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Feminized for my Wife’s Bull

∞∞∞







My wife threw her head back as he grabbed her hair and pulled at it, punching it up into a fist. The sound of their bodies slapping together was rhythmic, hypnotizing, and I felt as though the blood in my own body was pulsing to the same beat.

“He’s fucking me so fucking good.” She moaned, her eyes rolling back. My stomach churned with nervous excitement, the anxious dropping of boundaries, unsure of what you can reveal, and whether your other half will love you the same after you do reveal those dirty secrets.

Her bra held her tits in perfectly and the delicate strapped laid itself over her so sexually. Her lingerie tasteful, expensive, full of lace and perfectly sculpting her as an object of pure sexuality. My cock twitched as I noticed it, ran my eyes over her clothing, pre-cum dripping out of my cock as I pictured what it must feel like to be decorated so well, to be full of feminine beauty, to make cocks twitch like mine was now.

“Fuck me, he’s so fucking big.” She was moaning still as I sat on the chair at the end of the bed facing them. My legs were open, and I was stroking my cock without interruption, I couldn’t leave it alone. I loved watching my wife be fucked, why wouldn’t I? Seeing her bulls bring her such pleasure, to allow desire and carnal to run free and rampant. Did I ever get jealous of the big cock that slammed her in front of me all the night, made her cum in ways I never could?  Not really. Well, sometimes maybe, but I was secure in our relationship, and at the end of the day as long as everyone cums, who’s to be upset?

He slapped his ass and my body jolted with it, I felt so linked to her sometimes. I wish I could tell her that I really, really wanted to feel like her. But what would she say? Being a cuckold is one thing, but being a crossdressing sissy? That’s a wholenother world.

He flipped her over and put his hand on her throat in a light choke as he pumped away, I could see better now his 8-inch cock as it glided in and out of her wet and wanting pussy. She was tight, but once she got going, especially with a bull so manly as him, her pussy just opened itself up.

He had pushed her up with his thrusts so that her head was hanging off the end of the bed now, her head bouncing as she looked at me upside down.

“You like this baby? Look how hard you are looking at his big fucking cock. Isn’t it big? It feels so. Fucking. Big.” Her words came out with his thrusts like he himself was pushing the air out of her. Her hand was working her clit furiously at the same time as she screamed that she was going to cum. Her bull said he was too and I watched as their sweaty bodies slammed against one another working up to an explosive climax. He pulled his massive cock out of her as she was cumming and stroked up and down its long shaft, his head thrown back and moaning in pleasure. His load was massive, it always was, it showered her tanned skin in pearl coloured cum creating a gorgeous contrast. Her eyes were closed as her body jerked before she opened them.

“Your turn.” She was looking at me, her eyes alive, her appetite insatiable. I knew I wouldn’t last long though, not that it mattered after the treatment she just got. But after seeing her in her lingerie and being so focused on her bulls use of her femininity, the contrast, the desire to submit under a huge cock, I was ready to climb on top of her and cum deep inside.

“Clean me up first.” She ordered, as I licked his cum off her smooth always moisturized skin. I slid my cock into her pussy, it was gaping from the size of his cock, but had tightened up with her orgasm. She put her arms around me and held me gently, it made me feel so emasculated, but so free in doing so, like I didn’t need to take part in the pointless mask of pretending I always want to be tough and stoic. We’ve experimented with a lot of kinks, one of the more taboo being mummy roleplay. I loved releasing myself to her nurturing arms, being her good little boy. And as my body soaked pressed against hers, the remaining cum I missed rubbing into me, and my cock pumping away in her gaping goddess pussy, I decided I would ask her for what I for some time knew I wanted.

I would ask if I could wear her clothes next time.

“I’m going to cum.” I groaned in her ear as I pushed as deep as I could and let her warm pussy wrap my pulsating, throbbing cock.

“That’s a good boy.”

###

“You have to be joking!” My wife exclaimed, throwing her head back with laughter before sipping on her wine.

It was the following evening, and we were home from work. She wore an elegant tight black dress, formal but sexy, I was in a suit. By day we were typical business types, few knew our perversions and desires that happened behind closed doors. I dread to think what my contemporaries would think of me if they found out I loved watching massive cocked men fuck my wife all night long, let alone that, what if they knew what I was asking my wife for right now.

“Forget I said anything.” I replied, flustered. I knew I shouldn’t have brought it up. My wife and I love each other, but I had fears about how far our sex life can go until the cuckold me becomes, in her eyes, the entirety of me, and how would her respect for me change if that happened.

“No, no, no. You’re not getting it.”

“What then?”

“I said that because you’re fucking joking if you think you’re going anywhere near my clothes.”

She eyed me up and down and I felt her eyes penetrate my clothes like a fashion designer picking a model.

“Not sure what you’re insinuating by thinking you’d fit in my clothes at all, actually.” She raised her eyebrows playfully and I laughed.

“I just hadn’t thought much further I guess.”

“So you want to be a crossdressing whore?”

“I guess that’s what I’m saying, yeah.”

My cock twitched in my jeans at the implications. Hearing the words come out of her strong mouth, clear and concise, was an experience I had been waiting for. The fears that she would judge me washed away, and I prepared myself to be able to leave accountant mode and enter the mode which I feel freedom.

“A real sissy slut?” She continued, her hand holding her white wine, her eyes fixated on mine, a wry smile on her face. The face of a woman who was realizing her new capabilities.

“That’s exactly what I want.” I replied softly. I always felt my voice soften when I become cuckold Jason, rather than accountant Jason.

“Oh, I know. It’s rhetorical. I know exactly what you want.”

“You do?”

The look in her emerald eyes told me that she does, she knows precisely. She has never ceased to amaze me; she just has a way of knowing me like no one else does.

“You want some pretty, frilly, lacey, underwear. You want to feel your ass all pert and decorated. You want to be on your knees. You’ve seen me be there so many times, you’ve seen the ecstasy on my face, you’ve heard the moans. You’ve seen the big cock slide in and out of me. You want to feel your cock hang out of a dress. You’re not content being a cuckold, are you? You need to feel that big black cock too. You’re just like me, you’ve been living through me, but really, you want to live it too.”

I was speechless. Staring at her across the kitchen table, my jaw open in a smile, stuck between awe, confusion and laughter.

“Kate. How?”

She rolled her eyes and got up, leaving the room, leaving me confused. When she came back she brought the iPad that we share whilst at home. She sat next to me and opened the internet browser, going to the search bar and typing:

“Cuck”

Before I even had the chance to realize what was going on the history results came up:

“Cuckold shares cock with wife”

“Cuckold share black cock”

“Sissy cuckold fuck black cock”

“Crossdressing cuckold shares with wife”

My eyes widened, my wife laughed, her hand gently on my arm in support, despite her unable to hold back how funny she found my carelessness. I searched my mind, when did I last look at porn on that iPad?

“That’s been there a while, right?”

“About two weeks. You didn’t clear it, so I didn’t bother. I figured you want me to see it.”

“I didn’t. Not that it matters now.”

“You should have just told me.” She leant over and kissed me on the cheek. “We don’t hide these things.”

“I know. I was just nervous that you would look at me different. There’s a big difference between cuckolding and being fucked by another man.”

“No difference that I care about. Come on, come into the bedroom.”

She took my arm and led me down the hallway.

“Don’t think I saw that internet history and did nothing about it.”

My brow furrowed in confusion as my stomach tingled with anticipation. Was this a scenario unwinding that I had before only ever seen in porn and envisioned in my mind?

“Sit down.” She ordered, pointing towards the chair that I had so many times sat in and watched my wife be fucked.

She opened her wardrobe and went to the left side and took a bunch of clothes off the hangers, that by now, I had figured out I was to be the clothes hanger for the clothes she was taking out.

“So come on then, tell me more.” Her voice was authoritative and overrode the suit I was wearing. I knew what she was asking, she wanted to know my fantasy. It was easier to admit it, with her having found it already, but I was still hesitant. A hot flush hit me and I felt my face turn red.

Kate paused, looking at me, strong in her work dress, her shoulder length brunette hair framing her face.

“Well?”

“Well, I guess…” I didn’t know where to start, so I started at the most recent fantasy. I told her about how I eyed up the delicate lingerie on her body and saw the feminine power it gave her, the power of being the object of desire, of having what the man wants. I told her how I wanted to feel that, how I felt my asshole loosen at the thought of being in that position, how watching crossdressing sissies online throating massive black cocks made me squirt into my own face when I was jerking off because it made me cum so hard.

She listened to me, nodding gently, as she prepared her items. When she was done, it was her turn to speak.

“Okay. Well, I’ve been watching those videos too. And you should know, they make me very, very, very, wet.”

She emphasized her words strongly whilst walking towards me one foot in front of the other. Crouching down in front she grazed her finger down my cheek before thumbing my lip with her thumb.

“I’ve been watching you, watching me. Watching your mind wonder as your mind wanders. You think I didn’t know you want to be a slut?”

She ran the forefinger of her left hand up and down my tie, her face close enough to me that I could feel her breath. She smiled, a knowing smile that came with a plan. Her left hand went to my throat and lifted my chin, so my gaze was looking directly into her eyes, fiery despite how green they are. Her hand that was fondling my mouth slapped me on the cheek lightly as she laughed and turned away, and back to the pile of clothes that she had made.

“I watch your eyes track those cocks. I know what you’re looking at. I see your legs open. Your hips raise. I know someone who wants to be fucked when I see it. It’s obvious as can be.”

She picked up a sky blue bralette, padded bralette. Lace pattern and delicate.

“I thought these would go with your eyes. Don’t you think?”

I nodded, my mouth parted open. I didn’t have any words. I was lost in a gaze of desire for what was happening, my eyes were glazed, I was touching my cock, subconsciously, I didn’t even realize my finger playing with the precum until Kates eyes went to my crotch with her eyebrows raised. I didn’t need to reply, she knew what I was thinking.

She held up a pair of lacey panties next.

“And a matching pair of these.”

I felt hypnotized by my wife holding up the underwear to me. I pictured my cock tucked inside of them, pictured the feeling that I longed for for so long, the fantasy was finally right in front of my eyes.

“You want to put them on?”

“So much.”

She laid them back on the bed neatly for me to collect, then seeing my hesitance came over and took my tie in her hand, she got on her knees and undid it, pulling it out from behind my neck. I felt it slide through my collar, around my neck like a silk snake unravelling its masculine constraint on me. She unbuttoned my shirt and revealed my body.

“But first, have a shower, and a shave. A full shave. Henry’s going to want you smooth. You know he likes his girls, well, girly.”

“Henry?” I questioned. Henry was one of Kates bulls, 7.5 inches, mid-twenties, black, handsome, charming. He was a full package.

She winked at me, then motioned for me to get into the shower.

Having been a man that has always trimmed my body hair with an electric razor, and having done so recently, it wasn’t too much hassle shaving, it was just time-consuming ensuring every part of my reachable body was free of body hair, smooth, and delicate.

The warm water washed over me and slid down my new smooth skin, caressing me more than a shower ever had before. I felt alive, my cock was semi-hard and with constant blood flow. I rush of seductive energy rushed over me.

I called Kate and asked her if she could get the parts I couldn’t reach and she happily obliged. It wasn’t just my back that I needed her for, I had attempted to get my ass, and the back of my thighs but I was never going to reach it all.

She obliged and got undressed to get into the shower. I admired her body as she did so. She had never had much trouble keeping a small waist, but her stomach wasn’t perfectly flat, she carried fat, but she carried it well. Her hips were voluptuous, and her ass had never had any trouble keeping jiggly and round. Her breasts were the kind that wouldn’t draw much attention underneath a high neckline dress, but when they were released from her, there isn’t a man alive who wouldn’t marvel. They were teardrop shaped, strong in their desire to not sag, but with pert nipples with small areola, she oozed classy femininity. Something I hoped she could teach me.

Water drops ran down her chest and formed at the precipice of her breast, I watched them as I pictured what I would look like later and asked myself whether I would be able to really achieve feminine mystique.

“Okay, turn around.”

I did so and she ran her hand over my back and down to my ass which she cupped and squeezed.

“I don’t know why I never thought of this before to be honest.” She said, a hand under each ass cheek, bouncing them. “You do have a good body for a sissy slut.”

She wasn’t wrong. I stayed fit with a basic strength training routine. I’ve never been an athlete and do it more for health, but over the years a small amount of muscle had formed under the fat on my body, which has always liked to cling to my ass. I’ve had girlfriends in the past comment on my ass in envy.

“I think the skirt will look good on you.”

“You got me a skirt?”

“Oh, just you wait.”

The razor glided through the shaving foam that she had lathered up on my missed areas. After several run throughs of my back, and ensuring that my thighs were squeaky clean, it came to my ass.

She squatted down and told me to lean forward against the shower wall. Even as a cuckold I had rarely been in such a position for my wife. She had eaten my ass at times, but this felt much more vulnerable. She spread my ass cheeks and tutted.

“You know I’ve been shaving my own asshole the entirety of our marriage and I’ve never done a job this bad.”

“You’ve had much more practice!” I laughed back, not insulted by her judgement. I felt like a rookie when I was doing it, I couldn’t find the right angle to attack from, whether to reach around the side, or under my legs, or to get on my knees. And how could I be sure I wasn’t going to cut myself?

“Doesn’t help this fat ass is in the way.” She joked, spanking me. “Okay, just stay lean forward.

She lathered up my ass crack with shaving foam and spread my ass open, shaving every millimeter of me.

“You’re going to be like a slip and side once lubed up.” She said, “however, this will need some work.” She followed up, playing with my asshole.

“What do you mean, ‘needs some work’?”

“You’ll see. Don’t worry about that though. Once you’re lubed up you’ll be like a slip ‘n’ slide.”

“I can’t wait.”

“Dry off, let’s get you dressed.”

Whereas I had trimmed my body hair before, I had never shaved myself completely smooth before, I took in the sensation as I towel dried, noting the water coming off my skin cleanly and easier than ever before as I walked back into the bedroom and towards the underwear that my wife had left on the bed.

“Oh. Not them.” She said suddenly, picking them up, a mischievous smile on her face.

I had no words in response, but my face was a mixture of dejected, amused, and confused, which made her laugh. What games was she up to?

“Hears how this is going to work.” She begun, walking delicately around me, tiptoes first, her finger trailing around me, analyzing me, teasing me, playing with me. “You want to be a sexy little slut? Yes?”

“Yes.”

“You want to be elegant.”

“Yes.”

“You want to ooze femininity.”

“Yes.”

“You want to be the object of men’s desire.”

“Yeah.”

“And the juxtaposition of power and submission that comes with that?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And you think you can just throw this lingerie on and achieve that?”

“I, uh-.”

“Exactly.”

“What are you saying?” I asked, enjoying the back and forth. My wife had clearly thought about this from the moment she had seen this porn. It was exciting and novel, I was living in the moment entirely.

She stopped circling me and stood in from of me, getting on her tiptoes just enough to talk in my ear in a hushed sexy tone.

“I’m saying you’re not ready.” She walked to the wardrobe and pulled out another outfit, one that was certainly not hers.

“This is more… your experience level.”

She was holding up a pink crop top with delicate shoulder straps, it said ‘Daddy’s Girl’ across it in bubble writing, the bottom half of the outfit consisted of a pleated schoolgirl style skirt

“If you’re going to be a girl, then you’re going to have start as exactly that, a girl. Like the rest of us did.”

“You’re joking.” I said, not willing to admit that deep down I was tingling, and I didn’t want her to be joking a single bit. She was right. When I looked at her in the shower, she was the definition of the full complete women. And it wasn’t just her body, that was just fortunate genetics and making sure she doesn’t have a wine and slice of cake too many too many times. What she had was something extra, something different.

I was naïve, and it would show.

###

I slid the skirt on, it fit perfectly. Perks of your wife doing the shopping, she knew my exact sizes of everything.

I eyed myself in the full-length mirror. Suddenly it felt like my legs had been transformed into more delicate’s ones, slender and sleek, shooting out of the pleated skirt like stems of a fresh flower. I turned around and peered over my shoulder, I lifted the skirt up just a little, to reveal my asscheek. My wife was right, my ass is a good one for skirts.

I put the daddy’s girl crop top on next. It wasn’t as short on my torso as I thought it would be, but fit snug and tight. It was form fitting and suit me well, its tightness going into the outwards shape of the pleated skirt gave me a figure and shape.

My wife watched as I looked at myself in amazement in the mirror.

“There we are.” She said, “You’ve gone from being my cuckold bitch, to being my little girl.” She came up behind me as grabbed my ass under my skirt, firmly. “And now your body is mine.”

I squeaked quietly as she grabbed my ass. I had never been grabbed like that before, not whilst wearing such clothes at the very least. I felt vulnerable, and that was exciting.

In one afternoon, I had lost the overbearing sensibilities of maleness, the power that came with my suit and my masculinity, one that I owned whether I wanted to or not, and I had become a sexy schoolgirl. Desirable, vulnerable, and ready to learn.

“You’re not done yet.” Kate told me. She sat me down at her vanity and spun me around on her chair, so I was facing her.

Getting out her makeup she compared various shades of various different items, most of which I didn’t recognize, against my skin, my eyes, and my lips.

“What are those you’re holding up?” I asked.

“They’re eyeshadows. And the fact that you don’t even know what they are is just proof that you are not ready to be a woman.”

She picked out a color, pink and sparkly.

“I’m a bit mature for something like this nowadays, but I think of a little sissy girl like you it will fit right in place. Don’t you think?”

She showed me the palette and I knew what pink she was talking about instantly. I agreed, I did want it on my skin. It was gay and free, fun and bright with sparkles, it was like nothing I had ever worn before. Thinking on it, I questioned how it was that so many men supposedly go through their entire lives without ever wanting to try on such colors? Such clothes? How can anybody want to be so tightly bound into the constraints of masculinity that they never wanted to feel the magic of the feminine? I didn’t answer her with this out loud though, I kept it in my head. I knew she wasn’t really asking my opinion. She was in charge right now. And besides, Kate already knew all this about me, we had talked about all these things at length over the years. She had always considered me to be camp and not alpha male, it gave her a giggle when she saw me at work as a team leader, heading important interviews and meetings. She loved my ability to switch between a public alpha and a private submissive. I guess in some ways this was always the logical conclusion.

“Close your eyes.” She ordered me, and she nestled a soft brush against my eye lid and painted it with the caressing ease of a woman who has done this a thousand times already. She did both and then told me to open my eyes.

I did so and laughed. It seemed absurd! I couldn’t believe what I was looking at. She started laughing with me, bowing over in a full belly laugh. We calmed down eventually but tittered every time we made eye contact.

“I think you look good!” She told me.

“I do too! It’s just, it’s so new. So, unexpected. I never thought this would be happening today. I didn’t even know if you would accept this.”

“Well, I’m happy it is happening.”

“So am I.”

“Let’s finish you up.”

She spun me around again so I couldn’t see in the mirror and dolled up my face. Soft brushes caressed my cheek with fragrant powders. Kate’s steady hand ran eyeliner along my eyelids with more precision than a fine artist. She worked on my face before turning me around.

“Holy fuck.” I was stunned.

“Good?”

“Really good!”

I couldn’t believe it. I stared at myself in the mirror, my crimson cheeks, my pink sparkly eyelids, the shiny lip balm. I looked dolled up and wanting to impress.

“It’s a bit trashy and overdone, but then so is most schoolgirls attempts at makeup.”

“Then I guess it fits me perfectly.” I replied. “I love it.”

“I can tell.” She pointed at my skirt, raised by my hard cock.

“One last thing before you’re ready.”

“What is it?”

Kate went to our ‘sex box’, our pandoras box in the cupboard where we kept toys, and lubes, and the likes. She pulled out a small black buttplug.

“I never thought I’d be using this on you if I’m honest. But we’re going to have to loosen you up.”

She came back over to me and got on her knees, she put a hand on each knee and pushed my legs open.

“Put your legs up on the vanity like a good girl.”

I obliged, my cock hardened at being called a good girl and spreading my legs. Kate squeezed out lubricant onto her hand and rubbed it over the buttplug before putting it between my ass cheeks and teasing my asshole with the tip.

I put my hands on the back of knees to raise my hips higher for her to penetrate me. My cock broke free of my skirt and was dripping precum.

“Wow. You’re really enjoying being a little slut, aren’t you? Little girly sluts don’t need one of these though, so why don’t we deal with that now?”

She was talking about my massive hard-on.

She took it in her hand and eased the first little tip of the buttplug into my ass before letting it push back out again.

“You’re going to have to learn to relax that tight little hole of yours, sweetie.” She tells me encouragingly, her hand rhythmically working my shaft, using my precum as lube along with the leftover lube on her hand. Everything was so smooth, so silky, so delicate. It felt different to any stroking motion I’ve ever experienced before, of course aided by the massaging of my asshole, but there was something more relaxing, less masculine, it was a different kind of sensuality, and I really believe the ritual of femininity to be the magic behind it.

She eased the buttplug a little more.

Then a little more.

Then a gasp from me. I had never felt anything like it. I relaxed my asshole just like she told me to and let the smooth rubber slide into me until it popped right into place. I came just like that, shooting up high and effectively raining it down on Kate.

“Oh my God, you never come like that!” She exclaimed, too amazed by the cumshot to be pissed off about getting cum in her hair.

I leaned my head back. Stunned by what happened. My asshole was pulsating and the buttplug felt like it was throbbing delightfully inside of me.

“You felt harder than usual, but that was something else.” Kate continued, in disbelief of how turned on I was by the entire situation.

I came to and brought my head back up, my eyes felt glazed over. I felt like a new person.

She laughed, not at me, but at the exotic joy of it all.

“Goodbye Michael, I think I’ve just seen the birth of Michelle.” She concluded, speaking into my pleasure glazed slutty eyes.

###

Kate had already organized for Henry to come around some time ago when she had found my filthy browsing history and essentially had him on call, we were lucky enough that that evening he was free and ready to dick me down, so to speak.

I had spent the afternoon and early morning a bundle of nerves, switching between excited and hesitant, uncertain of myself yet entirely certain that this was what I wanted.

Kate was encouraging. She showed me different ways to angle my body to show off my figure and helped me pout and make myself look cute. She touched up my make up and spanked my ass as I walked past in my slutty little school skirt to build confidence in me.

By the time it came for Henry to come around it was too late to back out, not that it mattered, I didn’t want to. I held onto every bit of confidence I could, looked myself up and down in the mirror, and knew that I could do this.

###

I was waiting in the bedroom when it was time.

Kate led Henry into the room. Young and in shape, Henry stood over me at 6 feet. I only hoped I could make his cock rise like my wife could. I looked up to him with the best look I could of sexy innocence, new feminized meat for him to make a meal of any way he wanted.

He looked at me and smirked first, and then laughed lightly towards my wife.

“This really your bitch of a husband?” He asked.

“Quite literally now, a bitch.” My wife responded with a smirk of her own. They were playing with me like the new sissy I was.

“Well, he doesn’t scrub up too bad, does he?”

“No, she doesn’t.” My wife corrected him.

I stood watching their interaction, waiting to be talked to, and knowing better than to respond otherwise, I was determined to be a good sissy submissive. Everyone moment of submission was a moment away from the world of making choices. It was Henry and Kate’s choice of what to do with me now.

“Right. She. And what do we call her?”

“Why don’t you tell Henry your name, honey?” My wife asked me.

“I’m Michelle.” I replied, softly, with attempted doe eyes. My hands were together in front of my school skirt. My crop top was tight on my waist, I felt like I had shape, feminine allure, I wanted him to like me, but most importantly right now, I wanted him to fuck me. Sometimes I’m not sure I know the difference between those two things anyway. I guess that’s the naïve schoolgirl in me.

Henry smirked. He didn’t always understand the cuckold-wife-bull relationship, and there was little use denying that he wasn’t mostly in it because he loved the way my wife fucked him. So, it surprised me that he was my wife’s choosing, and that he agreed, but the way he nodded his head whilst looking me up and down, I could tell he was appreciative.

“You’ve done some sort of magic here, Mrs. Taylor.” She liked it when her young bulls called her that, it made her smirk too. She was stood in a strong stance, like a renowned artist allowing critics to look upon a masterpiece for the first time, confident in it, waiting for praise. She wore an elegant black lingerie set consistent of floral lace suspenders, matching floral lace briefs and no bra, her tits perky tits hidden by her silk gown that was tied just loose enough at the waist to cling to her chest. As far as maturity goes in a woman’s bedroom clothing choice, she sat as the total juxtaposition to my outfit.

“Isn’t she cute?”

“I can’t believe I’m saying it, but yeah, she’s cute. Mind if I?” He looked at her whilst gesturing his hand towards me, asking her permission to manhandle me.

“She’s all yours to make a slut of. “

“Is that true, Michelle?” He asked, turning to me, looking me in the eye in the way that filled me with nerves.

“It is. I’m your slut, daddy.”

“Turn around then.”

I did as I was told and turned around. He lifted my skirt and squeezed my ass.

“Damn, I’ve never noticed she has such a fuckable ass before.”

I smiled at the compliment as he put his hand on my waist and turned my back around.

“And those lips look sexy and glossy, dick sucking lips, aren’t they?” He was asking me, his eyes locked on mine in between looking me up and down.

“Yes, they are, dick sucking lips.” I said in my cutest, softest voice.

“Well use them. Get on your knees.”

I glance sidewards at Kate. It was a subconscious glance. I was nervous, uncertain. She has perched on the end of the bed with one leg over the other, her elbow leaning on her knee, her chin rested in a hand, looking at me bemused, enjoying handing over the reigns of my sexuality to someone else.

“Well, do as he asks, Michelle.” She said encouragingly

I did as I was told and got down to my knees. I had practiced the position already earlier that day, pushing my knees out to create more of a shape to my body, letting my ass sit onto of my feet. My pleated skirt fanned out and the tip of my semi hard cock was poking out, glossy with precum.

Henry took no time in taking his clothes off. He never did. His cock flopped in front of me and was suddenly far more intimidating than it had ever been before. Kate made it look so easy, no cock was too big for any hole. Her hand strokes were clean and made it took like second nature, but taking his thick black cock in my hands I began to realize that I really didn’t know what I was doing.

Nevertheless, the delicate touch of my careful hands on his cock were enough. He started to grow and all I could do was watch as the size of his black cock made my hands look small and pathetic. My breath became heavy as I realized his erection was for me.

I slapped it against my face, feeling its impressive weight. Kate giggled from the bed.

“She learnt from watching the best.” She joked, making Henry laugh.

“She’s a good girl, that’s for sure.”

I put the tip of his cock between my pink glossy lips and explored with my tongue, learning what a tip of a dick felt like. I started working the shaft with my hands. He was throbbing, and so was I. I could feel my boner grazing against my skirt, which was only making me hornier, I could already feel a wet spot as I was oozing precum. I guess Kate’s attempt at nullifying my erection earlier didn’t work.

I moaned as I took more of his cock in my mouth, doing as best I could to avoid my teeth, aware of my amateur status. It was a big cock for a first time.

He took my head in my hands and held it still, I opened my mouth wide, and he thrust in and out of my mouth, using me as his own personal sex doll, just as intended. His cock poked the back of my throat and slid through my saliva that clung to it as he pulled it out, connecting it to my mouth as I fought my gag reflex to prove I’m a good girl.

“Her first time, would you believe it Henry?”

“I wouldn’t.” He replied, which made me smile cheek to cheek and blush, I looked down to try and hide it, but I couldn’t. As a man I had never allowed such emotion to flash across my face, though I also don’t think I ever took a compliment so to heart either.

“Little sissy bitch has my cock hard as a rock.” Henry said. “Get on the bed, spread those schoolgirl legs for me.” He continued, directing me towards the bed.

I laid down back first, my legs open, splayed, up in the air, ready for my first fucking, my wide beside me.

“Why don’t I just get that for you.” My wife said, searching her fingers through my ass crack and to the buttplug, delicately pulling it out before waving it in my face. “Do you know what we do with this?”

“No.” I said innocently, really not knowing.

She showed me what we do with it. She slid it between my lips and into my mouth, clamping my teeth at the narrowest part.

“We plug the sissy’s slutty mouth, now its not in use.” Her and Henry smirked at each other, happy with their treatment of me. “Look at those smooth legs.” She said running her hands along my thighs, pushing back underneath my knee to help get them higher. “She really made herself as much of a schoolgirl for you as possible.”

“Well let me see how tight that little pussy is.” Henry loomed over me with his intimidatingly large cock, but I was determined to take it.

“Just be careful with her. I want you to break her in, not break her.” Kate said, aware that my assholes training started and ended with wearing a buttplug all day. “Though I don’t think you’ll be able to fuck her that long anyway.” She pointed towards his cock and ran her hand over it, “You’re throbbing. My little girls got you so fucking excited, hasn’t she?”

Henry slapped his cock on me in response, its heaviness smacking against my ‘daddy’s girl’ top. He then rubbed precum all over my smooth legs let the tip of his cock graze back and forth against my school skirt, moaning as he made me mine, marking his territory by spreading precum all over me. Kate was right too, he was throbbing.

I could feel the pulsation of his cock as he teased my asshole with the fat tip of his dick. Just like Katie did with the buttplug he rocked it back and forth ever so slightly, easing us into it. Despite my nerves I let my asshole loosen as best I could and sure enough his cock popped in. I gasped hard, lifted my head off the best to try and get the best look at him. His abs were popping out as blood pumped through his body and he tensed and loosened with small thrusts, massaging the top portion of his dick with my asshole, moaning as he gripped onto my schoolgirl skirt.

Katie encouraged me, “You’re doing so good, sweetie.” As she took my cock delicately in her hands. “Look at your girly cock, look at that biiiig drop of precum hanging. Let me get that for you.” She used her finger to scoop up my juices and took the buttplug out my mouth to feed them to me.

I sucked them off her finger, “Thank you, Mommy.” I said without hesitation. I was their little girl in that moment.

Henrys thrusts grew larger as my asshole become hungry for more of his cock, he couldn’t give me it all, however. There’s a target for the future, I suppose.

He begun to speed up and my body rocked gently on the bed, I pushed back against him finding a rhythm whilst Katie took a loose hold of my cock and let my own movements provide the friction. Henry’s cock wasn’t the only one throbbing. The delicate strokes against her hand had me in ecstasy whilst Henry filled my asshole and it didn’t take long at all until, I felt an orgasm coming on, but one unlike any orgasm I had ever had before.

“Fuck. I’m. Going. To. Come.” I managed to splutter out, work by word, a new breath for each word. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as I think I heard a ‘me too’ from Henry. I was in absolute bliss as Henry pushed hard and long against me and I relaxed my body entirely down onto him, feel his thighs against my asscheek. A tiny squeak left my mouth, tiny because I had lost my voice as I turned inside myself and found a new way of orgasming, I had never experienced before. My cock pumped out more cum than I knew I had as Katie took a hold and pumped it only my own body, some hitting my face, a little on my lip, I licked it up as it hit. My ass felt warm, with a slight burn, Henry’s cum no doubt. His cock was enlarging with each pump, making my ass feel like it was going to burst, but in a good way. I think if there was cock, I would push down on it. I can’t believe I was scared I wouldn’t be able to take it.

Slowly our orgasms subsided, and Henry pulled his cock out of me with a spluttering noise as it was followed by cum that dripped down my ass crack satisfyingly; my first cream pie.

I lay there for what felt like an eternity, lost in a feminine sexual bliss before opening my eyes to see my wife looking at me loving, her hand playing with my hair. I smiled at her and she smiled back.

“That was so. Fucking. Hot.” She whispered, shaking her head in disbelief.

“I’m in heaven.” I told her, my voice soft, carried away in orgasmic bliss. “Did I make a good schoolgirl?”

“You did.” She replied, “A good, pretty, slutty schoolgirl.”

I smiled and relaxed my head onto the bed, fondling my cock which was hesitant to go back to a fully flaccid state.

“I like being Michelle.” I told my wife. “But soon it will be time to be Michael again, so if you don’t mind, I think I want to stay dressed like this for the night.”

“If that’s what you want. Besides, I have a feeling this is only the beginning, isn’t it?”

“I think so.”

###
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Feminized for my Wife’s Boss







I knew my wife was a powerful woman.

I never realized how powerful.

Here is the story of how I learnt how to do business as a woman in a man’s world.

∞∞∞













“I don’t know, are you sure? It sounds a bit close to home.”

“That’s because it is, but this is different, it’s you, and me.”

I took a sip of my red wine to wash down the lasagna that Kate had cooked. We were talking about our future sexual endeavors; ever since I had made the transformation from cuckold to sissy new possibilities were opening up everywhere.

“I know David. I know he can’t keep his eyes off skirts, I practically feel his eyes burning into my ass when I walk away from his office.”

“And you really think he’ll like me in a skirt too?” I asked skeptically. David was a boss of Kate’s, and apparently a habitual fucker of the hottest women in the company.

“He’d do anything if it meant he might get to fuck me too. Trust me, he’s been trying for years.”

“Reassuring office environment.”

“Oh don’t be jealous. He wants to fuck any woman with a slim waist and big tits. I’m just the one he can’t have, which makes him want me more.”

“I’m not jealous. I’m perfectly aware the affect you have on men.” I replied. “It would just be breaking our rules.”

Everyone joins the hot wife scene differently. Some are a public as can be, they let it into their home, their neighbors, even their workplace if they can. Some are more private, even as far as existing in fantasy form, discussions for sexting and dirty talk. For Kate and I, we had but one rule: no shitting where we eat. That means that anyone that is involved in what we do, must be from outside our regular lives.

And now she wanted to break the rule.

“It’s both of us though, Michael. And besides, our privacy won’t be breached. You think David will want to go round the office saying he fucked my husband in a skirt? You know how bullshit the macho business culture is, there’s no chance he admits it.”

“But you really think he’ll want to?”

“Leave it to me.”

* * *

It had been about a month since my first experience as a sissy cuckold and the relationship between me and Kate had only grown. Previously, as just a cuckold, I found myself wanting to be in her place desperately, watching her get fucked made me desire to be the object of desire, it seemed to give her so much power. So, when she found out I had been watching sissy cuckold porn, it turned out to be the thing I always wanted her to know without realizing I knew I wanted her to know. Well, I guess I always wanted her to know, but didn’t know how she would respond.

It turned our she responded enthusiastically.

The first time we fucked someone together with me and sissy mode was one of her bulls. She dressed me up as a schoolgirl, telling me I wasn’t experienced enough as a woman to dress any other way, and she was right. I wasn’t read for cock sucking, for seducing, for harnessing feminine energy, and it showed, but he still made good use of me and filled my asshole up.

However, the last month we had been practicing. In the evenings we would play dress up together, she would get me to pick out outfits until I was good at dressing myself. She was teaching me to put on mascara and eyeliner, to be obedient yet dominant, to be seductive in my femininity in a way that meant men didn’t even realize I was using my slutty power on them.

And of course, buttplugs, dildos, gags, and plenty of slutty fucking. Who knew how sexy it was going to be do be riding a 9-inch dildo stuck to the floor in your wife’s clothes whilst your wife rides her own opposite you, looking into each other’s eyes, my cock flapping and flopping up and down until I reach shivering orgasm, sitting entirely on the toy?

There isn’t a better feeling than cumming as a sissy bitch, devoid of that heavy masculinity. Now we were going to step up the game.

* * *

Two evenings after our conversation over lasagna Kate came home from work with an update on the situation.

She plonked a bottle of wine on the table as she took of her work blazer, revealing her curvy well taken care of figure underneath her work dress.

“He’s in.”

“He’s in?”

“Of course he’s in.”

“Okay, did you tell him everything?”

“I told him most.”

“Kate…”

She laughed.

“I told him I had a slutty friend who wanted to try a threesome.”

“You’re kidding?”

She laughed again.

“Michael it’s fine! I dropped hints to him, its his fault for not seeing the writing on the wall!”

“Like?”

“Well, he asked me how I knew ‘Michelle’ and I told him I’ve been living with her most my life.” She threw her head back with another laugh, enjoying herself. “How is that not true?”

“And he didn’t question that?”

“He looked confused, but his dick was doing the thinking.

“Fucking hell.”

“It’ll be fine.”

I felt nervous about the situation that Kate was landing her in, but in some ways it was her way of having fun, and watching the way my drop dead gorgeous wife waltzed through life getting what she wanted was enjoyable, and I was up for the excitement of it all.

“Okay, fine. Well, I’m in. What am I wearing?”

Kate smiled.

“Let’s go find out.”

* * *

“Formal, but slutty. A bit more grown, don’t you think?”

“I think so.” I replied, turning in the mirror to admire the tight black dress that Kate had bought unbeknownst to me.

“Every girl deserves an LBD, that’s little black dress, so you know.”

“I know. I haven’t lived under a rock my whole life, I’ve just lived as a man.”

Kate laughed.

“Well now you’re a pretty little girl, aren’t you?”

She slapped my ass, taking me by surprise. I’m not sure if I’ll ever stop enjoying my wife manhandling me like I’m her girl.

“I love these parts here.” I motioned to the side of my body.

“So do I.” Kate agreed, running her fingers along to the cutout parts of the dress I was alluding too, they gave me shape and figure, a teasing of my light skin in the black dress.

“It’s so form fitting; I didn’t think I would look good.”

I did though, and it felt incredible to wear such a tight-fitting full body dress. Well, full body in one sense, it certainly wasn’t no maxi-dress style. This little black dress cut off well above my knees, well above my thighs in fact. I thought my cock might flop out from underneath at any moment.

“And I thought this might come in handy.” Said Kate, holding up a brand new instrument from our sex box.

“When did you get that?” I asked, surprised.

“I ordered it the other day.”

It was a see-through glass cock cage.

“I was thinking of all the times I wouldn’t let you cum when you were my cuckold, and it got me thinking back to the porn you watched. I thought it might be good. Besides, I think macho businessman David might not want your cock flopping around, we need to make you a proper sissy girl for him. What do you say?”

“Yes Kate.”

“That’s a good girl, come here.”

She got on her knees in front of me and put my cock inside, locked it, and pocketed the key.

“Now your cock is really mine. Till’ death do us apart, that’s what we said on our wedding day, isn’t it? Now let’s do your makeup.”

* * *

David walked into the kitchen. Any other time of the day he would have been a client of mine, or a colleague. He was wearing a smart black suit, white shirt, and a suave thin tie. He oozed class and business.

He eyed me up and down, a look of intrigued confusion on his face. Did he recognize me to be Kates husband? I wasn’t sure. What I was sure of was how surprisingly exciting it felt to finally have someone from our daily lives see me dressed like this, like a sissy slut. It was exhilarating, a tingle ran down me, a sense that I had been exposed and likely in trouble intermingled with the excitement of knowing what he was planning to do with me now he knew I was a sissy slut, and fucking me was the way to open up the gates to see my wife’s tits; and many better men have done a lot more to try and see them.

Kate followed, her heels on the floor announcing that she was present, aiding her sense of power that she lauded over us.

“David, this is Michelle. Michelle, say hello to David.”

She stood leant against the kitchens island countertop with curiosity at how this would work, and what the dynamics would lend themselves to be.

“Hello David.” I said, but with the flutter of my eyelashes and a cutesy voice.

David laughed, turning to Kate.

“Kate-.”

“Yes?” She cute him off before he could even finish his sentence, her red lips pursed and her eyebrows raised, her hand on her hip as she leaned.

“I know you said, but-.”

“But what?” Her command over her boss was impressive and exciting to watch, it felt like everybody in the kitchen has swapped power dynamics in one singular moment and she had placed herself firmly at the hierarchy.

“You can’t be serious?”

“And why wouldn’t I be serious?” She asked.

“I-, okay, fair enough.”

I got the sense he would accept whatever Kate handed him.

“Do you not like Michelle?”

He turned back to me and looked me up and down. I could feel the judgement of a mans eyes scan me over, searching for the hips in my tight dress, penetrating through my clothing to find the shape of breasts or the curve of waist. I imagined that Kate felt this every day, only Kate knew how to harness that into her own power.

“Because,” Kate continued unprompted, “I think Michelle looks lovely today, and she’s put in a real effort. And you know, she’s very obedient.”

Kate got closer to David as she said the last part, practically whispering in his ear. You could see the excitement rise in his eyes. The exciting realizing that he might be able to fuck us both, and that if a wife as sexy as mine was into this, then what could be wrong with it?

“Turn around Michelle.” Kate ordered me, and I did so. “See? Obedient. And just look at that ass.”

Kate grabbed a wooden spatula out of a draw and ran it over my thighs and up to my ass.

“Do you want to tell me that isn’t worth fucking?” Kate said as I arched my back more and stuck my ass out, feeling like a slut.

Suddenly she smacked a cheek with the wooden spatula, making me jolt. I bit my tongue so as to not make a noise. Kate giggled.

“Okay Kate, turn back around, and get on your knees.” She ordered me before turning to David. “I know you like them obedient, David. And I’ve delivered the most obedient of them all for you.”

Kate was getting herself close enough to David for her perfume to be intoxicating, taking over his senses like a love potion. Her breasts were brushing up against him and her leg could wrap around him if she wanted. He was being tortured by his desire for his colleague and we all knew it. I could see the bulge in his trousers, and so could Kate it turns out as she ran the tip of the wooden spoon along it in a manner that was surprisingly charged with powerful and sexy energy, considering that wooden spoons use on my ass just a moment ago.

“Kate, on your knees.”

I do as I’m told and kneel in front of David. Kates fingers were running up and down his torso as the bulge in his trousers became more apparent in front of my eyes. It looked big, I felt eager.

I looked up at the two of them with a pouted lip and the soft eyes of obedience. I felt strong in my red lipstick and little black dress, though I was still following the instructions of Kate.

“David, you know you could tell Michelle what to do too? She’s yours for the taking.”

My asshole tingled at her saying so, I wanted to be taken. I wanted to fuck, I wanted to be free. All day I spend around people in suits, shaking hands, being Michael, I’m ready to be free, to be Michelle, to tear away the bullshit that we all go around with all day in our business attire. The lack of power when being a sissy can be so empowering in its own right.

“Can I tell Michelle to take your clothes off?” David asked, he made it sound as though he were joking, but that was only because he knew what the answer would be and knew it wouldn’t be worth his time being serious.

“No. But I can tell her to take your clothes off, because even though my husband is the sissy slut, I get the feeling you’re the one really wrapped around my finger.” She ran her finger down his and cupped his bulge, smirking as she did so, knowing her point proven. David was practically sweating with nerves, he was turned on, he knew it, I knew it, Kate knew it, he just couldn’t let free of his macho-businessman bullshit for a moment and admit that he would fuck this sissy slut. I bet he’s the type to watch gay porn sometimes but lie to even himself about it, maybe he watches girls with dicks. I worked with people like him all the time. Though I guess people work with me all the time, and that’s true for me. We’re all hiding how horny we really are.

“Get it out, Michelle.”

David didn’t resist as I unbuttoned his trousers. He wasn’t wearing underwear and I flopped out his cock. It was semi-hard and dripping precum, I love cocks in that state. Thick and floppy, fun to hold in the hand, not hard but giving away its intentions by the dripping precum, ready to put in my mouth and make hard at a second’s notice.

He moaned a little as I put it in my mouth, it started growing instantly. My wife encouraged him as I took the shaft in my hand and slowly worked it with a twist, my tongue turning circles on the tip. I had been practicing my technique on Kate’s toys when we played dress up. I was confident and surer of myself that the time we had with her bull, I knew I needn’t be so passive.

The sensation of his cock growing in my mouth was infatuating, it grew in thickness, length, and hardness until it hit the back of my throat and I pulled out, turning to the use of my hands to stroke it whilst looking up at Kate whispering things in his ear that I couldn’t make out.

“Are you going to cum for me David?” She asked, loud enough for me to now hear.

He looked surprised at his own answer, although he didn’t vocalize it, it was clear he thought ‘yes’. I had barely had his cock out for two minutes, but Kate told me to stroke it faster, grip it harder, she gave me instructions and whispered into his ear, her finger running up and down his work shirt and he leant back and gripped the kitchen counter until he exploded all over me. Thick shots of cum hit my cheek and my eyelid, I stroked his pumping cock until it emptied itself entirely over me, my dress covered, my face covered, he really came.

“And I didn’t even have to get my tits out.” Laughed Kate, menacingly, sensing her power. “Can you go clean up now Michelle? You can’t sit on your knees covered in cum all day, that’s a new dress. I have some things to talk to David about.”

* * *

When David had left I joined Kate in the kitchen, I was showered and dressed back as Michael.

And life resumed.

The next evening after work I thought to ask Kate,

“What were you whispering to him?” I asked, curious but not needing to know.

“Oh, you know, just work-related stuff.”

“Odd time for it.”

“Good deals keep customers coming back, you know that.”

“So he’ll be back?”

“Oh, he’ll be back. He couldn’t stop talking about you at work. He called me to his office under the pretense of going over a couple of books together and spent the whole time asking about us, our marriage, how often we do things like that. He wanted to know all the details. Thinks you give incredible head supposedly. I think he’s questioning himself though if you ask me. Kept saying how unbelievable it was how we made him cum. Suddenly all his attention seems to be turned onto us as a duo. Still couldn’t stop looking at my tits throughout the conversation though, entitled twat.”

“You’ve got him like a donkey chasing a carrot on a piece of string.” I told Kate with glee, “I had no idea you were going to have him under your control like that.”

“I’ve had control over him for years, he just didn’t realize. I’m sure I can dictate the amount of work he does in a day with my outfit and how often I walk past his office.”

“Works that way whenever I work from home and you’re about.”

“I know.”

“Well now I know you know.”

“It’ll still work.” She smirked, giving me a little wink. “So, you want to do that again?”

I replied yes, I didn’t even need to think about it. There was such an insatiable rush to what we did, the utter control that Kate’s sexual prowess had over the room, the way she exercised that control over David, the way that powerful feminine energy transferred over to me. Just because I’m a sissy cuckold, it doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel that dominant sensation of controlling people with their sexual desire of you. In fact, it’s exactly what I loved watching about my wife, the way she makes cocks harder than they’ve ever been, and the way that she made me weak at knees and wanting to watch her fuck her bulls just to experience that energy.

I wanted to learn to harness that energy. If I can be feminized and put on a sexy little skirt, some lipstick and some feminine charm, then maybe I can find power in powerlessness.

“Well, I have no doubt that David is up for it. And just as I thought, he didn’t seem eager to brag around the office about his adventure. Normally you can tell who he’s banged by the way he talks to them around the rest of us, he wants everyone to know. He wasn’t quite so arrogant today, keeping our conversation to the office. He isn’t too keen on the office knowing that he made my sissy husbands’ girl-cock cum all over him.”

“Keen on coming back though.”

“They always are. Though, I think this time, we’ll go to him.”

* * *

“Kate, I don’t know about this.”

“Well, you’re doing it. At which point of being a sissy do you think you got to decide?”

I didn’t reply, she was right. I sat in the passenger seat of her car in my tights, heels, little black dress, make-up, and straight shoulder length brunette wig. My cock was in its cage.

We were on the way to her place of work, she had worked from home that day but needed to go in for a few things, or at least that’s what she told everyone there. The real reason was to corner David. They hadn’t fully arranged our next meeting, but she had alluded to it being a surprise, he didn’t seem to be fussed, so she said, he just seemed ready for it, the horndog he is.

“What if people from your office recognize me?”

“They won’t.” She replied affirmatively. “However, if they do, then you’ll just have to show them that you make a better Michelle than you do Michael, won’t you? And then they will have no choice but to accept you as a sissy slut.”

It was bending the rules again that we had formalized at the start of our cuckold relationship, but ever since the sissification started it had leant more and more power to Kate, and whilst my anxieties were sbout the newness of the situation and what would happen if people found out, ultimately the rush of the situation overrode all that, and the support of my wife meant that even the ridicule of others would have no effect on me. That’s kind of what it’s like having such a hot wife if I’m honest, you get away with anything as long as they accept it, society sees it as a get out of jail card. After all, how many guys say things like ‘I’d do anything for her’, and people agree?

Well, I would do anything for her. Such as dress up as a sissy slut and go into her workplace.

She parked up the car and we both got out. I tugged my dress down despite their being tights underneath, as thought the shape of my legs would give away who I was to everyone else. The carpark was emptier than usual, however. It was typical of Kate’s colleagues to leave before 5pm, the benefits of the administrator class.

The world spun and my stomach filled with butterflies as I walked up to the reception of Kates work. We walked in and I took a deep breath of the familiar floral air freshener that seemed to pump through the air conditioning, as it was always there, always fresh, whenever you entered the building.

We walked up to the reception desk and the world all came back down to normality to me as the receptionist asked Kate if she needed to sign in her guest or will it just be a quick visit. Kate said it was just a quick visit, which is fortunate, I didn’t think to have fake details ready. Technically any guest should sign in, but for the seniors of the company it wasn’t a necessity. I looked the receptionist in the eye and smiled, growing in confidence as she didn’t recognize me to be Michael, Kate’s husband.

“This is my friend, Michelle.” Kate told the young girl behind the desk.

“Lovely to meet you, Michelle.” The receptionist said, with the formal politeness that the company required. “I love your dress!”

“Thank you.” I replied modestly. I had never been complimented on my dress before, and inside I was filled with joy and the thrill of getting away with such a dirty little secret: that my cock was locked up beneath the dress and I was here to suck and fuck.

“Well, we’ll be on our way to see David.” Said Kate, turning from the desk. “Come on Michelle.”

I followed Kate obediently through the half-empty office. She nodded and said hello formatively to those who peered out of their spaces or caught eye contact. Out of my peripheral I saw some eyes glance me up, down, and over, but no one double checked too hard or looked at me with recognition, despite me recognizing them. I was in disguise, incognito, feminized and playing the role.

My heels clanked differently against the hardwood floor than Kates as we turned up the hallway which at the end of sat David’s office. A clear giveaway of my amateur femininity, Kate walked with the ferocious confidence of a model down the runway, I could see why the men in their offices either side of the hallway would become entranced with the rhythm of her movement down the aisle. I in comparison was somewhat more like a girl after a few drinks on a night out, tipsy but not yet drunk, heavy on her heels and sometimes missing the drumbeat of her own movement. This wasn’t lost on Kate.

“Still so much for you to work on.” She commented matter-of-factly, moving straight forward and reaching David’s door. “Now follow my lead, and be a good slut, will you?

“Yes Kate.”

“Good girl.”

Will I ever get bored of being called a good girl? A pang of excitement ran through me as I pictured the possibilities of what lay behind the door. I took a moment to appreciate where I was. A lifetime of masculinity hidden behind make-up, a shaving razor, and a dress, a locked-up cock, and a wife wanting to whore me out.

I would do anything for her.

She knocked on the door and opened it before Michael called her in.

“I hope you’re not busy, David.”

A smirk shot across his face as he eyed us both up and down. Kate in her short pencil skirt and shirt, and me in my matching outfit, looking like two high class businesswomen who wanted to get down to business.

He beckoned for us to sit, and Kate pulled a chair out for me, then took one herself. David’s desk was a large rectangle, probably about 3 meters across, a statement piece of perceived importance. I dealt with so many men like this whilst in a suit and tie and normally got what I wanted by the end of it, my wife is much the same. I smiled to myself as I thought of how not much has changed in some respect.

“I didn’t expect you to come by here, I know you said it would be a surprise.”

“Well, I thought since we are currently doing business, then the place of business would be where we do this business.”

Michael laughed, although I wasn’t entirely sure why. I quickly picked up that something else was going on though, and that Kate was using my sissy holes as a bargaining piece. Thought surely not? I thought, how could I be the one to get Kate what she wanted, whatever it was?

She popped open the highest done button on her white shirt, revealing more cleavage than would typically be appropriate for the office environment.

But this wasn’t a time to be appropriate.

“Sissy. Under the desk.”

I felt my loin stir. There had been times in the month previous when in the bedroom Kate had suddenly switched into an extremely dominant woman, she stopped referring to me even as Michelle, and only as sissy. It alleviated all sense of my being into a transcendent mode of obedience where my sexual libido was entirely in her hands and free in its lack of freedom.

I did exactly as she asked and got under the desk, I had to walk around to David’s side to do so, the desk had front and side paneling. In my experience this was to hide that most of the so-called important men in offices are just watching porn and jerking it most the day.

I sat under there looking up at him feeling suddenly submissive in my being due to the position I was put in; I was ready to serve and do as I was told by Kate. The bulge in his pants was apparent already and his hand was fondling himself through his trousers. He glanced down at me briefly but kept his eyes locked on, I assume, Kate’s eyes.

I wanted to take his cock out put lipstick marks on it there and then, but I knew I had to wait for my command.

“Now come on David, you’ve been fucking me around with the European clients for too long, let me manage the cases and I can bring the sales up, you know that, so why are you holding us all back?”

“I hold back on people that hold back.” He replied, with a smirk on his face.

“You’re holding back because I won’t show you these.” Replied Kate, grabbing her tits presumably.”

“I wouldn’t say that. Not in the office, at least.”

“Office rules aren’t applying. Michelle, why don’t you see if David here is turned on right now?”

He looked down at me as I shuffle forward onto my knees underneath the desk, spreading them wide so they could fit as they I was about to be fucked from behind. I unzipped his pants to find again he wasn’t wearing any underwear, just like last time. He seemed always ready to whip his cock out.

“Is he turned on, Michelle?”

“Yes.” I replied, stroking his hard cock gently, mesmerized by it. A drop of precum leaked out as it twitched.

“You know you should clear your history on your work computer sometimes, David.”

My curiosity piqued, I feel like it wasn’t so long ago me and Kate had a similar conversation.

“And why is that?” He asked.

“Because I know that for all the posturing in your powerful position, all you really want is to be made weak at the knees by a woman in power.”

David’s eyes widened, and his cock thickened and hardened in my hand. I sat under the desk stroking it whilst taking in everything I was hearing. I never realized how many games Kate had been playing. We never worked directly in business together and she kept a lot of the office in the office, our lives were always compartmentalized.

“How do you think I got this little girl under the table here? You’re all the same. Maybe you don’t want to be a little sissy, but you still want a hot powerful woman like me to give you a little sissy, either way you’re under me. Michelle, mouth.”

I took my order; I didn’t need any more direction. I gently begun to kiss his cock, doing so in a way that would leave lipstick marks. David replied speechless. He begun to look down at me playing with his cock in my mouth just as much as he was looking at Kate, which excited me to no end. I arched my back as much as I could as I leant forward, pulling the tight dress up over my thighs and ass, I was getting used to this slutty business. I engrossed myself in his cock, dribbling over it and making it nice and wet so when I jerked it with my hand it made filthy schlicking noises, all whilst I kept my ears pinned to Kates words.

“I know exactly what you want, and I know you haven’t been getting it. Chasing women, being the king pin. I know you want to fuck my Michelle right now. That tight little asshole, you don’t get a hole that tight on all the women you fuck, do you? And that submissive squeaking she does, the uncertainty and innocence in her femininity, she reminds you of something that makes you so, so, so weak, doesn’t she? We all saw how weak my sissy in a schoolgirl outfit made you. I can give you that little tight hole, for a price.”

David moaned with pleasure, letting out an elongated ‘fuuuck’ as he threw his head back. The silence after Kates words was filled with the sound of me gagging on his dribble and precum soaked cock, it was throbbing in my mouth and ready to explode.

“Fuck it. Take the Europe clients. You win. But only-.”

“If you can cum in her little asshole? Michelle, get up please.”

I got out from under the desk and stood there with my eyeliner dripping from watery eyes, spit and precum covering my face. I looked an absolute mess of a sissy slut, as I should.

“Well, you’ve been busy. Haven’t you? Now come here.”

I went to Kate and stood in front of her, a long bit of spit hanging from my chin.

“Turn around and bend over.”

I did as I was asked and she pulled my dress up, using her nails she cut into my tights and tore them open before taking lube out of her bag and covering my asshole with it.

“Now I want you to go over there to David and sit on his lap like a good girl. This is how we do business.”

David was leant back in his chair in blissful anticipation. I straddled him, my hands on his chest, I wanted to look him in the eyes as he came. On my knees I teased just above his cock, letting him guide the tip to my asshole where he tickled it, tempting the head into my cock-ready ass, trained over a month with dildos and buttplugs, lubed up and ready to go.

I gripped tight on his chest as the tip of his cock popped into my ass, making my movements small and subtle, just an inch or so at a time, gently massaging him into me. His hands were everywhere, he was feeling my waist and ass with his large hands, making me feel like such a small little sissy.

His strong hands on my waist pushed me down heavier without much warning however, making me throw my head back with an astonishing moan that made David panic briefly and look around me to see who was in the office, he had completely forgot the environment we were in. Prompted by him I looked around too, only to see Kate cross legged and smirking at what was taking place.

Accepting that the entirety of his cock was inside me now, and filling me deeply, I begun to bounce up and down. My cock was locked in its cage, so I had no choice but to try and fuck my asshole as good as possible. I angled myself forward, leaning over David slightly so I could move my hips the way I had learnt on Kates toys.

He liked that. His hands gripped my waist harder and helped me move up and down on him.

“Is that good, Daddy?” I asked him, whispering in his ear with a gasp.

He responded with a gasped affirmative of his own.

“Will you cum in me, Daddy?” I asked again, feeling his cock throb inside of me.

I could feel he was close and wanted to make him explode, my words were only making him hornier.

“Cum in me Daddy, I want to be a good little sissy cum slut.”

Before I had even finished the sentence, he groaned that he was going to cum and I felt the explosion inside of me. Hot and thick with a slight burn, I sat down deep on his dick and felt him inside of me expand and expand until he was empty. He leant back and release my waist, letting his arms full, as though he had been drained of all the energy he had.

I climbed off, enjoying the noise and the feeling of his come spluttering and dripping out and down my leg. I was sure that at sum point I had cum in my cock cage even though there was no room to get hard. I was floating in bliss and felt like the best sissy slut I could be.

I turned to Kate, she looked please.

“So, David, are the Europe accounts mine?”

“Fucking hell, take them.” He replied, sound exasperated.

“Very good. I guess me and Michelle are done here then.”

And without even clearing the cum up dripping down my legs, we walked out the office, got into the car and went home.

And that’s how I learnt how to do business.
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Feminized for my Wife’s Trainer

∞∞∞

“Okay. Softer. No, softer. Not so aggressive. And be on your tip-toes more.”

Kate was coaching me through her tennis swing. Not the technique, but the way she does it so femininely. The way she retains an 80 mph serve whilst keeping her sexual dignity intact; the sensual way she moans as she followed the racket through, how she stays on her tiptoes until her swing when she plants her heels, before springing back to her tiptoes to reconfigure herself for the next swing.

“I always thought it was the skirt flapping around that made you look so elegant.” I confessed. When Kate played tennis, she did so with the power of Serena and sexual energy Fiona Butler, the woman behind that famous picture of a woman in a tennis outfit revealing she isn’t wearing underwear.

Kate laughed. “No. I just am elegance. It helps having someone like James to perform for.”

James was her tennis instructor. A typical personal trainer type with a hint of European elegance. Tanned, dark hair, olive eyes. She saw him once a fortnight at the tennis courts, she didn’t need him so much these days, but she enjoyed the way his perfect white smile flashed with a hint of want in his eyes when she bent over to pick up a ball. Somedays she even wore a tennis skirt without the undershorts inside them, just for him.

In their last session Kate suggested that they play some doubles sometimes. He can bring a long one of his handsome tanned tennis friends, and she would bring along Michelle, her slutty friend, also known as Michael, me.

It had been half a year since my first sissy experience, transforming me from a passively watching, creampie cleaning, cuckold, to an actively slutty, short skirt and lipstick wearing sidekick to my wife. I had gone from being a husband to a best friend too. We were always best friends obviously, as husband and wife should be, but this, this was different. We started having girly nights in together, she would teach me how to put makeup on, how to wear my slutty clothes and act the part, how to arch my back and how to moan softly, how to suck a dick and sit on a dick, how to know when to be submissive and when to be aggressive, how to weaponize both of them to be feminine states of power, using them to get what we wanted.

And most the time we just wanted good dick. And James looks like he has good dick.

“Laugh at his jokes. Show more leg than necessary when picking something up. Let him think he’s the king of the world but know that it’s you making him feel that way, that’s in your power to do.”

In truth I knew most of this. I had watched my wife do it for years as a cuckold. She’s possibly the sexiest woman most men meet in their lives, I know she’s the sexiest I’ve met, although I am partially biased, obviously. She was businesswoman by day by cougar by night, strong in her heels by day, and by night. The pencil skirt and tights by day, the cocktail dress by night. She caught the eyes of men of all ages and demanded respect. Her eye contract was infatuating and could turn a man to stone, and his legs to jelly. I was lucky to have her on my arm throughout my life, and lucky that she was accepting of my journey into feminization.

It started with her bull, his big black dick, and me in a schoolgirl outfit. Since then, I have fucked her coworkers, or more accurately been given to her coworkers in return for advantages in her field. I’ve fucked new bulls. I’ve spent days cleaning her girl friends’ homes in a French maid outfit. I’ve learnt the ins and out and the highs and lows of being a sissy and these days finding myself to be in the role of Michelle more than Michael, who only appears for work every day. Kate doesn’t mind, why would she? She still sucks and fucks her big-dicked bulls, now she does it with her husband turned sissy. If anything, everything we do is now more of a shared experience.

And she gets to use me, pimp me, control me. When the occasion is right, of course. We thrive in being dynamic and she can be the loving, maternal wife, or the demanding, dominant wife.

“And remember. James is mine.”

* * *

The Saturday of Kate’s tennis lesson came around. I was nervous. I never stopped being nervous in situations like these, how could you not? Every single new person that I came out to as a sissy was a potential windfall, a potential embarrassment. At the end of the day, I am quite high up in management within my company, and the risk of being found out and exposed was both terrifying and exhilarating.

“And Darren absolutely knows the deal yes?”

“He does, he knows what’s happening. I doubt him and James do doubles lessons often unless the situation is two girls wanting more than a tennis lesson behind their husbands back.”

“Or side by side with their husband in your case.”

Kate laughed. “Exactly. Want to get ready?”

“You know it.”

We went to the bedroom and Kate got out the tennis uniform she had ready for me, a standard woman’s tennis outfit but the skirt was without the undershorts.

“So you can show some cheek as you bounce about.”

I stripped down and put it on, pulling the short white pleated skirt over my thighs and up to my hips. It sat high on my legs like the schoolgirl skirt I wore for our first sissy adventure with her bull.

“Give me a twirl.”

I did as she asked, twirling on my tiptoes as ballerina like as I could. My cock flying around as the skirt lifting in the pin to reveal everything.
“You have such an ass for a skirt.” She said. She was right too, I know I do. Plump, round, grabbable. If only I realized years ago how feminine my ass could be, by lower body loved to carry my fat well, leaving my waist smaller than you would expect for my legs.

“Look at me.” Kate ordered. “Look me right in the eye, right now, you little slut.”

Her tone was turning serious, and a tingle ran through me, I obeyed, standing their in the bedroom in nothing but a little tennis skirt and my nipples out, staring my wife in the eye.

“Are you going to perform like a good girl for me today?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Are you going to be the ideal lady when they want you to, and a slut when they want you to? And everywhere in between.”

“Yes mistress.”

“Are you going to stay aware of the power your femininity has and use it to the best of your ability?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Speak softer.”

“Yes mistress.”

“Stand straighter.”

“Yes mistress.”

She smirked, happy with me. “Let’s put your top on. It’s nothing special, a standard tennis polo shirt. But I think the skirt is doing all the work anyway, don’t you?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Let’s do your makeup.”

I sat down at the dresser where over the past half a year I half become so accustomed to finding myself in. I didn’t need Kate to do my makeup anymore, but I wasn’t as good as her, and it had become part of our sissifying process for her to do it, it was routine, ritual, it was part of the transformation.

“Don’t blink.” She told me, as I held my eyelids delicately for her to brush mascara, heightening and thickening my lashes. “You’re so lucky.” She said, “Your lashes are already so inclined to be lifted, they’re naturally beautiful. But you know that.”

“You may have mentioned it once before.” I replied, now using my soft feminine voice that my tone transforms into once the skirt is on.

“I’m going to understate the eyeliner. You aren’t a whore today, we’re playing tennis, but I will give you some light eyeshadow.” She did so and I watched my eyes transform into Michelle’s, a beautiful light eye shadow to compliment my features, blue enough to stand out but light enough to look beautiful against the backdrop of the tennis court and my white tennis outfit.

She applied a small amount of blusher and some lip gloss for a shine that makes my lips stand out as kissable but kept it there and didn’t push further. There are events and places to be made up entirely like a sissy bimbo whore, but this wasn’t one of them.

“Who are you?” Kate asked, stepping back and leaving me to stare at myself in the mirror, still wearing nothing but a short tennis skirt.

“I’m Michelle.”

“Yes you are. Now put your cock cage on.”

* * *

I got on my knees next to Kate and pulled down his tennis shorts to reveal a thick and long cock flopping out in front of me. I glanced sidewards to see what Kate was being presented in, and it seemed they were both packing.

The breeze picked up and my skirt fluttered in it as I licked from the tip and up the shaft to the balls, feeling him harden as I did so.

“How’s this for a swing?” I asked cheekily as I took him in my hand and slapped it against my face whilst looking up at him. Kate giggled next to me and in turn so did James as she had to pull him out of her mouth to do so.

Darren seemed too focused on me to even laugh, he just wanted me. He placed his palm on my cheek and thumbed my mouth, playing with my lips and making me feel like a naughty little playtoy. He put his thumb in my mouth and I closed my eyes to suck it, up and down, feeling his cock graze against my face as I did.

Kate begun making noises next to me. Sliding James cock in and out of her mouth, sucking noises coming from her and making me tingle inside just like the days of being a cuckold, when I could find joy in knowing she was making her man harder than any other woman could.

I joined her lead and took Darren in my mouth. He moaned a soft ‘fuck yes’ as I did so. The heat of the sun hit my face as I filled my mouth his hardening cock and another breeze fluttered through my hair. I felt alive and for a moment every moment leading up this point flashed through my mind. The evenings watching sissy porn, alone in the living room as Kate slept. The shame I felt, the uncertainty about it, about my sexuality, about who I really was. The fear that Kate would find out, and then her finding out. The terror that she wouldn’t accept it, that it was too far out from cuckoldom for her. The realization that she did accept it. Fucking her bull. Wearing her dresses. The first time I felt the slither of a thong between my ass cheeks as I pulled it on. The sense of gaiety when I would walk around the house cleaning whilst wearing a summer dress. How sexy I begun to feel when Kate taught me how to put eyeliner on and create the little flick at the end. Fucking her boss. Having cum sprayed over me in a tribute to my sissy femininity. Having cum pumped deep into my ass as a man collapses on me in the sheer pleasure the desire for me brings. The nights in together with Kate as a sissy. The days where I’ve woke up and considered going to work as Michelle. The fear. The anxieties. The highs. The lows. All of it end up worth it in the end, and right here was proof of that. The rush of bliss of being free, in a tennis court with two beautiful men, my wife, a mini-skirt and my lips around a cock, my asshole feeling loose and ready, my whole body surging with the rush of desire, sexuality, and feminine freedom, cut lose from the shackles of heavy masculinity.

I opened my eyes to admire his cock, a drop of precum coming out of his perfectly smooth and large tip. He has an aesthetic cock; I don’t think even the straightest men would argue that.

“Can I show you something?” I asked, looking up with doe eyes and using my cutest, softest voice.

“Please do.” He replied, a spark in his eyes, unsure of what I was going to present to him. On my left Katie was sucking on James’s clean shaven smooth balls whilst stroking his magnificent dick. Her skirt was hoisted up so he could see her incredible figure as she did so and she had a hand between her legs fingering herself, it looked like she was enjoying herself just as much as me.

I turned around and got down onto my forearms with my ass in the air. He already knew there was no underwear beneath my skirt but what he didn’t know was just how ready I was for him. I presented my ass to him and made a few motions of faux pushing back into his cock to give him a sight of what was to cum before getting off my hands and onto my chest to place a hand on each ass cheek and spread it.

“Play with it.” I told him.

I felt a pull on the butt plug and moaned as my boy pussy woke up the stimulation. It wasn’t Darren however, it was Kate. She begun playing with the buttplug as the boys watched, stroking themselves.

“Isn’t she just he perfect little slut?” Kate asked them. “No need to answer, I see those hard cocks, I know she is. Darren, baby, she likes it when you do this. Watch.”

She pulled the buttplug out ever so slowly until it was almost out of my ass, before pushing it back in with force. My whole body shunted underneath it and I moaned deeply, pushing back against Kate.

“Your turn.” She said to Darren. “James, I have something for you myself.”

I splayed my arms out in front of me and pushed my ass higher, feeling sexy with the short tennis skirt sitting at my waist and cutting off above my ass in the position I was in. Darren pushed my polo shirt up so he could put his hand dominantly on my back as he took the buttplug out to the tip and pushed it back in with force, sending a rush and a moan to my body every time. I pushed back, wriggled, helped it slide, did everything I could to fuck that buttplug back, begging through my body language for his cock.

He stopped for a moment to squeeze my ass, slap it and play with it. Feeling my waist with his hands and seeing how I arched my back.

“Fuck, that’s sexy.” His deep voice grumbled with carnal pleasure. He slapped and grabbed me with he hands before slapping his rock-hard cock against my ass.

“Holy fuck that’s hard.” I moaned.

I turned my head to the left. Kate was on all fours too. The sound in the air was just the breeze carrying our slutty moans as the men slapped their cocks on our asses, enjoying the noise.

Kate leant over and kissed me at the same time that James stretched her pussy with his cock for the first time ever. After years of ‘tennis lessons’, fawning over him, fantasizing about him being one of her bulls. She now had him balls deep inside of her, in one big push he filled her dripping wet pussy. Her eyes widen.

“His inside of me baby. He’s inside me so deep.” She said to me, our lips wet against each other. I could feel every syllable she said against my mouth. He started thrusting slowly, pulling out carefully so as to leave just his tip in before pushing back int with force to create a slap together of their bodies, similarly to how Darren was playing with the buttplug in my asshole.

Darren pulled the buttplug out and ask if I was ready. I moaned yes although I think the question was rhetorical, he knew I was ready.

He teased my asshole with the tip of my dick.

“Put it in. Fuck me, please.” I said, struggling with the temptation to push back against him.

He spat on my asshole and rubbed it in with his thumb in circular motions, massaging me as I loosened. I already had plenty of residue lube from the buttplug and I didn’t need it, but it was a nice touch.

He pushed his cock inside of me and as I moaned deeply at the feeling of my asshole enlarging and stretching to his penis Kate grabbed my hand.

“You know this is the first time we’ve been fucked together.” She said, her body being pounded and her jolting back and forth rhythmically with her words.

I closed my eyes and felt the warmth of the sun on the tennis court, the soft yet hard turf on my knees. There was something about fucking in an area that wasn’t supposed to be fucked in. The tennis courts were privately rented in a country estate, and we knew there wasn’t anybody around. We could have retired to the changing rooms, the sauna, the lounge area, but right here is where we wanted to be fucked, there was something alive with it.

“I’m so fucking wet.” Kate told me.

“It feels so good baby.” I replied. My own body jolting back and forth as Darren pumped away. “I feel so naughty.”

“You’re doing so good. You’re such a good girl.” She moved her body over slightly to kiss me before putting her head down and fighting back against James, pushing her body back rhythmically, joining more into the fucking, feeling her body find tempo with his. I did the same, taking her lead.

Almost as though they were as in-sync as me and Kate were, the two men declare that they were going to cum.

“Not fucking yet are you.” Said Kate. “Hold it.”

James slowed himself down and Kate told me to go opposite her. I pulled off Darren and moved so my face was in front of hers, he moved around and as we got back into position squeezed my asscheeks and slid his cock between them, fucking my ass without penetration, trying not to cum. Even without penetration I could feel his cock was throbbing.

“Kiss me.”

I kissed her, deeply. We interlocked tongues and rolled them around one another’s mouths as Darren pushed deep inside me again.

“I can’t hold off much more.” He moaned, neither could James it seemed as he claimed the same.

“Cum in my sissy’s mouth.” Kate told him, pulling off she sat to the side and played with her clit bringing herself to climax as James’ moved forward and held onto my head, using it as a personal sex toy, bobbing it up and down as he came down the back of my throat, warm thick and dripping.

Darren had the pleasure of being able to cum inside my asshole.

With James’ thick cum dripping down my throat Darren’s cock exploded in my asshole, filling me with cum at both ends. Kate screaming with pleasure as she finished herself off watching me become a cum receptacle for the two athletes.

A filthy event that I thought would be a one off, but some people just get addicted to that sissy smuttiness.

* * *

It was the week after and for the first time ever I found myself invited over to someone’s house as Michelle. Kate and I had discussed it at length and she was perfectly happy for Michelle to see other people, just not Michael.

“I didn’t think you would want to see me. I know we had a good time, but normally it’s just a one-time thing. What with me.”

“Having a cock?”

Well, yeah, being a sissy. I think a lot of guys don’t like to admit that they enjoyed it. Or they were only fucking me to get to my wife, which is fair enough, that is kinda what I signed up for, I mean I was a cuckold before a full-fledged sissy.

Darren ran the tip of his finger along my cock, a gentle touch coming from such an athletic man.

“You’re as feminine as it gets. You made my cock rock hard from the first stroke. I couldn’t take my eyes off the way you play tennis. We play tennis every week, every month, every year against women who fancy themselves to be bona fide femme fatales, not many achieve. Maybe it’s that there’s a character behind your feminine mystique that I don’t know that makes it so interesting and alluring to me, but you’re mysterious, I enjoy it.”

Darren made me smile as I laid my head on his chest. His words were making me want to fuck him, give him that feminine sissy experience. Give him that mysterious allure, riding him, my cock bouncing up and down as I moaned like a woman, looked like a woman, dressed like a woman.

“Are you sure your wife is happy with you being here?” He asked me, with genuine concern that he might be doing something wrong.

I laughed. “She’s probably sat deep down on James right now. We have a pretty tolerant marriage.”

“Seems it. How did the whole sharing thing come around?”

“I knew from the moment I was marrying her that she’s the eye candy of evert man out there. I was jealous at first, I didn’t like watching men flirt with her. After a couple of years when she was still by my side, I realized that Kate’s mine, my wife, the one she comes home to in the evening. I began to enjoy seeing men flirt with her, try to chat her up, I knew she would be in my bed come the evenings. After a while that translated into seeing her use her femininity, watching her make men weak. Which turns into threesomes and swinger parties. After a lot of experimentation and, well, porn watching, I discovered I loved cuckoldom. Where I once had anxiety over seeing her with other people, I now found sexual power in it, enjoying her enjoy men. Then, this came around, it just felt a natural progression, to start enjoying men with her. And if I’m honest, I think more men than admit are into it too.”

Between my words I was kissing his shaft and fondling his balls, which were hanging loose and low in the warm summer heat. Our bodies were slightly sticky with sweat despite not having sex yet, and there was a sense of messiness to the pre-sex, which in itself was sexy.

Darren didn’t respond to my story of how Kate and I got into this position. He just respected it.

“Climb onto me.” He said in a turned-on tone, his cock growing with my kisses, as he patted his chest to indicate where he wanted me to climb on. “I never knew I would find sissy girl cocks in a skirt so sexy. I didn’t even know what a sissy or a girl cock was until I fucked you, I had to do so much googling. Such a long porn rabbit hole, I swear I was close to missing some training appointments because I was busy edging to trans porn.”

I laughed, nearly choking on his cock as my head jolted forward, having been caught off guard by what he said.

“Well, I’m glad you feel that way.” I said, regaining composure and fondling him, my legs either side of his chest and his hands grabbing my ass cheeks and spreading them. Every squeeze gave me a gush of energy and my body with little mental control from me begun to grind against him, my cock loose and free enjoying the light touch of his skin.

He pulled me back, so I was close enough for him to lay his tongue on my asshole and started gently licking me, tickling me, and making my cock drip precum onto his chest as I gently grinded against him.

He wrapped his hand gently around my cock so as I grinding I had more of a wrap around me, places his thumb now on my ass to massage it.

“You make me feel like such a sexy girl.” I confessed to him.

“That’s what you are to me.” He replied, sending shivers of acceptance through my body.

I turned around. “Can I sit on it?”

He didn’t reply with his voice but took the lube from the bedside table and squeeze some on his hand. I lifted my body up and he rubbed my asshole with it, penetrating me with his fingers.

“Are you ready?”

“Always.”

His cock was throbbing hard just like the day on the tennis court, I took it in my hand and guided it in.

“Tell me I’m a good girl.” I told him, finding utmost pleasure in finding someone that desires Michelle over Michael so strongly.

“You’re a good girl. A sexy fucking woman.” He took my cock in his hand as I bounced up and down on him. “I love your tight little hole and the way you move, the way you arch your back and just-.”

“Fuck I’m going to cum already.” I swear nothing has ever made me cum so fast, but being called a sexy woman, a good girl, having someone appreciate Michelle so much made me want to burst.

“Do it.” He replied, my cock still in his hand as I bounced up and down, up and down, feeling him engorge inside me. “I’m going to cum with you baby, cum with my baby girl.”

“I’m cumming, fuck.” I moaned, sitting down deep on his cock that was exploding like a volcano, warm thick cum exploding as my own cock squirted all over him, up in the air and down onto his body, his face, his hand. Our bodies were shivering together, the joy of the bedroom free from outside boundaries, accepting out sexualities as fluid and free from the assignment of our cocks.

I collapse on him, his cock still inside me, it didn’t want to go floppy even after he came. He lay like that for a while, our bodies sticky with sweat from the summer heat, the dust in the air glistening in the windows sunlight, our entire beings vibrating with desire and aesthetic ascension.

* * *

Kate and I went over it all the next night. Discussing the future of our relationship, the future of Michelle, where our sexual exploration was heading.

“I know it’s early days to talk about it, but maybe when we go home for Christmas it’s your chance for Michelle to come out as the normal every day you?”

“Are you saying?”

“I think Michelle should meet the family.”

I sat there at the dinner table astounded at what she was suggesting, terrified, but ready.
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“I don’t know Kate. Are you sure this is appropriate?”

“I think we jumped the shark on what’s appropriate a long time ago, don’t you think?”

“But it’s your parents.”

“And my younger brother will be there.”

“Exactly.”

“You wanted a Christmas as Michelle, you get a Christmas as Michelle. They’re accepting, you’ll be fine, they love you.”

“They love Michael.”

“And they’ll love Michelle.”

“I just feel my outfit-.”

“It’s fine, it’s Christmas themed!”

“If you say so.”

It was Christmas Eve and Kate and I were in the car to her parent’s place in the Midwest. My sissification had come only so far as sexual adventures within private parties and we had decided it’s time to unleash Michelle on the world.

“Just think of this as practice. If they like you, then that’s great! People accept Michelle, maybe you can start being the little sissy you are around work for example. If it’s all a car crash then fuck it, my parents live 5 hours away and we’ll just forget the whole episode, it won’t affect us.”

“I guess.” I replied sheepishly, trying to tug my little red Santa’s girl skirt down my thighs.

We pulled into the driveway and prepared ourselves in the car. Kate didn’t seem to have any anxiety about her, touching up her lip gloss in the mirror.

“Right, come on then.” She declared and we got out the car into the cold winter air.

Kate rang the doorbell and butterflies filled my stomach. After a wait that seemed an eternity, the door opened.

“Alright.” Said Kate’s younger brother, opening the door and seeing Kate before sulking back into the dining room.

Kate rolled her eyes. “Still a miserable kid with no manners I see.” Kate’s brother is about half her age and was just preparing to leave for college. “At least we can do this ourselves.”

We stepped into her parent’s house and closed the door, separating us from the harsh cold outside. The house warm, in color, heat, and feeling. Kate’s mom was a Christmas fan and always made sure there was no where in the house left undecorated. There were candy canes and tinsel, bells and mistletoe over the doors, and Christmas cards from friends and family everywhere.

“Kate and Michael, is that you?” Kate’s mom called from the living room where they were watching a Christmas movie.

Kate looked at me with a grin. “Kind of.” She replied. “Come on.” She motioned for me to follow her to the entrance of the living room. “Everyone.” She announced, getting their attention. “I want you to meet someone. This, is Michelle.”

I walked into view and stood by Kate in the living room doorway, feeling exposed in my cute Santa’s girl outfit. A red crop top with white fur lining all around it and a matching skirt.

The room went silent but for the Christmas movie on TV. I think it was Elf, how humiliating. Presenting myself as a sissy to the family to Elf.

Kate’s mother was wide eyed before collecting herself and being the first to say something.

“Wow. Michael. Or Michelle is it? You look great, it’s great to have you!” She came forward and put her arms around me and a kiss on the cheek. “We’re so happy to see you.”

“It’s good to see you too.” I replied politely.

Kate’s father the collected himself, realizing it would be impolite to not try and act at least somewhat normal. “Michelle,” he said, putting emphasis on the name, “good to have you, this was unexpected, but that’s okay.” Then, finding some humor, he said, “Where did you get that little outfit? Wouldn’t mind if Jane started wearing something like that around the house!”
“Jason!” Jane spun around at her husband, “That’s not appropriate.”

“He’s, sorry, she’s the one wearing it.”

Jane rolled her eyes. “Ignore him, come to the kitchen won’t you and have a drink?”

I followed Jane and Kate to the kitchen, conscious of the eyes of Jason and Thomas following me. Men are always interested in me as Michelle, I think subconsciously, even if they’ve never heard of a sissy before, they see me dressed up so slutty and bimbolike, and can’t help but to imagine using me. I made to sure to move with extra hip in my swagger as I went to the kitchen. If they’re going to stare, I’ll give them something to stare at. As long as Jane is here then everyone will be forced to treat me normally.

Jane handed me a glass of champagne, “Here, have one of these. I must say, you suit holding a champagne glass dressed like that.” She turned to Kate, “How did this all come about then?”

Jane was far more accepting than I thought she would be. Her family weren’t exactly hardcore traditionalists, but they weren’t exactly hippies either. Jane was known to be polite and courteous, but she seemed to accept me with no practice needed.

“It was Michelle’s idea, and I just ran with it.” Kate said, “I think she does a pretty good job.”

“I think so too.” Jane replied.

“I think he looks like a sissy.” Came her brothers voice from the dining room.

That’s the point, I thought to myself, as Jane rolled her eyes and apologized.

“Don’t mind him.”

Kate and Jane went back into conversation, and I looked straight down into the dining room area at Thomas. He was staring at my legs, and I caught him. He noticed my gaze and turned straight back down at his phone. Little perv just wanted to be mean about what he can’t have, typical.

“Why are you wearing girls’ clothes?” Thomas asked with a hint of nastiness to his voice as I sat down in the living room with him.

“Why are you wearing boys’ clothes?”

“Because I’m a boy.”

“Exactly.”

He huffed and went back to staring mindlessly at the TV, occasionally turning down to stare mindlessly at his phone.

“So, you don’t like what I’m wearing?” I asked, trying to engage with him.

“No.”

“I saw you looking at my legs when I was walking into the kitchen. And since then.”

Thomas blushed and looked back his phone. “Sounds like bullshit.” He mumbled.

“Sure thing.”

“As if I’d want to look at your legs.” He replied defensively, right before Kate came into the room, drying her hands on a kitchen towel.

“Right. I’m joining Kate and going to bed. And for heaven’s sake, Thomas if I hear one more rude thing come out of your mouth then I’m going to bend you over and spank you like a child, stop being an ass!”

“I’m not being an ass, I’m just curious!”

“Oh, stop it, you’re not just curious, you’re turned-on you pervert. You’re turned on by anyone in a little skirt.”

I looked at Thomas’s crotch and realized she was right, there was a definite bulge in his shorts.

He caught my eye and looked like a deer in the headlights.

“Leave Michelle alone. Always trying to perv on someone.”

Jane left the room, so it was just the two of us in there. I suddenly became acutely aware of tension in the air that I hadn’t felt before. I knew that he was attracted to me, and he knew that I knew that he was attracted to me. There was an excited feeling inside of me that I knew I was doing something I shouldn’t be doing. I don’t think I should even be in the same room, I should have left at the realization that he was perving on me. I still had time to leave. But I sat there, I stayed there, I didn’t go anywhere. I felt the tension in the air weighing so heavy that the sound of the television was being drowned in it.

We caught eyes a few more times before darting them back to the TV, trying to ignore the atmosphere.

I could feel I was doing something wrong, and that was exciting me.

The rest of the house was quiet except for the noise of Jane putting the TV on in their bedroom upstairs.

“You know.” I said softly, directing his gaze at me with my sudden voice in the quiet, “There’s nothing wrong with being curious.”

“I wasn’t.” Thomas replied, “And I wasn’t turned on.”

“I looked at this crotch with my eyebrows raised. “Your body gives you away Thomas.”

“It’s Tom.”

“Sure thing, Thomas.” I replied, rolling my eyes. I could tell how weakened he was by his attraction to me and wanted to use the power that came with it.

I was sat across the room with my legs crossed but uncrossed them now and parting them only slightly to give him a slither of thigh running up the inside of my leg. I watched him as his chest rose with a hidden heavy breath and his eyes struggled to stay on the tv.

“It’s okay to look Thomas.”

“I’m not interested in guys. Besides you’re Kate’s husband.”

“Well, I’m not a guy. And I’m not Michael.” I know I shouldn’t have said the last part, as though I was using my identity of Michelle to behave in ways I shouldn’t. But the rush was too much, and the sense of danger mixed with the taboo aspect, with then an extra spice thrown in of me feeling empowerment in turning on a young man, well it made for a potent cocktail. “So why worry? I won’t tell.”

I could feel myself growing in the little panties I was wearing, and I wasn’t convinced that they would be able to hold me in. I didn’t think I would be in an erection hiding situation whilst at Kate’s parents.

Thomas was shuffling in his seat now, fidgety, and restless. He was laying in a relaxed position but in such a way that his arm was over his erection, I suspected that he was caught between trying to hide it and trying to rub against it with his ‘adjustments.’

“I’ll ask again.” I softened my voice more, kept it hushed and sexy, a world away form the voice of Michael that he knew once. “Do you not like what I’m wearing?” I ran my hand up my thigh and lifted my skirt a little higher. “Do you not like a naught Santa? You know, naughty Santa’s like naughty boys, it’s like a whole opposite world thing, you could call it a role-reversal.” I chucked internally at the gender bending word play I made but outwardly only gave Thomas a sly, mischievous smile.

His eyes were now fully on me. He couldn’t look away.

“Do you like it?”

“Maybe.” He mumbled.

“What did you say?” I asked, knowing what he said.

“Maybe.” He said louder, before darting his eyes towards the door. “But I’m not gay.”

“No, of course you’re not. Because I’m Michelle, and I’m a naughty girl.”

And I was being a very naughty girl.

“I-.” Thomas stuttered and couldn’t find his words as he watched my finger run up my thigh. But just as it seemed he was going to lose himself I grabbed the hem of the skirt and tugged it down.

“But I’m just Kate’s husband. We shouldn’t. You’re her little brother, I shouldn’t be so naughty.”

Thomas caught himself, then rolled his eyes. “Yeah, you are a girl it turns out. A tease just like all of them.”

I laughed then caught myself, I didn’t want to alert the rest of the house to us having fun too much. “Well, how about this for a tease.” I stood up and pulled my little skirt up so it was sat just below my ass cheeks.

“Beer?”

“Sure.” He replied, perking up. Jane didn’t allow him to drink outside of having one with special meals. I always sneaked him one or two at family get togethers though.

I turned around and slowly, with plenty of movement in my hips, made my way towards the kitchen, before returning with two opened beers.

“One for you.” I said, leaning over and handing him the frosty cold bottle of beer. “And one for me.” I replied, licking up the shaft of the beer before taking the top in my mouth and swigging. I winked at him and sat back in my seat.

We each took a swig and eyed each other over.

“Okay, maybe you’re not so bad.” He said.

“Well, you liked me before, so why wouldn’t I be?”

“I dunno.” He replied, taking another swig, enjoying the cold beer he was so rarely afforded. “Just took me by surprise I guess. But you do look kinda-.” He trailed off and blushed.

“Hot?” I filled in.

“Yeah.” He mumbled, looking at the floor.

“You can look if you like.” I pulled my skirt up and again and corrected the hem of my fluffy hemmed crop top, so it sat across my torso better.

“I don’t want to get in trouble with Kate.”

“Neither do I.” I replied, winking at him.

I was horny. The surge was going through me with the beer and my mind was fuzzy with curiosity and lust. Thomas was a cute boy, athletic, but track athletic not football player athletic. He had always been sulky and moody but lit up like a lightbulb when he was interested in something, or when someone paid attention to things that he enjoyed. I would always spend some time with him and get more from him than others could.

“Can I-.” He faltered before he could finish his question, he didn’t know if he was allowed to ask it, but I cocked my head and smiled at him with the kind of eye contact that could draw anything out if any man, the kind I had learnt from Kate.

“Go on.” I said.

“Can I see under your skirt?”

I laughed and the feeling of butterflies swooshed in my stomach. I glanced towards the living room door, for a moment worried that we were being looked in on.

“Okay, but out secret.”

I stood up and moved my hips side to side as I gripped each side of the skirt tentatively in fingertips and lifted inch by inch until I was showing him my little red silk panties, my cock barely fitting in as the situation brought on a semi.

I pulled the skirt down quick and sat down, laughing at myself for being so outrageous with Kates’ brother.

“Oh my god.” Were the only words to leave his mouth as his eyes lit up.

“Good?”

“Can I see again?” He asked sheepishly, not wanting to say directly that he enjoyed it, but still wanting it again.

“Okay, quickly.” I stood up again and have him a quick flash again, watching the blood run to the face as his eyes widened. “Want to see the back?” He nodded and I turned around and bend down so my torso was on the sofa and my ass in the air, I shook my ass a little for him then stood back up giggling at his shocked face.

“You are kind of hot, I can’t lie.”

“Well thank you, Thomas.”

Just then as I sat down Kate down came the stairs and into the living room. She looked at the two of us and rolled our eyes.

“Always feeding my little brother beers, you’re such a bad influence.” She sighed before turning to Thomas. “Come on Thomas fuck off to bed, I’m taking this one with me.”

Thomas got up with no argument, taking his beer with him to bed, probably so he could have a cold drink after a wank I would bet. Kate turned to me,

“Why was he so red in the face?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, trying to be innocent, but my smile giving me away.

“Were you teasing him?”

“He just thinks I’m eye candy.” I laughed.

Kate caught herself between being amused and being annoyed, “The kids a fucking perv.”

“Yeah, so your mom said. Boys that age just are.”

Kate agreed and we went upstairs to bed.

“I’m going to shower first.” I told her, grabbing a towel. I let her use the bathroom then shut the door of the en-suite, horny for young cock.

Shit, I thought, how am I going to satisfy this urge.

I slipped out of my clothes and into the shower as Kate got into bed. My cock was dangling low with precum at the tip and my brain was surging with horny electricity, I felt as though I was going to blow a fuse unless I transferred it somewhere.

I turned the hot water on and let the shower rain over me, onto my chest and twisting for my back, throwing my head back and running my hands along my body. Despite knowing that I needed to calm down though, my hands found themselves at my cock, stroking it.

I stifled a moan as I thought about Kates little brother jerking off to me. I brought myself to the edge, imagining him doing it too in his room, imagining us edging together, perpetually coming to the cliff of climax but not jumping off together, enjoying the adrenaline rush of the possibility; the femininity of Michelle penetrating the sexual consciousness of the in-denial-of-his-curiosity boy. Me knowing I shouldn’t be doing it, whilst he discovers that his sexuality wasn’t what he thought it was, each of us crossing boundaries of unknown.

I edged two more times in the shower, a hand against the shower wall and my ass pushed back with a curved back. Until finally I decided to do what I shouldn’t do.

I washed myself, struggling to ignore the constant semi-state of my cock, before creeping back into the bedroom. Kate was asleep, and I had a feeling she would be, otherwise she would have come in to brush her teeth and wash her face whilst I was showering, too many glasses of champagne with her mom no doubt.

I went into my suitcase and found a lacey black piece of lingerie that I had brought for bedtime. It came down to high on my thigh, with little spaghetti straps on the shoulders, he contoured in at the waist and hugged the chest, it was feminine by all accounts and I knew that Thomas will have never seen one of these on a woman before, or a man for that matter. Girls his age couldn’t afford such pieces, and if they could, they certainly hadn’t figured it out enough to have such taste enough to have such taste. I pulled on stockings and quietly and quickly put eyeliner on in the mirror and some dark purple lipstick that matched the sexy babydoll night gown.

I slipped out of the bedroom and down the hall two doors. Kate’s parents had moved to a new master bedroom in an extension they built downstairs a couple of years ago, which allowed for more enjoyment of freedom upstairs, which had become a games room, spare bedrooms, and of course, Thomas’s room.

I paused outside of it in my little lingerie, my heart racing. I put my ear up to the door to see if I could hear signed of him being awake. There was heavy breathing, but that could be sleep breathing. I second guessed myself before putting my ear back to the door and could hear the faint sounds of porn.

I took a deep breath and prepared myself with my usual ritual: breathe in, breath out, relax myself, loosen my body, leave any concerns or stresses behind. I am Michelle, and I’m a sexy sissy slut.

I opened the door and the light shining in from the hallway alerted Thomas and he put his phone under the cover quickly and sat up, covering himself up, startled at someone catching him masturbating.

“Thomas, it’s just me.” I whispered, trying to calm him into not being frantic whilst remaining sexy, I kept my voice hushed, letting him know I was there, but with an inflection that let him know I was there to be trouble.

His room was dark, so I turned on the corner lamp before I shut the door and stood there as we looked at one another. He still had one hand beneath the covers that led me to believe that it was still on his cock.

“What were you watching?” I asked, my hands behind my back, teetering on a toe, trying to be like a mischievous little girl that had crept into his room at night.

“Nothing.” He replied, quickly and defensively.

“I don’t believe you.” I replied, tentatively stepping towards his bed.

“Micha- Michelle I mean, I don’t know if you sho- we should, do this.”

“I don’t know either.” I whispered in his ear, sitting now at the end of his bed. “But I enjoy how much of a sexy woman you make me feel.”

He froze there looking at me, the covers over him, as I sat on the end of the bed.

“Are you a virgin?”

He nodded as tentatively as I had stepped towards him.

“Have you ever done anything?”

He didn’t answer, and I think I knew what that meant.

I put my hands under the covers and fumbled towards his cock. His hand was wrapped around it, so I wrapped my hand around his. I begun to direct his stroking, slowly, up and down, up and down, he gasped.

“Shhhhh.” I put a finger to his lips and leant over and nibbled on his ear, daring him to make more noise. “You don’t want us to get in trouble.” I whispered.

“You’re the one that that’s going to get us in trouble.” He whispered back without any hint of annoyance at me. He let his head relax on the pillow and let go off his cock, allowing me to take control of it and stroke it tentatively.

He was still growing in my hands at this point. His erection never-ending in its excitement.

“Have you ever been this hard?” I asked him.

He shook his head. I smiled.

Was I wrong in doing all of this? Most probably. Most definitely, actually. Maybe my saving grace morally was that I was giving a young man a hand (pun unintended) in discovering his sexuality. However, mostly it was selfish behavior of me. To make a young boy so turned on, to have him sneak looks at my little skirt, to be lusted after, desired after, by a young man, it was exhilarating, and I was utterly infatuated with the feeling. I love to turn men on, but it’s more difficult to take control in that situation, and why shouldn’t I get to feel what it is it be a Mrs. Robinson?

I rubbed the tip of his cock with my thumb, fingering around the precum, feeling giddy with joy at his horniness.

“Do you want to touch me?” I asked him.

He looked mildly scared, with a good dose of curiosity thrown in, which made me giggle. Then he shook his head. He was feeling naughty and didn’t want to take it further, I could tell.

“Okay, well then you can look.”

I pulled the night gown up above my waist and revealed that my cock was rock hard and dripping too.

“Are you sure you don’t want to touch it?” I asked in response to his wide-eyed stare. I was still stroking his cock under the covers.

“Maybe.” He said, though despite the hesitation in his words, his actions were far from hesitant. He lurched his hand forward and took grip of my cock.

“Have you ever held another cock before?”

“No.” He replied.

“Well now you have, a nice girly cock. Why don’t you stroke it?”

He started stroking it to the same rhythm I was carefully stroking his. I don’t know if he realized he was doing it or not though.

“I always knew you were the naughty one in the family.” I said as the tingles of his touch went through my entire body with the sensation of taboo enjoyment.

My brother in-law, his bedroom, our cocks out, was all I could think, and it was making my cock twitch to a near climax with every tiny clumsy unexperienced stroke of his.

I heard a creak in the house, so did Thomas, we both looked to the door with fright, for a moment I became a teenager again, risking it all to bust a nut.

The creak turned out to be nothing and Thomas and I returned our gaze to each other with nervous smiles. I really was becoming a teenage girl, I felt giddy as he begun to stroke my cock faster, feeling safer after the near-scare of thinking someone was there, he was now reassured that everyone was tucked up in bed.

“I want you to cum for me.” I told him.

“I want to cum for you.” He replied, as though hypnotized.

I felt a surge rush through me as though our sexual energies connected, I wanted his cum so bad.

“I’m going to make you cum okay, but you have to be quiet.”

“Mmhmm.” He replied, wide-eyed, trying to stifle his voice into a muffled affirmative.

“I won’t tell, I promise.”

“I know.” I said, covering his gaped open mouth with my hand whilst jerking him with the other.

His hand gripped the silky lingerie I was wearing with the ferocity of someone ready to explode but trying to do so quietly.

His cock twitched in my hands and fountains of cum shot out of him covering him, me, and I’m pretty sure the wall.

His eyes rolled back as he groaned, my hand covering his mouth for safety. His body convulsed with release before laying flat and relaxed, his young balls empty of cum.

He closed his eyes and kept them closed, drifting in and out of ecstasy. I sensed he didn’t want to open them however as he would see his sisters’ husband, dressed as a slutty girl, and that to his post-cum brain was a terrifying prospect to face.

I kissed his forehead, my hand massaging his now flaccid cock.

“Goodnight. You were a good boy.” I whispered, before creeping back to mine and Kate’s room.

* * *


 

The End




Did you make it to the end? Thank you!

There is more to come, I promise!

But for the time being, why not follow me on Amazon? That way you won’t miss the second installment!

I hope you loved reading about Michelle and Kate. If you did then please leave a review! It has always been a goal to be able to at least go part-time with writing, and every review will help with that goal!

I hope to see you soon.

-          Love, Lucy.
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