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“I bought you a present,” Zelda said, joining Scott on the bed.

Scott searched his mind for any anniversary or birthday or other big celebration he might have forgotten.  

It wasn’t Christmas, was it?  

No, not yet. 

Anyway, he was good with all that stuff.  He was even a bit of a romantic, not that he’d admit that to the guys at the precinct.

“What’s the present for?” he asked as his wife handed him a box wrapped in shiny silver paper. “Husband of the year?”

“Something like that.”  She laughed.  “No, it’s for being so brave.”

Brave?  Did she mean at work?  He hadn’t done anything brave in recent memory, unless she counted the danger of paper cuts as he filed police reports.

“It’s for going to the doctor,” she said when he couldn’t guess.  “Getting your physical out of the way.  I know how iffy you were about letting a man shove his finger up your ass, but you bit the bullet and got ‘er done.  I’m proud of you.”

“Oh!”  Scott didn’t know what to say.  This was so unexpected.  “Should I open it?”

“No, just keep it on the night table.  It shall forever remain a mystery.”  Zelda rolled her eyes.  “Of course you should open it, silly!”

He tore the paper from the non-descript box.  When he looked inside, he found the contents... shocking.

“Well?” Zelda asked.  “Do you like it?”

Puzzled, he pulled out a strap-on harness. And a dildo.  “I already have one of these.  Hadn’t you noticed?  It’s attached to my body and I stick it inside you when you’re trying to sleep.”

“Silly, silly boy.”  She smacked him playfully.  “It’s for me to wear, not you.”

The black harness looked somewhat like a pair of leather panties.  The short dildo was a few shades lighter than his wife’s sun-kissed skin tone.  “I don’t know what to say.”

She shrugged.  “You seemed to enjoy it when I put my fingers in you the other week.”

“Well, yeah, fingers...”  He held the strap-on in both hands like the ring boy at a bizarre wedding ceremony.  “That’s not exactly the same as shoving a huge fake cock in my ass, now is it?”

“Huge?”  She tilted her head, and her dark hair fell across her shoulder, cloaking her right breast where it peeked saucily from her shirt.  “If you’re not used to getting things rammed up your ass I supposed this might seem huge, but...”

It was a nice thought—meaning it was nice that she’d thought of him and gone out and bought him this strange thing—but the gift itself was, frankly, a little unsettling.

“Okay, I get it.  You don’t want to play with me.”  Zelda didn’t look half as dejected as she usually would in a situation like this.  In fact, was that a hint of a smile?  Yes it was.  Jumping from the bed, she said, “I bought something else to try, just in case you were afraid of the strap-on.”

“I wouldn’t say I’m afraid of it...”

When Zelda reached the closet, she turned and raised an eyebrow.

“Okay, maybe a little afraid.”

“Well, that’s why I got this little guy.”  Reaching into a shopping bag shoved on her side of the closet, Zelda pulled out a much slimmer plastic vibrator.  “How about that?  Not so scary, is it?”

In truth, it didn’t look scary at all.  It was mainly the idea of having an inanimate object shoved up his ass that freaked him out.  “I don’t know about all this stuff, Zelda.  Is it really necessary?”

“Necessary?”  Her smile fell and her gaze hardened.  “No, it isn’t necessary.  It isn’t necessary at all.”

Grabbing the strap-on out of his hands and the sex shop bag from the closet, Zelda stormed into the bathroom.  When she was this mad, Scott knew to let her be.  If he tried to explain or even apologize he’d only make matters worse.  He actually did feel bad that she’d gone to all the trouble of buying kinky sex shop gear, and then he’d reacted... well, the way he reacted.

If she wanted enthusiasm, maybe he could fake it. He could pretend he was really into this whole getting-fucked-up-the-ass idea.  For her.

Rolling out of bed, Scott made his way to the bathroom and knocked.  “Zelda?  I’m sorry. If you want to try out that strap-on stuff, we can give it a go.”

No response from beyond the door.

“Zelda?”

“I want you to see something.”  

The door opened, and when he stepped inside the lights were off and the blinds were closed.  On the bathroom counter, a dozen or so candles leant the space a rich glow.  It was like he’d left their house and stepped into some kinky Madame’s parlour.  

“Well?” she asked.  “What do you think?”

His wife had put on the panty-harness, which clung to the swell of her ass like bike shorts.  The dildo stuck straight out in front.  It had balls.  He hadn’t notice that before.  It was a short, thick, cut little dick with two relatively large testicles at the base.  In the candlelight, the plastic matched his wife’s skin tone almost exactly.

But Scott didn’t spend long staring at Zelda’s fake cock.  It wasn’t the star of the show.  Oh no.  The star of the show had to be his wife’s impressive cleavage in that shiny latex corset.  It wasn’t black, like the harness.  Well, the ties were black, but not the corset itself.  That was made of royal blue plastic—not a colour he’d ever seen on his wife, but it shone like the devil in that fiery orange candlelight.

“What’s all this?” he asked.

She set the slim vibe on the counter before answering.  “It’s all for you, Scott.  Everything I do is for you.”

He felt a lump in his throat, because he knew it was true.  She’d do anything for him, and he never showed his appreciation.  Swallowing hard, he said, “I’m sorry, Zelda.  You look... I mean, I don’t even have words for how you look.  You look...”

Bending at the hips, she reached into the sex shop bag and pulled out another corset.  Why did she need two?  Oh, but this one was bigger.  It was the same shiny plastic material, but this one wasn’t blue.  It was a deep shade of orange, or maybe red.  Hard to tell in the candlelight.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“About...?”

“Turn around.”  Her voice was so commanding he obeyed without question.  “Put your hands in the air.”

He sang, “Stop in the name of love!”

“I’ll break something, alright,” Zelda said.  “But it won’t be your heart.”

She stripped him swiftly. By the time she got his clothes off he was hard as hell.  How could he not be when his wife looked like she’d just walked off some kinky porn set?  “What’s got into you?” he asked.

“Wrong question,” she said as she fitted the latex corset around him.  “You should be asking what’s about to get into you.”

Gulp.  “Not that big thing, I hope.  I really don’t think I could handle it.”

She laughed, a low growl deep down in her throat.  “I guess we’ll soon find out, won’t we, my little sissy?”

“Sissy?”  Scott couldn’t conceal his surprise.  In all the years they’d been together, she’d never called him anything like a sissy.  Hell, he was a cop!  Cops and sissies went together like oil and rosewater, but what could he do?  Tell her not to speak to him that way?  

Well, he couldn’t do that unless he asked her to take off the corset she was currently tightening... tightening... tightening.  Oh, it was getting so tight he had to suck in his stomach as she pulled the laces.  

He caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror while his wife strapped him into a shiny plastic corset. His cock pulsed hard. His tip was starting to look like a Roma tomato.  With his waist cinched and his flesh drawn together, he looked like he had breasts. Staring at his reflection, Scott felt a strange mix of attraction, revulsion, and sheer titillation.  

His dick stuck out in front of him.  His wife’s stuck out in front of her.  But when she’d finished securing the ties on his corset, she didn’t shove that fake cock up his ass.  Oh no.  She grabbed the slim vibe off the counter with one hand and swiped up a tube of lube with the other.

“Hop to it.”  Zelda nodded toward the shower.  “You’re way too clean, little sissy.  Let’s get you dirtied up.”

Scott had no clue what was happening, but he would have felt stupid asking.  So he opened the glass door and stepped inside, feeling warm, dry slate against his feet.

Zelda got in behind him and said, “Turn on the shower.”

He glanced over his shoulder at the dildo she was holding. “Is that thing waterproof?”

“You’d better hope so, sissy.”

He almost asked her not to call him that, but swallowed the request before he could get it out.  

Sissy.  

It was growing on him.  He couldn’t explain why.

“Go on,” Zelda said.  “What are you waiting for?”

Scott gripped the brushed nickel and cranked it around until warm water sprayed from the showerhead.  It rushed through his hair like a dozen little fingers, quickly soaking his scalp.  As humid air hit his lungs, he struggled to take deeper breaths, but he couldn’t. The corset made it impossible to breathe down into his diaphragm.  He had to keep every breath quick and shallow, up high in his chest.

Under the hiss of running water, a new noise joined the party: a low buzz.  The vibrator.

Hanging his head, Scott focused on the cleavage his corset created. Water pooled between his man-boobs and beaded on the hot orange latex.  Down below, his cock stuck out so strong and proud he could have hung a bath towel on it.  Even a wet one.

“What’s wrong?” Zelda purred, tracing the vibrator down the side of Scott’s thigh.  “You’re trembling, sissy.”

“Am I?”  He hadn’t realized.  “I don’t know.  I don’t know why...”

“Maybe because you want to feel this saucy little toy inside you.”  She brought the vibe around front and touched it to his balls.  Oh!  “Want me to stick it where the sun don’t shine?”

“Yes!”  He wasn’t really replying to her question.  The yes was for that incredible sensation, the buzz against his balls.  He’d never felt anything like it.  “Oh God, Zelda.  You have no idea...”

“What?”  She ran the vibe slowly along the base of his cock and, wow, did his erection ever react!  Zelda must have noticed, because she laughed and said, “Somebody’s excited.”

“Yeah,” Scott panted.  “It’s me.”

“Excited to feel my dildo in your rear?”  She moved so close that her big strap-on cock split his ass cheeks apart.  “Is that what you’re excited about?”

No, not really... but he couldn’t tell her so.  Whether or not he should be classified as a sissy, he certainly wasn’t a wimp.  Scott couldn’t let his wife one-up him when it came to doing freaky things in the bedroom—or in the shower, as the case may be. 

“I... oh!”  He was about to say something when she circled the vibrator around his ripe, swollen cockhead.  When it buzzed against that most sensitive skin, all bets were off.  He couldn’t think
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