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Chapter 1 




Raya

Once a year, my sorority sisters and I meet as an excuse to get drunk. Over the years, fewer and fewer of us attend. The first year after college, twenty of us went out for a night that might have made a great girl's gone wild video. The following year, it dropped to eighteen, and each subsequent year even further. This year would be our twelfth get-together, and only three of us expressed interest: Clover, Patty, and me. 




Clover was a beauty queen and a cheerleader, graduating at the top of our class. How an intelligent girl like her could be so stupid to fall for the idiots, she had amazed me. Clover married, divorced, married again, divorced, married again, and divorced another time, that I know of. The last time we'd gotten together, she'd sworn off men.

"They're pigs, liars, and assholes." She said when last I chatted with her. As I got ready for our night together, I fully expected to hear about her new husband.




Patricia, Patty was convicted of swindling men out of hundreds of thousands of dollars. I thought she was still in prison, so she could even come was a big surprise. Patty hated men too.




After a nasty breakup earlier this year, I joined the club. Though I'm a proud member, I wasn't interested in spending it bitching about how fucked up our lives were because of men. I wanted to have fun, laugh, joke, and get wild as we did in college, and I was firm that we all agreed not to discuss men.




Patricia set the itinerary. It started with dinner at New York Pulse and then dancing at Fantasia. I loved dancing but wasn't interested in Fantasia because being surrounded by asshole men and their shallow, stupid pick up lines was too much.  I agreed to dinner, but when Patty and Clover offered to dance with me, I made them swear to protect me from men's bullshit. I felt better about going someplace surrounded by horny, lying guys.




I got to the table first. Clover showed up next. After sitting and ordering a drink, Clover said, "Yes, I'm married again."




"That's good," I said.




I didn't know what else to say. There was a fierceness about Clover that wasn't there before. It was not only in her facial expressions but in the way she was built. Instead of the aerobics, yoga, and running she had used to keep in shape, she'd opted for weight lifting. She still had soft, sensual skin, but muscle was under her creamy white skin.




Five minutes later, Patty showed up. She was dressed to kill, and her curves were more than a match for any man. She approached the table boldly, like she owned the room.

She sat and wasted no time in telling us. "I'm free, as you can see." Patty sipped her water and said, "Well, ladies, let's get this party started. Maybe we should call it the first annual meeting of the man-haters club."

Clover said, "I'll toast to that. Hey, but order a drink first."

I said, "I thought we agreed to have fun."

Clover said, "Just a toast. How about a toast to hating men and having fun without them?"

I said, "Okay, one toast. But then, no more talk of men or their bullshit."

Patty said, "And to ripping the fuckers off and showing them their place, at our feet."

I laughed and said. "I'm not sure that's what I had in mind. Maybe we avoid them, huh?"

Clover said, "Here! Here! To both."

Patty ordered a beer and a shot of tequila. When her drinks arrived, we toasted to hating men. After the toast, Patty held her glass up and said, "A toast to getting even."

I was slightly cautious. But after some prompting, I toasted to getting even.

We ordered our meals and ate. While eating, we kept the waiter super busy with drink orders. When we finished our meal, the waiter cleaned up.

As we finished our last round of drinks, a woman across the room stood and threw her napkin on the table, yelling at the man across from her. He had a lean, wiry physique of a dancer. A storm of emotion passed over her face as she struggled to remove her wedding ring. When she got it off, she dropped it in her champagne glass. She pulled a pair of pink panties out of her purse and tossed them at the guy. Then spun on her heels and stormed off.

Clover said it first, "Fucking men!"

I said, "I bet she found his girlfriend's panties in his glove box. That's how I caught my boyfriend. The fucker."

Patty added."Yeah. I hate them. I'd love to get even with that asshole. For what he's done."

I was drunk and found myself agreeing. I added, "What can we do?"

Clover said, "Wish there was a way to show men what it was like to be a woman."

Patty said, "What if I said there was? Are you ladies in?"

I nodded, but I'm sure if I weren't drunk as hell, I would have said no.


Chapter 2 




Danny




Lucy and I ate dinner and had a polite conversation. We talked about our jobs, politics, religion, and how good the meal was. The strong point of our marriage was that we always got along. We were good friends before, and I hoped we'd remain good friends, even if things didn't go well tonight. With all other topics extinguished, Lucy brought up why we were here.

"I agreed to dinner. I think if you had cheated on me or, I suppose, if you had gambled away our life savings, I could handle it. Forgive you. I do forgive you, but I can't live with you. I can't remain married to you. What you did, it's not that I can't forgive you; I don't understand it."

"Lucy, I don't know why I did it. I have this compulsion. Ever since I was young, it's hard to explain."

"Okay, tell you what. Promise me you'll never, ever do it again. That this was the only time."

My cheeks burned. As I considered my response, I could hear every word of every conversation in the crowded restaurant. They all seemed to be whispering about the sissy crossdresser fighting with his wife. I wanted to lie again and tell Lucy this was the only time I'd dressed in her clothes. But, it was simply the only time she'd caught me. I wanted to tell her that it would never happen again. I promised a month ago when she caught me dressed in her clothes that I'd never do it again. I didn't keep the promise long.

After she moved out. Temporarily. She needed a few days to think. I still hoped she would return home because her clothes were still there. I hated myself because over the last week, every night, I used my newfound privacy to prance around the house dressed as a woman in her clothes.

I glanced at the restaurant owner and manager, John Gasper, and the good friend, my wife, was staying with. John Gasper, Mr. perfect. The star college quarterback, two years in the pros until a knee injury ended his career, playboy extraordinaire, wealthy as fuck, and from what I heard, a cock that women begged for.

Good friend, right?

I glared at Gasper. The fuck. He was everything I wasn't physically. Even under his tailored suitcoat, I could tell he still had the strong protective arms Lucy once dated. "I never cheated on you, Lucy."

"Yeah? I consider dressing in my clothes, playing with your little cock, cheating? What were you thinking of when you jacked off? Me? Or some bitch on a porn video?"

"I don't watch porn! Keep it down." I noticed the eyes and ears of the group sitting at the next table, straining to hear and see what was happening at our table.

"John's a friend. That's it." She said as she glanced at John. John smiled. Every inch of his face seemed to light up with a scorching hot, urgent need to fuck my wife. That expression wasn't the expression of a friend. No, the expression wasn't wonder. It was knowledge. He'd been fucking my wife while I pranced around in her clothes over the last week. What kind of man am I?

"You told me you hated him, that he was a pig. That he was only out for himself. You needed more in a marriage, and you loved me because we talked, did things together, and we had a great marriage before I... I fucked up. I admit it."

"Yes, you did. I never realized how much I missed a good hard fucking. Promise me that this perverse habit you have is over."

I'm unsure I could; that burning desire to dress as a woman tugged at my emotions, calling me. Tears welled in my eyes. I didn't want to lose my wife. I wasn't gay. I don't think anyway. I just liked the feeling of women's clothes. Often I wear women's panties to work. No one's the wiser. Why did it matter?

I fought back the tears. I lifted my head and looked Lucy in the eyes. "Why does it matter? I mean, if I do it, like in secret? I love you, Lucy. You loved me before all this happened. Everything was going just fine before you caught me wearing your clothes. Listen, I... "

Lucy cut me off. "Caught? So, you're saying this has been an ongoing thing? All the time I loved you, sucking your cock, letting you mount me, fuck me..."

I reached out and grasped her hand, looking around the restaurant. "Shhh, calm down. Everyone's going to hear."

Lucy grabbed my hand and peeled it off. "What? You little pervert. You want me to accept you, but you don't want everyone in the restaurant to know you're a sissy. A sissy faggot that dresses in his wife's clothes."

"Lucy, I'm not a faggot."

Lucy's nostrils flared. She cracked her knuckles and said. "Guess what I found. I got a friend of John's to hack into your computer, and we found your search history you tried so hard to hide." She pulled out a piece of paper and read from it. "Gangbang. Blowbang. Big Cocks. BBC. Crossdresser Fucked. Femdom. Sissy Humiliation. Why are you watching this nasty stuff if you're not gay? Are you jacking off in my panties?"

I looked around. People were straining to hear what was happening at  our table. "Lucy, please!"

"No, Danny. No more. I'm satisfied our marriage is over." Lucy stood, struggling with her wedding ring. When she got it off, she plopped it into what was left of my champagne. She pulled out a pair of her pink panties. She tossed them at my face. I recognized the cum stain. I thought I'd hidden them well after I accidentally had an orgasm in them. Lucy spun and left me sitting there, everyone staring at me.

After several minutes, everyone went back to their business. Quite a distance from my table, three women in their mid-thirties continued to stare and glare at me. There was no way they could have heard what was said, so I flipped them off.

I paid the bill, got up, and left. Embarrassed, I left the panties sitting on the table.


Chapter 3 




Raya







Patty said. "What an asshole. Fuck we need to teach this fucker a lesson. Teach him what it's like to be a woman. Teach him so he'll never, ever forget."

Clover said. "I agree. Let's kick his ass in the parking lot. I'm taking boxing lessons, and I'd love to practice on his face."

I said. "Hold on a minute, ladies. Let's not get too crazy here. I have a job and bills to pay. I'm not going to jail to kick some pig's ass from here to next year."

Patty said, "I have an idea. But it might take a little time and effort."

Clover didn't need to hear anymore. She said, "I'm in! I have nothing better to do than teach a pig a lesson."

I said. "How much time and how much effort?"

Patty explained her plan.

We left.

At Fantasia, we danced and had a great time laughing, joking, drinking, and dancing. There was no further discussion about teaching men lessons. So when three AM came, and I got in my ride-share, I thought all would be forgotten by tomorrow morning. My judgment might have been better if I wasn't drunk and wouldn't have agreed to Patty's crazy plan in the first place. But I agreed to Patty's crazy scheme. Three weeks later, when Clover and Patty showed up at the door to my upper-middle-class house, I regretted agreeing to Patty's plan in the first place.

Patty walked right in without an invitation. Lucy hauled in numerous packages of what I suspected were the props for us to carry out Patty's plan.

Patty said. "Everything is set up. Time to teach this asshole a lesson."

From here, things took on a life of their own.

Danny

When I got home, stressed, I headed for Lucy's dresser, hoping to relieve my tension with a pair of her silky panties. But Lucy's dresser was empty. So was the closet. So was our bank account. I guess she was gone for good now.

I didn't sleep that night. Nor the next two. I called off sick to work the first week after the incident at the restaurant. When I returned to work, everyone stared at me, laughing behind my back as I headed for my office. I sat, pulled up my computer, and tried to sign in, but I was denied access. Shortly after, security escorted me to the door.

Security escorted me out the door, and everyone whispered about my dirty secret. My secret was out. I went home, curled in bed, wishing I had some women's clothes. That would make me feel better.

The next day, I checked my mail—the usual stuff, advertisements, and crap. I had two credit card offers, applied, and was rewarded with two new credit cards. I might need them. Out of a job and without Lucy's salary, I would go under sooner than later. The next letter was for a free estimate on gutter replacement and cleaning. I tossed it. I wasn't spending any money. The last piece of junk was in a bigger gold envelope, like an invitation. I opened it. It was on an extravagant piece of paper in bold gold lettering.

It said: Danni Phoenix, you have won! You have won fifty thousand dollars. Then it had a local number: call or text to claim your prize.

Fifty thousand dollars. Holy shit. I needed that money. I picked up the phone and dialed it. The phone rang twenty times before a woman answered. "Women's Style. Good morning. How may I direct your call."

I said, "Uh... My name is Danny Phoenix, and I got a letter that said I had won your contest, fifty thousand dollars. I'm claiming it."

"Oh my, there must be a mistake." The woman's voice on the other end said. "Let me call my boss."

"Hey, it says I won. Call to claim your prize. This is false advertising. It said I won. So what do you have to call your boss for."

"You are Danny Phoenix?" The woman asked.

"Yes. I am, and the paper is clear. It says I won. Call for details on how to claim your prize." I checked the advertisement for some fine print or disclaimer. There wasn't one. "Listen, it's apparent. I won. I need that money, and I want the prize."

"Tell you what, Danny, let me call you right back."

A week passed, and still no word back about the prize. I missed my mortgage payment, and my electric and gas bills went unpaid. I was out of food and was down to a quarter tank of gas. So, I pulled out the prize-winning envelope, planning on getting something out of this, even if it was for false advertising, and drove to the address.

The office was situated in the middle of a half-abandoned strip mall. There were eight offices or storefronts. Four had vacant space for lease signs on the door. One was for a bail bondsman. The other was a probation officer. Another was a massage parlor. Where I needed to go was a nondescript office with no name.

I should have turned and left. It sounded like a scam, but I had nothing else to do, so I entered, and a buzzer warned the owner I had entered.

Shortly after, a woman entered the waiting area. I recognized her from someplace but couldn't place where. She had an hourglass figure, and her overall appearance was flawless. She wore a black, skin-tight pencil skirt and a white blouse unbuttoned halfway, displaying a tempting portion of her ample cleavage. "Good morning. How may I help you."

"I'm Danny Phoenix. I'm here to claim my prize. Don't try to back out of it. I won. I've talked to an attorney, and he stated it leaves nothing to doubt. If I don't get my prize, I'm suing." I hadn't talked to an attorney. Those blood-suckers won't speak to anyone without money.

"Oh my, there has been a mistake. We are sorry. Come on back to my office, Danny."

I entered a small call center. Three women chatting on phones hung up, stood, and left. We entered an office that said, Patricia Hernandez. 

"Please have a seat, Danny." She sat behind an old rusty gray desk. Her chair creaked.

"No, I'll stand. I want my money. You don't want the cops hearing about what you do here."

"Mr. Phoenix, I run a legitimate business here. I talked to the company I represent, and they will pay you your prize money. But, the stipulation still stands. They want you to try their line of products requiring you to dress as a woman for a night. Go through a makeover and a night on the town. The prize was sent to the wrong address, unfortunately. If you look at how your name is spelled, Danni with an I instead of Y as yours is. The mistake becomes obvious. Our attorney assures us that we will win in any court case. However, my clients are willing to do this by promoting their products. A unique promotional launch. Stating that if we can make a man look like a woman, what do you think our line will do for you."

Patricia reached into her top dresser drawer and pulled out a ten-page legal document. "Sign here, and we'll set you up with an appointment with our team."


Chapter 4




Raya




"What are you talking about?" I knew what she was talking about, but I couldn't believe they'd gone through with it. "How did you? How did you get him to agree to this?"

Patty explained.

I shook my head. I scrambled to understand what we were about to do. "What happens when he does this and wants his money? I can't believe he's going to do it. No way."

Clover said, "He's on his way here right now." Clover turned, and jogged to her car, returning with several more packages from a high-end boutique.

I said to Patty, "Here? Why here?"

Patty said, "Because you're the only one that lives in a house. Now, time to get in character. You're the owner of a new line of women's clothing and beauty products you designed and are looking to market it. You thought you sent the prize-winning ticket to a female, but it got mixed up."

"Wait a minute. No one's going to believe that we're going to do a makeover on a guy and then pay him fifty thousand dollars. Anyone with half a brain would ..."

"Listen, Raya. I get people to believe crazy shit that it is more unbelievable than this. He's on his way here for his makeover. When he's ready to claim his prize, we'll have so much dirt on him that he won't dare ask for the prize, and he'll be eating out of our hands. Why? Because we'll have a shit ton of embarrassing photos. Trust me, we aren't going to pay a dime, and after, we might even have a little fucking sissy slave to serve us."

"Oh fuck." I said.

Clover closed the door and asked where the bedroom was. I took a deep breath and pointed to the back of my one-story house. What had Patty gotten me into?

Clover laid all the clothes out on the bed. Panties, pantyhose, a corset, a negligee, three skin-tight club dresses, a couple of wigs, two pairs of very high heels, and many makeup products. In another nondescript bag, Clover unloaded some toys. I recognized some, and some I didn't. There was a ten-inch dildo, intimidating and lifelike—a collection of pink butt plugs and what appeared to be a remote butt plug. Every inch of the bed was covered.

"Who paid for all this? Don't tell me I'm on the hook for a third of this?" I walked to the bed and picked up the ten-inch dildo. "Who's this for? This wasn't part of the plan."

Patty laughed. "Pay? I don't think so. The guy did, he handed me his credit card, and away we went. The dildo is to show this pig what taking cock is like."

I shook my head. "No way. He's probably got the cops on the way; if he hasn't called them yet, he will when you try to shove this up his ass." I waved the plastic cock around in the air. "Oh fuck, I'm going to jail."

Clover said, "He's going to pay. After all this, he'll understand what it's like to have a cock shoved up your ass. To beg and beg, and still get fucked the like a slut until you can't walk. I will show him what it's like to get used like a whore."

I glanced at Clover and wondered how she got involved with the men she did. Clover has had some fucked up men, but what I heard, she liked it rough and wild. I tended to rely on the source since I heard it from Clover. After each divorce, the opinion of her sexual experiences changed.   

"Listen, Raya; I con people for a living. Besides, I think he's excited about it. He got a hard-on when I explained that he'd have to go out on the town with us dressed as a woman. So I added a few items to the plan. Okay, let's get our stories straight. You're the owner. I'm the marketing director, and Clover is the style director and photographer."

With everything spread out on the bed, Patty walked us through the meeting. There were a few changes. This had gone from dressing this guy up as a woman... to turning him into our sex toy. Surprisingly, she'd talked his ex-wife or soon-to-be ex-wife into joining us. That part of the plan was even wilder.

Danny

I drove into the driveway as Patty instructed. I no longer cared about the money. I did, but I didn't. I'd never gone full-board woman before. I'd worn panties, hose, and stuff like that. But, I never shaved my entire body, scared that Lucy would question why I shaved.

I never tried makeup or a wig. I wanted to but was scared to ask or to learn how. I opened the car door and considered: if I thought I could hide my porn history, why wouldn't I have thought I could hide the makeup videos too. Hindsight is twenty-twenty, I guess.

I knocked on the door. A beefed-up thirty-something woman answered, not Patty, and introduced herself as Clover. "Good afternoon Danni, with an I."

As I entered the lavish home, she laughed and patted my ass like I was her bitch. My cock tingled. Inside I liked it. Outside I protested. "Hey, stop it!"

Patty said, "Clover treat our guests with respect. Well, Danni with an I. Are you ready for a weekend you'll never forget?"

I was. I was so fucking excited I was worried that I'd get a hard-on embarrassing myself. One of my wife's complaints that she'd never divulged until our breakup was that my cock was too small, which didn't please her. She wanted a cock like Gaspers. A big, thick cock that could fuck her senseless. She wanted to experience sheer pleasure with a big fat cock pounding her senseless. After our separation, she spread rumors around, to our friends, to my friends over the last three weeks, about how small my cock was. I should have been embarrassed or mad. Instead, I wished she'd become more aggressive during our marriage and turned me into her sissy. Her sissy cuckold.

I snapped back to the present and proclaimed. "I am, I guess. But I'm only doing it for the money." In truth, I had forgotten all about the prize money. I wanted to get all dolled up, go out looking and presenting as a woman, and... I wanted cock.

I never sucked cock, at least one that had blood pumping through it. I'd sort of sucked cock, a rubber cock, so I knew if I had one, I could do it right. Or I thought. I thought Lucy wasn't aware of my dildo collection hidden in the trunk of my car, under the spare.

Last week, I realized she had known about that secret, too, at least at some point. She informed me of her knowledge in the most embarrassing ways. She'd glued the thickest, longest dildo to the trunk of my car. Like an idiot, I'd been driving around for a week with a ten-inch rubber cock swinging in the breeze.

I'd been humiliated when one of my neighbors, a real hard-ass guy, said, "I always knew you were a sissy, Danny. But, that!"

I blushed and buried myself under the covers for the rest of the day after removing the rubber cock. When I got up, I planted it in my ass—feeling good for the first time since Lucy left me. Maybe this would turn out to be a good thing.

Patty said, "Okay, as your contract states. This is a complete makeover. You are obligated to fulfill all the contract stipulations to claim your prize. You are required to dress, act and submit to all of our changes to accommodate our marketing program."

I nodded.

"Mr. Phoenix, I require a verbal response."

"Yes. Yes. I do. I'm not doing anything sexual." Though, in reality, I hoped to get my freak on while I was out. If a guy hit on me, I could slip away and... and well, I wasn't sure what. But I wanted to do something. I felt my cock tingle and swell.

"Okay, let's get started. After we get you ready, we'll head out to dinner and dance. As agreed, you are willing to foot the bill."

I was going to go broke doing this, and I thought I was getting scammed. But how else was I supposed to get all dolled up? This was an opportunity of a lifetime. "Yes, I do."

Patty led me into a bedroom. Another woman was waiting in the bedroom whom Patty introduced as the owner.

Patty said, "Strip."

I studied the items on the bed. Everything was as agreed upon except for a few other objects of interest. There was a ten-inch dildo almost the same kind as the one Lucy glued to my trunk. There were buttplugs and what looked like a remote-controlled butt plug.

I pointed at the sex toys. "What the hell is this? I didn't agree to this."

Patty gave me a knowing glare. "Are you sure, Mr. Phoenix? Any problems with your car over the last week?" 

She either knew about my dildo collection because she was spying on me, or... did she glue it to the trunk of my car herself. She had an unrestrained smile, and her eyes were like black saucers. She was happy. Happy to watch me suffer. She did it. I know. It wasn't Lucy. It was this bitch. I wondered what else she knew.

For some reason, I didn't want to leave, call the cops and get as far away from this woman as possible. I wanted to strip. If my cock weren't hard as a rock, I would have peeled my clothes off and got down on my hands and knees to worship this woman.

Why was I getting hard in the first place?

The women were gorgeous, but I hadn't checked them out in any perverted way. It had to be the thrill of getting dressed like a woman. Then another thought hit me. It was the humiliation of the experience. God, this was exciting. I considered how often I fantasized about Lucy getting more aggressive and taking charge sexually. My cock throbbed. This process was going to be a prize in and of itself.

Embarrassed to show not only that I had a hard-on but to put my tiny cock on display was too much. I froze, wondering what to do.


Chapter 5 

Clover

I could see the little prick's hard-on. He tried to cover his crotch with his hands, but it didn't hide shit from me. I know a hard-on when I see one. I've seen too many. What was different was that he hadn't been ogling my tits or pussy like most guys. What was he so fucking excited about?  He kept looking at the sex toys. Especially the ten-inch cock.

It didn't matter. I intended to show this prick what being a woman was like. Make him understand what he put his wife through, turning her into his trophy, putting her on display, making her do dirty nasty things in bed, and still not getting enough. Telling her how much he loved her and still cheating on her. I'd run this guy through the wringer and teach him a lesson about what it's like to be on display.

I loved the attention when I entered my first beauty pageant. But as time passed, I grew wearier and wearier of guys roaming eyes and hands—their shallow, pathetic, and unoriginal attempts to compliment me.

"Fucking asshole!" I said as my blood boiled. "Strip."

I couldn't believe it when the guy unbuttoned his shirt and stripped it off, then his shoes and socks. But he hesitated at his belt.

He said, "I don't like being treated this way. I'm doing it for the money, that's it. I'm not like excited or turned on or anything. I'm not doing anything with those sex toys, either."

He said it, but cocks don't lie. His cock throbbed. It was so small it was hard to see, but I have an eye for things like that. Nope, cocks don't lie. I was slightly jealous that he was getting hard for the dildo, not me.

Danny caught his breath and licked his lips as his attention remained on the sex toys. He said. "Once I claim my prize, I'm out of here. So, I will put up with your humiliation and... I'm not excited or turned on by any means. Or dressing in women's clothes. I'm not gay, either. My cock might not be big, but I know how to use it."

What the hell was that all about, I wondered as his hands shook over his belt. His eyes cast down. Why deny that he wasn't turned on by dressing in women's clothes if he wasn't? It didn't matter. I was committed to teaching this asshole what it's like to be a piece of meat.

Raya remained quiet, and I could see she was hesitant about this. She was going along with the plan, that's all. I was passionate, even a little horny. As I stared at the little prick's pathetic cock, I realized my pussy was wet. It was like my whole body was on fire for the first time.

But why? It wasn't because I wanted that little prick in me. It wouldn't do anything. I know. It was the power, the control, and being dominant for the first time in my life.

Heat flushed over my body, and I demanded immediate action from this faggot. What was giving me these feelings? I snapped at him. "Strip. Get those clothes off. You haven't got anything I haven't seen before."

Being in control for once in my life was strange, yet I had a peculiar kind of animal magnetism for being totally in control. The power I was feeling, the power and control over a guy for the first time in my life, created a flame of desire between my legs, and my pussy lips swelled as they'd never done before.

Danny fumbled with his belt. After getting his belt off, he unbuttoned and unzipped them. His hard-on was very evident.

He said, "And to reiterate my previous point: I'm excited because you're flaunting your tits. You're teasing me, flaunting them. What do you expect? So, I got a little excited. It's not because I want to wear women's clothes or I'm turned on by being humiliated."

Why the hell does he keep bringing that up?

The problem was that he wasn't staring at my tits. He'd barely looked at them, and his continued inattentiveness made me mad. I mean, fucking mad. I had great tits. Maybe not only angry but worried too. I glanced at my tits, wondering why he wouldn't want to stare at them. They were a plump, fleshy, and luscious pair. Maybe I'd gone overboard on lifting weights and was no longer feminine enough for men. I wanted to strip, peel off my blouse and shove them in his face. Make him enjoy them. No! Make him please me.

I glanced at his crotch. Tiny, but rock hard. I pushed up my tits, unbuttoned two more buttons of my blouse, and kneeled in front of him, giving him a perfect view, grabbed the waistband of his pants, and yanked them down.

Even with my ripe flesh on display, this guy wasn't looking at them.  He was still studying the toys and clothes on the bed.

Patty glared at me. Then trying to be as professional as possible said, "Mr. Phoenix, we understand that you might be excited. This is uncomfortable for us as well. But, my client here." Patty waved toward Raya. "My client is insistent. Yet highly reluctant to partake in this marketing plan. So, please. We'll try and be as professional as possible."

Patty and Raya glared at me. Their glare said, "You're going too far. Keep your mouth shut and your hands to yourself." I wasn't buying it. A flood of emotions opened up inside me. I wanted this guy as my bitch. I wanted a bitch instead of being a guy's bitch. I wanted to parade him around as my trophy instead of being someone else's.

Danny stepped out of his pants and covered the small tent pole in his white jockey shorts.

Mad at him for not devouring my tits with his eyes, I stood and laughed. "Oh my god, that cock's so fucking small. Look at it, ladies. Have you seen anything so tiny? Well, get naked. We haven't got all day."

I swear that his cock throbbed at the humiliating comment. He grabbed his waistband and stepped out of his underwear.

Patty placed her hand on her chin, nodded, and said. "My Mr. Phoenix, I was worried that your cock might hinder our efforts to get you presentable as a woman. But... I think we can hide it well. But you know I have my concerns. You seem to be highly aroused by this. Perhaps we should take other measures to hide that cock. Let's not worry about that now. Shower and shave time."

Patty said, "Clover will supervise your skin preparation. Follow her."

I smacked Danny on the ass again, this time harder, and said, "Nice ass."

As Danny headed toward the bathroom, I slapped it several more times. I palmed it, as too many men had palmed mine. Danny's ass was well-rounded and plump. I smacked it one last time and watched his chubby cheeks ripple. What amazed me was that Danny's cock seemed to throb with arousal after each smack. I noticed one more telling sign that indicated we didn't have to worry about Danny turning us in for this scam; his cock was dripping precum.

I said, "My, my Danni with an I; it seems your enjoying this."

Danny didn't answer; he walked beside me, head down, submissive, and with a throbbing, aching cock. I considered teaching him a lesson of my own. It wasn't part of the script. But... fuck it.

Danny

When the girl with big tits, a body-builder physique, and the beauty queen attitude smacked my ass, I wanted to grab my cock and jack off. I'd spanked my ass before. I beat it till it was red, punishing myself for my desire to crossdress. When I smacked my ass, it made me hornier and usually led to one great fucking orgasm.

When Clover smacked my ass, I wanted to... to worship her. If Lucy hadn't thrown a fit, I had fully intended to ask her if she would turn me into her cuckold, but things turned out differently. 

Clover grabbed my hand and led me into a bathroom. She turned on the shower.

She said. "Society requires women to be smooth and beautiful all the time. It's a gruesome and time-consuming routine day-in-day-out. Shave, lotion, and pluck all the stray hairs. So, you understand what your wife went through to be your trophy wife. She went through all this to be beautiful for you, and what do you do? Cheat on her? Ignore her beauty and all the hard work she put in the gym, and... women want attention. I want attention."

﻿She seemed mad at me for something. But what?  "Cheat on her? I never cheated on my wife. Never. She's cheating on me! With some fucking pig!"

I wondered if crossdressing was cheating. Was fucking my ass with a dildo cheating? Or sucking a plastic cock and wishing it was real, cheating? I suppose I cheated on her in her mind, but I never had.

Then it dawned on me, why even bring that up? What does that even have to do with this?

Then it hit me who these women were. They were the ones in the restaurant. The ones I flipped off. I knew who they were, but I didn't know what their game was. It didn't matter; I was having fun. The humiliation was making me more aroused than I'd ever been. So, I played along.

Clover opened the glass shower door. Lined up on the shelf was a wide range of personal care items: shaving cream, razors, bath soap, and lotion, all feminine products.

As I stepped into the steaming shower, Clover said, "Shave every inch of that body. It must be smooth, like a woman's. Women go through this, Danni with an I, to look good for their men. They shave, pluck, and keep their bodies trim and slim to look good; still, their men cheat on them. They spread their legs, suck their man's cock, and do all sorts of dirty nasty things, and still, their man needs more."

On the bottom shelf, tucked behind a hand towel, was a pink vibrator. Both of us noticed it at the same time. "Start washing, asshole. You know, the only way I've ever had an orgasm?"

I grabbed the bath sponge, squeezed some flowery-smelling body soap onto it, and washed.

Clover watched and talked. "I never had a guy please me. Never once. I spent every waking moment making myself look good. Spending thousands on products like these. Did a guy ever eat my pussy? No! Did one of my rich husbands ever please me with their tiny cocks? No!"

I finished washing and slathered my legs with the fragrant shaving cream in a pink can. I shaved the hair off both legs. As the hair came off, I admired my smooth, feminine legs and craved the vibrator stretching my asshole.

"No, I had to use one of these little gals." She grabbed the vibrator.  "Seems Raya has the same problem. It seems Raya likes it up the ass too. This thing's for anal pleasure." Clover turned it on. The pink tip of the vibrator thrust and swelled.

"My second husband used to fuck me in the ass. But did it please him? No, he wanted more. More dirty nasty things. What did I do? I did them for him. But did he please me? No. Not once. The things I do for my new husband. Fuck. The dirty nasty things. He's rich like the other ones. But I should be in charge."

I couldn't take my eyes off the vibrator. It was quick work to shave my chest; I wasn't that hairy.

I couldn't wait to slip into a pair of pantyhose and wanted to beg Clover to fuck me with the vibrator. I wasn't going to admit it, though. I didn't want these women to think I was gay or anything. As I lathered up my arms and face, I questioned myself, if I'm not gay, why do I fantasize about sucking cock? Getting fucked in the ass? Why did I enjoy it so much when I fucked myself with a dildo? Why was my cock throbbing with desire for Clover to fuck me with the vibrator?

I finished with my arms, then shaved my face, followed by my groin, and stepped out of the shower, dried, and wrapped the towel around my waist, hiding my still-hard cock. Clover set the vibrator down on the sink, still buzzing, grabbed the towel, yanked it off, and ran her hands over my legs, butt, arms, chest, and face.

She said, "Damn, Mr. Phoenix, you are smooth and soft. I can't believe how smooth and soft you are. Let's go and get you looking like a girl."

Clover turned the knob of the door, paused, then turned back toward me.

She said. "Those fucking girls are too timid. I'm going to show you what it's like to get fucked senseless. You need to learn what it's like to be humped by a guy who is only out for his needs."

I said, as my eyes locked onto the thrusting vibrator. "No way.  I'm not your toy."

Clover noticed what my attention was on, the vibrator. She said, "Bend over, grab your ankles."

I protested but didn't want to divulge my secret of having something up my ass. "This is outrageous. I am telling your boss, and then I'm leaving."

I said the words. But I'll be damned if I didn't bend over, ass in the air, and grab my ankles.

Clover said. "My. My. Danny with an I. Aren't you the submissive little bitch."

I said, "Listen, I'm merely assuring I get my money. I suppose that this could be considered part of the process."

This was a scam, and I'm not sure why they were playing this game. But I had to have that vibrator up my ass. Clover rummaged around the sink area, opening the medicine cabinet and under the sink before finding a bottle of lube.

As she lathered my asshole up, she raged on. "My new husband doesn't use lube when he fucks my ass. He told me it was my duty as a wife to take his cock. Take the pain, bitch. His cock is a tiny little pecker like yours, bitch. So, it's not so painful."

When she called me a bitch, my cock throbbed. She put the tip of the pulsing vibrator between my butt cheeks. She wiggled and twisted it. The motor forced the end into my loosening hole.

"He spanks my ass as he fucks me. Telling me what a lying cunt I was. Just because I look at another guy."

Clover smacked my ass as she forced the vibrator deeper into my ass.

I grimaced. Put my hands on her wrists, trying to slow her down. "Oh, fuck. Take it easy."

Clover smacked my hands away and told me. "Grab your ankles and take it bitch. Take it bitch is what he tells me. He fucks me and spanks me till I'm sore. I can hardly walk afterward."

I grabbed my ankles. I grimaced as her thrusts became more insistent. Once it slipped in, the vibrator did the work, thrusting and swelling against my prostrate. Clover held the end so that it stayed deep in my ass. My cock throbbed and dribbled precum. I was close to shooting a gallon cum.

Clover lectured me as the vibrator tore my asshole up. "I take his cock. Take his friend's cocks. But did they ever think of me? Let me cum? No! I do dirty nasty things for him and all his friends. Maybe I should make him do dirty nasty things for my friends."

The vibrator brought me closer and closer to a hands-free orgasm as Clover continued her lecture. After five minutes of total bliss, she smacked my ass just as I was about to cum, and pulled the vibrator out. I wanted to beg her to put it back in.

She said. "No. You are going to suffer as I did, as we all did. Not being able to have an orgasm."

I followed Clover back to the bedroom, my ass tender. In the bedroom, the other two girls were arguing. Raya, the owner, designer, or whoever she was, seemed reluctant to proceed. I was confused about this whole thing. I wasn't confused about how badly I wanted this makeover even more than the money.

They both shut up when I entered.

Patty said. "Mr. Phoenix, Raya is worried that your cock, which is hard, is going to... well. As your contract states, you must go out on the town dressed and presenting as a woman. It would be best if you were... well, passable is the term I think is appropriate here. Though your cock is...." She laughed as she stared at it. "Laughably small, it could. Well, if you are at one of the places we intend to take you and get a hard-on, our entire photo shoot will be a waste."

I glanced down at my cock. Before I knew what I was saying, I said, "I can, well, you know. Take care of it before the shoot, before we go out before you dress me. So, you know it doesn't get hard."


Chapter 6

Patty

I laughed. "You want to jack off?" My sorority sisters were probably naive about who this guy was. I wasn't. I wondered if we'd gotten Danny wrong and his wife had left him for other reasons, like being unable to please her. I know why he was erect. Danny might not. Clover and Raya might not. I knew he was hard as a rock because he loved humiliation and wanted more. He wouldn't call the cops or back out, no matter how far I pushed things. Clover was all in, but Raya wasn't.

Clover hated men and was blinded by any legal consequences. In her mind, Clover thought he was getting hard because of her beauty queen body, or she hoped.

Raya was mad at men but reluctant to follow this through, worried that this guy would at some point realize this was a scam and call the cops. I knew who this guy was: he was a sissy, a sissy crossdresser waiting to happen. Raya thought Danny Phoenix was a pervert and didn't want to follow through. She wanted out. I was having fun, and as I looked at Clover, she was having the time of her life. 

Danny said, "Well, I could. I mean just to, you know, help you out."

I focused on Danny's cock. "How many fingers do you use when you jack off? God, I've had cock before, but nothing that small? How about you, Clover?"

"Never. I have never seen anything so small. Kind of worthless to women. I've never seen a guy jack off before. No! I say we make this fucker suffer as we all do. Suffer getting fucked without ever having the pleasure of having an orgasm. No, I say let him suffer."

Raya took a deep breath and glanced at Clover, me, and Danny. She glanced down at his cock as a healthy dose of precum dripped.

Raya turned her head and kept with the script. "I'm not putting this guy in my designs unless we get the cock thing under control. Get me when he's ready." She turned and left the room. That wasn't part of the script, but Clover and I didn't need her to teach this guy a lesson. That lesson, I suspect, was going to be as arousing and fulfilling for him as it would be for us.

I said, "Go ahead. Jack off."

Danny said, "Here?"

"Yes, here. While we watch and film."

Clover protested. I whispered in her ear. "Let him jack off and film it. Nothing is more humiliating for men than to jack off in front of women."

Clover was mad. She wanted him to suffer. But the plan was a good one. So, she grabbed her camera and started filming.

"Well, go on. Do you want to claim your prize?" I suspected that the prize this sissy wanted was to be dressed as a woman for the first time, at least as much as he wanted the money.

"I... I... Don't know about this." He peeked at Clover's tits, most of which were exposed to him as she kneeled to film.  

"If you want to leave, I'll tell Raya that this isn't working out. But she will not dress you in her clothes unless we get your cock under control. If you don't, you will violate your contractual obligation, and the fifty thousand dollars... well, we'll find a real woman."

He spat on his hand and stroked it. 

Clover laughed. "Oh fuck, I can't believe you're doing this right before us. You faggot. You sissy bitch. Turn a little to the side, faggot. I want to get a good shot of how tiny your cock is. And you treated your wife like your trophy. Did you do it because your cock is so fucking small? Danni with an I. She can do better than you, for sure. I bet she's got a big fat cock pounding her pussy, right now."

Clover's anger and resentment toward men poured out of her for the two minutes it took Danny to shoot his load all over the hardwood floor.

I laughed. "You going to leave that mess on the floor?"

He looked for a towel but latched onto the box of tissues on Raya's vanity table.

I took things to a new level. If I could get him to lick up his cum, I know he'd do anything I asked. "Lick it up, sissy."

Danny

"What? This is outrageous. What does licking up my cum have to do with presenting as a woman?" Even as I said it, I wanted to do it. I'd never tasted cum before.

Clover said as I stared at the puddle of cum drying on the floor. "What do you think men want us to do? They want us to lick up their cum. Swallow it. Do dirty nasty things for them. Do this. Do that. And what do they do? Ignore us, cheat on us, and want us to do more dirty things to please their perverted desires. Lick it up."

Patty didn't say a word. Clover returned to filming me as I fell to my knees and licked it up.

Patty said, "Perfect, Mr. Phoenix. Time for the makeover. Wait a second." She walked to the bed and grabbed one of the pink butt plugs bejeweled at the end. She forced my head down. I was surprisingly compliant. As she forced me down, I slipped into a fantasy. That Lucy accepted me for who I was and turned me into her sissy cuckold. As Patty slid the lubed-up steel into my ass, it felt wonderful, like my ass was made for it. 

Patty patted me on the ass and said. "Keep it in. To be a real woman, you have to... well, get fucked. Maybe we can pop your cherry tonight. Huh?"

"This is outrageous. I will not do any such thing. But, I will allow you to do the makeover."

Patty guided me to the vanity table. She went to work as my milky fluid slid down my throat, and the butt plug stretched my tight hole. She plucked and shaped my eyebrows.

I said, "I'm just curious. You know what women go through. As Clover said, they go through a lot. Can you tell me what you're doing? Makeup wise."

Patty chuckled, and as she worked, she explained the process. She finished my eyes, then onto my face. Then my lips and finished with a blonde wig.

"Let me see," I said, maybe too excited and eager to maintain my facade of being reluctant at cross-dressing. I wanted to see the new me, but Patty refused.

Patty laughed. "My Danny, aren't you eager? We have to finish everything. But damn, if you're going to be one sexy girl."

When Patty's hands skimmed over my smooth ass, they seemed to sear my flesh. On the bed was a collection of women's clothes. Patty started with a gauze tube, slipped it over my cock, then, with a piece of tape she, tucked my cock back. Before she handed me a pair of panties, she grabbed a vibrator and the remote. She bent me over, pulled the butt plug out, and the plastic cock slid into my ass.

Patty said, "My Danni with an I, your ass seems quite loose."

Clover's intrusion and the butt plug had loosened things up nicely. There was no more reluctance or effort to hide my desire to be dressed as a woman or fucked like a woman. I slid the panties on, then the pantyhose, the bra, the corset, and two small breast inserts. With the plastic cock in my ass and dressed as a woman, I felt for the first time in my life that I was who I was supposed to be. I wanted to see the new me. So bad. I wished Lucy would have accepted me.

Patty picked out a black, tight, flared club dress. I shimmied into it, and surprisingly it fit. Both ladies' mouths fell open, their eyes ready to pop out of their skulls.

Clover said, "Fuck I'm jealous. You look good, girlfriend." She smacked Patty on the shoulder.

I said, "Can I see?"

Patty handed me a pair of heels. "Put these on first. Try to walk on them."

Clover said. "Keeping your ass cheeks pinched with the dildo in your ass will make you walk sexy. Trust me."

I didn't admit it, but I'd wear my wife's heels and walk around with a pair of her panties, hose, and a butt plug up my ass and nothing else around the house when she wasn't home. So I was confident I could.

I slid the heels on, and surprisingly they fit. I didn't know how I looked, but I looked good from the ladies' expressions. Patty grabbed my elbow and said, "It is hard to walk on heels for the first time."

I shook off her help. "I can do it." I wondered if I was revealing too much by the statement. I didn't care.

I swayed to the full-length mirror, and my jaw dropped. I was fucking gorgeous. Confident and ready, I said. "Let's do this."


Chapter 7

Raya

When Clover, Patty, and Danny entered the living room, Danny walked funny like he'd been well fucked. What the hell had gone on back there? I couldn't believe the transformation.

By now, I expected Mr. Phoenix to have backed out, infuriated at being emasculated. What kind of guy would go through this? Being forced to strip naked, shave, and be treated like shit. Why does he put up with this? It's got to be that he needs the money. Or was Patty right? Was this guy going to be eating out of our hands by the end of this? I considered my last romance and all the dirty perverted things I did to please the bastard, and he still cheated on me. He cheated on me, time and time again, and didn't even hide it. I knew it. I didn't admit it to myself, but I knew it and still spread my legs for him whenever he wanted.

I returned my attention to Danny. He was stunning. His eyes sparkled, he had a broad, satisfied grin, and he seemed comfortable dressed as a woman. His sky-blue eyes were full of sex, pure need, and desire. He no longer carried any hint of masculinity. It was all feminine. Danny, once a guy, was no longer recognizable as a guy. Danny-with-an-I's body and face would drive men wild. I was jealous.

Clover laughed. "Are you catching flies?"

I realized my mouth was gaping open. I closed it. I got back on script. "You look good, Mr. Phoenix. To ensure that your mind is in the role, we need to call you Ms. Phoenix from now on."

Ms. Phoenix said, "Let's go. I'm ready to go out." I was surprised at how feminine her or his voice sounded. Danny had a somewhat feminine voice before, but now he talked more femininely than before, like he'd been practicing.

Clover said, "Let's go. 

Danni, the girl, waited as we all slipped into the club dresses we had planned on wearing. Patty called the rideshare driver. Clover, Danni, and I slid into the backseat with Patty in the front seat. Twenty minutes later, we arrived at where all this started The New York Pulse.

The waiter, a tall, slender college-aged black guy, escorted us to our reserved table, pulled the chair out for Danni, and ghosted the rest of us girls, the real girls.

Danni

We arrived at the restaurant where Lucy, my wife, dumped me. For what? Because I liked dressing as a woman? There was more to it, I'm sure. We hadn't had sex in at least a year. Mainly because of me, I suppose. I'd grown more and more infatuated with all things anal and less and less about all things vaginal.

The waiter's eyes were all over me, and when we got to the table, he pulled out my chair, ignoring the other three. I loved it. I flirted with him for a few minutes. Then he excused himself without taking our drink orders.

We chatted for a few minutes. Girl talk. I was surprised how easily I fell into talking about cock. The waiter didn't return, but John did. The owner, John fucking Gasper. The fucking pig that was now fucking my wife. Fucker.

He leaned on the table and commenced to flirt with me. Fucker. Not only was he fucking my wife, but he fully intended to cheat on her again. I touched his masculine hand. I batted my eyelashes and gave him a bold sweeping gaze. He held my gaze.

His body was thick with muscle, radiating a raw and primal passion for me. His eyes blinked hot with desire, not for the girls with me, but for me. I was proud. I was happy. I wanted him. I wanted to get even with Lucy. I wanted to show her what a cheating liar this guy was. Maybe suck his cock. Let him fuck my ass. Then what? Tell Lucy that I fucked her friend? Or lover? I don't care. I just had to get him alone. But how? That was the only question.

John said to me, ignoring the other ladies. "I'm John. What would you like to drink, honey?"

"Oh, what do you recommend," I said, still caressing his hands.

"Oh, are you out to have a good time tonight? If you are, then I recommend red wine. Nothing like it to get the libido running full steam."

Pleasure pulsed in my veins, and I could feel my cock pressure the tape holding it tucked up tight. Then something happened. The butt plug began to vibrate. I nearly slid under the table.

Patty laughed. "Are you okay, Danni? Do you need your medication?"

I didn't answer. The only thought I had was having Gasper's cock move inside me. Inside my mouth. Inside my ass. I wondered how I would keep his roaming hands away from my cock. My gaze dropped to his groin. I had only one desire at that moment, reach out and grab his manhood with my hands, feeling the hardness rise in him.

"Oh my, I think my libido is already running full steam. I'm only lacking one thing."

He smiled and wet my lips with my tongue.

Raya said. "Oh, holy fuck, why don't you two get a room."

John smirked at Raya. Then said, "As it happens, I have a room nearby. Maybe you can excuse yourself for a few minutes, and we can check it out."

Patty said. "That's a great idea, Danni. But, before you go, don't forget to take your medication."

Patty handed me a blue pill. I knew what it was, and I wanted to refuse. But I was worried these three crazy ladies would spoil my fun. I snatched it out of her hand and popped it into my mouth.

John said, "Medication?"

Patty shifted gears like the expert at deception I was beginning to realize she was. She said, "I'm her therapist, and this might be a good occasion to show self-control. Our dear friend here is a nymphomaniac. She just got out of a treatment center for her sexual addiction. Her pills are supposed to keep her thirst under control."

An amused smile played across John's face as his eyes blazed with the possibilities.

Patty said, "Well, go on but behave yourself. Maintain control. Prove to yourself your not the slut that got you put into treatment."

John's eyes were hungry, hungry to use me as his slut. He didn't care about the consequences. He didn't care about his business. He was eager with a wild need to get freaky.

John said, "I suppose I might be able to oblige." John grabbed my hand, guided me to my feet, and led me through the restaurant to the back. We walked through the kitchen.

The staff jeered and teased.

One cook said. "Got one!"

Another waiter said. "Fuck the bitch."

A big fat cook said. "Let me know when you're done. I get sloppy seconds."

A female waitress said. "Fucking tramp. You guys are pigs."

John told Jessica, the female waitress. "Cover the tables, Jessica. I have a special project to take care of back here."

The woman stormed off, mad as hell. I wondered if I'd bit off more than I could chew. I wanted to suck a cock, and teach Lucy a lesson about who her boyfriend was. I laughed; Gasper thought I was a girl. But what if he wants to fuck me? Then what? Maybe I should tell him and storm off. That would embarrass this philanderer.


Chapter 8

Danni

Jessica turned and headed out of the kitchen, mumbling and angry. John guided me into his office, where his teasing and pleasantries ended. "So, you a nympho, huh? And your hiding that little piece of meat that wouldn't please anyone under that skirt."

What was I going to do now? Tell him I have a cock? Admit it? Then what? Tell him I'm Lucy's husband? The woman he's fucking? Then I thought about it, how did he even know I was a guy? Was it that obvious? How embarrassing was this? I thought I looked good, passable even. I was enjoying myself, but I wanted to run. Go home and bury my head in the pillows. Forget about the fifty thousand dollars. Forget about crossdressing and beg Lucy to take me back. Never crossdress again. On the other hand, I wanted to see what was so great about John Gasper's cock.

John said, "I see you're surprised. You walked into the wrong restaurant."

"How did you know? I... I... thought I looked good. I mean, like a woman."

He grabbed my hand, lifted it with reverence, and kissed it. "Oh, honey. Don't worry. You look as good as any woman I've ever had. And I'm going to fuck you like every other woman I've had."

He grabbed me by the chin and claimed my mouth with a savage kiss. God, it was terrific. I was his. His toy. There was no other need in me but to serve him. He pulled away. His eyes were dark with a savage lust to use me. "Lift that skirt and put your hands on the desk."

I hesitated, still trying to decide if I wanted out. My mind drifted to the public porn videos I'd become addicted to. This was a dream come true. But what about my cock?

John turned me around with his powerful arms and forced me down on the desk. He planted my hands on the desk, grabbed my panties by the waistband, and tore them off. Then he ripped the tuck tape off my cock.

"Owwww!" I screamed.

"What say I teach you a lesson? You want to be a woman. Let me show you what women crave. Secretly. Deep down, they want what I'm about to do to you. Spread those legs, whore, and let me show you what your wife was missing in your marriage."

There were cheers from the kitchen, and at least one of the guys banged a spatula against a pot. My cock stinging with pain, still managed to swell with desire. John pushed me harder down onto the desk. I was trapped. I wasn't sure what lesson Gasper wanted to teach me. It was entirely up to him, and though I was a little worried, I was all in.

I tried to rise. Protest. "I know you're fucking my wife, Gasper. I'm going to tell her what a pig you are. What a cheating pig you are. How you like men. You think she'll stay with you then?"

John pushed me down, pressing my face into the desk. I heard the jangle of his belt, the quick zip, and then the clatter of his pants dropping. "Tell your wife? She put me up to this, Lucy and your new girlfriends. You're going to be our little fucktoy. Got a problem with that?" His cock slid between my thighs, hitting my tender, excited balls. The thing was big. I realized why Lucy wanted him. I wanted him. 

I'd be lying if I said I wasn't worried or scared. But at the same time, I had a raw, wild need. To be fucked like a cheap slut. John removed the pressure from my head, lifted and turned me around. I glanced behind John, and the kitchen work had come to a halt. These guys watched like hungry savages, primitive in their desire to watch me get used. To watch John teach me a lesson. The fat chef smacked a wooden spatula on his palm.

John said, "Who do you think told me you'd be here, sissy? Lucy. I told Lucy not to marry you back in college. I told her she wouldn't ever get fucked as I fucked her. When I saw her with you, I told her she'd be better off making you her cuckold and letting me fuck her. While you carried her books around. She understands now, so do what sissy cuckold sluts do and swallow my cock. Get on your fucking knees whore. Where you belong."

I obeyed.

He grabbed the back of my head and pulled my lips into his cock. I wanted nothing more than to submit my mouth. I opened my mouth instinctively like I'd done this before. Like I had been a cock sucking whore my entire life. Maybe, I was, but this would be the first real cock I'd suck.

Not only did I want his cock in my mouth, but I wanted to submit every inch of my body for him to use as he saw fit. Submit to his power. To do as he pleased. To serve. To submit. Inches from my face, his cock throbbed with the masculinity I lacked. His strong hands gripped my head like I was his to use.

He pulled me into his cock. "That's right whore. Take my cock. Show us all what a good little whore you are."

I hesitated.  What was I doing? This had gone from a way to pay my mortgage to be on my knees in... a restaurant with the guy my wife's fucking. As emasculating as this experience was, being degraded made my cock twitch with a passion I had never experienced before. I wanted to please him, to be used by him, and for the men in the kitchen to watch me get disgraced.

I thought back to all the dildos I'd practiced on and all the videos I'd watched of women sucking men's cocks, and I swirled my tongue around his head, teasing him. I looked up at him, my eyes full of need, my throat hot with shame and a desire to feel his head inside it. This was my first real cock, right in front of my face. I ran my tongue from the base to his tip, giving me control. He was putty in my hands.

Looking at him with hunger, I said, "I want this. Please shoot your load down my throat. I want you to breed me. I want you to use me like the desperate cock sucker I am."

Just as I was getting comfortable in control, I lost control. The remote  vibrator sped up a notch, and John grabbed the back of my head and drove his cock into my mouth with a primal fierceness that made me gag. As he thrust his hips forward and then back. I was helpless, my back against the desk. His massive body blocked any escape. It was then that I understood what Clover had been talking about. Any concern for my pleasure played no part in this. I was his, his to use as he pleased.

I was being used more roughly than I had ever thought possible. I'd seen it thousands of times in porn videos. But experiencing the savage assault on my mouth and throat was... fantastic, and it took all my concentration to keep from gagging. My head smacked against the desk with each of his furious thrusts forward. My throat began to ache from the constant pressure.

I took it, wanting to be John's little slut, his cum slut. I wanted his cum. I wanted nothing more than to walk back into the restaurant with a gallon of cum sliding down my throat and let the public wonder what I'd been doing in the back.

The workers cheered and encouraged John to fuck my face harder and faster.

"Face fuck the slut, John." John acknowledged the request by gripping my head tighter and forcing his cock in deeper. I didn't think it was possible. But with his next thrust, his large, drooping balls slapped against my chin. My eyes watered, and I struggled to breathe. I gasped. 

"Harder." One of his kitchen crew shouted. John pulled back and drove his hips into my face, pulled out and back in harder and faster.

"Make her choke." John held my head and pushed his thick cock into my throat until I gagged. Then he held it there until an explosive burst of pleasure erupted into my throat. I couldn't swallow it all. Some of his special gift to me, a milky-white fluid, dribbled out of my mouth and down my chin.

John had me stand, wiped his cock on my torn panties, patted me on the ass, and sent me on my way. "I'll keep these as a souvenir."

My cock was hard as a rock, no longer tucked, and the butt plug was buzzing away, and the little blue pills were kicking in. I was horny as fuck, but suffering was a long shot away from what I was experiencing.

I walked toward the kitchen exit; thankfully, the flared skirt hid my erection. I suspected the secret under my dress would be out if my cock had been more than three inches long.

I stepped out of the kitchen, and Lucy and Clover waited.


Chapter 9

Danni

Clover said with a relaxed smile. "Our little cumslut looks a little worn out, huh Lucy. While you were getting used, Patty introduced us to your wife. It seems I had you all wrong. Look at you. You're a mess. We did all that work on your makeup, and you ruined it."

I expected Lucy to be angry and disappointed, but she had a sparkle in her eyes and a grin that conveyed some secret knowledge. Like she'd known all along, or at least part of the time. Isn't that what John had said? I didn't believe him. Of course, I didn't have time to think about it, with his cock ravaging my face.

Behind me, the staff was jeering and calling me. "Hey, you're not done bitch. Come to Daddy." 

I tried to come up with an explanation. Some excuse why I was dressed as a woman, why I had cum dripping out of my mouth. There was none. So, I went with my original plan. "John's a pig, Lucy. He'll even fuck a guy. That's the kind of man you want. I..."

I started to tell her that I was the guy she wanted. That it was me that would make her happy. But, as I thought about what I was going to say, it sounded ridiculous. What were her choices? A guy who dresses like a woman, or a guy who would fuck a guy that dresses like a woman?

Lucy laughed. "I concluded; I like both of you. I love you, Danny. Love that you wait on me hand and foot, that we are good friends. But, I missed John's big cock giving me the pleasure you can't. So, I've decided to take you back with conditions."

"What, anything? I'll do anything for you."

Clover laughed. "I need a man like this. A little sissy bitch. I can't believe it. All this time, I thought I was... but you enjoyed it,  Danny, with an I."

More jeers from the kitchen. Lucy said, "Finish what you started, slut. Get back in there and help John with his employee rewards program." 

"Yeah!" Three voices in chorus said.

"Lucy? What got over you?" Lucy had changed. I'd fantasized about Lucy becoming more dominant, but I hadn't realized what that could mean.

"I had a long chat with Patty. If you want to come back, prove to me that you're going to be my little slut. Do as I say, and you can dress as a woman all day if you want."

I turned my head. The fat cook had a look in his eyes, a raw need, brutal with a desire to fuck the male out of me. The other cook was all man, hot, hard, and exquisite. The waiter licked his lips, and I sensed danger under his calm exterior. My pulse raced, and my palms dampened at the thought of submitting to these men. But what would Lucy think of me? If her husband took on three guys. Was this a trick?

Lucy said. "Choose. But choose quickly. Be my sissy, or we end things here and now. Being my sissy means doing anything I ask."

Truth was. I always wanted to do a gangbang. I turned back to the kitchen, Clover and Lucy at my heels. Clover filmed as Lucy blocked the door with her back.

John said, "Make it quick, gentleman. I've got a restaurant to run here."

I stood, hands at my sides, wondering what to do. The fat cook grabbed me by the arm, pulled me toward a stool next to the cutting board, and pushed my head down, exposing my ass and balls to all.

Lucy yanked the butt plug out and said. "Gentleman, my husband wants to be a girl. Give him a lesson on what a woman should do for her men."

With his thick, fat thumb and forefinger, the fat cook opened up my anal cavity. He slipped a slimy finger into it. Where had he gotten the lube? Lucy had a small bottle of lube in her hands. All my fear and shame were gone in an instant. The cook inserted a second finger and spread his finger in as wide a V as he could, opening me up. I grimaced and felt violated.

As the fat cook probed my sissy hole, the waiter attended to my mouth hanging over the other end of the stool. The waiter pried my lips apart and shoved a finger into them.

As the waiter and fat cook worked at both ends, Lucy grabbed my cock, stroking it. Three fingers or four were in my ass, stroking, rubbing, and opening me up.

Lucy said, "You wanted to be a woman? You chose to watch gangbang porn instead of pleasing me, so now you get your wish. When I move back in from now on, the only porn you'll be jacking off to is the porn I make of you. Understood?"

I answered, but with three fingers fucking my mouth, it wasn't understandable, I'm sure. As Lucy stroked my cock it dripped with need. A need to release my excitement. I craved their cocks, all three of them.

The cook let out a gasp of air and fumbled with his pants. The fat cook slapped my ass, making a satisfied grunt; he enjoyed what he was looking at. The cook shimmied and adjusted his hips until his fat cock lined up with my hole. He pushed his thick cock into me. He paused, then jammed it in another inch. He paused and thrust until it was deep inside me.

The waiter removed his fingers and dangled his cock in my face. The fat cook pulled his cock out, grabbing my hips for what I suspected would be a full-on assault on my ass. The waiter lifted my chin and forced his cock passed my lips and into my mouth. I gagged.

Lucy said. "No fucking choking. I never choked on your cock, faggot." Lucy laughed, tugging at my quivering cock. "It's so fucking small."

Lucy pushed me down further, and the cook pulled me back, forcing me to take more of his engorged flesh.

The waiter got into a rhythm and was now skull fucking the crap out of my face. Stars appeared before my eyes as the heat of passion grew. As Lucy stroked my cock, the cook ravaged my ass, and the waiter ruined my mouth. I realized Lucy was no longer just my wife, but she owned me. I was her slave, and I couldn't be happier.

As the cook's efforts became even more vicious, the stool bounced and wobbled. If my mouth weren't full of the waiter's cock I would be screaming now. Screaming in sheer joy. I wanted to please Lucy, show her I'd be a good slut. So, I got my hips in rhythm with the fat cook's hips.

The cook was relentless. The waiter was savage. Lucy's fingers glided over my cock.

The cook rammed his cock in once more, out again, and back in a second time. Then a third. On the third time, I felt his warm sperm explode inside me. As the warm, milky seed slithered down my thigh, my body jerked, my toes curled, and my back arched as I shot my load. Immediately, my ass became tender and tight. I wanted to stop, rest and end this.

Lucy continued to stroke my cock, as the fat cook wiped his cock off on my ass. I tried to stop Lucy from jacking me off. She pushed my hand away. "You're not done yet, whore." She said to the other cook.  "Get over here. Take this ass while it's still tender."

Another cock lined up with my raw hole. He pushed, thrust, and wiggled. But my hole tender hole was fighting against it. Lucy smacked my ass, "Loosen up, whore, and take it. You wanted to be a woman. Watch gangbang porn. So now you get to know what those girls go through. Take it."

The other cook's cock was fatter, longer, and with my tender ass, struggled to penetrate.

Lucy smacked my ass again. "Take it! Lossen up, or we'll be here all night."

Clover's camera zoomed in on the facefucking I was taking. John took his turn and smacked my ass even harder. "I've got a restaurant to run, sissy. Take it. This is your new life. As our bitch."

Clover said, "Oh my, you're going to love jacking off to yourself getting facefucked, spanked, and fucked. Loosen that ass up, whore."

The waiter stopped face fucking me and pulled his cock out just as my ass loosened up slightly, allowing the cook's cock to slide in an inch. The waiter jacked off until a raw, hot, milky fluid splattered my face.

Clover still filming said. "Now that's a money shot!"

I couldn't wait to watch it. That thought loosened my ass up, and I felt the other cook's cock slip passed my tight opening and deep into my ass. My ass tightened around his throbbing, hot rod. I was dizzy with passion from the intrusion that pulsed in my ass.

He pounded my ass, pressing harder and deeper with each thrust, filling me with his cock. In less than a minute, the other cook growled and cried out in pleasure, bursting his dirty seed into my ass. He pulled out.

Lucy guided me to my feet. My limbs were heavy. I wanted to sit down and rest. But I wondered if, with the pounding I had just taken if I'd be standing for a week.

Lucy said, "That's all your good for, whore. Now, let's go home."

In my exhausted yet blissful state of mind. I agreed with Lucy. The staff returned to a hurried sense of urgency, getting caught up on the time lost fucking me.

Clover told Lucy, "I'll send you a copy of everything, but I plan on keeping a copy for myself—a memento."

With cum drying on my face, cum of two real men dribbling out of my ass, down my thighs, I wondered how I'd get out of here. John opened the backdoor. Right outside was Lucy's car. We got in and drove home.

Once home, Lucy opened the door for me and said. "Things are going to be better in our marriage. You get what you want, as long as I get what I want: a big fucking cock and a sissy cuckold husband." 

Hearing those words and having Lucy back home was music to my ears. I had never been happier in my life.

The End
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