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I’m lucky to have Gwen. Women have never been very interested in me at all, not in a romantic way at least. I spent years asking out pretty girls and getting rejected, then feeling relieved they’d said no. 

The truth was I didn’t have the first clue what I would do if they said yes.

I'd always been friends with girls but never anything more. I think most of them saw me as an asexual little brother or just one of the girls. You'd think maybe I was somewhere on their list, down towards the bottom, in the "in case of an emergency section," but I wasn't.

I thought it would get better once I got out of school and got hired to move across the country for a new gig. It would be a chance to reinvent myself and start over. No one would know me and I could be anyone I wanted. I could even pretend I was popular if I wanted. But things fell into the same groove when I moved. Nothing much changed. The only friends I had were “at-work” friends, and they were all women who loved to gossip.

I’ve always been a good listener.

I used to work at a tech company on a development team, but those days are over now. I kept my head down and did my best, but I wasn’t very good at networking and didn’t move up, even when the gossip girls did. I just had trouble connecting with other people and it showed. I spent most nights alone watching porn.

I’ll admit that from the start I was attracted to two kinds of smut – straight and trans hardcore. The trans girls were often as pretty as the girls in the straight movies, and there was something extra dirty about how much they got off on being fucked in the ass or having semen ejaculated onto their dolled-up faces.

I never told anyone about what I watched. I didn’t have anyone to tell. But even if I did, I was sure it was something that I wasn’t ready to share.

I never took it any further than beating off to trans porn. I mean, I didn’t buy panties or heels or stockings. I didn’t wear makeup. I didn’t buy toys.

But I did start to notice a shift in my fantasizing the more I watched. And soon it was all that I watched. I had started by wanting to fuck the girl in the movie. Then, as I got more comfortable watching, I began to envy her. She was the center of attention. All the men desired and adored her. Their hard cocks proved it! 

Every hot load blasted on her face, fired across her body, and pumped deep into her sissy pussy, was another blissful offering demonstrating how hot they thought she was.

She’s so desirable they can’t help themselves; I thought as I masturbated. Even though they know she is trans, they still want her. I mean, her erection is leaking silky jizz like a string of pearls! 

I even got to the point where I preferred to masturbate on my back with my hips pushed up to pretend that I was being fucked by a hot, older guy. It was always a stranger though, never anyone I knew in real life. 

I’d work myself up until my entire body felt like it was tingling then fantasize that my lover had pulled out and ejaculated all over my tummy and chest, both of us romantically climaxing at the same moment. My favorite fantasy only concluded when this imagined lover collapsed on me, softly kissing my neck and moaning as his impressive manhood twitched slickly against my thigh, eager for more sissy pussy.

I convinced myself that I would grow out of it, but I didn’t.

Time went by and I met Gwen one day at the grocery store. I had been reading my horoscope, which said I would meet someone new under strange circumstances, a dark and powerful person when I bumped into Gwen and knocked over her handcart. Oranges and apples and tomatoes and grapes spilled onto the floor. I gasped and froze, staring at the drop-dead gorgeous ice queen sneering at me. 

I was both terrified by what she might do to me and mesmerized by her incredible beauty, her piercing stare and her wild, long curly hair that framed her astonished face like a demoness bathing in luxurious black flames.

"I'm sorry," I managed, at last, my words no more than a whisper. "I... I... I..."

An amused look flashed briefly across her face like she was letting a mask slip, and then the cold, mean expression returned.

“You should really watch where you are going,” she snapped with a wry smile, her words low and lyrical like a hypnotic song. “Don’t just stand there mumbling like a spoiled child. Get down on your knees and pick it up.”

She said it with a calm authority that left no room for argument. I immediately did as she said, feeling a wave of embarrassment and guilt. Gwen towered over me, watching me like a hawk, savoring my discomfort. She wore an open dress with open-toed high heels that showed off bright red nail polish on her perfectly manicured toes. 

I had the strangest urge to suck them.

“That’s it,” she instructed. “Hurry up. Put it all back in the basket, worm.”

The words had a queer effect on me I wasn’t expecting. A burning grew in my chest and face, and then in my crotch. I felt myself stirring to arousal, which seemed impossible given the circumstances.

I am on my hands and knees in a grocery store full of people in broad daylight, I told myself. I can’t just get aroused! 

But it was no use. With each passing second, I could feel myself losing the battle. I hurried loading her produce back into the cart and was relieved to get the last bits in when I spotted a fat zucchini that I’d missed that had rolled between her legs.

“Thought you were done, didn’t you?” she asked in a mean voice.

Looking up I watched as she pulled open the slit in her dress to reveal her smooth legs.

I could feel my cock growing hard as a rock as she spoke. The blood pounded in my face. I opened my mouth to speak but nothing came out.

“Crawl between my legs and get it, worm.”

I looked around nervously, making sure no one was watching us. My erection pressed uncomfortably at the front of my jeans.

What am I doing? I thought. I’m going to get arrested for indecent exposure! I need to stop this. I need to regain control over myself!

But it was no use. I was frozen helpless in front of her, a drooling idiot begging for another slap.

“Go on, now,” she said, matter-of-factly. “I don’t have all day.”

Just then I heard a loud male voice behind me that made me nearly jump out of my skin.

“What’re you doing down there on the ground, sweetheart?” 

I turned and looked up to see a burly guy watching us with an amused expression. 

"Oh shit, I thought you were a chick with all that long hair and your thin waist," he laughed.

The feeling of shame and arousal grew all at once as his laugh transformed into a degrading chuckle. It felt like someone had poured gas on a fire inside of me.

Please don’t let him see my erection, I thought in panic as shame hit me like a wave. Please don’t let him notice it poking out of the top of my jeans. 

But it was too late. I saw his eyes go from mine to my crotch and back.

“I don’t know what kind of kinky shit you two perverts are into, but you need to save it for the bedroom,” he said.

Gwen laughed out loud, cutting him down to size at once. He shrank from her as I watched in astonishment. 

“You couldn’t handle the kind of kinky shit I’m into, cowboy,” Gwen said at once with a devious glint in her eyes. “Now go.”

He closed his mouth in shock and pushed his cart full of beer and chips down the aisle.

I couldn’t imagine talking that way to another man, or anyone, not without getting my ass kicked. She did it like it was nothing and went back to handling me.

“Continue, little girl,” Gwen commanded.

I gulped and crawled forward, reaching under her dress until my fingers were wrapped around the vegetable. Looking up I could see her shaved pussy lips through her see-through panties. I was marveling at the folds of her perfect pussy and the way they seemed to glisten with excitement from abusing me when to my shock and surprise she sat down. 

All of a sudden, her hand was on the back of my head and her hot, wet, panty-clad pussy was rubbing all over my face. I thrashed in surprise trying to break free.

“Hold still, dear,” she said. “Take your medicine like a lady.”

This can’t really be happening, I thought in horror as she pulled her panties to the side and rubbed her juicy cunt all over my lips and nose.

I felt a tingle start at the tip of my penis that kept growing and growing and then I was crying out, her wet pussy muffling my bliss as I ejaculated into my jeans in the middle of the grocery store. 

Time slowed down and I felt all the shame and embarrassment and excitement blend into my body-shaking orgasm. Gwen squatted next to me and stroked my hair, purring in my ear.

“There you go,” she said. “All done.”

She took my phone out of my pocket and punched in her number, adding her contact to my phone. She texted herself and handed it back to me.

“You can go now,” she told me. “I’ll contact you later with further instructions.”

Further instructions? Is she crazy, I wondered. But I didn’t dare ask. She was gorgeous and fearless and more than a bit scary. 

“And when I text, you better get back to me in a hurry,” she insisted. “Don’t try any of that cute male bullshit where you think you can leave me on unread for hours or days and I will like it. Respond politely and do what you are told or there will be consequences.”

I stared in surprise, her pussy juices still dripping down my face, my own cum running down the front of my jeans wetting them like I’d pissed my pants.

“Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said at once, then glanced at my phone to learn her name, “Gwen. I understand.”

“Good,” she smiled. “I think I can work with you. We’re going to have a lot of fun.”

I nodded like an idiot.

“Go home now and clean up and wait for my call,” she said.

“How long will I have to wait?” I asked.

She laughed and walked away without answering. I watched her go in amazement, feeling like reality was returning with each step she took away from me. The reality was that I had just had a sexual encounter with a beautiful Goddess in the middle of the grocery store and needed to get as far away as possible before the cops showed up.

I went home took a hot shower and waited for her to call. It didn't take long.
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"YOU LOOK SEXY AS FUCK," I purred at my image in the full-length mirror, vamping at myself. 

I was all dolled up and ready to act out my dirtiest fantasies. My wife, Gwen, was gone for the week on a business trip four states away. I'd lost my job shortly after we got married, but Gwen hadn't minded at all. She'd always been bossy and in control and seemed to enjoy having me home to do the domestic work.

“It’s temporary,” she’d insisted. “You’ll get another job when the economy changes. Don’t worry.”

As time went by, I found myself drifting from reality. I had moved to the city for the job and would have gladly moved back home when I lost it, but Gwen had gotten a big promotion around that time. While it meant she would be traveling more for work it also meant we couldn’t move, according to her, because the home office wanted her nearby for big meetings and on their time.

At one point I had even suggested that I could move home, and she could go between our house and my parents’ place, but she wouldn’t budge. 

“Your parents are old and don’t need the hassle of us coming and going,” she’d insisted. “And we are not wasting money on a new rental.”

Gwen swore that it would just be for a short while and then things would settle down. I said sure, like I always do because I don't like arguing with her. The truth is that I am lucky to have her, and I know it. 
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