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Chapter One: A Sissy’s
Secret

 


Robert lived
for Thursday afternoons.

It was only
one day. Not even a day, more like a few hours out of the day but,
for that brief window, he could set his secret self free. Truth be
told, who was the secret self and who was the cover story was
becoming more and more of a question with him lately, but Thursday
afternoons were the one time he could relax and not let such
questions stress him out.

The kids, for
most of the year, would be safe at school and not due home until
four. During the summer, they’d be day camp and not home until he
picked them up at five. His wife would be at the twice-weekly yoga
class she led with her sister, a forty-five-minute drive after
their three o’clock wrap-up, assuming they didn’t stop for an
overpriced latte. For nearly six months following the accident in
the warehouse, his boss had been taking every Thursday afternoon
off for physiotherapy, and Robert’s team knew he was not to be
disturbed while working on performance reports and payroll
submission.

Neither of
which took more than fifteen minutes out of his ‘me’ time.

Those
Thursdays afternoons were the one moment out of the week where he
could ditch the suit-and-tie and leave the boring brown dress shoes
in the hall closet. It was casual Thursday in the home office, and
that meant Bobbi got to come out and play.

From out of
the locked office safe would come panties, a bra, stockings - not
pantyhose, but real silk stockings - and the silliest, laciest,
most ruffled sissy gown available via guaranteed discrete delivery.
He kept six of them carefully folded inside that safe, each a
different pastel shade, with three of them a silk/satin blend and
the other three in PVC. There was only one pair of heels that would
fit in there, but they were the shiniest, pinkest, highest heeled
slut shoes he had ever seen, complete with a soft pink rose on each
toe.

If this had
been any other Thursday, he’d be wearing the costume of his secret
self, luxuriating in the electric feel of sissy femininity, tasting
the bright pink lipstick glitter on his lips, and rubbing his hard,
aching sissy clit while chatting with other sissies and watching
hardcore porn.

Straight boys
going gay for pay.

Cuckolded
husbands reluctantly pleasing their wives’ bulls.

Forcibly
feminized sissies practicing on their Mistress’ strap-on
dildoes.

Amateur sissy
crossdressers choking on their first taste of cock.

European
cumsluts getting plastered in massive bukkake and gokkun
scenes.

Pretty
housewives drinking, wearing, and playing with plastic tubs full of
cum.

Through all of
it, he’d be rubbing and dreaming of the day he’d summon the courage
to finally betray his marriage vows and get his own first taste . .
. and worrying that, if he were ever to get that taste, it would
never be enough.

Instead of any
of that, he was standing in a line that seemed to have no end, in
one of the busiest airports in the country, listening to his wife
complain about people who can’t follow rules while the kids kept
wandering off, looking for a better Wi-Fi signal.

The vacation
idea was nice and all, especially this time of year, but his wife’s
scheduling had gone and ruined not just one, not just two, but
three consecutive afternoons of sissy time.

Why couldn’t
they have flown out on a Friday?

The worst part
was, he couldn’t even complain about it, not without revealing his
secret.

Actually, that
wasn’t the worst part.

What truly
worried him was that, without his weekly release, those sissy urges
to fill himself with cock would become so unbearable that he’d find
himself doing something he was sure to regret.

And vacations
were notoriously popular for regrets.


 


Chapter Two: A Wife’s
Temptation

 


Four days into
their Caribbean vacation, everyone had adjusted to the weather and
the food. Everything was running smoothly. Delighted with herself
for arranging such a perfect trip, Alicia reclined on the plastic
beach chair, the last sips of her second Pina Colada warming in her
hand. Surrounded by a pristine beach of the finest, whitest sand,
she gazed happily out over the ocean. Blue-green water lapped
beneath baby blue skies, stretching as far as the eye could
see.

She felt
guilty for sending Robert to drop the kids off at the resort’s day
camp. Again. They were supposed to be taking turns giving each
other a break, but after doing it together the first day, she’d
stolen that break for the last three days in a row. It wasn’t that
she didn’t love the kids, it was just that she’d quickly acquired a
taste for that peaceful, and now she was addicted.

Back home, she
was a wife, a mother, a yoga instructor, and a part-time
cosmetician. She ran their home like a finely tuned machine from
breakfast to bedtime. Robert was a fantastic bread-winner, a loving
father, and a dynamo in the sack, but he worked long hours so that
they could afford things like this vacation. She was the one who
got everybody up, made their breakfasts, got them dressed, made
their lunches, and got them to the curb in time to catch the
bus.

Once Sandra
and Alex were gone, she alternated days between doing dishes and
laundry or doing vacuuming and dusting. Except on Mondays and
Thursdays, when she joined her sister to lead the yoga class for
busy moms, and on every second Friday, when she went to the salon.
When the kids got home, she took care of homework, made dinner, got
them to soccer, swimming, ballet, or whatever was in season, and
made snacks before bed.

Robert usually
handled bedtime stories - he was amazing at voices, even if he did
give Alex nightmares sometimes - but she still had to tuck them in
and give them their goodnight kisses.

It was nice to
be off duty. For those twenty minutes it took Robert to walk the
kids to the resort’s day camp, sign them in, and say his goodbyes,
it was just her, the beach, the sun, the waves, and the drink in
her hand.

Which was
nearly empty, which meant he’d be back soon. She’d learned to time
her sips down to almost the second.

So, with that
glass nearly empty, she didn’t think much of it when the silhouette
crossed her chair. Except, Robert didn’t sit to join her, pausing
instead between her and the ocean, his shadow raising goosebumps
across her naked legs.

Alicia looked
up. She couldn’t see much, not with the sun behind whoever it was,
but the shape was enough to tell her it wasn’t Robert.

“Hello.” His
voice was deep and smooth. It sounded cultured, refined even. “I am
terribly sorry for intruding like this, but I’ve . . . well, I find
it’s best to just be out with it. I’ve been watching you and your
husband, and I’d like to propose a small business arrangement.”

Great. A
time-share. She’d been warned about this. “Oh, thank you, but we’re
not interested.” Her nod was polite but clearly dismissive. “We got
the speech at the resort and it’s just not something that’s in our
budget.” She smiled to take away the sting. “Maybe next year.”

“I do
apologize. We seem to have entirely gotten off on the wrong foot
here.” The figure stepped around to the other side of the chair,
out of the shadows and into the sunshine. She could see that he was
an older gentleman, one with a thick head of silver hair and a
fashionable bit of stubble on his chin. “My name is Douglas,” he
told her, “and I’m a guest.” He held his hands up in a ‘stop’
motion. “No ulterior motives, I promise.”

She felt a
little guilty about her assumption. “I’m so sorry. I guess I’m
still not quite settled in yet. Still expecting the worst, you
know? Not quite able to believe all-inclusive really does mean
no-strings-attached.”

His smile
immediately put her at ease. “No apology necessary. I realize I
made a poor first impression.” He wasn’t so forward as to help
himself to a seat, but he crouched down, putting himself closer to
her level so that she didn’t need to look up. “As for that
arrangement, it’s just the perverse fantasy of a wealthy old man
with too much time on his hands. What I was wondering is if you’d
be willing to convince your husband to entertain a simple
request.”

Alicia tossed
her head to the side, flipping her copper ponytail over her
shoulder. “You have me intrigued, good sir, not to mention entirely
disarmed.” She waved a hand to show that her faux accent as not
meant to be mocking, but playful. “Please, do continue.”

He nodded.
“Well, it’s like this. I will pay you one hundred dollars if you
will only ask your husband to place my cock in his mouth.” Her eyes
widened at the audacity of his request. She immediately looked to
both sides, terrified that some other vacationer might have
overheard. When she opened her mouth to protest, he held up a hand
to forestall her. “Nothing more than that, I promise. No sucking,
no licking, nothing obscene.”

“And putting
your cock in his mouth isn’t obscene?” She was shocked. She was
offended. And yet she was just a tad bit curious. When he didn’t
immediately respond, she allowed herself to consider the
proposition. “Um, for how long?” she asked. Her eyes darted back
and forth again, worried somebody might be watching. “And is that
it? I mean, really it?”

His smile
disarmed her yet again. He just looked so genuine, so trustworthy.
“A moment,” he promised, “nothing more. I would like for you to
take a photo with your cell phone, but you are free to delete it as
soon as I walk away. I do not need a copy. You do not have to hold
onto it. The act itself . . . well, it will amuse me.”

Robert, of
course, chose that exact moment to return, preventing any further
discussion. “Hey, honey.” He stepped around their guest and slipped
into the chair next to her. Adorably red with jealousy, he made a
show of taking her hand. “Who’s our new friend?”

“Robert,
Douglas.” She pointed between them. “Douglas, Robert.”

The older man
extended his hand. Alicia watched as her husband casually shook it.
If she didn’t know any better, she’d swear he was already disarmed
by the man’s charm as well.

“Nice to meet
you,” Robert said.

Was she
imagining it, or was there a note of nervousness in his voice? She
shook off the thought.

“Robert.” She
couldn’t believe she was going to do this. “Douglas asked if you
might be willing to do something for him. Just something small.”
She started to blush herself, but not from jealousy. “Nothing at
all, really.”

Robert looked
amused. His eyes traveled between her and Douglas, as if waiting
for a punch line to the joke. “Well, don’t keep me
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