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VALENTINE’S DAY SURPRISE









CHAPTER
1


 


I
peered through the steam in the post-shower bathroom to see my wife, Julie,
drying herself off. 


Since her recent weight loss, she was truly the
picture of health. A strong, beautiful woman in her prime, with a slim waist
balanced by shapely hips and big, rounded breasts. Her arms and legs were fully
toned from her sessions at the gym, and her curly blonde hair was thick and
full and silky, reaching down to the level of her nipples. 


Even in the twelve years we’d been married, she’d
managed to become even sexier as time wore on. No matter her weight, she was
the most beautiful woman on earth for me.


Julie caught me admiring her naked body. Her lips
curved up into a telling smile.


“I won’t be out for long,” she said. “Today’s
just my swim day. But I want you to shave and wear the dress I’ve laid out for
you, Chrissy. Got it?”


I nodded. “I’ll be waiting for you, Julie,” I
said in my cute, feminine voice.


I was excited to see what was in store for me
when my sexy wife got home. 


Chris was my real name; Chrissy was my sissy
name, coined by Julie herself. Part of me couldn’t believe that only two months
ago I’d been keeping a precious part of my identity a secret. Having the status
of a closet sissy had lost its thrill too quickly — having to wait until Julie
was out to wear her panties and clothes and searching online for some
short-term fun would often leave me feeling terrified that one day she’d find
out and realize what a loser of a husband I really was. Since I was convinced
she was smart enough to figure it out sooner or later, one day I drank a bit of
liquid courage and sat her down and confessed everything.  


I’m happy to report that it was the best decision
I’d ever made.


I’d been looking for nothing more than
acceptance, but Julie seemed genuinely enthusiastic about the idea of having a
meek, girly, submissive sissy for a husband. My wife was a natural leader and
very strong-willed, whether it was at work or with her friends or with me, and
her dominant personality now grew tenfold in the bedroom. We soon discovered we
loved pretending we were lesbian lovers; she was the powerful, possessive
female partner, while I was the innocent, vulnerable one who naively attracted
the lust of many alpha men. 


Sometimes, the only thing I regretted was waiting
so long to tell my wife. Yes, we were taking things slowly, but I was more than
okay with that. The bottom line was that outing myself and embracing my
sissyhood had put a much-needed spark back to our marriage, believe it or not.


In fact, if I could say so myself...we had the
perfect marriage, owing mostly to my perfect and understanding wife. And with
Valentine’s Day coming up this weekend, I was ecstatic to experience my first
‘official’ romantic evening with her as a sissy!


As soon as I heard the click of the front door
locking, I rushed to the bedroom to see what my wife had chosen for me to wear
for tonight. It was a new pink nightgown, a sweet little silk thing that would
look beautiful on me. Julie typically came back from her gym sessions within an
hour or so — I didn’t have much time to get ready. 


I took a shower and carefully shaved off my body
hair, including my armpits, sack, and ass. Then I made sure to moisturize,
applying a thick layer of strawberry body butter all over. I loved how soft and
feminine my skin felt after. The nightgown slipped on like a dream. I sashayed
in front of the mirror, watching the silk fabric flow up and down, revealing
patches of the smooth skin on my thighs. 


Julie and I in fact had both embarked on weight
loss journeys together; but while her body blossomed into a sexy, toned female
physique at the gym, I’d secretly made sure I lost muscle and just got kind of
skinny instead. All that had paid off too.


I lay down seductively on our bed and watched a
little TV while I waited for Julie to come back home.


More than an hour and a half passed by, but there
was no Julie. 


I frowned, wondering what was taking her so long.
Maybe she hadn’t noticed the time flying by while she was enjoying her swim. I
turned my mind back to the show I was watching, but it drifted away again to
what she could have been doing in the gym. 


To keep up with her maintenance, she went to the
gym six days a week now, and I had no doubt there were plenty of alpha males at
the gym who were trying to pick her up as she sweated and showed off her
amazing body during every workout. Males who looked and acted like real men,
unlike me.


But I wasn’t really worried about any of that
because I knew she only had eyes for her cute sissy lover, but more than that,
I trusted her. 


She was probably caught up in some unexpected
traffic. 


Even though I’d convinced myself it was nothing
to be anxious about, her absence was becoming excruciatingly noticeable as each
minute ticked by. An hour and a half turned into two hours, which swiftly
turned into three. And I was becoming increasingly restless.


Was she okay?


“I’m home, honey!” The voice of my wife from the
living room was like music to my ears.


Sighing with relief, I jumped up from the bed and
quickly put on a smudge of red lipstick. I rubbed my lips together so that the
color was left behind like a stain — a pretty lip technique that Julie had
taught me. Then I leapt onto our bed again and lay my arms above my head so my
figure would look much more elegant and feminine. 


“My sweet Chrissy, I have something for you!”
Julie announced as she entered our room. Her wet hair, fresh from the swim,
swayed and glistened under the dim bedroom lights. 


My eyes widened and rested on the gift-wrapped
box in her arms. It was wrapped in red floral wrapping paper and had a big bow
on it.


“I’m sorry I took so much time, honey,” Julie
said, smiling. “I just wanted your gift to be perfect.”


“You didn’t have to!” I protested and giggled.
“What is it?”


“A surprise for Valentine’s Day,” she said
coolly. “Now, you can’t open it until Sunday evening, not for even a peek. I’m
going to put it under the bed.”


“A surprise!” I said, watching her bend over and
carefully place the box beneath the bed.


“I’ll be at the office a little late on
Valentine’s Day,” she added. “You know how it is with Greg.” She made a
face. 


Greg was Julie’s boss at her boutique consulting
firm. He had no concept of a personal life and was happy to wring out as many
hours as he could out of her, his most successful employee for years, rain or
shine. 


“Fuck him,” I said. “I just want it to be you and
me. It’s V-Day.”


Julie sighed. “I know, honey. But you know I
can’t do anything about it. Not right now, at least.”


I nodded. She was right. I’d been laid off due to
the pandemic more than six months ago, and my wife was now effectively sailing
the ship. It meant that she was forced to bend down to her boss’s every whim,
even though she hated him with all her guts. 


She was a real champ for doing everything she
could to keep us happy. 


I switched off the TV and turned around to see
Julie’s eyes on me. She looked horny.


“My sweet, innocent Chrissy,” she murmured. “Are
you ready for me to fuck you before you go to bed?”


“Fuck me hard, Julie,” I whispered innocently.
“With your monster cock.”


God, my wife knew exactly how to turn me
on. 


She stripped off her gym clothes until she was
naked again, and fetched her strap-on. She secured the black harness around her
hips and approached me slowly. The soft freckles on her face reminded me of a
panther. 


I whimpered in anticipation, my cock twitching as
I raised my legs up to the sky, knees very slightly bent. The pain and
humiliation of being violated never failed to entice me.


Julie lubed up her rubber dick and splurged more
of the lube onto her fingers. Then she started to finger and massage my
asshole. 


“Such a tight little pussy, Chrissy,” she cooed.
“Does it hurt?”


I nodded, gazing at her with helpless eyes. 


We kissed and moaned and fucked until we both
came.


She scooped up my seed from the bedsheet and
shoveled it into my mouth.


“Eat it,” she ordered. 


I did so obediently. 


“I need you to become a slut for me,” she said in
a contemplative tone. “I’d love to see you being ravaged and destroyed by a man
like the cumslut you truly are.”


“That would be so hot. You know that’s one of my
ultimate fantasies,” I said.


Julie got up, unbuckled her harness, and went to
the bathroom. As I waited for my turn, I thought about the hidden box under our
bed. 


How sweet of her to have gotten me a Valentine’s
Day gift. 


“Hey! Give me a hint,” I called out to her.
“What’s in the box?” 


Julie’s head popped out of the bathroom. She
smiled. “You’ll find out soon enough.”









CHAPTER
2


 


Before
I knew it, it was Sunday and I’d just finished prepping our Valentine’s Day
dinner. Our kitchen was smelling heavenly. A buttery French onion soup had been
made, a dark chocolate mousse pudding was settling in the fridge, and my
lemon-seasoned tilapia was ready to go in the oven. I had gone all out for
Julie because she truly deserved it. 


I had a quick shower and picked up the box she’d
laid out for me on our bed before she headed to work. I smiled, my cheeks
glowing with my wife’s love for me. 


I’d kind of figured out that my gift had to be a
dress, because Julie always chose what I wore as a sissy. Sweet, flimsy gowns,
frilly dresses that reminded us of dolls, and anything in pink were some of her
favorites. Tonight, though, she’d been surprisingly silent about what I was
supposed to wear for our romantic evening together. She’d just kissed me on the
cheek and gone out the door in a hurry, leaving behind a trail of very strong,
expensive-smelling floral perfume. 


I held my breath and knelt down on the floor,
preparing to unwrap my present. When I opened the box, though, I frowned.


I was right about it being a dress, but I’d
expected Julie to pick out another beautiful romantic dress, maybe one that was
long and graceful and flowing. Those innocent-looking outfits were what she
loved on me and when I felt my best as well — weirdly, they’d become a kind of
feminine comfort zone for me.


But staring up at me was the sluttiest
schoolgirl’s outfit I had ever seen. 


The dress — could you even call this a dress? —
was a tight little two-piece number, with a sleeveless white mesh top, a satin
collar, and a tie. The bottom was a red miniskirt, white lace at the hem,
billowing out and absolutely tiny.   


Alongside the dress, wrapped up in tissue paper, was
a pair of six-inch red heels.


I noticed a small card tucked into the corner of
the box. The message read:


“Chrissy, you’ll be transformed into an
utterly dirty slut for me tonight and you’re going to love it. Get dressed ASAP
and wait for me. This is going to be a Valentine’s Day you’ll never forget!”


I blushed thinking about wearing this too-sexy
outfit for my wife. So she wanted me to be a little sissy slut for her. I was
excited, sure, but I desperately wanted to impress her as well, especially
after all the thought she’d put into this. At first glance, the dress looked
way too tight for me and the day was obviously going to be spoiled if I
couldn’t even fit into it.


So I quickly went to work. I slipped on some
lingerie first: a bright red lace bra with matching panties. Then, saying a
little prayer, I wiggled the schoolgirl top through my arms and down my chest.
Miraculously, it fit. I stepped into the miniskirt and pulled it up. It settled
perfectly on my hips.  


Now I was fired up. I put on my makeup, red
lipstick and all, and carefully secured my favorite wavy wig in place. I
squeezed into the six-inch heels, and marveled at my reflection once it was all
done. I was sexy Chrissy, slutty and spicy and perfect. The outfit and the
heels made me want to twerk, and I tried doing it in front of the mirror for a
little practice.   


I had my hands on my knees and was perfecting my
twerk when the doorbell rang.


I froze. 


Julie always used her own key. So this very
obviously meant it wasn’t her. 


I tiptoed to our entryway — the best I could with
my heels on — and hesitated inches behind the front door. My body had gone
cold. All of a sudden I was intensely aware that I was a grown man dressed up
as a slutty schoolgirl. I couldn’t possibly answer the door looking like this…


Feeling awkward and embarrassed, I checked the
peephole. 


Standing on our doorway was a tall, well-dressed
man. He was wearing dark blue trousers, a button-down hidden beneath a
sweatshirt and an ash-colored pea coat. On one hand was a bouquet of roses, and
on the other, a bottle of wine. 


Could this be part of my wife’s surprise? Should
I even open the door?


Julie hadn’t told me about inviting anyone
tonight. 


For one absurd moment, I considered stripping off
my costume and wig before answering the door. But after all the effort I’d gone
into dressing up, there was no way I could take these off now. Besides, Julie
could be back at any minute, and I didn’t want to spoil her surprise.


He must be lost, I realized. Someone
out on a date on V-day and got the address wrong or something. 


That had to be it. 


I just had to endure two seconds of embarrassment
while I helped this guy out, and then he’d be on his merry way.


I turned the key and held my breath. My hands
were shaking. 


The moment I opened the door the man smiled
brightly.


“Hi, I’m Brandon,” he said.


“Hello, Brandon,” I said, hoping my voice sounded
feminine enough to him to keep up with my front. I only showed him my head,
trying desperately to hide the rest of my body behind the door. “Can I help
you?”


“Yes. Are you Chrissy?” he asked politely.


I almost choked in my own saliva. “Y-yes…” I
stuttered.


“Excellent. Thought I got the place wrong when
no-one came to the door for a while.” He grinned. “I’m Julie’s friend, by the
way. She was kind enough to extend an invitation for me tonight?”


Leave. Get out. Right now. 


“Oh,” I said softly. “Well. Come on in and make
yourself warm.”


The man strode into our house with an air of
confidence. He smelled of very fine cologne. 


“Let me get your coat,” I said. My voice was
quivering. “Uh, Julie should be back here soon.”


He shrugged off his coat and handed it to me. His
eyes darted to my see-through top, down to my exposed belly button, and back up
again. There was a glint in his eyes.


“And this is for you!” he said, handing over the
flowers and bottle of wine with a flourish. “Chrissy’s looking very pretty
tonight, might I add.”


“So very kind of you.” I smiled self-consciously
as I accepted his hostess gift and showed him to our living room. Then I
wobbled down the hallway to the kitchen to open the wine bottle and grab some
glasses.


Julie hadn’t told me anything about inviting a
friend over as part of our Valentine’s Day night together.


What exactly did she have up her sleeve?


Seeing as how this guy only looked slightly
amused and somewhat even intrigued at me being nearly naked and clearly a
sissy, I had a sinking feeling he was in on the plan. 


I hadn’t realized Julie had told anyone else
about my sissy nature. 


I had to admit, though, that Brandon was very
handsome. His youngish face and easy self-confidence was the kind of guy any
woman could appreciate — including my wife. I gulped.


I took my time opening the wine bottle, not quite
sure how to feel about these new developments. I took out three glasses and was
about to wobble back into the living room when I heard the front door click and
the surprised voice of my wife emanated from our entryway.


“Brandon! You’re here early,” I heard her say.
“Or am I late?”


“Nah. You’re right on time as always,” Brandon
said and gave a light-hearted laugh.


“Oh, that means you’ve met my charming husband
already?”


“I have! Thanks for inviting me once again.
Nothing more depressing than being single on Valentine’s day.”


“Don’t be silly, Brandon. It’s our pleasure.”


I listened to their back and forth and my wife’s
loud giggling, my heart beating so loudly inside my chest I was sure it was
going to explode. They were talking like old friends — no, if I was being
really honest there was an undercurrent of flirting going on. I imagined my
wife touching his arm nonchalantly, playing with her long curls, and batting
her eyelashes at him. I shivered. Julie was undeniably hot, and I’m sure her
‘friend’ had more than his fair share of dirty thoughts about her.


“Well, as I’m sure you’ve figured, my husband
wants nothing more than to be a woman,” I suddenly heard her say. “Our sex life
is pretty good, but we’re missing something, as you can see. Something big
and...hardy.”


“Only a real man would have one,” Brandon agreed.


“Yes, of course, which Chrissy definitely is
not,” Julie said with a scornful laugh. “Which is why I wanted to do something
really special for Valentine’s Day!” There was a dreadful pause. “Chrissy!
Where are you? Come back in here...don’t be shy.”


My legs moved like a robot against my will. Down
the corridor and into the living room, glasses and wine bottle in hand. My wife
was smiling like a Cheshire cat, her beautiful red lips on display. As much as
it hurt for me to admit, Brandon and her looked great together, just sitting
there and chatting like two healthy people who had great chemistry. There was
an odd rustling in my groin as I pondered over how that made me feel. I began
to pour the wine. 


“Chrissy, I want to introduce you to Brandon,”
Julie said in a lively tone, taking a delicate sip. “He and I met at the gym —
gosh was it months ago? I feel like I’ve known you for years! I don’t think I
could’ve got through a single workout without you. You’re somehow...very
motivating.” She turned to me and winked. “Anyway, I’ve arranged Brandon to
help me do a little training for you. See, the box wasn’t the real surprise!
Surprise!” She giggled. “Brandon’s more than happy to make one of your wildest
fantasies come true tonight.”


“A training?” I asked, cocking my head to the
side like an obedient puppy.  I’d plastered a fake smile on my face.


Julie patted on the side of the couch. “Come and
sit here, honey.”


Wine glass in hand, I sat down demurely, crossing
one leg in front of the other.  


“You see, Brandon, my sweet Chrissy wants nothing
more than to experience a real cock,” Julie said. “I’m sure she’s embarrassed
right now because it’s been one of her biggest secrets. And you know what, I’ve
thought about it, and it turns me the fuck on. I want to see her be the biggest
slut alive and be pleasured by a humongous cock in her ass.”


I blushed. It was true.


“To be honest, when you first told me about your
husband, I thought you were joking,” Brandon said, shaking his head. “But now I
can see you weren’t. You really do have a pathetic sissy husband, and I’m
sorry. I’m sure he would love my cock drilled up his tight little boy pussy,
though.”


Julie nudged me. 


“Y-yes,” I mumbled bashfully. “That would be a
dream.”


“I must say, both you ladies are looking very
fine tonight,” Brandon murmured. He took a big swig of wine, and called to my
wife to sit next to him. I noticed the huge size of his package bulging out of
his trousers.  Julie squeezed my hand, gave me a reassuring look, and went
to sit down next to Brandon. 


He reached forward, cupped my wife’s face with
one rough hand, and kissed her. Julie started moaning instantly. The squelching
of their lips was loud and heavy. There was a pit in my stomach as I realized
they were way too comfortable with each other. It was clear by the way they’d
been kissing it wasn’t the first time. Their tongues slobbered as they wavered
in and out, their breathing becoming even more ragged. He placed one hand on
Julie’s chest, searching for the breasts. 


The hair at the back of my neck prickled. There I
was, sitting in a slutty schoolgirl’s outfit, all but forgotten, as I watched
my wife being consumed by the lust of another man. 


It was revolting. Vile. Vulgar. 


And yet, I couldn’t look away. 


Julie removed her coat in one swift motion and
threw it to the floor. My mouth dropped open in shock. She wasn’t even wearing
the typical office clothes she’d worn earlier in the morning — I was pretty
sure it had been a fairly conservative blouse and long pencil skirt.


Now, she had on a tight, short miniskirt and a
slutty crop top that revealed a ton of underboob. 


My mind raced as I tried to process my wife’s new
character. Where had she gotten that outfit? 


Screw that. Where had she changed out
of her office clothes into this one?


Of course she had to have changed in the
office, I
thought. Did Greg, her boss, see my wife wearing that? Did she dress up for him?


There was a trickle of pressure building up in my
groin, I realized in alarm. 


I had never seen my wife so into another man, or
into sex with so much energy and personality. 


Brandon released the zipper on the back of my
wife’s crop top and out sprang her luscious boobs, looking as delicious as
ever. He stole a glance at me and winked before he began hungrily sucking on
her nipples.


This motherfucker is enjoying this, I thought, gritting my
teeth. 


And yet, I couldn’t complain. It had been so long
she had kissed a real man. I guess I couldn’t satisfy her like a real man
could.


The pressure continued to build in my
groin. 


“Chrissy, why don’t you service him while you’re
waiting?” my wife said. 


Feeling the strain in my panties, I lumbered
forward and unbuttoned his blue trousers, dragging the zipper down slowly.
Brandon was now looking at me hungrily. I knew I looked sexy in my miniskirt
and slut top. He pulled down his boxers and out sprang his cock, a big cock
that painfully spelled out who was the clear winner in the room. It was so much
bigger than mine and pulsing like an animal. I was in awe. 


“My Chrissy wants to taste this real big cock,
doesn’t she?” Julie whispered, gliding her hands up and down my back.


This had been my wildest fantasy for years. To
have another man’s cock in my mouth. 


“Go on, show him what a pathetic sissy you are,”
Julie said.


I reached forward and took my first taste of
cock. 









CHAPTER
3


 


I
took hold of Brandon’s thick, hard cock with one hand and directed my mouth
towards its velvety smooth head. My wife’s horny eyes were watching me
attentively. I glided my tongue along it — a tentative first lick. The skin
smelled of stale musk and a little sweat. I bravely licked again. 


“Mmmm. You like that, don’t you, my sissy boy?”
my wife murmured, ruffling the curls of my wig lovingly. “Now get it in a
little deeper.”


“Suck it, you freaking bitch,” Brandon added
rudely.


A strange thrill ran down my spine and my stomach
churned. The idea of giving a blowjob as a sissy had been one of my biggest
fantasies, and now that it was actually happening, I was in a daze. I was being
humiliated by my wife of twelve years, being made to suck the dick of a
stranger who I hadn’t known until today and was showing signs of being
suspiciously close to her. I was mortified, but being the true pathetic sissy I
was, my own penis was stiffening and straining inside my panties in response to
my own degradation. 


I spit on Brandon’s veiny shaft and ran my tongue
along it. I suckled on the head and stared into his eyes while doing it — I
wanted to show my wife I was loving it. Brandon moaned in response to my
teasing, and his cock swelled even more, as hard as a mountain rock. I devoured
a few more inches, forcing myself not to gag. I fell into a rhythm, sucking and
moaning, sliding my hands up and down his wet rod, speeding up for several
seconds and then slowing down to stop him from cumming.  


“Open wider, you sissy,” my wife cooed. 


“Jam it down your throat, you shameless sissy faggot,”
Brandon said. He was more than aroused now. His eyes were little slits and
devilish in their pleasure. 


I forced even more of his cock into my mouth. It
was dribbling precum, nasty, sticky strings of bitter phlegm that lodged
themselves deep in my throat and almost made me choke. And yet I kept up my
energy, fiercely determined to show off my determination at being a slut. I
could feel his cock throbbing and ballooning and threatening to explode.


“Hold it!” Julie screeched. “We don’t want him to
ejaculate yet, sweetie. We need him to last the whole night! Now sit back and
watch. This is how you become a slut.” She grabbed me by my naked hips and
pushed me towards the loveseat at the side of the couch. 


“Watch and learn, Chrissy,” she warned. “It’ll be
your turn soon.”


I watched my wife mount herself on Brandon’s huge
cock. The moment every inch entered her slippery canal she sighed loudly and
her eyes rolled in ecstasy. She began to thump up and down, her beautiful big
butt bouncing away on his lap. Brandon had a view of those pristine cheeks and
I knew he had to be enjoying it. As Julie’s breasts bounced she made eye
contact with me. Her nipples were puffy, fully erect, and there was a healthy
glow on her face.


“Oh, Brandon! Oh, Brandon!” she cried out. “This
feels sooo good. It’s been so long since I’ve had a man like you fuck me. Oooh
god unnnggghhhh!” Her moaning was becoming even louder and more helpless as she
lost herself to Brandon’s powerful fucking.


I was simply starstruck. I was only inches away
watching another man screwing my wife. He didn’t even care that I was there
because I wasn’t a man and I wasn’t a threat. My own penis betrayed what little
masculinity I had in me as it was perfectly erect and itching for
release. 


This was my fate.


“Tell me how much you’ve wanted this cock,
Julie,” Brandon urged, slapping her ass forcefully and increasing the speed of
his thrusting. 


“For the longest fucking time,” Julie huffed,
struggling to get the words out. “I had a little fun with my boss today, but
he’s too old and no use. It’s so hard being the wife of a sissy with the
smallest dick, Brandon. He simply can’t pleasure me like you can! Oh god! I
think I’m going to cum!”


She bucked her hips and cried so loudly I was
sure the neighbors could hear her. It was a full-body orgasm, something I’d
never seen her achieve in our twelve years of marriage. She fell onto the couch
cushions, shuddering and thrashing as she rode her long pleasure train. Then
she went silent. 


Amazingly, Brandon’s cock was still standing up
like a proud flagpole, waiting to be spent. The guy had the stamina of a bull.
He was sweating, though, and a manly odor was emanating from his groin. He
furrowed his brows at me. “Come on over, Chrissy, I want to see what you’re
made of. I bet your hole’s real tight.”


I walked over to the couch in my high heels,
trying to appear as confident as my wife had. I wanted to show them I was proud
to be a pathetic sissy slut. Brandon helped me remove my panties from under the
skirt and I removed the mesh top, revealing my red bra. I lowered my butt
slowly and noticed Julie watching me from the corner of my eyes. She had now
sat up and was  pleasuring herself. 


The moment the head breached my hole I realized I
was so incredibly tight. I wasn’t sure I could even handle this cock — but if I
couldn’t, the whole night would become a failure and all my wife’s plans
would’ve gone to waste. I concentrated hard, trying to balance myself on my
heels as I reached behind me and took hold of his pole. Then, holding my
breath, I pushed it in with all my might.


Brandon grabbed both my ass cheeks and helped
plumelled his cock into me. It pierced and stung and hurt and I gazed at my
wife with tears in my eyes as her lover fucked me. Brandon was grunting and
howling, making all these weird noises while he willfully violated me.


“You like it, don’t you, sissy faggot,” he
snarled. “Tell me what another man’s cock does to you.”


I rode his dick like a true, enviable slut and
begged, “I love it inside my tight ass. Fuck me harder, please!”


“Look how swollen your clitty is, Chrissy,” Julie
whispered, appearing by my side. “Do you want to cum with a man’s cock inside
you? You do? Mmmm. I don’t think you can last very long, I know you can’t, my
poor sissy husband.” She began rubbing my tiny dick, her long fingernails
scraping at my balls.


“No...no…” I pleaded. I knew I would explode the
moment she started milking me. 


Julie tenderly massaged my dick and my balls. I
willed myself not to cum even though I was desperately and hopelessly aroused.
My ass was destroyed and I wasn’t sure I’d be able to walk again, but I was
horny for even more, the pleasure overcoming the pain in waves. Then it
started. The pressure unfurled through my body like a tsunami wave, building
and building until I was totally overwhelmed. I wasn’t sure what I was saying
or what I was doing — it was like I had entered an alternate realm. I wanted to
scream but I couldn’t. It was the wildest orgasm I’d ever had.


At last, I was relieved and brought down to
earth.


The first thing I saw was the mess I’d made. My
cum was everywhere. Then Julie’s fingers were in my mouth and the familiar
taste of my cum hit my tongue. I swallowed eagerly.


I clambered to the floor and rolled over just as
I saw Brandon making a face, the loudest grunt escaping his mouth. 


“Prove to me that you’re a cumslut!” Julie yelled
in my ear, pushing my mouth towards his cock once again. “Show me how much you
want his cum, sissy boy!”


I had no time to think. Brandon’s bitter seed
went splat on my face. Ropes of cum ejected endlessly, landing on my eyes and
running down to my lips. Hot tears flowed through my cum-stained face as I
obediently suckled on Brandon’s cock to squeeze every last drop out. Then I
scooped up all the residues from my face and licked my fingers clean.


Julie came over with a paper towel and wiped my
mouth gently. “You did great!” she murmured, her eyes sparkling with happiness.


“Happy Valentine’s Day, honey,” I whispered. “It
was a great surprise.”


Julie held my hands and kissed me.


Brandon was wiping himself with a wad of paper
towels. Once he was done, he got up, zipped up his trousers and coughed
awkwardly.


“Don’t tell me you're leaving,”  my wife
cooed. “Chrissy here has prepared a lovely romantic dinner for us. She’d love
nothing more than to serve you, right, honey?” She stared at me, her lips
curved into a smile.


I nodded.


I was more than happy to do anything for my wife. 


Like I said, she really was perfect in every way
and I was very lucky to have her.
















 


THE END
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(Contains themes of: female
domination, sissy feminization, and BDSM humiliation.)


BLURB:


Everyone has secret
fetishes.


But how far would you
go to expose one?


Devon is a heartthrob and
serial heartbreaker. With his Herculean good looks and charming personality, he
can afford to be cocky—and he knows it.


He’s left behind a string
of crestfallen women whom he’d met on an dating app.


But he doesn’t care. Why should he?


Life’s about to change,
though, when he crosses paths with a stranger online—a seductive woman
with a sexy promise and a secret fetish.


He’s about to learn that
there’s more to a pretty girl than a pretty face and body...


Soon, Devon is going to
be transformed and feminized...and find himself wanting to do nothing
more than lose his own alpha status and masculinity. If you’re ready to
witness Devon turn into the pathetic sissy he really is...start reading
now! 
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This is a
never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story that will be exclusively
available to Rae’s newsletter subscribers. 


Grab it here!
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I think I was born to do this…


Nerdy college grad Alan has never quite outgrown his shy
dateless phase.


Desperate and craving for a change, he stumbles across
Miranda Klein, a secret and super exclusive styling service designed exactly
for shy guys like him. 


He’s prepared to jump through hoops for a chance at this once-in-a-lifetime
makeover. Who wouldn’t want to be a chick magnet?


Little does he know that he’s about to be feminized and
transformed into a sensuous beauty that seems to attract only the
big, the hard and the juicy...


If you’re ready to witness nerdy Alan get confronted by his
own sexy, dirty, feminine side for the very first time...start reading now!
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Feeling hot and
bothered? Get started reading now!
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It was just supposed to be a favor for my friend Kaylee. Putting
on makeup and dressing up in tight, sexy dresses for thousands to
see on her popular YouTube channel.


But now, funnily enough, I have a secret admirer. 


The thought of him worshipping my shy, feminine body
is making me more excited than it should.


I think he wants to meet me IRL, but I’m scared. Not
because I’m scared of who he could be, but because I’m afraid of what I
might do with him…


I’m desperate
to make the leap...but I know if I do there’s no turning back.
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Feeling hot and
bothered? Get started reading now!
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Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and
anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and
feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality
and self-identity.
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reading.
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