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Being alone day after day with my best friend’s wife was going to end up with their marriage falling apart. My intentions were tame at the start. But when Carley found a source of attention and validation that she could tap into, she started opening up about too many things that I really shouldn’t have been told. Greg acted like my best friend but there were too many inconsistencies nowadays for me to believe that lie.

Ever since Carley started coming to me with the struggles of their marriage, I’d lost any faith in Greg being a decent human being. That said, I could also read between the lines. She sometimes left out some parts that Greg confided in me about. And so it went, I pieced together some gnarly truths about my friends through what they both said and didn’t say in private.

Greg, the friend I’d known from childhood into my adult life, couldn't stand that I’d transitioned to a woman and kept my cock. He’d always been a little envious when word got out in our shared circle about my endowment. I wasn’t ashamed of my cock, it didn’t make me dysphoric. That wasn’t his judgment to pass, and it spoke deeply of his ignorance. What Carley didn’t know was that Greg absolutely used to have a crush on me when I was a feminine twink. Things only got worse when my transition went better than I could have ever dreamed of. I often caught him stealing long looks at my ass when I was dressed comfortably in my own home.

It was obvious that the relationship wasn’t solid. Greg’s shortcomings in their marriage seemed to stem from his failure to follow through with his intentions after he got home from work. On the weekends, he claimed to be too exhausted to take her out and do things. The normal excuses, the ones we used to talk about being full of shit back in the day when we were dreaming about our dream relationships.

You can smell the bullshit here too, right?

I admit that I was a little kinder to Carley and might have taken her side a bit. What the fuck would he expect when he treated his “best friend” like shit because I’d grown to see him as the person he was. I didn’t wish horrible things upon him, but there was one evil that I was plotting to commit. Good intentions or not, I wasn’t above being vengeful. Greg wasn’t the man he claimed to be and I couldn’t stand a fake.

Too much had come out for me to not feel betrayed by Greg. I’d done right by him over the fifteen years I’d known him. Now, at twenty-seven I wanted to drive a wedge so far between us that I’d never have to hear from him again.

Carley was always welcome, though... That black-haired, petite, desperate-for-validation little slut…God, it wasn’t right to even think about her like that. She was a sweet woman, twenty-two with a gorgeous body and anxiety issues out the ass. It made her a bit of a recluse as she was afraid of criticism and pretty much any negative social interaction. After hearing about how she was raised, I understood why and found it incredibly endearing.

I had a type. My best friend’s wife just happened to fit it. I understood why she acted the way she did because she told me herself. I didn’t have to take stabs in the dark, but sometimes I had to wait for a lot of beating around the bush to be over before she’d get to the core of any issue. As heavenly as her voice sounded, she could have taken all day to get to the point.

But the problem with having that tight little ass swaying from one side of my house to the other was that she wanted me to look at it, to acknowledge it as subtly as I could while still letting her see it.

The waters had been tested. She was receptive to my every advance, from simply putting a hand on her knee to then wrapping my arm around her waist. Last night things went so far as to have her head in my lap. Even after my cock got hard, she didn’t bother getting up. Carley also didn’t make a move to take things further, either. She was waiting. Willing, but waiting.

She’d been playing a dangerous game with the wrong player. Even as annoyed as I was with having my days derailed over and over by a temptation that I was trying to resist, I couldn’t deny that I’d be sad if she stopped coming by. And so, last night while falling asleep with their fucking problems on my mind for the millionth time, I accepted that there was no point in pretending that I needed to walk the moral high road.

Every time Greg came around I had to fake the same warm, welcoming facade I’d been putting on for the last few weeks after I’d started being more and more suggestive with Carley while we were alone. He only tended to come by after work, usually for about fifteen minutes while he glared at me coldly, wondering how long his wife had been at my house. I could read the fear in his eyes, that concern that I’d already fucked her.

And until today, I hadn’t had an issue with telling him that it wasn’t going to happen. It wasn’t entirely a lie. I just gave myself enough time between forming my plan in anger to see if it would pass. The seething resentment for Greg didn’t fade in the slightest. Much the opposite, every day that he faked being happy to see me was another nail in his marriage’s coffin.

When my doorbell rang at 9:39 AM, not even ten minutes after her husband left for work, I felt my cock twitch in my panties as I pulled myself from deep thought and got up off the couch. The bulge was unmistakable in my leggings, and the crop top I had on was not able to cover it either. I answered the door with a warm smile, my puffy nipples quickly stiffening and pressing against the fabric of my shirt. “Hey there, sweetheart. Got some plans for today that I don’t know about?” I asked as my eyes roamed her body.

She was dressed the same way she usually did, in a pair of denim booty shorts and a tight-fitting t-shirt. Her lightly tanned, exposed flesh was drawn up from the thirty-degree weather. The two-minute walk between our houses wasn’t enough of a bother for her to care about getting dressed. Carley’s wide eyes and faint grin told me that she saw my bulge. She hurried inside with red cheeks, though that could have possibly been from the cold. After taking her sandals off, she went to the couch and sat crossed-legged on it, and pulled the fleece blanket down from the back onto her lap.

“Not particularly. Things are just,” she trailed off for a second, a pained expression crossing her face. “You know how my mornings go. Today was just a little worse than usual. I’ve talked your ear off about it and I know you’re probably sick of hearing about him from me. I hope you know I’m not trying to be a pain in the ass.”

I shut and locked the door before swiftly joining her on the couch. I put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her into my side. She leaned heavily on me, her left arm sliding between my back and the couch while her other rested on my thigh, her wrist barely touching the tip of my bulge.

Instead of pretending like I didn’t feel her touch, I shifted my hips forward, causing her hand to caress my thick shaft. “It’s fine, really. As long as it makes you feel better, it doesn’t really interrupt much.”

She let out the softest whine I’d ever heard as her fingers naturally curled around my cock through my leggings. I could feel her body tightening against mine as she left her hand right where it was and stammered, “S-Serenity?”

My cock throbbed in her palm, demanding to have her show it the attention she so often demanded from me. I saw the excitement swimming in her bright green eyes as she then gave it a gentle squeeze, then started slowly stroking it from my base to my tip before lifting away to start over at my base again. A moan hissed from my lips as I felt a bead of precum ooze into my panties.

“If you’re feeling that kind of cold this morning, we could always snuggle up under my blanket. You can talk to me about what happened and we can forget about what just happened. Don’t worry, I’m not going to ask for your clothes to come off,” I said before standing up. She let out a disappointed whimper as my cock slipped out of her reach. I started walking toward the stairs as I called back to her, “But I’m going with or without you, and I’m taking my leggings off in the spirit of being comfortable.”

I wish I could have seen her reaction, but looking back at her would have spoiled my intentions. After making it about halfway up the stairs, I heard her get off the couch and start following after me. A devilish smile stole my lips as I hurried up the stairs and into my bedroom. My leggings were off in a split second. By the time she crossed the threshold, I was already on the bed propped up on my elbows.

Her eyes were glued to my boyshorts and the tent in them. I couldn’t deny, it always brought a little rush of warmth to see that reaction from someone. She reached down and pulled her shirt off as she strode to the bed to join me. Her perky breasts were topped with small nipples that matched her petite frame. It was a beauty that I loved, the graceful way a slender woman rolled her hips as she ground herself on my ten inches. The moans they made when stuffed so full by a woman that was far kinder than their partners often ever were.

I never said I was a great person. I had my vices, and I was a lighthouse for housewives hoping for comfort in a friend that cared about what they had to say. And that was all I had to do. Just be there and talk to them honestly. Give them my feedback, and tell them how I felt about their situation. And inevitably, things would get more relaxed as we got to know one another.

But being a bit sensitive to those needs, I knew that I was offering these women refuge. That didn’t stop me from slowly encouraging the growing passion as I learned what made each of them tick. Admittedly, that made me something of a pariah amongst the men in the neighborhood. Most people knew what most likely happened, but who would willingly admit to being walked out on for the tattooed trans chick?

It was humiliating for many of them, but that was the whole fucking point. After being used time after time, caught in relationship after relationship I had to force myself to break the toxic pattern of… I had no remorse for the men that did that to these women.

But there was nothing like this moment. The first time they committed to cheating. The silent acknowledgment that what she saw in front of her was worth losing her marriage over, at that moment. I worked hard to make sure that she’d weigh out the pros and cons of this very moment.

She sprung onto the bed and climbed on top of me, hungrily kissing my neck as she let her hips press firmly against mine. Her hands slid beneath my crop top and slipped up to my neck so that she could press her bare chest against mine. “I’ve wanted this for so long, Serenity. You have no fucking idea,” she said, her typical shyness lost in the heat of the moment.

I slid my hands down her slender waist and circled them around her lower back to pull her tightly against me. My hips rolled gently, grinding just enough to make her want more, “Oh? I don’t?”

She kissed my cheek, then straightened her arms out so that she was looking down at me. Her cheeks were crimson as she worked her hips, sliding herself up and down my massive length with just enough pressure to not have her shorts painfully digging into my cock. “I’ve had at least eight dreams about you fucking me, Serenity. I keep a dream journal on my phone. You should read them sometime?”

Carley’s hip game was fucking strong. My cock raged beneath her and I fought the urge to slam her onto her back and fuck her until she forgot my fucking name. I gave her ass a hard slap through her shorts, knowing that they’d deaden the impact a bit. The gasp and shocked expression quickly turned into her grinding harder against me to the point that I had to grab her hips and hold her still. “Take your damn shorts off if you’re doing this. That shit doesn’t feel good, baby,” I hissed.

She let out a soft whimper before rolling off me to squirm out of her shorts. Beneath, she had on a sexy pair of thin black panties that showed just enough of her pelvis to make someone need to see the rest. “I didn’t mean to hurt you. You just drive me wild. I-I love the way you talk to me, Serenity.”

“I’d like to think that I’m a good listener,” I said as I reached down to let my hand rub her pussy through her lingerie. “And I think it says a lot about you that you came over here without a bra and wearing these. You don’t care about Greg, do you? Be honest, baby girl. If you’re not, you know I’ll know.”

She hesitated to make eye contact with me for a few seconds. Carley spread her thighs to offer better access to her slit. “I care about having a place to live. If he’d just stop being such an unloving asshole, maybe things would change. But I don’t see that happening, and I don’t see myself being able to divorce him. I don’t want to try to find a place to live with someone that owes me nothing. I’d owe them something.”

My fingers pushed beneath her panties to slowly tease her puffy lips. “So then you’re going to make the best of being caught in your trap by coming to spend time with me? How long do you think that’s going to last before Greg finds out?”

She squirmed on the bed, the burning shame in her cheeks and the wetness of her pussy telling quite a tale. “I’ll burn that bridge when I get there. Until then, are you going to keep me waiting?”

“If I want to,” I purred. I slid a finger into her burning desire and reveled at how tightly it was embraced. “If you’re going to be a cheating wife and I’m going to facilitate that, I think I damn well get to tell you the terms of that, don’t I?”

There was a look of understanding in her eyes and she nodded enthusiastically. “Of course! I wouldn’t dream of telling you how to have me, Serenity. B-But I’ve already heard from some of the other women in the neighborhood. I-I’m comfortable with a lot of what you want to do. Except for the choking stuff,” she said, her eyes averting from mine as those final words were spoken.

So that was news to me. I knew that I had a few friends around here that very much appreciated being able to enjoy my company when we were both available. I didn’t know that my friends were friends with one another talking about fucking cheating on their husbands with me. My gossiping sluts were all going to have some explaining to do next time I got my hands on their precious asses.

I pushed a second finger into her greedy pussy, burying them to the knuckle as I said, “Then you’ve been fucking up already, haven’t you, slut?”

The fire in her eyes burned bright as she looked up at me, her hand shooting down to clutch my wrist as she bucked her hips against my fingers. “Yes, Mistress!”

I smiled down at her as I curled my fingers within her and let my hand roll with her hips. When she could no longer use my fingers for her pleasure, Carley’s pathetic whimpering started in full. I could have played with her g-spot. I could have given her the release she so desperately wanted in probably a few seconds. As needy as she was, it wouldn’t have been hard.

After months of offering her my patience and understanding, she didn’t deserve that quick release. Fuck, quite the contrary. Carley shouldn’t have told me that she was comfortable with everything upfront. That gave me far too much freedom to bring to life some fantasies that I would have waited even longer for.

“Stop your begging,” I said in a firm voice. She bit her lip, forcing her own compliance. Once she was quiet, I let my fingers stroke her inner depths, teasing and exploring. It didn’t take long to find what I was looking for and I made a mental note of its location as I started massaging.

Carley looked up at me with her mouth open in shock for a moment before her thighs snapped shut as overwhelming pleasure consumed her. She wasn’t the type that got a lot of stimulation and she was far too desperate for touch. I could give her everything she wanted. Her hips lifted from the bed and her panting moans quickly turned into shrill whimpering as she buried her face in the cover and tried to brace for her approaching orgasm.

A smirk pulled at my lips. It wasn’t going to be that easy. My fingers pulled from her pussy and then my hand slipped out of her panties. Her grip on my wrist tightened in protest and pulled me back towards her pussy. She wasn’t strong enough to force me to do anything, but her eyes widened when she noticed the unamused look on my face.

I shared a nod with her, confirming her fear. “Roll over. Hands behind your back. Let’s hope for your sake that all of the yoga you’ve done will pay off for a little. How’s that sound, slut? Are you excited to get blindfolded and fucked senseless?”

“O-Oh fuck, yes I am, Mistress,” she followed the instructions given like a good girl. I went to my closet and went ahead and finished undressing. Then, I grabbed my nylon rope, a padded blindfold, and the spreader bar for her ankles. I wasn’t playing around with her. She was going to get fucked. This wasn’t making love, it wasn’t simply passion. This was my goddamn life.

“Close your eyes and tell me a safe word. I’m not joking, don’t think it’s something I’m only asking for because I’m supposed to,” I said as I approached the bed. “But I’ve been wanting to fucking ruin your snatch for a while, Carley. That’s what you want, isn’t it?”

She talked while I put the blindfold on her, lifting her head to make it easier for me. “Stop is a pretty good safe word, Mistress. I-I don’t feel very creative right now, j-just horny as hell.”

I made sure that the bridge of the mask wasn’t too low on her nose when she put her head back down, but the padded blindfold really did make a difference. Random cloth could work, but for the sake of pitch-black darkness and comfort, it was worth the little extra money.

The same could be said of the nylon rope that I then set about using to bind her wrists together.  When I finished, there was a lovely handle of soft rope that I could use as a handle without biting into her wrists as handcuffs would. That left her with no way to pull her face out of the bed. So I got two pillows and put them under her chest. A wicked smile formed as I slowly brought her knees towards her hips, forcing her into a doggy-style position.

It wasn’t until I started putting the spreader bar on her that I started seeing her trembling. Whether in anticipation or from anxiety, I couldn’t tell. When I pulled her panties down to her mid-thigh, a sticky trail of her excitement stretched down before snapping back and sticking to her inner thigh. There was no doubt that all she wanted was for me to just get started in one way or the other. She wanted the pleasure that came from ten inches of girl dick.

But it didn’t come. Not yet at least. I went back to the closet and took my sweet ass time collecting a few things. Every second that passed probably felt like an eternity to her. She couldn’t see anything and that meant she had nothing but her racing thoughts. To make it worse, the blindfold rested over her ears as well, slightly dampening the sounds she could hear. She most likely had no clue that I wasn’t in the room watching her squirm.

I came back into the room, already spreading lube up and down my thick cock as I approached her. Climbing back on the bed, I put down the vibrator I’d brought for her clit as well as a plug for her ass. While I would have loved to spank her tight bubble butt until it was redder than her face, that was for another time. She’d want more if I did my job right.

I knelt on the bed behind her and pressed my cock against her pucker. While drizzling a thin trail of lube at the intersection of her hole and my disappearing shaft, I slowly sank into her until I was fully buried into her. I knew it hurt a bit, she was clenching around me and hissing through her teeth. After a few moments, her tight ring stopped squeezing the life out of my cock and I started slowly pulling out of her. A few inches out, I reversed and sank back in. For a few strokes, I continued letting the lube drizzle. As wasteful as it looked to see her ass and hips glistening with lube, there was no way in the world I would have let this poor woman suffer through getting fucked in the ass by a cock this fucking big without as much as I used.

“A-Ah! It’s a lot, Mistress. I want it, but oh my gosh, please give me a second, please!”

Her tight ass felt amazing. With nothing else to do other than wait it wasn’t hard to appreciate how fucking hot her ass felt around my cock. I wiped my lube-covered hand on my cover before letting both hands come to rest on her wrists. My thumbs gingerly stroked across the sensitive underside of her wrist as I spoke quietly, “I’ll give you all the time you need, Carley. Just let me know when you’re ready.”

As much as I craved control, she still needed to know that I was actually in control. The second I lost myself to my needs and forgot her comfort, it would ruin everything I loved about these encounters. As much as I loved the control I craved, I still needed to earn the trust it took.

The seconds ticked by as I ever-so-slightly rocked my hips to let the lubricant spread inside her. Her quiet grunts and groans gradually shifted into soft moans. Then, she nodded her head and reached up with her bound hands to try and show me a little affection. She couldn’t reach me, but it was cute that she tried.

“It’s better, Mistress. P-Please use my ass,” she stammered.

I started pumping into her slowly. Each gentle thrust felt like the sweetest massage, and each one was allowed to come a bit firmer than the one before. “You really think you can handle being used?”

She rocked herself back and forth as best she could given her restraints, “F-Fuck you, try me.”

“Oh, you’re fucking in for it you little brat!” I warned playfully. “But don’t cuss at me, slut. That’s not your place. Be playful, but mind your fucking tone with me, baby girl.”

She whimpered softly and opened her mouth to say something, but I let my hips surge forward hard enough to draw a loud moan from her. I tilted my head back and closed my eyes as I continued building from that intensity.

The rhythmic massage of her divine feeling tight, clenching ass was amazing, but it was the sounds she made that really drove me wild. The way she’d gasp occasionally when I slammed into her a bit harder than she expected kept taunting me, daring me to be harder on her. Greg probably never heard his angel sound so hot.

I opened my eyes and grabbed onto the leash I’d made between her wrists and pulled, forcing her chest and torso off the bed. Carley’s back arched wildly, her flexibility surpassing my hopes by far. The sudden shift in the angle made me gasp in delight. For someone that prided themselves on hiding those emotions and keeping my submissive wondering, I couldn’t deny that this forbidden fruit was worth every bit of the sin.

“God damn it. I can admit when I’m wrong, cock sock. You’re handling this much better than I thought you would,” I praised.

She couldn’t respond. Every thrust was too much for her. I wish I could have recorded the blissful screams that erupted from her as I started fucking her ass like she was nothing more than a hole.

It was second nature to grab the vibrator with her being so worked up. Turning the small toy on, I reached around her hip with my left hand and held it on her clit as I continued brutalizing her rear. Her body seized and the cries coming out of her went silent for a few moments. A broken, heaving gasp was all the warning that came before she unleashed her gooey nectar all over the bed beneath her. My hips weren’t safe from the mess, but it didn’t matter. If anything, that sweet, heavy smell of sex in the air was something I hated having to take care of in the aftermath.

Carley flailed on the bed, her feet writhing because I was kneeling over the bar pinning them to the bed. She couldn’t move. She couldn’t get away. All she could do was struggle for breath as I taught her what it meant to be used.

And fuck it felt good to finally reap the rewards of months of exploring what it meant to be friends with one another. I drilled into her as if I’d never get the chance again. Each stroke into her bowels brought me closer to my own orgasm. Every time her walls squeezed my cock as she was rocked by another wave of pleasure, I knew that it could be the last time.

“I’m fucking close, baby girl,” I hissed. It was too difficult to keep the pleasure from leaking into my words. I practically moaned like a whore, but I couldn’t be bothered to care. The knee-weakening throes of pleasure that threatened to consume me as I bottomed out in her, again and again, were all I cared about at that moment. Not the clenching of her ass around my cock as she came yet again. Not the way she moaned my name as if preaching the virtue. Just that I was about to fill my sweet, cheating slut’s ass with my cum.

A grunt pulled from me as the thought crossed my mind. Then the fiery snap as the tension in my core released. My hands shot to her hips, the vibrator falling to the bed as I hilted myself in her ass. I raked my teeth over my lower lip causing my canines to clink against my snakebites as my hot cum shot deep into her once-tight ass.

I would have loved to be able to collapse on top of her and just rest for a moment. My thighs burned from the exertion. As much as I loved fucking, my muscles were nowhere as capable as they’d once been. Hormones had a way of making that happen. And so I set about untying her wrists while I left my cock plugging the cum in her ass. Once I finished with that, I pulled out of her and quickly put the plug in her gaping asshole before it shrunk back down around the cold metal.

Her sweet sounds were nowhere near as loud. A weak gasp was all I got from the chilled surprise. I could hear how tired she was and could only imagine how she must have felt. From the smile spread across her lips, it definitely wasn’t something she was complaining about.

I took off the spreader bar and set all of the toys aside before rolling over to make Carley my little spoon. And we just lied like that for about ten minutes, if I had to guess. Neither of us said a word, though we did occasionally steal kisses from one another.

She broke the silence, softly asking, “When do I start to feel guilty about all of this?”

I kissed her neck and answered, “You probably won’t. Not unless he finds out and you’re not willing to leave him.”

“I guess if he found out, he’d either let me keep on so that he didn’t lose me or kick me out. It really wouldn’t matter. I mean, of course, it would suck. It’s just not that scary when I compare that to not being able to have this with you,” she said.

I understood what she meant. If I was a better person, maybe I would have encouraged her to leave him and find someone else. But I wasn’t that good of a person. I had my vices. And god damn it, cheating wives were one of them.

The End


Message from the Author

Thank you for reading this story. If you’re comfortable leaving a review or rating, it would be greatly appreciated. Until next time, please feel free to check out my Amazon page.

If you’re looking for similar stories I encourage you to take a look at these two titles:

Fertile for the Futa: Bella's Best Friend has a Confession

When my best friend wanted me to take her to see her favorite band, Drain the Node, I was practically already packed and in the car. Six hours away from our hometown, my best friend had something to tell me. On top of Drain the Node not even being on tour, she had a confession to make. A confession that would end up with our lives being forever entwined...

Being lied to wasn't the nicest feeling, but she more than made up for it with her warmth…

Fertile for the Futa: Faith is Unfaithful to her Deployed Husband

When a stranger picks up the tab for my expensive clothing splurge, I could already imagine what they might have expected from me. Instead of wanting to wine and dine me before taking me to her place, Paige just asked for lunch with no strings attached. Paige. As in Paige Reagan, one of the most wealthy women in my state. Once I figured that out, things got much more interesting, quickly.

How could I have guessed that one of the most powerful women would have an interest in coming between a husband not currently in the picture and his wife? Let alone want to carry out such a wild fantasy with me with such a huge surprise...
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