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I lay in our hot tub, alone, savoring a glass of one of my favorite teas. We were in the very early stages of fall, with the leaves still green but with hints of cooler air in the evening. I took a deep breath of the cool air while I was submerged in to hot water and smiled. The jets were turned off right now and I enjoyed the silence of the late evening. 

I let my mind wander through a chain of memories, going all the way back to the moment I met Amelia, the amazing woman who is now my wife. I met her, of all places, at a woman's march in the city. We spent the rest of the day with her friends, most of them women, including Claudia, a tall black transwoman. Claudia was a riot, lots of fun and completely uninhibited about her massive breasts and the sex life she enjoyed with her girlfriend Rachel. These two became close friends of mine as well during the following months. 

Then, very late after the march, Amelia and I ended up alone. I eventually spent the night at her place, but on the couch; nothing happened between us that first night. After a busy day away from her, I came back to her place and then... then things happened! Christ did things happen! We became inseparable and our love grew from there. 

As the months went by and our friendship with Claudia and Rachel grew, it also changed to something even more intimate. I had never had sex with anyone with a cock before and although Claudia was a transwoman, she still hadn't completely completely severed (ahem) her remaining ties with the fact that she had been born male. And although I ended up very comfortable with her in our bed (always with her girlfriend Rachel), I still hadn't been able to fully engage with her cock. Maybe one day?

Eventually I moved into Amelia's apartment and we remained there until we got engaged. Soon after, this magnificent house became a reality. I only made an OK salary, but Amelia turned out to be decently rich and so we were able to buy an expensive house. The house itself wasn't that big, but it had two advantages. First, it had a big backyard with high and thick cedar hedging that provided amazing intimacy. Amelia and I were nude pretty much every time the weather allowed. Secondly, from that amazing backyard, we could see one of the very few mountains on the east shore. 

And so now I could see that mountain under the moonlight. I suddenly winced briefly as another memory, much more recent that one, flitted through my mind. Maybe it was because I thought of Claudia's cock?  A small smile appeared on my lips as I remembered that tonight, I was supposed to let Amelia use my own cock on myself. That sounds pretty strange until you learned that a few months ago, Amelia had made a cast of my erect cock. She had bought a kit for that purpose and we had a lot of fun doing it. 

After finding a way to compensate for the fact that my cock didn't fully fit into the supplied container, we managed to make a very good mold. That mold then allowed her to make a life-like replica of my own cock in silicone. Side by side, the comparison was stunning! Amelia usually used the dildo herself, but a few times we managed to use her strap-on in an unexpected way. We strapped it around my own waist and I managed to fuck both her pussy and ass at the same time. My real cock found its way to her pussy or asshole depending on the position. It had proven a bit awkward at first, but when Amelia had eventually collapsed into a prodigious climax we decided to repeat the experience a few times afterward. 

The fact that I had used a strap-on her had another effect besides giving her incredible climaxes. Ever since the first time I fucked her ass early in our relationship, Amelia had been teasing me about using a strap-on to fuck me. Amelia loved receiving anal just as much as I liked giving it to her, but she told me that I should let her fuck my ass at least once to make things equal. And now, after months of teasing me about me about that, it was finally my turn to be penetrated by the cloned dildo.

Why had I agreed to that? That's a very good question. I firmly believed that there was no way I would ever let her do that. I could still remember, during our first day together, that I had told her that I was curious about letting her use a strap-on on me. But I had been completely drunk with lust. Once I had sated that lust, the idea had become ludicrous. But the little minx eventually found a way to make me accept. 

Three days ago I lost a bet I was certain I would win. Amelia bet me that she could get to one of the summits of our little mountain faster than I could. Now I knew she was in good shape, but I was a man in very good shape. 

Had I won she would have come to my office dressed like a slutty schoolgirl, during office hours, and we would have had sex behind my locked door. We had done such a roleplaying game once before and even without the slutty clothing it had turned out to be mind-boggling. Given that I was certain I would win, I wasn't afraid to risk getting my ass fucked by my own cloned cock. But I lost. Amelia handily beat me to the summit and she was laughing as I joined her a few minutes later, panting and sweating. For the first time in my life I regretted having such a big cock.

Very early this morning, when I walked back into our bedroom from my morning shower, she had been standing on our bed, wearing nothing but that cloned cock strapped over her pussy. It looked absolutely huge and my eyes opened wide in surprise. "You've been fucking my ass at least once a week for the past year! It's your turn tonight!" she said, grinning. 

Amelia had been gone all day and most of the evening for work and would be back any minute now. Just as I let out a huge sigh, thinking about this whole crazy situation, I heard the door open. I briefly closed my eyes and smiled. Looking through the kitchen window I saw Amelia walk by and saw her distinctive steel blue eyes as she winked at me. I then saw the upstairs bathroom window light up and guessed that she was taking a shower. A few minutes later, she walked outside completely naked with her own tea in hand. 

Now. I gotta take a minute to describe what I was seeing. What was still blowing my mind even after nearly two years with her. Amelia was the epitome of femininity for me. Her brown hair was loose and wild, very slightly curly as it hung way down her back. As she walked slowly towards me, her heavy breasts swung slowly from side to side and moved up and down like waves. How she could, at 32, have breasts that were both so large and still thrusting so far forward, I'll never know. Below, her thin waist flared to her wide hips and round thighs, between which nestled the smooth skin of her flawlessly shaven pussy. An hourglass figure that screamed femininity. 

And tonight, maybe because she was excited about what was going to happen, Amelia had added a surprise bonus. When she turned around, I saw that the only thing she was wearing was a long cat-tail buttplug. It had been hidden behind her legs when she came in and I laughed when I saw that long furry and very realistic black tail hanging from a buttplug. She purred playfully and said "Are you ready my little mouse?"

I looked up into the remarkable eyes of my wife and saw that they were almost glowing with anticipation. She paused briefly, standing above me next to the tub. She briefly closed her eyes, took a deep breath, briefly staring at the mountain. Grinning, she then lightly stepped into the tub with me. She stood above me, not getting her tail wet. 

Without a word spoken, we stared at each other for a long while. Only the occasional bird and our sighs of contentment over the tea broke the silence. Underwater, she slid her feet up my shin and inside my thigh until she reached my cock. My already erect cock. Another grin. "Well, well, well..." she said in a low voice. "Looks like someone's excited about tonight."

"Oh... Right." I said, coughing. "I was thinking about what I would do to you afterwards with my very real cock."

"Whatever you like, my love," she purred. "As long as you accept the fact that you're going to be dominated."

I snorted and we laughed together. Domination had been a constant theme of our relationship. Domination between men and women in general, as well as between us. Amelia was a very convinced feminist, although not, to my great relief, a hardcore or extreme one. I knew that when she was younger, many years before we met, she did have a hardcore feminist phase to the point of being anti-male. 

Then again, she was a straight woman and eventually she had realized that there had been something wrong about how she led her life and thought about men. I'm still amazed, having learned about that extreme feminist phase, that I had teased her about me dominating her during the very first time we had sex. She hadn't explicitly acknowledged that she had enjoyed it right then, but her body language had been quite clear: she had ended up covered in sweat, panting, her entire body flushed and grinning from ear to ear. 

Much later in our relationship she had become comfortable enough to openly admit that she loved it when I dominated her in bed, sometimes even treating her like a sex toy when we roleplayed. Of course, none of that dominating energy translated to the rest of our life. In our daily, non-sexual life, I wasn't in any way the "overbearing man of the house" like my grand-father had been. Then again, Amelia wasn't the woman of the house either. Nevertheless, from time to time, Amelia experienced her most intense climaxes when I took absolute control in bed. 

I stood up in the hot tub to face the love of my life and kissed her deeply. I said "Do you remember when you told me: 'Fuck me, make me yours, chain me to your bed and fuck me until I black out, take my pussy, my breasts, my mouth, my throat, my ass... they're all yours.' Do you remember?"

Amelia flushed red and nodded. "And then I agreed to marry you even though I swore I would never marry?"

"Yep, exactly, my little cat" I said, reaching for her tail. "Such sweet memories..." Which made her laugh. 

"And now, my love, it's your ass that's mine! Finish that tea and join me in our bedroom."

And so I found myself, a few minutes later, in our dark bedroom, on all fours, completely naked. For reasons I would only understand a few weeks later, Amelia had insisted that all the lights had to be turned off. The only light in the room was the moonlight through the window. I felt the bed shift as Amelia climbed on behind me and placed one hand on my hip. I turned around and could see the outline of my lovely wife: the loose hair, the massive breasts, the widening hips... and the thick cock dangling heavily. Somehow, in this situation, it looked even bigger than its 9 inches. "Eyes in front!" she said before adding "Just relax... I've been taking it up my ass forever now and I'm not dead!"

I detected a trace of laughter on her voice and opened my mouth to reply. But at that moment I felt her lubed finger on my asshole. Soon she slipped it inside, lubing me as much as possible. "Just relax," she repeated as she placed the tip of the dildo against my hole. It was very warm and I briefly wondered if she had placed it in hot water before I came up to our room. "So mister..." she said softly as she began teasing me by pushing slightly against me. "Do you feel like you're in any position to dominate me?"

I took a breath to reply, grasping for something witty, "Well—" 

But she cut me off. "Shhhh. No talking now."

I could detect that she was going for a slow and smug attitude, but I I could also hear her breathing quickly. She loved sexual roleplaying, as I did, and part of me was very surprised that she hadn't enjoy it more tonight. I had been 100% convinced that she would draw this out for a long while, teasing me a lot more about domination and whatnot. After all this time together though, I could read her well, even in near perfect darkness: Amelia was nervous. Not just excited, nervous. I had
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