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Sissy Dreams:

The Promise

I opened the front door and walked in. A dark blue zip-up suit-carrier hung above the door to the living room. Why was it there? Was my wife up to something?

“Karen?” I called out, hoping she was in and would provide an answer.

“Yeah?” her voice came from the front room.

“Why is there a suit-carrier hanging up?”

There was pause as I heard the click of her steps get louder. Then a vision in shiny black leather appeared. I stood stock still in surprise. She looked stunning. Black leather calf-length stiletto boots led up to black stockings. A shiny black leather miniskirt was paired with a matching black basque from where her gorgeous breasts strained for release. 

My dick burst into life, forcing itself against the front of my jeans in its rush to get at her.

“Hi,” she said huskily, her bright red lips smiling at me. Her short hair was slicked close to her scalp and she wore dark, striking eyeshadow.

I had to clear my throat before I could reply with my own, “Hi.”

She walked towards me, her high-heeled boots making her short shiny leather miniskirt sway from side to side. “Like it?” she asked, coming up to me, letting me smell her sensuous perfume. Her boots made her slightly taller than me, but I couldn’t have cared less.

“Yeah.” 

Fear suddenly hit me, had I forgotten some anniversary, or even her birthday?

“Um, what’s the occasion?” I asked worriedly.

She slowly walked round me, trailing her right hand over my own clothes, her touch sent excited shivers through my body. She made sure to brush her breasts against my back.

“You remember your promise?”

I was relieved that I’d not somehow forgotten an important date, but I’d made a promise?

Her dramatically made-up eyes looked into my confused ones. “You’ve forgotten?”

“Er–?”

“You don’t remember the threesome we had that you wanted? With that other girl?”

“Oh, that!”

“Yes, that.”

“I made a promise?”

“Uh huh.”

“What sort of promise?”

“That you’d do whatever I wanted for one night.”

“Really?”

“Yes. I do tend to remember things, like licking that girl’s cunt out while you watched.”

“Oh.” The memory hit me and kicked my growing erection into overdrive.

“Well, lover boy, it’s payback time.”

I glanced over at the suit carrier. Karen had always been more adventurous than me, maybe it was from her childhood – she told me she loved to dress up as a child, and it added a certain something to our love play if she pretended to be a helpless, barely-clothed native girl being rescued by a handsome adventurer, or a sexy gangster’s moll being seduced into spilling the beans about her boss’s illegal activities by a rugged G-man.

That was why I suggested we try a threesome. It was awesome watching two girls lick and fuck each other. And now, apparently, was my turn. 

The way she’d been quiet with me afterwards made me think I’d made a monumental mistake, but it looked like she was over it now. 

What had she planned this evening? Taking my hand she led me around the hanging suit-carrier into the front room. What was in it? Was the shiny black leather outfit she wore a clue? Her make-up did look kinda Gothic. Was it perhaps a cloak or cape? Maybe it was some vampire thing and we’d be Cheeldren off zer Night!

She led me into the centre of the room and made me stand in front of the cream leather sofa while she slowly walked to it and sat down, crossing her stocking-clad legs, laying her arms along the sofa top. “Wondered what’s in the carrier?”

“Yeah.”

“I want you to get undressed and then wear what I’ve put in it.”

“Okay!” Mental fistbump!

It always gave me a good feeling to know that she wanted to see my naked body. I quickly slid my trainers off while unbuttoning my plaid work shirt. Who said men couldn’t multi-task! Her eyes roamed over my body. She looked so hot!

I concentrated on getting naked as fast as possible. I had some trouble getting my erect cock out from my boxers, but nothing I couldn’t cope with. A darker patch on them showed my leaked pre-cum.

The last of my clothes lay in a rumpled heap on the carpet by my feet. My cock pointed towards the ceiling and had a shiny, wet end. What would she make me do now?

“Your dick looks nice and hard.”

“Would you like to find out how hard it is?”

Her eyes glittered and she smiled like a cat. I loved her so much.

“Bring the carrier in and lay it on the chair,” her right hand languidly indicated the chair to her right.

I turned and did as she ordered. She looked so sexy. When would we get to fucking?

The front doorbell rang, startling me. Who the fuck was it? Didn’t they know I was going to fuck my hot wife?

“Don’t worry. I’ve invited a friend,” she said, getting up from the sofa.

“A friend?” 

She walked up to me and I gasped as she reached down to gently cup the base of my hanging ball-sac. “Remember what the threesome was like? Two hot girls and a well-hung guy?”

I couldn’t breathe! Wow! I didn’t think she’d be so into it! I’d met some of her friends, some of them were as hot as her! My cock felt like it would burst with happiness!

Smiling she flicked my erection and walked past me heading to the front door.

“Ow!” I smiled back.

“Keep that thought, lover boy.”

Which of her hot friends had she invited? I was useless at names and almost instantly forgot which one was Sandra, or Crystal, or Jessica. No, Jessica I remembered. I hoped it wasn’t Jessica - she’d probably crush the life out of me.

I caught the sound of murmured greetings at the front door and then it closed.

Should I do some playful pose for them? The sound of footsteps got louder and Karen appeared. She smiled at me and walked in, her left hand was behind her and she led in... a man.

For the second time that evening I was rooted to the spot. I stared at them not knowing what to think. 

He was muscular and had very short dark hair. Colourful tattoos emerged out from under his white Star wars T-shirt to cover his arms and neck. Muscular legs moved under his jeans. He smiled at me and I suddenly remembered I was naked, with an erection.

Where was the other girl?

Wait a sec! Maybe ‘he’ was one of those trans women that took testosterone and lifted weights to bulk up muscle? That would put a different slant on the evening. Having sex with a woman stronger than me? Yeah, that’d be interesting.

Then a thought struck me – if I was going to be Dracula in a long cape, ‘he’ could be Frankenstein’s monster, or Igor! This looked to be one interesting evening!

Karen let his hand go and walked past us to the sofa.

“Steve, this is my husband, Phil. Phil, Steve.”

“Hi, Steve,” I said, offering him my hand.

Steve’s eyes roamed over me (not forgetting to look at my erection), and shook my hand. His grip strong, his hand rough. Probably been taking testosterone and lifting weights for a few years now.

Karen cleared her throat and said, “Before we go any further I need to know one thing.”

We both looked at her.

“Which one of you is going to be a girl.”

What?

I glanced over at Steve, he was smiling like he knew what was going on. 

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Didn’t you hear me say ‘two hot girls and one well-hung guy’?”

“Yeah, but I’m the guy?”

Surely Steve was a trans female?

“The only fair decision is the one with the smaller dick is the girl.”

“But–?” What the fuck was going on?

To my side Steve began unbuttoning his jeans. My breath caught at seeing a suspicious lump at the front. He wasn’t a muscular trans female?

I glanced at Karen and saw her smiling at my shocked face.

With a rustle of cloth Steve pushed his jeans down his well-developed, tattooed legs. White cotton boxers tented at his crotch. 

Oh shit. How could I make my dick bigger than his?

“Come over here and face each other.”

Desperately I tried to think of sexy, erotic thoughts – the way Karen looked in her shiny black leather, the time she alternated sucking my dick with rubbing an ice cube against it, the time she licked out that other sexy girl in the threesome.

It was almost working, but it had to fight against the idea that I might fail and have to be a girl in this threesome. What would Karen want me to do? What would Steve want me to do? Would I have to touch his dick? Would his muscular hand spank me? Would Karen want me to... to kiss him?

We stood in front of Karen and faced each other. My dick was managing to point at Steve’s crotch, but through the white boxer material his looked like it was ready to blow my head off.

“Steve, let’s have a look at your dick,” said Karen.

Still smiling, Steve slid his boxers down, having to pull them out at the front to get them over his erection.

As soon as I saw it I knew I’d lost.

It looked like what the more extreme dildoes had been modelled on - thick and veiny and wide, and certainly longer than mine.

Karen’s leather miniskirt squeaked as she slid off the leather sofa and onto her knees between us. She took our dicks in each hand and pretended to judge them, moving them around and tapping them to see how much they swayed, humming to herself as she weighed our ball sacs.

Could I go through with this? Pretend to be a girl and let Karen make me kiss Steve? I mean I assumed that was what she was going to make me do. What else was there?

Her dark eyes looked up
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