen his cock pulsed noticeably against his wife’s teeth. Zelda
bit down a little harder. She snarled like a mad dog, and that
gorgeous growl made his head spin. He might pass out before he
came.

“Oh baby…” He took her head in his hands and urged her up his
shaft. “Suck it, babe. Suck my dick. Come on.”

Zelda didn’t
argue—not that she ever put him off. No, she really seemed to like
sucking cock. When she wrapped her slick pink tongue around his
cockhead, she even gave a bit of a giggle.

“Mmm!”

Oh, wow,
hear that? She even liked the taste of it! Every time she sucked
him off, she made the greatest noises. She’d purr and hum and laugh
and slurp. She’d moan and groan and salivate like crazy.
Crazy—she went
cuckoo for cock. When she took it in her mouth, she became a
different person. Out with the office worker, in with the slut. She
just wanted cock, cock, cock all day long, and she’d go miles to
get it. That was his wife.

Wrapping her
mouth around his throbbing length, she plunged her head slowly
down, like she wanted to savour every inch. And, judging by the
moaning, she was savouring the hell out of it right now.

She looked up
at him, eyes wide, pupils dilated. Saliva and pre-cum glistened on
her chin. She was messy and wet and she didn’t even care.

Running his
hands through her silky black hair, he said, “You’re really
enjoying this, aren’t you?”

With a sly
smirk, she said, “Honey, you’ve got no idea…”

She made him
spread his legs a little wider. He could tell she was fiddling with
something as she wrapped her mouth around his cock, but he couldn’t
see what. Her cleavage—and his man-boobs—blocked his view.

“Close your eyes,” she said, holding his cock just a kiss away
from those engorged red lips. “Open your legs a little wider.
That’s right.”

When he inched
his legs apart, the cling film stuck to the chair. Every time he
moved, it made a funny squealing noise, but he didn’t laugh and
neither did his wife. She kept right on sucking him as her hand
snuck between his thighs and her finger…

“What are you doing?” Scott shrieked, clamping his ass down
around her digit.

“What do you think I’m doing?” she asked, raising a sly
brow.

The excitement
caused his heart to beat too wildly and he couldn’t catch his
breath. “I think you’re trying to shove that finger up my ass!”

“Bingo.” She bowed to his dick and worshipped it with her
mouth. She didn’t pull her finger away. She wasn’t dissuaded, and
her fierceness convinced Scott to give it a go. Let her try. It’s
not like she could ever do anything he didn’t want. He was bigger
than her, stronger than her. If it hurt or felt too weird, he’d
make it stop one way or another.

As she hummed
around his cockhead, Scott felt his ass cheeks relax a bit. He
moved closer to the edge of the kitchen chair, squeaking with cling
wrap every time he shifted. This felt so strange, so wrong, so odd,
and yet the more his wife circled the pad of her finger around his
hole, the more he wanted to feel her on the inside.

“Oh, wow…” Everything felt slick down there, and he wondered
why, until his brain started making connections. The olive oil—she
was using it as a lube. And the cling wrap? To protect her fingers
from the evil of ass, no doubt.

“Go inside,” he told her. “It’s okay. I want to know how it
feels.”

Without a
word, Zelda placed her slick finger at the centre of his pucker and
pushed it gently inside. He was amazed at how smoothly it went in.
Just a little slip and that tight ring of muscle, the muscle that
had never failed him yet, opened up and let her inside.

“Wow, that’s….” What was the word? He didn’t know. He couldn’t
breathe! “How are you doing that? Feels so good.”

“Mmm-hmm?” She didn’t let his cock slip from her mouth to ask.
Anyway, it wasn’t a true question. She must know how much he liked
it from the way he was breathing, the way his belly hopped inside
his cling wrap enclosure, the way his dick pulsed in her mouth. She
must know how close he was to orgasm.

Her finger
moved inside his asshole—not fucking it, but wagging side to side,
then around in circles. Oh! What was that? What had she touched?
Right there! And again! Every time she struck that spot, oh wow,
the warmth extended up through his core and into his racing
heart.

“What are you touching?” he asked.

Around his
cock, she replied, “Your prostate.”

The prostate!
The P-spot! The male G-spot! Well, if this is what it felt like to
get that stroked, he’d have to work harder at reciprocating with
Zelda. If only she knew how incredible it felt when she rubbed that
secret spot inside him. If only she could sense the glowing ball of
warmth expanding in his ass, filling his entire pelvis with
pulsations. It was like… like what? Like nothing he’d ever
experienced, that was for sure.

Grabbing
Zelda’s head with both hands, he forced it down harder on his cock.
She sputtered and gagged, and fought back by shoving another finger
in his ass. Haha! Little did she know how incredible that felt. If
she put another finger inside him, he’d be just has happy. She
could insert her whole hand for all he cared! As long as she didn’t
stop sucking his cock and rubbing his P-spot, he’d be happy for the
rest of his days.

Zelda’s throat
must have gotten used to feeling Scott’s cockhead brush the back of
it, because she quit fighting and closed her lips around his shaft.
He urged her to move on it, up and down, building suction as she
stroked that secret spot.

“Keep going.” He fucked her face, wishing she’d exposed his
balls as well as his cock. As it was, they were buried beneath the
cling film. Damn, what he wouldn’t give to feel his nutsack banging
against her chin! “I’m almost there, babe. I’m so damn
close.”

Breaking free
of his commanding hands, Zelda arched away from his dick. Her tits
swelled inside her low-cut top every time she rammed his ass with
her fingers. Her breasts jiggled even faster when she grabbed his
shaft and stroked it so quickly her hand became a blur.

“Come on my tits, honey.” She made his dick her plaything. She
built up friction until it glowed just as hot as his prostate.
“Come, cutie. Come on my tits.”

The jiggle put
him over the edge. Or was it the heat? The friction? The
pulsations? The slick, hard finger-fucking? Didn’t even matter.
Something put him over, and he came harder than he’d ever
experienced.

“Christ, babe, your tits!” He spurted jizz all over them, one
blast after another until her breasts were soaked with cream. The
white stuff dripped down her cleavage and absorbed into her shirt,
turning the purple fabric a few shades darker.

“You liked that, did you?”

He could
hardly breathe. Maybe that’s why his orgasm felt so mind-blowingly
good. It was like those guys who rig up a noose or a belt or
whatever they do, and strangle themselves while they jerk off. Just
enough to reach those heady heights without letting it kill you. He
didn’t know exactly which part of the experience brought him that
incomparable orgasm, but he knew he had his wife to thank.

“That was amazing, babe.”

“I could tell.” She pulled her fingers from his ass and folded
the makeshift finger cot in on itself. “A little olive oil goes a
long way.”

“And a lot of cling wrap,” he added. “Ooh, can you cut me out
of this thing? I’m about to pass out.”

“Sure, cutie.” Rising to her feet, she kissed his lips sweetly
and then started cutting right in the middle, where she’d given him
that incredible cleavage. “You look damn good with
boobs.”

“So do you.” He smacked hers playfully, but the effort made
him feel faint. “I don’t know where you come up with these ideas,
but I sure am glad to have a wife like you.”

“Aww, you’re making me blush!” She pulled the cling film apart
with her hands. When she got to his cock, the sleeping monster
drooled all over his pillow of balls. “So, do you think you’re
ready for a trip to the doctor’s office?”

“I don’t know,” Scott said, still trying to catch his breath.
“Do you think he’ll blow me while he gives me a prostate
exam?”

“I hope so.” Zelda winked. “I’d pay good money to see
that.”

 


The End
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And Sissy Makes Three

~Femdom Menage a Trois Erotica~

 


When Richard gets
home from work to find his wife’s best friend sitting in his chair
and drinking his beer, let’s just say he’s not impressed. Sheryl’s
been dumped again, and she wants to know how Christie and Richard
keep their marriage so fresh. Richard breaks out in a sweat when he
hears that question. His wife would never tell her bisexual bestie
she likes it when Richard dresses up in make-up and heels… would
she?

 


They’ve never told
anybody what they do behind closed doors. If Sheryl finds out about
pegging the sissy, will she be shocked into submission or insist on
joining in?
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