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Prologue

When I met Jenna, she was the kindest, sweetest girl I’d ever met. She was always dressed in white, short skirts, summer dresses, all loose and flowing, and with her long blonde hair, she was almost angelic in many ways. But the thing that attracted me to her the most was her innocence, the way she stopped to give money to the homeless, even if it was change she needed for a parking machine, or stopped to pet a cute dog. She was just a genuine sweet girl, soft spoken, easy to blush.

We were both fresh out of college, working in the same building but for different companies. I was working in IT, she in some marketing and video promotion company of some sort; I didn’t know much about it, but each morning, she entered the elevator at the same time as me and always carried a box full of cupcakes.

After a week of seeing each other, she began to acknowledge me; not with words, just glances at first, then a small smile and a blush, which I returned. Eventually, we were riding together alone and she suddenly turned to me, opened the box and said, “Cupcake?” That was her first word to me. Cupcake.

“Thank you.” I said nervously, picking up a green one. “I had wanted to ask where you get them.”

She giggled. “Oh, no, I bake them.” She blushed again, as if she’d said something rather silly.

“Every night?” I asked, biting into the moist delicacy, probably the best cupcake I’d ever had in my life.

“Yep. I bring them for the team. The trick is to use stevia over sugar, makes for a healthier cake, less, you know, diabetes.”

“Yes, they are very morish.” I said, hand over mouth as I huffed the rest down.

“Oh, thank you. Want another?”

“I wouldn’t want to take away from your team.”

“They’ll survive…I hope.”

I reached back into the box. “Thank you then. Erm, mind if I save this one for later?”

Another sweet grin and a sway of the hips. “No problem. I’m Jenna, by the way.”

“Tristan, nice to meet you.”

She bit her lower lip a little. “You have really pretty eyes. I don’t think I’ve seen eyes so blue. I know it sounds weird but I’ve been wanting to tell you that for a while.”

“Oh, wow, thank you, erm, you have really pretty…” I stared at her, the picture of perfection, long brushed blonde hair, soft curls giving it body; her slender five-feet-eight body, topped by C-cup orbs of flesh pressing against the soft cotton of the little white lace summer dress. Her sharp cat-like grey eyes, framed by her high cheekbones. She was a goddess in every sense of the word. “Jesus, Jenna, you’re just pretty all over. I can’t pick one thing, because you’re stunning. Sorry, that probably sounds creepy.”

The giggle that came out of her mouth made me relax, and rather than reply, she reached up and kissed my cheek, just as the elevator pinged. “My stop. See you tomorrow I guess.”

“Yeah…” But the doors closed and that was it, she was gone for now, but I had the reminder of her in the form of a cupcake, pink, soft and sweet.

The next day, she arrived just as I was getting in the elevator, but instead of one big box, she had two boxes, one small holding two cupcakes. “Here Tristan, for you.” She giggled, handing me the box.

“Oh my god, you’re amazing! I’ve been thinking about you this whole time.” I suddenly realised what I said and froze. “The cupcakes, I’ve been thinking about the cupcakes this whole time.”

Her giggle basically meant she saw through my lie. But then she dropped her head and blushed. “I’ve been thinking about you this whole time too. In fact, I’ve been thinking about you longer. Um, how about we go for a coffee one day?”

“Why Jenna, are you asking me out?” I asked, smiling.

The hip twist began again as she smiled back at me. “If you don’t mind that?”

“I love that. Tonight after work too soon?”

“Definitely not too soon.” She said, and then once again, she kissed my cheek just as the elevator pinged. “Lobby at five?”

“See you then.”

“Perfect! Bye-ee!”

Of course, the date was perfectly sweet like her, and being a shy nerdy guy, I appreciated that her beauty didn’t carry over as arrogance, but rather she was just a sweet, kind girl who wanted a nice, intelligent boyfriend. And I became that boyfriend.

Over the next few weeks, we were inseparable. We did everything together, dinners, movies, dancing, but we didn’t rush into sex, we kissed, made out, but neither of us jumped into bed. It was just nice…

Eventually though, she invited me over to her place. “Wanna help me bake cupcakes?” She asked.

“Erm, sure!” I replied, really believing she wanted to bake cupcakes.

When I told my friends that I’d be going to her place to bake cupcakes, they were pretty direct. “You aren’t going to be baking cupcakes.” They said.

“I’m pretty sure she just wants to bake cupcakes.” I replied.

“Nope. She’s luring you back to her place to do disgusting things with you,” joked Jake, my best friend.

“One, don’t say luring. Sounds like she’s an axe murderer…” I said.

“Maybe she is. You don’t know.”

I ignored the retort. “Two, disgusting things? Seriously?”

Look, I was no virgin, I’d been two a couple of women, I just wasn’t the type to jump between girls. I was a shy, quiet IT guy with neatly combed brown hair, a skinny body that seemed to consume everything and never put on weight, and rather boring glasses. I just wasn’t anything special, not ugly, not a hunk, just average, and I was happy like that. Yes, I was attracted to girls, but I just wasn’t a player.

There was another problem. I had anxiety attacks. The moment I thought I would be sleeping with Jenna that night, I started thinking about everything that could go wrong. In fact, I’d been saying little things to prepare her for disappointment for the past weeks, but I wasn’t sure if she got the message.

That night, I arrived at her place and yes, we did bake cupcakes. She was wearing a little pink dress and was wearing a lace trim white apron, and flour on her hands as she opened the door. She grinned the moment I arrived, grabbed a matching pinafore apron and pushed it into my hands. “Here, put that on. Don’t want you getting messy.”

Disappointment and relief mixed in my body. Perhaps this would be everything we did, just bake cupcakes. I didn’t even care that I was in a frilly, lacy white satin pinafore apron, didn’t even notice it.

She was very…hands, as we worked, grabbing my backside in my jeans, kissing me and then as the evening wore on, she grabbed my crotch through the apron and gave me a naughty smirk.

“Take off your clothes.” She said, her voice husky, breathy. With trembling hands, I took the apron off and then stripped to my boxer shorts. When I wondered if she meant them too, she gave a nod, biting her bottom lip. “Now put the apron back on.” She giggled. I did it without thinking, at least then my little cock wouldn’t be dangling there.

The moment I was done, she did the same thing, and there we were, working together in the kitchen just wearing frilly robes. At the time, I didn’t think anything about it, but had I known what I know now, I probably would have run away.

Instead, I stayed, baked, let her feel me up, and then as the cupcakes baked, she pushed me on the floor, raised the skirt of the apron, and took my cock in her mouth for a minute, before climbing on it. There was no mention of a condom, nor was there any mention of the fact that my dick was not big, she just bounced away on me, her hands rubbing the satin of the apron on my chest, teasing the lace, then pinching my nipples as she closed her eyes and bit her lip in the way she did when she was being coy.

There was no way I was ever going to last. She was too good, too sweet, too sexy. God, this woman was a goddess, the body of a supermodel, the face of an angel, the sweetest personality, but when it came to sex, she seemed to know exactly what she wanted.

“I’m gonna…I’m not going to manage…I’m sorry.” I panted.

“That’s okay, cum baby. Fill me.” She giggled, her eyes suddenly on mine, irises dilated and a dirty grin on her face I hadn’t seen before.

I came, and I came hard than I ever came in my life, filling her whilst she moaned and cried, “Yes, more!” And as I dumped the last of my load in her, she asked, “Are you done?”

“Yes.” I nodded, still panting.

“Good. My turn!” She giggled, and then moved her body off my shrinking dick and over my face.

“Err…” I could see my load hanging from the labia, threatening to push out as her pussy levitated over my mouth.

“Open…” She said softly, just as cum dripped onto my lips.

There was no way to say no to her. I didn’t want to upset her, and it was just my cum, not someone else’s. So she had a kink, not really my problem. I did as she asked, opened my mouth and I watched her pussy twitch until a huge glob fell into my mouth.

“Mmm…nice creampie for my sweet boy,” she purred, pushing more and more out of her, until she said, “Show me your mouth baby.” I opened and showed her the load on my tongue. “Nice, now swallow and you can lick me to an orgasm or two.”

I swallowed the salty cum with a gulp, then felt her warm, slimy labia make contact with my lips. This was my first time going down on a girl, but I needn’t have worried. She was careful to direct me, to tell me how she liked it, and to my surprise, it took her just seconds to climax.

“Number one, now I’m going to need a little time for the second one.” She said in her sweet and innocent voice. “Let me know if you jaw hurts and we can take a break, okay?”

“Mmmhmm.” I nodded, still licking.

This ended up being a nightly thing for us, baking together, fucking, me eating her cum-filled pussy. It became such a regular thing that the weirdness of it for me eventually went away and it just became, normal. What was also normal was the wearing of lacy pinafores, pinks, whites, gingham, I wore them whenever we baked, and never thought anything about it.

“Hey, I’ve been thinking,” she said one evening in bed. “You’re here all the time, why don’t you move in?”

“I was thinking about that, but I didn’t want to rush you or make you feel like I was taking your space.”

She giggled and slapped my chest. “Silly! I love you! You’re my boyfriend!”

That was the first time she used the L word, and I felt stupid for not saying it first, even though I felt it every time I thought about her. “I love you so much sweetie!” I told her.

Her face transformed into a sad, embarrassed frown. “Even though I’m weird in bed?” She asked with a sulking tone.

“Weird? Why weird? I love sex with you.”

“I don’t know why I like making you lick cum from my pussy, I just do. I was worried you’d run away though, but…you really don’t mind?”

“I don’t babe. I love you and we all have our kinks.” I said, immediately regretting it because I actually didn’t have any. I was pretty boring.

“Oh!” She said, sitting up excitedly. “What are yours?”

“Oh, erm…” What do men like? I wondered. “Dunno…well, two women, obviously.”

“Well duh. Obvs.” She giggled. “What else?”

“Erm…whips?”

“Oh! Nice! So you wanna whip me?” She asked, blushing. I couldn’t imagine hurting her, she was way too sweet. I couldn’t imagine hurting any woman.

“No…er, you me.”

Another giggle, then she clapped her hands. “Oh, that is kinky, but I don’t know if I want to whip you.” She frowned thoughtfully, then began to smirk. “But maybe I have an idea for some play one day.”

Things remained the same for the next few days, and then the following weekend I moved in with her, giving official notice on the little room I shared with Jake. I never saw him most of the time anyway, so he didn’t really care, stating he could get someone to fill it.

The first night together with Jenna, things were the same as any night. We put the pinafore aprons over our naked bodies, cooked dinner, ate, drank a little wine, then baked. Except this time, I made a little mistake with the dough; or rather, she noticed a mistake which wasn’t really a mistake.

“Really Trissie,” she snapped, hands on hips and a stern look on her face. “How naughty! You really need to be punished!” And she stomped animatedly to the utensils drawer and pulled out up with a snap, grabbing a wooden spoon. “Bend over and grab the back of that chair. Present your backside for punishment!”

I moved into position, preparing myself for pain I didn’t really want, I’d just said it to avoid being seen as boring. But I couldn’t take it back now.

She swatted the spoon a few times in the air with a whoosh and then readied herself.

Thwack, thwack, thwack!

I cried out in pain as the spoon burned on my backside.

“Really Trissie! Take your punishment with some decorum!” She stomped over to the draw again, pulling out another wooden spoon and pushing it into my mouth. “Bite down on that. Just twenty-seven more to go!”

“Twenty-seven?” I gasped.

“Too few? Okay! I wasn’t sure, then let’s make it an even fifty.” She giggled.

Suddenly, something began to click. This wasn’t something she was doing for me, this was something she was doing for me. My sweet and innocent Jenna, the girl who stopped in the park to pick flowers, the girl who gave money to charity, the girl who baked cupcakes for colleagues, had a darker side. The cream-pies, the mandatory oral, and now the spankings; she had a dark side, and I was only just now realising it.

As I took the beating and bit on the wood, trying to temper my screaming, I began to notice something very strange happen. The apron beneath me began to tent, but it wasn’t just from the beating, it was from the knowledge that my sweet and innocent girl, was a vicious dominant bitch, just waiting to be let out, and yes, that did indeed turn me on.


One

There was something strange about Jenna.

As the days and weeks continued, so did her reasons for spanking me. Most of the time it was open palm on the backside, which I’ll admit felt better than I expected. But sometimes it was the wooden spoon, and that hurt.

Then came the name. I accepted Trissie from her at home because it was sweet, like her. She often shortened people’s names into something sweet and girlie, but being called Trissie outdoors seemed a little much.

I couldn’t complain though because she was just so nice. We never argued because there was never any need to. She didn’t just make decisions, she would ask me my thoughts, my ideas. For example, we decided to book our first holiday together. Initially, she suggested Spain but I’d not had a great experience in Spain before, too many drunken Brits, so I suggested a nice Greek island.

“Oh, yes, that sounds lovely!” She sang, clapping. “Great idea honey!”

So we ended up flying to Kos and had a nice week long relax, eating great food, and soaking in the rays. Everything about the holiday was perfect, except for a bizarre moment where a drunk man at our hotel came over to my girlfriend.

“Can…can I get your autograph?” He asked with a slur. The guy was some chubby German, burned from too much sun, and clearly too many Retsinas.

Before I could say he was mistaken or blind perhaps, a stern-looking German lady with thick-rimmed glasses and an angry sour expression, stomped over and grabbed the man roughly by the ear, pulling hard. She screamed at him in German and immediately his eyes widened.

“I’m sorry Goddess!” He snapped towards Jenna, then was led away, bent over as his partner pulled on the ear painfully.

“Drunks…urgh!” I said.

“I know. I love the fact that you know your limits.” She smiled.

But the incident left me questioning a few things. At no point did Jenna seemed concerned, nor confused. She just smiled at the man as she normally did and when he asked for an autograph, she actually put her drink down as if to ready herself to sign an autograph. I hadn’t occurred to me at the time, but she seemed to acknowledge she was famous.

Then there was the apology. Goddess. Why goddess?

After that, we saw the German and his wife again, realised he was there with his kids. Whenever he looked over at us he seemed to frown, turn red with embarrassment. Other than that though, he didn’t say anything else, and I just put it down to him confusing Jenna for someone else, no big deal.

Life with Jenna was good, but after that little break, I began to realise something. I didn’t know much about her. She really talked about work other than things about how hard her day was. “Good, I feel like I was steamrolled by my colleagues today”, “I had to deal with so many dicks at work today”, “I was really anal at work today.”

Finally, one evening, I decided to push harder and ask about her day. Usually she would say, “Oh, you don’t wanna hear about my day. I don’t want to get you upset.” Or, “my ex-boyfriends used to ask about my work but always got weird when I talked about it. I really think they’d just prefer not to know.”

“Babe, how was work today? What did you do?” I asked her.

“Trissie, sweetie, you know I don’t like talking about work…”

“But babe, you never want to tell me.”

“Because you know who I work for, I don’t want you thinking about it.”

I blinked. “That marketing company?”

This time she blinked. “What? No, Telview Video Productions…”

“Yeah, telemarketing or something, right?”

She stared at me for a moment, then fear washed over her face as she realised I had misunderstood who the company was and what they did. “Oh god! Oh god! I thought you knew! Oh my god, I’m gonna die alone!” She said crying her eyes out.

“Honey! No! No, you’re not, just tell me. What am I missing?” I asked, pulling her into a hug.

“Tristan! Telview is a porn company. I make porn! I thought you knew that!”

The things she’d said came back to me, and I realised that she’d been telling me this whole time. It was all anal at work today… I’d not listened properly. “But…how was I supposed to know?” I asked.

“I thought everyone in the building knew!” She sobbed. “I thought you knowing, not seeming to care, well, I thought you were okay with it. I’m sorry! I’m so stupid!”

No matter what, I couldn’t feel angry at her. It was my mistake too. “I’m sorry! I’m the stupid one. I should’ve known.”

“How could you? You’re just too nice!”

“No, really, Jenna, forgive me, I didn’t want to make you feel bad. If that is what you do and that’s what you enjoy doing, then…who am I to judge?”

She sniffed and stared at me, rubbing at her puffy red eyes. “Really? You’re not going to leave me?”

“Are you kidding? No! I don’t mind. It’s just a job, isn’t it?”

“Of course! I get paid well, and I really don’t see it as anything else.”

The memory of the German came back. “So when he asked for your autograph…”

“I was going to give it to him.” She shrugged. “I thought you knew. Heck, I thought you probably looked me up already online.”

“I don’t do that.” I said, believing it to be tantamount to stalking.

“Well, I don’t mind if you wanna look. I think I’d prefer you did it alone first, then based on how you feel about it, I’m happy to watch with you, but for now, please wait until I’m not around.”

“Okay, but don’t feel embarrassed. I love you all the same.” I told her, not wanting to see my sweet girl upset. “But how did you get involved in it?”

“Oh, well, my parents are poor and when I got accepted to university, I knew I couldn’t afford the rents and costs, so I thought I’d do some modelling shoots. I start modelling when I was young, so thought I could continue. Then a photographer introduced me to a lady who told me I could make a fortune in porn. I liked sex, so I thought, why not? I made a lot of money, I finished college and decided to go full-time.”

“Wow. Well, if you enjoy it…”

“I do!” She grinned. “The people are really nice, sometimes the sex can be a bit monotonous, especially when you need to break for camera adjustments and stuff, but sometimes it can be really good.”

“Do you…erm…do you orgasm? Or is it too clinical?” I asked, thinking it might be just like going to the doctor.

“Sometimes! Depends on the scene and the actor. Most of the time not though.” She shrugged.

“So when the German called you goddess…?”

She smiled and perked up. “Oh, that’s for my BDSM role. Goddess Jenna Jaxx.”

“I see…” I said, realising that was why she was so good with the spoon. “Is that why you didn’t want to use a whip? Too much like work?”

“Yeah, sorry. I’ll whip you one day, I promise, but…you know?”

“I get it.” I smiled, but inside, my brain was going haywire. I was dating a porn-star, which had both positive and negative connotations to a man.

When we made love that night, things felt awkward for the first time. She was clearly nervous, more reserved and for the first time ever, she didn’t ask me to go down on her, whereas I was unable to stop picturing her with faceless men gathered around her as she took cock after cock.

We fell sleep both facing opposite sides of the bed, both wondering if we hadn’t made a huge mistake.

The next day though, she was all apologies again.

“Last night was weird because…” She frowned. “I dated guys before but the moment they found out I did porn, they became weird and eventually left me. I met a guy before you and he seemed to be okay with it, but I because paranoid and pushed him away. Now I am paranoid again, but I promise you, I don’t want to push you away. I love you and if you tell me that you don’t want me to do porn, I’ll quit, for you.”

That sounded nice but in reality, I knew that it would eventually make her bitter towards me. I didn’t really know enough about the porn industry to pass judgment and wasn’t even a major viewer of porn, so I couldn’t judge. I’m not religious and not really someone who worries about the moral implications. If someone wants to use their body for sex, and they are not forced or coerced into it, then it’s their decision. I said that to her and ended with, “And no, I don’t want you to quit. Besides, there is a little bit of coolness about saying geeky old me is dating a frickin’ porn-star.” I laughed.

She giggled and then pulled me in for a tight hug. “I don’t know how I ever got so lucky to run into you, but I’m so happy. I love you baby.”

“I love you too.”

At the office that day though, I decided to check to see if everyone knew about Telview or I only I was the idiot. It turned out, I was the idiot.

“Guys, what do you know about Telview on the fifth floor?” I asked.

“Porn.” Said Diane immediately.

“Hardcore porn,” added Mick the Australian. “Like, brutal stuff. Think Kink.com stuff.”

“Yeah, there’s this one girl there who does these hardcore female domination cuckold humiliation vids. Like, she’s hot but fuck me, what she does.” Said Pete.

That was it, conversation over, I thought, but then Diane paused her typing and gave me a curious look. “Why?” She asked, voice laced with suspicion.

“No reason…” I added quickly.

“Didn’t you recently start dating a girl from this building?” She asked, already knowing the answer.

“Yes.” I squeaked, dropping my head.

The room fell silent, not even the sound of keyboards clicking anymore. “Oh Tristan, no…” Sighed Diane. “Tell me she’s a camera operator or makes the coffee!”

“No! Tell me her name is Jenna!” Said Pete with a laugh.

I sighed. “Her name’s Jenna.” I moaned with a sigh, and Pete let out a huge laugh, suddenly hammering into his keyboard.

“I really hope you’re not looking for porn on your work PC,” said Linda, the division head.

“Don’t worry, I circumvented the work network.” He said, pressing play on a video and turning it to me. And there was my girlfriend, sitting on a sofa tapping her foot in front of a man kneeling, crying on his knees.

“You’re pathetic, such a fucking loser! Just once I’d like you to satisfy me! Fucking wanker!” Jenna snapped at the man. “Well lucky for you, Tyrone and Luke are coming over, and they’re gonna show you what it means to satisfy a woman.”

“Jenna please! Please don’t do this to me!” The man cried.

“Too late loser!” She snapped with her arms folded. “Now get undressed!”

The chubby man stripped down to reveal his dick, locked in a pink plastic chastity cage. Out of nowhere, Jenna stood and kicked the man square in his nuts, sending him keeling to the ground. “Fucking cunt!”

In all the weeks I’d been with her, I never heard a swear word from her mouth, she was just too sweet, but here, she was pure dominance, pure evil. The way she laughed at the man, slapped him, kicked him around.

Pete skipped the video forward, and suddenly I was looking at my girlfriend with a huge black cock in her mouth, whilst another fucked her pussy. She was mewling and laughing, slobbering on the cock, then rubbing it and looking back at the man fucking her. “Yeah, ruin my fucking cunt! Stretch it with that baseball bat! Fuck, no man will ever satisfy me like you can!”

Linda must have been looking at my face, my mouth hanging there in shock, horror. “Pete…” She said.

“You fucking pathetic loser. You’re gonna be drinking his cum from my pussy, and maybe if you do a good job, you won’t need to clean his cock this time! Cocksucker!” Jenna said on screen.

“Pete! Turn it off!” Linda shouted. “NOW!”

“Shit, sorry mate.” Pete said, clicking the X on the corner of the screen. “Only messing around. It’s just acting, I’m sure.”

I needed to get out of there, so I ran to toilets and pushed open the cubicle door, slamming it shut and sitting on the closed toilet, my heart racing, my cock hard. With trembling hands, I pulled out my phone and searched Jenna Jaxx, finding hundreds of videos and previews, only a few that were full length.  I clicked on one where there was a man in pink lingerie kneeling in front of her in the preview.

“Sissy fucking bitch,” she screamed, slapping his face then spitting on it. “I’m so tired of your shit. You can’t even satisfy me and now I find you in my lingerie? Well fine sissy cunt, then I get to invite my friends round to satisfy me, and you can enjoy my lingerie, deal?”

“But, but…”

“But-but-but! You piece of fucking shit!” She said, laying into him then stomping on his balls. She pulled open her wraparound dress, stripping off her lingerie and standing there naked for all to see. She then grabbed his head and pulled it to her backside. “Sniff my fucking arsehole, you piece of shit. That’s all you fucking deserve, cunt!”

He skipped the video forward. The man was still on his knees but now she was gripping his head and trying to push it on a huge black cock. “Suck it! Suck it you fucker! Suck it now!”

“Please, don’t do this!”

“Gonna make you my gay bitch, gonna satisfy my friends.”

I skipped forward again, and now Jenna was being held and fucked by one man in the arse, whilst another fucked her pussy, another fucked her mouth, and in both her hands were cocks, and other waited. The camera panned and the sissy was being pounded from both sides.

“Yeah, you fucking like that now don’t you?” She asked, removing the cock from her mouth for a moment. “Don’t worry baby, gonna be lots of cock for you from now on.”

I hadn’t realised it but I’d removed my cock from my trousers was wanking it.

Another video, her in latex going wild on a woman’s pussy as a man fucked her arse hard, a queue of men behind him, waiting their turn. One finished, another took his place, all of them bareback, pumping their seed inside her.

I came hard, spraying my clothes and wondering how I could come back from this.


Two

I didn’t tell Jenna that I’d seen the videos, but I didn’t really need to, she could tell, and I could tell that she could tell, but neither of us said anything. Eventually though, after cleaning the cum from her pussy, she held herself on me, pussy pressed on my face, and just stared at me, eyes piercing my soul.

“You’re wondering how much cum had been up my cunt today, aren’t you?” She asked and my eyes widened, shocked at hearing her swear. “Please! You have heard way worse from me, haven’t you?” She asked, gently gyrating her hips back and forth slowly. “I took sixteen loads today, so now you’re wondering if you licked someone else’s cum out, aren’t you?” Now her hand was back on my cock, gently rubbing it as she rubbed her pussy on me. “Well, the answer is, no honey, I clean my pussy after work.” She said, moving back and lowering her pussy back onto my cock again.

It was the first time I’d fucked her twice in a row, to be honest. I wasn’t great at sex, I knew that, but this time, something very interesting happened, I managed not to cum long enough for her to climax on me, then she slowed and grinned, the naughtiest grin I’d seen on her, in real-life, though I’d seen it in her videos.

“How many videos have you watched?” She asked.

“All the free ones.” I replied.

“Would you like to watch the paid ones? I have the login.”

“Now?”

“If you want?”

I sighed, then nodded, so she climbed off me and reached for my hand, pulling me up and to the bedroom, where she had me lie in bed, then she turned on the TV and connected her phone, sharing her screen and selecting a video randomly and pressing play. As I watched her in latex wielding a whip, whilst what I knew as a sissy was bent over a whipping bench. It was at that moment that I realised that this wasn’t a randomly selected video, it was a prepared video based on the fetish I’d lied about being interested in.

Jenna knelt on all fours and told me to put my cock in her.

“Yeah, yes.” I gasped, pushing inside her.

“I think yes, Mistress, is more appropriate, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” I said, and then instantly, I came.

She left the video on as I licked her clean again, a task I’d seen submissive men and sissies do in her video, and given that she liked me doing it, I had to wonder if she wanted the roleplay she played in the videos, in real life.

Twenty minutes later, after washing, we lay in bed watching some dumb TV show, flicking through channels as she lay on my chest. There was so much unsaid, but I knew we needed to speak, we needed get it out.

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

She was silent for a moment, then she began chuckling. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that?”

“I just want know if we are okay?”

“We’re great, Tristan, trust me. I’m fine. I love you.” She said. “But, now you know me better, then ask me what you think of it. Ask me questions.”

“Okay…” I inhaled. “Your videos are BDSM related. Fetish ones, cuckolding and such, why?”

“Because that is what fits. I’m a sweet blonde girl with a very girlie voice. Too sweet to be mean, and then when I am, it makes submissive men feel like there’s a chance their fantasy can come true. I give them hope.”

I nodded, that made sense. “Okay, then tell me about why you keep doing them.”

The sound of the I’m a Celebrity droned on in the background but I ignored it, it seemed to just be a placeholder for her answer. Then I felt her nod, maybe coming to terms with the fact that she needed to answer. “Because I really enjoy the fetish. I enjoy spitting on the men and bossing them around, and it makes me hornier when the bulls fuck me. But now you’re worried if I want to do that to you. No, I don’t, or rather, I don’t need it. Would it help me to say my boyfriend is my submissive? My slave? My cuckold? Well, if I decided to market myself like some fetish actresses, then sure, absolutely it would, but I don’t need that. I’m happy being niche, it’s fine.”

I sat up which made her sit back. “Is that something you would like though? To become a global superstar?”

She gave me a little shrug. “I thought about it, but I don’t know. I met you and really, you’re so much more than that.”

“I need to tell you something and I really hope you don’t hate me.” I said, and suddenly I saw genuine fear in her eyes, real fear she would lose me. “I’m not going to leave you or anything, it’s not about that. It’s about the spanking. I…I’m boring. I don’t really have fantasies. I never thought of it, it was just something I said because I didn’t want you to think I was being boring.”

The laughter that erupted from her actually began to make me chuckle too. “Are you telling me you let me whip you with a wooden spoon, just so I didn’t think you were boring?” She laughed. “Oh honey, you silly pumpkin! I love you so much but you really are silly.”

“I’ll be honest about something else though. I didn’t dislike you spanking me.” Her soft smile transformed into the dark kinky look she had earlier. “And I masturbated at work when I saw your videos.”

I felt her hand on my chest, pushing me back, eyes downcast. “No that’s very bad, Trissie, wanking off, wasting a chance to fuck your Goddess? What does that tell me about how you see me? Hmm? Not worth waiting for, hmm? How disappointing.” She slapped my face, not hard, not like in the video, playfully, then she held my cheek and stared into my eyes, her feet pushing back the duvet, toes pushing down my pyjama bottoms. “Look at him, getting hard. My, my. Such a bad boy. Wanking at work, how pathetic.” Her voice was so soft, gone was the sweet girlie voice, replaced by a smooth purr. “If you can’t control yourself, I might need to put a cage on him. Should I do that? Should Goddess bring a cage home from work?”

My cock throbbed, painfully hard suddenly, and I felt her warm pussy envelop it. “Yes Goddess,” I said, though barely audible.

She grinned and then slapped my face again, lightly, just enough to show me she was in charge during this play, but that it was just play. “Such a bad boy.”

“Goddess,” I whispered, “please spit on me like you do the men in your videos.”

Another smile and a grin, then spit, her phlegm landed square on my face. “Leave it on there.” She said, then she began hocking hard, before spitting another huge glob on my face.

When she slapped me again, I was panting from her hip movement. “Harder.” I whispered, and she grinned again, before slapping me properly this time. It stung, it hurt, but all the pain went straight to my cock.

Her hand threaded through my hair and grabbed it hard, pulling as she leaned over, spitting on me again. “This what you want, huh? You want me to be your dominant Goddess? To make you my cuckold bitch, like in the videos? Well sorry honey, you already are a cuckold. Think about it baby, how does it feel to know your girlfriend fucks hundreds of men a month. Huh? How does it feel to know my arsehole needs so much preparation H every day because of all the cock I take? How does it feel to know that every single cock I took today was way bigger than yours?” She was rocking her hips hard now, as she leaned closer. “Tell me you love it.” She whispered it my ear. “Tell me the truth, Trissie, tell me you love me like this. Tell me you want me to keep cuckolding you.”

“I love it! I love it!” I cried, and then something amazing happened. We climaxed at exactly the same time.

As we lay there I felt my libido drop to levels I hadn’t ever felt, a haze of shame and embarrassment. But even as I regretted my words and actions, Jenna pulled herself close to me and with a huge smile, she just held me, whispering words of encouragement, that she’d never felt so safe, so comfortable and happy. This woman was the most attractive woman I’d ever met, and on top of that, she was a genuinely nice person. So she was a little kinky, so she made pornography, she was still the most amazing person.

“You feel rough, huh?” She asked, kissing my cheek. “Well don’t worry, it’s all just roleplay, acting, and there is nothing wrong with that. We played and we had fun, nobody has to know what we do or talk about, it’s just for us, and you can be safe in the knowledge that I loved it and I don’t think anything less of you. As to your concerns about being boring, I don’t think you are. I just think you are unaware of your own fantasies, and yes, I think you’re submissive, but that’s a good thing. I don’t want to date some tough guy; at heart, I am this person, the person that wants to help people, to bake cupcakes. I’m sweet, I promise.”

Her words soothed me to the point where I no longer cared what people felt about me, what my brain told about me, I just wanted to be close to her.

And then I said words I probably should have thought longer about. “I want you to meet my friends and family.”

“Oh my god, yes! Please!” She sang, jumping on me to give me a firm hug. “And I want you to meet my friends!”

So it was agreed, I was to meet her friends first, then she would meet the few I had.

Honestly, I wasn’t the best person at making friends, but that was mainly because I was quiet, didn’t really care that I didn’t socialise. I had my coding, a few small hobbies, but on the whole, I just tried to live my life the way I liked. That obviously changed when I met Jenna as I suddenly realised I needed a more outgoing outlook to life.

The following weekend, it was agreed that I would met Tessa, Layla, Mitchell and Devon, her closest friends. At first, I assumed these were people from her school or college days but as I prepared for the evening, she explained that they were all from the porn industry.

Tessa was a professional dominatrix, fetish actress, and model in the BDSM space. Layla specialised in lesbian porn, though did do some bisexual films. Mitchell was generally in the gay and bisexual space and was also a drag queen, though apparently tonight he’d be dressed male, and Devon was a person who acted with Jenna a lot, and apparently I’d seen him in a few of the videos. He always played a bull.

At some point or other, all her friends had acted with her in some capacity or other, and that made me very nervous.

“Relax! They’re really lovely!” She said, smiling sweetly. “Trust me, they’ll love you.”

We met at a trendy wine bar not far from the office, and coincidentally, it wasn’t just the four there. Others from her work decided to tag along and before I knew it, I was surrounded my men, women and transgender people from the porn industry, some dressed normally, some reflecting their personas. For example, Tessa was an internationally known BDSM and fetish artist, so she tried to wear latex, leathers and lace, where possible in public. There was a sissy actress I’d seen in one of the videos on a leash with another dominatrix.

Every single civilian in that bar was looking over at us. Men stared in lust and shock at seeing some of their favourite porn stars. It was the most surreal experience in the world.

And yet, she was right. Everyone was super down-to-Earth and friendly, not a single person treated me like an outsider, but at the same time, they were far more extrovert than me, and that meant they were happy ask me questions about my sexuality which would normally be foreign to me; normally, but not since I met Jenna.

“You are so Jenna’s type!” Said Mitchell. “I heard you like spanking?”

I spat my wine out and gave Jenna a horrified look. She blushed, forgetting that I wasn’t totally expressive about my sexuality, and also remembering that I didn’t exactly mean that I wanted that. “Sorry,” she mouthed.

The best thing I could do was roll with the punches, so I turned to Mitchel and said, “Yeah, she uses a wooden spoon.”

Laughter erupted. “For now!” Tessa said, “Don’t worry. This woman knows how to wield a whip. The question is, as someone from outside the industry, how did you really feel when you found out? No judgment here.”

The area seemed to settle and all eyes were on me. This was not just a question, it was a test of my honesty, and if I got it wrong, I felt sure that they would turn Jenna against me.

I took a moment to think about the question, then I decided to be as truthful as possible. “I felt like an idiot.” I said with a shrug, confusing them all for a moment. “I’d been travelling in that elevator with her, with some of you in fact, and I really didn’t know what you all did. I thought you did marketing.” I shrugged again. “So honestly, I felt stupid, like there was a world going on out there without me.”

Tessa grinned at me, liking where I was going with the answer.

I continued. “As to what she does, well, my view is that it is none of my business. I don’t own Jenna, she’s her own person, and if she is not being forced into something, then she should do whatever makes her happy and it isn’t for me to judge, not that I would. I’ve seen the videos and I’d say she’s a good actress and she has found her calling.”

“Good answer,” smiled Tessa.

“It is,” mused Mitchell, chin propped on the back of his hand, “but I’m missing something. What was your reaction when you first watched one of her cuckold videos?”

I ran my tongue along the tip of my teeth as I smiled, then nodded. “I went to the bathroom at work and masturbated.”

The whole table erupted with laughter and applause, but Layla was the one who said something none of us thought of. “Just imagine, you were upstairs wanking off when really you could have come down a few floors and Jenna would’ve taken care of you.”

I smirked. “What if she was busy?”

“I would’ve taken care of you, honey,” replied Mitchell with a wink, and again, the table erupted with laughter.

The discussion shifted to something work related, something to do with a change to the laws around porn in the UK, but every so often, Jenna squeezed my leg or rubbed my back, just to show that she was there with me. However, there was something else I realised as I sat there listening. She was chatting away to Devon who was sat to her right, but this was a man whose cock had been inside every hole in her body. I’d seen her climax, scream, beg him for more, kiss him.

It was as I realised that, that something quite embarrassing happened. I became very erect.

With Jenna’s hand rubbing my leg, I could have easily put it down to that, but as she smiled at something Devon said, she turned to look at me, catching me looking at them in an analytical way. She gave me a little smile then turned back to the conversation, but as she did, I felt her hand rest on my cock, then my fly open and her hand thread inside, rubbing me under the table.

I gulped and leaned forward and as I did, I caught Tessa’s eyes looking at me a little curiously, until she finally clocked what was going on and began to smirk.

Various conversations were going on but it was just Tessa and I who were not speaking, just looking at one another as Jenna wanked me off under the table. Tessa leaned forward, her heavy breasts in the tight latex threatening to pop out under the strain as she pressed them against her crossed arms.

“I heard you like her to spit on you,” she said softly.

To my right, Jenna turned and gave me a grin before returning to her conversation. “Yes.” I breathed, Jenna’s hand working me harder.

Tessa reached out, pulling my nearly empty wine glass towards her, then she leaned over it, allowing a big glob of drool to drip along the edge and gather at the base, then sliding it back. “Drink up.” She said.

My eyes caught the others, they were still chatting away, but one or two had caught sight of it, were looking at the glass, or gave me a smile that, telling me everyone was cool with the game.

I looked to my right just as Jenna turned. “Drink up baby, you heard the lady.” She said sweetly.

“Okay…” I breathed.

“What do you say?” Jenna asked, and suddenly the table began to hush.

I gulped. “Yes Goddess.”

“Drink your drink, and if you’re good, maybe everyone else will give you some more.” Jenna said, winking at the others as she wanked me.

The glass made contact with my lips by now all eyes were on me. There was no way out of this, I had to do it. I drank the spit down and swallowed, and nobody whooped are applauded, they just all gave me a look of silent appreciation, no judgment, no finger-pointing, all just fun that they wanted to include me in.

I placed the glass down and moved it into the centre of the table. If they were going to do this, then do it, I thought. This time there was laughter, as each member, male, female or other, spat into the glass. I was actually glad all these people were porn actors, because Jenna explained how often they were tested and how strict and sterile everything had to be.

As I drank down the large amount, Jenna picked up her empty wine glass and lowered it under the table.

“Cum now sweetie,” she said loud enough for all to here, much to their delight.

I grabbed the table and bit my lip, trying hard not to orgasm loudly, but in the end, my gasp was obvious enough to make them all laugh as my cock sprayed the insides of the glass.

For a moment, I thought she was going to make me drink it, but as she brought the glass to the table, she refilled the glass with a little wine, swished it with the cum, and then downed it with grin. “Lovely!” She giggled.


Three

Whilst my evening out with her friends and colleagues turned into a free and very expressive evening, I knew that our night with my friends would be anything but. Jake, William, Brian, Claire and her husband Pierre, were all very straightlaced people. Jake, a developer like me, was the type of guy to think he was god’s gift to women, but really he struggled to find love. William and Brian were in committed relationships but couldn’t pull the trigger on proposals. And Claire married Pierre, an annoying Frenchman she met when she lived in Nice for a year. She was one of those types to ask, “When are you going to stop being a kid and finally settle down?”

Of course, I didn’t tell them anything about Jenna other than that she was the sweetest girl I’d ever met. And yes, I forewarned Jenna that I wasn’t going to mention her pornography career unless it came up, not because I was embarrassed, but because I wanted them to get to know the real her before they judged her job. She understood completely, noting she didn’t really speak to her parents anymore for exactly that reason.

Dinner was at Claire’s house that night and honestly, the moment we walked up to the door, I worried this was going to be like the moment in Notting Hill where Will brought Anna over to dinner, but with a far different outcome. However, our arrival went a little differently.

I rang the doorbell and turned to look at Jenna with a smile. She stood there in her flowery white dress, the little skirt loose and displaying her pale skin, her slim legs, but in stark contrast to the other night with her friends, she looked frantic with nerves.

“It’ll be fine,” I assured her.

“What if they hate me?” She whispered.

“They won’t, and if for some reason they do, then I have new friends now.” I told her, rubbing her back.

She didn’t have time to reply because Pierre was at the door. “Ah, Tristan, come, come. Bonjour, bonjour. How are you my friend?”

Pierre rubbed me the wrong way because he was just your run of your mill Frenchman, nothing special, and when I met him the first time in France, he was fine; but since moving to the UK, the accent had become more pronounced, his dressing style became more French, and he always had some sort of worldly view on things which either made no sense or was just complete bollocks.

“Yeah mate, not bad. Awright?” I said. And that was the other thing about him; he brought out the English lout in me, which I also hated.

“Ah, and this must be the Jenna I hear so much about!” The man leaned in and kissed her on both cheeks and then held her shoulder and pulled back to look at her. “You are like the true English rose; decadent, a beauty to which others can only aspire, and yet I suspect, thorns to punish those who do not handle you correctly, am I correct?”

Jenna grinned and gave me a look. “Yes, well, thank you. Erm, here, some homemade cupcakes,” Replied Jenna, handing Pierre the box; and then as we were led inside, she said to me, “What was that rubbish?”

“I did warn you about him.” I whispered.

As we stepped into the room, I wondered who would recognise her first, but to my surprise, William was the perfect gentleman and just her hand, said how do you do in the most British way possible, and then moved away. Brian offered a glass of wine and then began asking me which route I took on the underground, before complaining about the weather lately.

Jake arrived soon after us as I began to wonder where Claire was, and whilst he shook Jenna’s hand, he said, “Wow, you have the most familiar face but I just can’t place it.”

“I get that a lot,” she replied, giving me a smile.

However, it was Claire who surprised us both.

The brunette walked into the room saying something about the chicken needing a little longer when she made a sudden stop and looked right at Jenna and said, “Holy fuck!”

My eyes widened and my mouth opened but for some reason, Jenna was now smiling. “Oh, sorry, hi, I’m Jenna, Tristan’s girlfriend.”

For a moment, Claire just stared at her, then as her lip began to move without saying anything, she began to look at the others, and suddenly, she turned bright red in embarrassment.

“What’s wrong mon Cherie?” Pierre asked.

“Oh, nothing, just hot in the kitchen,” Claire replied, and then shook Jenna’s hand. “Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you. I’m Claire, lovely to m-meet you.”

“Would you like some help in the kitchen?” Asked Jenna.

“No!” Claire snapped suddenly. “I mean, yes, sorry, yes, please.”

As Jenna followed Claire out she looked back at me with a smirk. It took me a moment but then it began to dawn on me. Claire was acting strange not just because she recognised Jenna, but because now it was clear to anyone who knew what Jenna did that Claire watched porn. And what probably made it worse for her was the fact that Pierre didn’t know who Jenna was, so Claire was likely watching cuckold femdom porn without her husband.

“So how did you and Jenna meet?” Brian asked.

“She works in the same building, a few floors down.” I replied. “She makes these amazing cupcakes.” I said, pointing at the large pink box. “She gave me one and we began talking.”

“How lovely!” Said William. “What is it she does?”

“Erm, in the entertainment industry.” I said, trying to be as honest as possible.

“That’s interesting. Television? Film? Production?”

“Mix really. Some film, but mainly online content these days.” I noted.

The two men nodded as Jake sipped on some wine with a confused expression. “Yes, well, that’s where the money is these days,” Brian noted. “I mean, look at Netflix. Can you imagine what would have happened if Blockbuster had bought them?”

“Well, thank god they didn’t.” Said William.

But Jake was putting two and two together, albeit slowly. “So what is it she actually does then? Like, production assistant or runner, or what?” He asked.

I gulped. We had agreed with Jenna that if or rather when the question came up, we would not lie. She wasn’t ashamed of what she did, and I wasn’t embarrassed either, although the theme was maybe a little outside where I would’ve liked the discussion going. “She’s an actress.”

“Oh, wow!” Said William. “Oh hey! Have you seen that new thing which is taking off right now? These one minute drama shorts or something? Crappy acting, cliché storylines, but the format is similar to soap operas, so people get sucked in.”

“I’ve seen those!” Brian said, snapping his fingers. “Short Dramas or something like that? Yes, gosh, I hear those businesses are raking in the money.”

“Yep, there are moments when I just think, if only I’d come up with that…” Sighed William.

But as those two rattled on, I could see recognition dawning on Jake’s face, until suddenly he was grinning at me. I really didn’t want him to suddenly explode and say something, so instead I grabbed him and asked him about Arsenal being at the top of the table, knowing the other two couldn’t careless and that Pierre was too busy scrolling through his phone.

“Don’t!” I snapped as I led him away.

“Mate, fuck, seriously? How the fuck did you bag a porn-star?” He hissed. “And such a fucking hot one too! Man, am I jealous!”

“Yeah, you say that, but seriously, we’re not hiding anything but I don’t want this to be the central discussion point tonight. The others don’t know so let’s not go blabbing, okay?”

He made a zipping motion across his lips. “But when Claire finds out, she’s gonna freak; little miss prude.” He chuckled, taking a sip of wine as I just stared at him. His face creased a little as he remembered Claire’s arrival, then his eyes widened. “Holy shit!” He gasped.

“Stop! Just, don’t!”

“But, but! Pierre doesn’t know!” He said, now grinning widely. “Little miss prude watches porn because Pepe Le Pew over there doesn’t satisfy her. And fucking female domination humiliation stuff too…” He froze again, eyes returning to me. “Oh man… Oh man… You poor bastard.”

I rolled my eyes. “Dude, you realise that she’s just acting, right?”

“Man…she’s getting railed by huge black cocks, and I’ve seen yours in the gym, remember? There’s no way…”

“It’s not the size, and you can see, she’s perfectly happy.”

“Of course she is!” He screeched, causing the others to look over. He grinned apologetically. “Of course she is,” he then said quietly. “She’s being gang-fucked by huge cocks the whole day! I’m surprised she wants to do anything in the evening!”

“Jake, mate, can we drop it please?” I said. “I’m comfortable with what she does, and so is she. So just drop it.”

“Fine. Mate, I’m just ribbing you, yeah? No hard feelings.”

I nodded. I had honestly expected a lot worse from him.

Rather than hang around, I decided to walk towards the kitchen and ask if the girls were getting on okay. I had a horrible feeling that Claire would be in there telling Jenna that she needed to leave, but as I approached I heard Claire asking Jenna a question that made me freeze in my footsteps.

“He’s been wearing the panties I got him, and the stockings, but at the moment, he’s very resistant with the bra,” said Claire. “But he’s very respectful when Jeremy is here, always remains silent, never speaks out of turn, and I’ve become quite handy with the crop now.”

“Just be careful around the kidneys, you can do a lot of damage.” Jenna noted.

“Yes, I read that. I only use it on his backside. Have you whipped Tristan yet?”

“Just the wooden spoon and my hand, not used the crop or a whip yet. I’d like to but I don’t want to scare him either. Honestly, I’m just glad to have a wonderful man to come home to.”

“But I read that female domination is your biggest personal fetish, the whole cuckold thing. How do you manage it if he’s not into it?”

“Well, look, I fuck a lot of men during the day, so matter how you look at it, I cuckold him. Do I wish we could play sissy-domme sometimes? Sure, but it’s not my priority. I just want him to be happy.”

“You have to be happy too.”

Jenna chuckled. “Come on sweetie, you’ve seen the videos. Do I look unhappy?”

Claire laughed. “Good point. Good, I’d love to experience that, but everything slowly. We’ve only been experimenting a few weeks and it’s going well, but we can’t rush things.”

I felt like a spy standing there listening, but I really wanted to hear more, so I moved a little closer to the frame, just out of view, or so I thought. I didn’t realise they could see me in the reflection of a metal bar.

There was some whispering between them, then I heard a little giggle, before a loud, pronounced sigh from Jenna. “I mean, I have sissy panties at home, that I bought for a previous boyfriend, but he never wore. You know what would be amazing?” Jenna asked.

“What?”

“If I came home and found Trissie snooping and trying on the knickers and lingerie.” She said, her voice getting louder. And as I began to think, what the fuck? She stuck her head around the corner. “You really shouldn’t spy on people, Trissie.” She grinned.

“Oh ha, ha.” I said, following her into the kitchen. “I was coming to check in on you.”

“And you heard something you shouldn’t have,” said Jenna.

Claire smirked and turned to a drawer, pulling out a wooden spoon. “Here you go.” She laughed.

But Jenna just sipped on her wine and looked at me, then she turned to Claire and said, “Actually, can I borrow your crop?”

My old school-friend smiled and said, “Oh yes, come with me, I’ll show you.”

As I stood there rooted to the ground, Jenna grabbed my hand and said, “Come on, you have to agree, this one is worth the punishment.”

With a sigh, I nodded and followed them both up the stairs, looking bag hoping that nobody saw anything. We entered the large bedroom and Claire marched right up to a long drawer, pulling it up with two hands.

“Crop, paddle, cat, erm, oh, strap-on and lube if you wanna peg him. It’s washed and disinfected, just wash it after and use the spray; but you know what to do. Erm…” Claire paused and then clicked her fingers, turning to a smaller drawer to the right. “And here are some of Pierre’s sissy things, most unopened as you can see. They should fit Tristan if you want to put him in them.”

Jenna smirked and then thanked Claire. “Are you staying?”

“No, no. I need to watch the food, and I’ll make sure the others don’t venture up here.” Said Claire with a broad smile.

“Thanks Claire.”

“The door locks though.”

After Claire left the room, Jenna turned and walked to the drawer, picking out a red leather riding crop and swishing it menacingly. “Get undressed and assume the position, and don’t you dare think about talking back to me, is that understood?” She asked, her voice flat and dark, not the saccharine sweet it was before.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, hurrying to strip off my clothes and not daring to say anything else.

The first bite of the crop was utter torture, but I took it, burying my head in the duvet and refusing to let myself scream too loud. She made a point of saying that she wouldn’t hold back, that she wanted me to feel the real feeling of being whipped, but she did say that I could use stop if I wished. “We’ll talk about a proper safe word at home, this is just to test the feeling.” She explained.

After ten strikes, she said we were done. I raised my head, eyes red less from crying, more from scrunching them up to prevent myself from screaming, but then I realised something; I was hard as a rock.

“Not going to try the rest?” I asked.

She smiled, not angry, not dark, back to sweet Jenna again. “Would you like that?” She asked softly.

“Yes please.” I replied, this time I meant it.

The paddle was next, just a few hits because it was loud but it didn’t hurt as badly as the crop. Same for the cat, but then she explained that the cat had a different purpose, to spread the pain to areas you couldn’t go with a crop, a cane or a paddle. She demonstrated it by whipping my back with it, and suddenly I realised that pain had various forms.

She turned me over and dropped to her knees, sucking hard on my erection until I came, then she did something I’d only seen her do in the films; she opened her mouth and presented a mouth full of cum, and then leaned over my mouth and allowed it to pour in.

“Swallow,” she said, her voice a soft, seductive whisper.

Before turning to leave, she returned the whips to the drawer, but then reached down and picked up my boxers, throwing them in the bin, before reaching into the small drawer and rifling through some packages. She found a little Shein bag with hot-pink and white lace ruffled sissy briefs inside and through them at me. “Your final punishment.” She smirked, “Trissie-sissy.”

“Honey, I don’t know…”

She stepped closer and then kissed me hard, stroking my face. “It’ll be our little secret.” She whispered. “Just for me, okay?”

How could I say no to her? I slipped on the surprisingly comfortable satin panties, and then dressed in my things. It was only when I was downstairs that I realised that at a minimum, Claire would also know. I also wondered if me going through with it was essentially permission for her to introduce sissification to our lives.

We arrived downstairs just in time for dinner to be served, and annoyingly for Jake to clear his throat in Jenna’s direction, and for her to blush and say, “oh, thanks,” before gathering a tiny piece of leftover cum from the corner of her mouth with her finger, and then pushing it into my mouth without thinking about what she did. Immediately, her eyes widened apologetically. She hadn’t thought about it. Jake’s eyes went as wide as mine.


Four

The dinner was never really on the rails, but it seriously went off the rails after that incident. It was Claire who lacked self-control the most, not Jake, and it began as she was portioning the chicken.

“Legs or breasts, Jenna?” She asked.

“Breast please,” replied Jenna.

“Really? I didn’t know you’d be a breast girl!” She giggled, making Jenna blush a little. “Stuffing?”

Jenna gave me a little smirk, knowing exactly where this was going. “Yes please. I do like stuffing.”

“I bet you do!” Replied Claire, and Jake laughed so hard, wine came out of his nose. I kicked him under the table which shut him up.

Claire turned to me. “I remember you’re a leg man, right?”

I gritted my teeth, waiting for the incoming quip. “Yes…” I seethed.

“Well, I wrapped the thighs in streaky bacon, you know, streaky like…” don’t fucking say your arse right now, “well, bacon I suppose!”

This wasn’t going to get any easier, I could tell, but then it was Brian who made things worse by asking about Jenna’s job. “I hear you’re an actor?”

“Erm, yes, I suppose,” Jenna replied, eyeing me, wondering what I said.

“A lot of online stuff, I hear?”

“Some. Not much market for DVDs anymore.” She replied.

William chimed in. “Any television?”

“Some, yeah, not as much as it used to be.”

“Yeah, yeah. I can imagine. So what sort of thing? Reality TV or public affairs?”

“Erm, well… various really.” She replied.

Jake decided to help things along. “But affairs are involved, right?” He said, so I kicked him again. “Ow! You git!”

“Sorry, thought that was a table leg.” I said.

“Fucking hurt, you bastard.” He moaned.

Then Pierre, feeling a bit left out I suppose, decided to make things about him, which I should have been happy about, but Claire’s reaction after just made everything worse. “I did some work on a French online show for a friend, but the hours are crazy, and I just get the feeling you’re getting used, morning till night, hammering away at you.”

“Jackhammering…” Said Claire helpfully.

“Oui! Oui! Jackhammering-ah, away, over and over. It’s not good, it’s so stressful. You feel stressed, Jenna?”

At this point, I should have just directed the conversation elsewhere, but rather than feel embarrassed by it all, Jenna had a cheeky little smile on her face. She’d clearly been in this situation before and rather than try to get out of it, she just went with the flow.

“Actually, I work best when I’m used to my full capacity.” She said. “Like, I like it when multiple people use me at the same time.”

Claire clasped a hand over her mouth as she tried to stop herself from giggling, but Jake literally began choking, so much so that Brian began to slap his back. By now though, William was beginning to cotton on to the fact that he was missing something, but Pierre seemed oblivious.

“Oh really? Oh, I hate stress,” he said. “But, when I am stressed, I work out, and I feel so much better. You must work out, yes? You look…strong…”

“Yes, we have a gym at work, so I use it a lot. We’re encouraged to.”

“So, weights? Or cardio?” He asked, and now Claire was trying not to laugh and was waiting for the next answer to make her laugh again.

Jenna decided to give her what she was after. “I get quite a lot of cardio in my line of work, so more weights, lighter though, don’t want to be too muscular.”

“And stretching of course,” Pierre added.

“Oh yes, I get properly stretched.”

Now both Jake and Claire were in fits of laughter. William had worked out that they were being lewd but he still hadn’t worked out exactly why, though he had his suspicions.

“What is funny?” Pierre asked, now a little concerned he was being made fun of.

“Just tell them,” I sighed.

The room settled after a few moments. “I’m an adult actress.” Jenna stated.

Based on the reactions from Pierre and Brian, they clearly didn’t understand, or it didn’t click, especially given she came across so sweet and innocent, but William nodded, essentially confirming his suspicions.

“I’m not sure I understand…” Pierre frowned.

“I make pornography.” She said.

Pierre’s eyes widened. “You mean like the…Onlyfans?”

“No, professional pornography.”

Brian pretty much jumped out of his chair and then grabbed me. “You fucking jammy git! You’re dating a porn-star!”

After that, the questions flowed. There didn’t seem to be any judgment, more it was interest in how she got started, what the pay was like, what the people were like, and such. At first, they didn’t even think to ask about the content, but of course, after dessert was served, William asked if they could see any of it. “I mean, if that’s not too weird?” He added.

“I mean, it’s a little weird…” I said.

But to my surprise, Jenna seemed to have a different opinion. “I’m not ashamed, Tristan,” she laughed, “people make such a big deal about things like this.” She said, searching through her phone, but then she stopped and bit her lower lip with a grin. “But before we do, I wanna discuss something with you.”

She took my hand and led me out of the living room. “Before you complain,” she said, “they’re going to look anyway, not much you can do about that, so at least we can control the narrative.”

I sighed. She was right, but that didn’t make it any less weird. “Fine.”

“But, because we can control the narrative, I’d like to try something a little more interesting, given you’re in your pretty knickers now,” she reminded me.

“Oh god, which one?”

“The one with the girlfriend who tricks her boyfriend into becoming a sissy cuckold,” she smirked, “where all his friends suddenly use her in front of him.”

“Oh god no! Please!” I begged. But she just stood there, chewing her lip with that naughty grin. “Fine!” I sighed.

“Eeee, thank you!” She squealed, jumping on me. “Come on, later I’m gonna ride you so hard.”

“Urgh!” I groaned, feeling my cock engorge.

When we arrived back in the room, everyone’s glasses were refilled and they sat watching a blank screen, waiting for her to connect to the television and press play. So when we returned, she prepared the video but before pressing play she spoke to the room.

“This is my favourite video because it was the one I wrote based on a personal fantasy of mine.” She said. “I hope you enjoy it.”

Claire gave me a grin, then sipped on the wine as the credits opened. For the next hour, we watched a situation where a boyfriend and girlfriend, Jenna, are over at a friend’s place, a group dinner like the one we were at that very moment, and then the memory of that damned video came back to me.

I paled.

“Just wear them honey, for me, it’ll be kinky!” Said Jenna in the movie, holding silky pink satin knickers in the air by a single finger.

“But babe,” replied the boyfriend, Sam, “what if someone sees?”

“Do you plan to show off your underwear to our friends?” She asked, grinning, shaking her head.

“Well…okay I suppose.”

The video moved forward, the party in full swing, people drinking wine and chatting. Sam was the skinny one in the room, the wimp compared to the six muscular men and two sexy women. Then at some point, Sam appears to forget what he’s wearing and bends down to pick something up from the floor, thus revealing the panties.

“Woah, Sam, what are you wearing?” Said one of the men in the videos, pulling on visible pink knickers from the back of his jeans. “My god! Are you a tranny?” The man laughed.

“What? No…I…” Sam stuttered.

“Jesus Jen, you said he couldn’t satisfy you, but is this what you meant? That’s he’s gay?” Said the other woman.

Sam looked horrified. “NO! I’m not gay!”

“Honey! Don’t be homophobic!” Jenna snapped.

“I’m not! I’m just saying I’m not gay!” Sam protested.

“It’s the way you said it, it’s so derogatory,” said one of the gay men at the party.

“I’m sorry!” Sam pleaded. “I don’t mean it like that.”

“How did you mean it?”

“I meant I’m not gay. There’s nothing wrong with not being gay.”

Again, Jenna shook her head. “And by extension there is something wrong with being gay? Oh my god! To think I was waiting for you to propose!”

Sam ran over and got his knees, begging her. “Please! Jen, please! I promise, I’m perfectly open about sexuality.”

She folded her arms and shook her head again. “Prove it!” She snapped suddenly.

It was perfectly obvious where this was going, and for a moment, I thought the guys would tell her to skip over it, but everyone stayed quiet, riveted to the screen as Jenna made her way to me, stood behind me and rubbing my neck gently.

“Okay. Suck Kyle’s cock,” she suggested, just as the big muscular man stepped closer.

Sam turned to his left and saw the huge man stood right by his head, a huge bulge visible in his jeans. “What? No, I can’t…” Said Sam but the conviction of his voice was gone.

“Do it or we’re through. Prove to me I’m not dating a homophobe, or else!”

Gulping, Sam reached up and began to rub the crotch through the jeans. Occasionally, he turned with pleading eyes but she just stared at him, as if awaiting disappointment.

“He’s not going to do it,” said the other woman.

“I guess not.” Sighed Jenna.

“No, no, I will!” Said Sam with forced enthusiasm, opening the man’s jeans and fishing out the huge heavy cock.

“Kiss it,” hissed Jenna, stepping closer.

Sam looked like he was about to cry as he placed little kisses on the head of the cock, but of course, that wasn’t enough, so Jenna and the other girl grabbed his head and pushed him down on it. He choked and spluttered for a while before seeming to relax and suck, and then after a few moments, he even began to moan.

“Wow, he’s a natural,” said Kyle in the video.

“He seems to be enjoying it a lot,” Jenna mused, a look of confusion on her face. “Okay honey, you proved yourself.” She said, but Sam appeared not to hear her and continued sucking and moaning, taking a ball in his mouth and sucking on it, eyes looking up submissively at Kyle.

“Fuck!” Snapped Jenna. “He really is gay! Well, if you can enjoy yourself, so can I!”

In the video, she grabbed a bottle of vodka, downed a big gulp, then grabbed the nearest man, pulling him in for a kiss, as others surround her and the other girl. At that point, pandemonium breaks out. She’s on her knees getting used like a cheap whore, but as she does, so does Sam, and soon both a sharing cocks, and then he’s watching he get fucked hard whilst she’s telling him that they would both be sluts for men from now on, and he’s agreeing.

I felt Jenna’s hand drift down my back. For a moment, I wondered if she was just looking to stroke my back, but she had something for more nefarious in mind. Suddenly, her hand was in my pants, pulling at the knickers, forcing them to be visible from under the jeans whenever I leaned forward.

My hand moved to slap hers away and give her an angry look, but when I caught her face, she was flushed, horny, clearly hoping for the fantasy to come true, and for some bizarre reason, I just let her play with the hem of the panties as she stared at the screen.

Around halfway through, Jenna appears to leave the room as the first cock penetrates Sam. She reappears with a bra, stockings and suspender-belt in hand, dressing Sam as the man uses him. The other woman then applied lipstick to him, before moving aside so a cock can use his mouth, spit-roasting him.

By the end of the video, once both Sam and Jenna had been used, it cut to them both in bed, tired, and Sam now in a wig, make-up, lingerie and nightie, as she takes a metal chastity cage and locks his little cock up.

“I think we both know we’re better off with this thing locked, right?” She asked.

“Yes Goddess.” Sam replies with a grin.

“Good sissy. We’re gonna live happily ever after, two sluts together.”

Finally, the video ended and nobody said a word for a moment. I guessed they were too stunned or too embarrassed for me. However, then Jake, of all people, jumped up and said, “Holy shit dude, you’re dating a porn-star!”

“Yeah, that was pretty fucked up, but hot as hell in parts.” Brian admitted. “Like, I’m not into the gay stuff, obviously, but from an artistic perspective.”

“Bri,” Claire chuckled, “That wasn’t art, that was sex. But it was all fucking hot.”

“You liked it? Really?” Jenna asked, clapping. “Oh, thank you so much!”

Everyone told her that she was great and that she should relax, nobody was a prude. When I heard that, I actually began to relax a bit myself, until I felt it, Jake’s hand on my knickers.

“Seems like she’s already started the job on our Tristan though,” he laughed, then stepped closer to Jenna and said, “You know love, if you need me to satisfy you…”

I jumped to my feet, ready to say something, when Jenna just smiled and said, “Did you seriously not just see the size of those cocks?” She laughed. “Trust me, the person who satisfies me is Tristan, but if I ever need an arrogant prick who probably spurts within two seconds, you’ll be the first person I call. As to why Tristan is wearing knickers, it’s because I asked him to because we like to fantasise and roleplay, and he’s such a great boyfriend that he said yes without question. That’s why I love him.”

“Awwww…” Said Claire as Jake frowned, blushing purple. “See Pierre, and you get all embarrassed when I ask you to wear your sissy things!”

And just like that, the attention was directed away from me.

In the end, the evening, however bizarre compared to previous dinners at Claire’s house, turned out to be really nice. We were the last two to leave in the end, but as we were about to leave, Claire said something I wasn’t expecting.

“Pierre is bicurious,” she said softly. “He hasn’t been with anyone but he said that if he was, he’d like his first time to be with another sissy, so whenever you are ready, Tris, we’d like you to consider us to play with.”

I gulped, knowing that I wasn’t a sissy, nor was I bicurious. “Sorry Claire, I’m not interested in men, nor am I a sissy.”

“Tristan!” Snapped Jenna. “I hope you’re not homophobic!” She gasped.

“What? No…I…” I stopped as both women began chuckling. “Oh, ha, ha.”

Jenna turned to Claire. “One day, he’ll try it, but not yet. Give me more time.”

“I won’t!” I snorted.

Her hand reached up and grabbed my hair, pulling at it painfully. “You’ll try it, if I tell you to try it, understood bitch?” She snarled, her dark Goddess mode coming out in full force. The hair pulling forced me to my knees.

“Y-yes Goddess!” I gasped, knowing not to say anything else.

“Good sissy,” she grinned. “Now open.” She added softly, and I opened my mouth, knowing what to expect as she spat inside it. “You too Claire.”

I felt sure Claire wouldn’t do it, not after how long we’d known each other, but it seemed we didn’t know each other that well after all, because she bent over and spat directly in my mouth, giggling with glee at doing something she hadn’t ever thought of doing.

“Do it again,” Claire said to Jenna, then watched as she spat in my mouth, before doing it again herself. The two kept hocking and spitting over and over, as the sound of dishes being washed rang out from the kitchen, Pierre doing his duty and washing up.

Finally, the girls let up and then looked down on me, smirking.

“You don’t stand a chance,” Claire laughed. “Maybe you two never planned this, but there is a reason you two are attracted to each other. Trissie, you’re a sissy. Maybe you don’t know it know, but you will, and it’s only a matter of time before she cuckolds you for real.”

I frowned but looked away, refusing to speak, but Jenna came to my support, sort of. “I’m not going to cuckold or sissify Tristan unless he wants to do it. I mean, I won’t cuckold him other than my work.”

As we left their house, we walked hand-in-hand towards the underground. The rain had ended leaving a sheen on the road, lit orange by streetlights. Neither of us spoke, we just enjoyed the romance of the atmosphere. But at the same time, I still struggled with the events of the night. It was her first time meeting my friends, and she’d played them one of her darkest, hardest porn movies. They now knew her fully, had seen her fetishes, had seen her naked with cum pouring from every orifice.

“Why did you do it?” I asked.

“Because they’d watch it anyway, they’d study me, then they’d gossip and guess.” She sighed. “By watching with them, it gave them the right amount of nervousness to just watch and not judge. Now, they’ll brush off any porn with me, the boys will wank, probably watch more, then after they’ll think about how lucky you are.”

She was right, of course, because she had experience and I didn’t, I had to trust her. The sissification stuff bothered me though, made me nervous, so I asked her.

“Of course I’m going to sissify you,” she said softly. “I lied to her. I’m cuckolding you already, and yes, I’m going to dress you in sissy stuff.” She stopped and turned to look at me. “Look at me sweetie.” I stared into her eyes. “You bloody idiot. I’m not going to do anything to you that you don’t want. But, I will sissify you the moment I see you want it too.”

“Too?”

She smiled sweetly again, tipping her head to one side. “Too.” She said softly. “And one day, you will be at my knees, you will walk behind me in pretty dresses on a leash, I know it will happen, one day, do you know why?”

“Why?”

“Because just talking about it, just listening to me be so sure, has made you erect.” She said, grabbing my cock.

“I’m scared.” I said, my voice a hoarse breath.

“Don’t be.” She said, kissing my cheek.

When we arrived home, she told me to strip but leave the knickers on. I did, wondering what was going to happen as she began pulling black lacy lingerie from the drawer and dressing up, pulling on a lacy corset, stockings, suspenders, even opera gloves, and then pulling out a pink silky bralette and approaching me.

“Babe…”

“Shut up,” she said, “sissy.”

“You said you…”

She slapped me around the face. “Shut up! And trust me.” She smiled. “I want you to try it for roleplaying purposes. Tonight you’re going to be a sissy, and I’m going to enjoy myself.” She said, finding one of her videos and turning it on, watching herself in the middle of a crowd of men fucking all her holes, her eyes burning, staring seductively at the camera. “Look at me there, look all those big cocks taking your girlfriend over and over. You like it don’t you?” I didn’t reply. “Get on the bed, on your hands and knees.” She said, moving to a bed and pulling something out. “Stare at the television, don’t turn around.”

Behind me I heard the sound of clinking, but I didn’t dare turn around, didn’t dare question her. Yes, she was too powerful, too strong, not that she looked like it.

Yet then she appeared in front of me; or rather, a big black latex cock appeared in front of my mouth. “Open…” she breathed. I couldn’t fight it, couldn’t say no, she just pushed into me, into my throat, and slowly used my mouth and throat.

“That’s it you fucking cocksucking sissy,” I heard her say, but then I realised it wasn’t her, it was her character on TV.

“Mmm...cucksucking sissy.” She purred, the real her now. “How hard is your cock?”

I reached back, it was hard as stone.

She pulled out and climbed behind me, pulling my panties to one side and slathering lubricant on my hole, then pushing the cock against my hole. “Push back.” She said quietly.

The cock split me in two, burning as my hole swallowed the head. As I hissed, she grabbed my hair and pulled it back, “take it you fucking bitch.” She snarled, pushing into me.

The pain was almost intolerable, and I came very close to calling a halt to it, but then she stopped moving and just held there. I panted through the pain and just as soon as it arrived, it slowly moved away, leaving a fullness.

Sensing that I’d calmed, she moved forward again, pushing the huge eight-inch length into me.

“It feels good, you love being fucked, you love being a cuckold sissy slut.” This wasn’t on television, this was my sexy, sweet, kind, generous, goddess girlfriend. “Watch, bitch, watch! Because this video is from two days ago whilst you were probably wanking your pointless little dicklet up in the bathroom of your office. Look at all those men, your girlfriend screaming whilst you worked. Every single day, those gorgeous cocks fuck me. Remember when we went for dinner with my colleagues? Well I blew Devon and then took his cock in my arse before he met us for dinner. I still had his semen in my arse because I didn’t have time to douche.”

She was fucking me hard now, bent over me like a dog fucks another, the dildo pummelling me. Her words hurt me, humiliated me, made me want to cry, but at the same time, my cock was already swelling harder and harder, ready to pop.

“You want this every day then, you want to be my sissy, you want it, don’t you?” She whispered into my ear. “Say it, say it, say it!”

“Yes! Yes I want it!” I cried but I still hadn’t cum. Instead, she was riding me harder and I couldn’t stop looking at my girlfriend on television, getting covered in cum, used over and over, screaming like I could never make her scream. “God, I so want it, why do I want it?”

The cock was slamming so hard in and out, I just didn’t want it to stop. “Because it feels good. Because you are submissive. Because you love me and the pain of humiliation hurts so, so nicely. I will sissify you baby, I will!”

“Yes! Yes Goddess!”

“Everything changes now baby, everything!” She cried and then she came hard, then pulled out of me.

“No, don’t…”

“It’s okay,” she said, flipping me over and climbing on my cock and riding it, the dildo bouncing up and down and slapping my belly. “Keep watching me on screen, keep seeing how happy I am.”

I came deep inside her, filling her completely, and then she moved over my face and made me lick.

“You did well,” she smiled as she undid the harness, the porn still playing behind her. “Take off the bra and knickers. Throw the knickers in the wash, put the bra in your underwear drawer.”

She showered and whilst she did, I sat with a sore anus on the chair, considering what my future would be like, how I’d really look as a sissy, if I’d end up in her porn videos. I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t see her step out in her fluffy robe, drying her long blonde hair. I didn’t see her eyes affixed on me, that knowing smile.

“You’re going to want to leave me,” she said softly.

“What? No…”

“You are.” She said again. “And when that happens, I am going to need to hope you come to your senses and come back to me. In the meantime, can we continue our relationship?”

I nodded silently, then stood. “Can I ask you something?”

“Yes, of course.”

“It’s you that needs me to want this, isn’t it? It’s not about me wanting it, it’s you.”

“Yes. I love this feeling. I love this role. And honestly though, I’d love to expand my role in the industry, become famous, like, truly.” She then sighed and took my hands. “But you’re more important. You will think about it, you’ll convince yourself that if you don’t leave me I’ll end up hating you for not giving me what I want. I won’t. I love you.”

She kissed me, then spanked my bum. “Go shower, you stink.”

The whole evening confused me. I didn’t want to leave her. I didn’t want to be a sissy. So I did the simplest thing that could come to me. I just ignored it.

The following week, on the visit to my parents, they didn’t ask what she did, just focused on our happiness. It was a nice evening, nothing weird at all, and the whole evening was in normal clothes, normal underwear. I hadn’t worn sissy underwear since that night, not once.

And yet, in the space of a week, I had a small collection.

She had begun placing the items in my drawer, items taken from work that they got sent from various manufacturers, lacy, satiny items, from panties, to bras, corsets, stockings, suspender-belts, nighties, and then dresses, skirts, wigs, make-up, shoes, gloves, tutus…if there was a sissy version of an item of clothing, she managed to find it.

But not once did she ask me to put it on, it was just there.

Then came the evening she told me she wanted me to see the raw footage of today’s shoot. I then spent thirty minutes of her beating and torturing a sissy, kicking his balls, punching them, wincing on his behalf. “Go put on a dress, lingerie, make-up, and a wig. Do it yourself. I want to see how much of a pathetic idiot you look.” She snarled, the spat in my face.

I stood and walked upstairs then sat on the bed, wondering what to do. Then I pulled out a suitcase and began packing. It was time to leave.

When I finally arrived downstairs, she was holding a glass of wine and her eyes were puffy and red. She was crying her eyes out. “I knew it.” She said.

“I’m sorry.”

“No, I’m sorry. I’m sorry but I have to put my career first. I want to. I hope you can forgive me. I hope we can be friends.”

“I hope so too.”

We kissed, passionately, nothing like friends, and then with her latest porn still playing, we made love on the floor but this time I didn’t eat her cream-pie. She just closed her legs and lay there whilst I walked out of the door.


Five

Jake walked into the bathroom and immediately apologised, forgetting I was there. When I arrived there the night before, he said he understood, that it must have been hard being with a porn-star, but as the night wore on and the alcohol flowed, he changed his tune.

“But dude!” He whined. “She’s a porn-star!!”

I left the shower that morning and returned to the spare room that would be my home until I could find something better. Of course I could stay as long as I liked, that was what he had said, but I knew I was being an inconvenience.

The pink sissy lingerie stared up at me from the suitcase. I don’t know why I took it with me, probably just poured it into the case from the drawer, I couldn’t remember, I just knew it was there. My hands reached down, felt the soft thin fabric and shuddered, but then pushed it back and pulled an old grey set of Under Armour underwear.

“Pussy.” I said to myself, pulling on the scratchy, tight, and altogether uncomfortable underwear.

I entered the elevator ten minutes earlier than I normally would, breathing a sigh of relief to find it empty. But as the doors began to close, a small hand grabbed the door.

“Oh, hey,” Jenna said, stepping inside. Fuck you’re so beautiful.

“Hi. Erm, how do you sleep?”

She gave me a look. “I didn’t.” She said flatly. “I cried most of the night.”

I sighed. “No need to be sarcastic.”

We rode the elevator in silence until the finally the elevator pinged and she stepped back, blocking the doors. “Here,” she said, handing me some cupcakes.

“When did you have the time to bake these?” I asked, shocked.

“I didn’t sleep. I cried most of the night,” she said, tears pouring down her face. “Because I fucking love you and I just destroyed the best thing I ever had in my life because I’m a fuck up disgusting hoe-bag.”

My mouth hung open as she stepped back and the doors began to close. “Jenna, I’m so…” The door shut and I felt horrible, but I couldn’t go back, there was no way I could be a sissy.

The morning was difficult. I told the team in the office that Jenna and I had broken up and when they asked why, I couldn’t speak, couldn’t say why, so I just received knowing looks and we left it there.

My work suffered, of course, and by noon, I was looking up Jenna on the internet, only to find the websites blocked. I wasn’t good at hacking the infrastructure so just ignored it, but obviously, I couldn’t just leave it, I had to do something to connect me to the greatest girl who ever lived, and I ended up downloading cuckold sissy novels on Kindle.

I got nothing done, I just read cuckold novels all afternoon, then left at five and headed back to Jake’s place and drank with him, before masturbating into panties as I cried.

The following morning, I decided to arrive at the normal time and try to be the bigger man. She wasn’t there. I rode the elevator alone and it just didn’t feel the same. By the time I reached my desk, I felt like I needed to quit my job. Everything sucked. I hated everything about my life, it was the worst.

“Why did you break up?” Asked Diane in the coffee room. “Is it the sissy stuff?”

“Yes.” I sighed. “She needs me to engage the fantasy for her career.”

“And you can’t do it.” Diane said.

“No.” I said firmly.

“Why?” Diane asked.

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

“Well, why do you care? It’s just clothes?”

“Because…they’re women’s clothes!”

The chubby woman laughed, then snorted. “No woman would be caught dead in sissy clothes. Grow up. She’s the best thing to ever happen to you.”

She was the best thing to ever happen to me, but also the worst. I couldn’t do it, couldn’t become the person she wanted me to be. If my parents saw me dressed in the pink satin, or sucking a cock, or anything she did in the videos, they would be mortified.

At one, the elevator pinged and out stepped Jenna carrying a box of cupcakes and walking past the reception, into our office. The room went silent, staring at my sexy, porn-star now ex-girlfriend, walking in and offering cakes for everybody.

“Aw, thanks!” Pete gasped, rubbing his hands together over the box as he selected one.

Jenna grabbed a spare chair and wheeled it over to me, flopping herself into it. “What are you working on?” She asked.

“Moving some online functionality to a self-deployable Kubernates docker container.” I told her.

“Sounds interesting.”

“It isn’t.” I said, not daring to look at her. “Why are you here?”

“You said we could be friends. I’m being…friendly.”

“How would you like me to visit you?”

“I’d love that.”

I continued coding, trying to ignore her presence, but feeling the heat in my groin, the pain in my chest. I loved her so much, but I just couldn’t, couldn’t be the person she wanted me to be. Then what she said clicked. “Wait, I can come visit a porn studio?”

“You know it’s an office too, right?” She asked.

“Oh…” I replied, realising I was being stupid.

“But yes, you can come visit me in the studio,” she said, then smiled, “You can watch all the men fuck me.”

I continued typing, literally hammering on the keys for a moment, then I turned back to her. “Why would you want me to watch you get fucked?”

The look on her face was flat, no smile, no sad look, just a flat look with no emotion. It was the worst expression of pain, forced indignance to try to look like she wasn’t in pain, but I saw it. “Because you can, if you want.” She replied, her voice breaking.

She loved me, I knew that. I loved her. And as she walked out of the office a few minutes later, I knew I had to block her from my life. There was only one way to do that. I picked up the phone and I called my parents.

“Mom, dad, I need to tell you about Jenna, and why we broke up.” I said.

For the next five minutes I told my parents everything, her job, her life, her desires, what she wanted of me. I told them everything, knowing what they would say; and they said it.

“You’re better off without her, love,” said my mom.

“Sounds like she’s a filthy pervert, son,” said my dad. “What was the website you said she was on again?” Dad then asked.

“Malcolm!” My mom screeched. “You perv!”

“What? I just wanted a better understanding of the woman my son dating.”

“Uh-huh.” The phone went silent for a moment, then mom chuckled and said, “You know love, if you were looking for us to condemn her for doing pornography, then you clearly don’t us very well. I don’t care what she does for work, she’s a sweet girl with a kind heart. So she’s kinky, so what?” She sighed. “But you need to be happy in yourself. If you don’t feel happy, then don’t do it, and breaking up is the right thing to do, because resentment kills all things.”

Mom said the best things, at the right time. She was right, of course, I couldn’t be who Jenna wanted me to be, but I could be a friend, just not right now.

Over the next few days, Jenna visited out office daily. Sometimes she arrived clothed, sometime in a robe looking freshly fucked, a deliberate cry for attention. For the most part, I tried to ignore her, but as the weeks wore on, I began to laugh at her jokes or reply during a hearty debate between her, Pete, Diane and the others.

Suddenly, the people from our office were joining her for drinks after work. I refused to go, but eventually, I broke on that too.

It was about three months after the break-up when I showed up at the bar to find my colleagues sat with Jenna and her colleagues, laughing and joking. The moment I arrived, Jenna began to glow, but I sat far away from her, refusing to allow myself to be anything other than a friend.

“I’ve never seen her this broken.” Devon said to me this softly.

“What would you have me do?” I replied.

“Nothing man. I know you didn’t have a choice. She knows it too. But it doesn’t change nothin’. She loves you more than anything. It’s messin’ with her work.”

I hadn’t noticed. I’d been watching, of course. I watched every single thing she brought out, and I masturbated like hell to all of it, but I hadn’t noticed her be anything other than perfect.

“She acts like she hates her job now.” He explained. “We do a seen, then she robes up and walks away. It’s just acting, just that, nothing more. She’s not having fun doing it.”

That was the last thing I wanted but I hardly thought it was my problem. I kept telling myself that she would get over it, but then I saw her one evening, stomping out of the building, head down, a thick Burberry coat, and for the first time I saw something I never saw on her before. Shame. She was ashamed of who she was, broken, shamed, ruined.

No matter what I thought about her fetish, I didn’t want her to suffer for it.

The next day, I travelled down to her floor. Tracy was on reception and she recognised me immediately. “She’s going to be so happy to see you,” she smiled.

“I’m just here as a friend.” I said.

“She’s on set now. I can take you there, or you can wait.”

I was there as a friend. I was there to help her get her confidence back, to get over the shame. “Can I go to the set?”

“Sure.”

The set was in a large open-plan room, expansive, white, a bed setup around a fake home living room. As I sat down in a fold-out canvas chair, a few people I knew gave me a smile. The curly haired director ignored me.

On the set, Jenna was facing away as a big black man fucked her. A chubby sissy knelt with his head down next to her as another man pounded her face. Of course, my dick swelled into a painful erection; this was the girl I dated, the girl who we role-played with, getting fucked hard in front of me, of course I was erect; but at the same time, Devon was right. There was something wooden about her acting, like she didn’t really want to be there, and considering how much she loved her job, it felt difficult to watch. And I wasn’t the only one to notice it.

“Okay, flip her over,” the director said, before mumbling, “maybe then she’ll fucking loosen up a bit.”

As Jenna flipped over, her eyes immediately caught mine. Her pupils dilated and she inhaled. The cock entered her and she moaned loudly. “Oh fuck, yes!” She cried. “Nnn, yes, fuck me!” She cried out, stealing glances at me. Gone was all the wooden acting, this was the most real I’d seen her on screen.

“Finally!” The director said.

For the next half-hour, I watched Jenna get fucked six ways from Tuesday, watched her cry out, moan, belittle the sissy, but it was the best I’d ever seen from her. And as the sissy licked the cum from her pussy, I stood and walked out, heading back to my office.

She arrived by my desk a half-hour later, didn’t say a word about my visit, she just brought me a coffee and sat there in her robe as I worked and talked politics with me.

Our days continued like that. I watched her work, then she watched me work, like pornography and coding were the same thing. We were becoming friends, and that was fine by me.

And then I met Gabby, a gorgeous half-Chinese, half American brunette who worked for CNN in the UK. The beautiful Olivia Munn lookalike was drowning her sorrows in a bar, pissed about having to do another story about the orangutan in office in the US, when she turned to look at me drowning mine, and said, “What’s your problem?”

I laid it on. I told her everything, and somehow, we ended up back at Jake’s place and in my room, fucking like rabbits. I’m not sure how we got from me telling her that I dated a femdom porn-star who wanted to sissify and cuckold me, to my bed, but we did, and fuck was the sex good. I did everything Jenna taught me to do, I fucked her, I went down on her and licked her clean, I worshipped her body, and she loved all of it.

After fucking for two hours, we just lay there in bed, before she said, “I think I’m drunk enough to ask you to show me the lingerie.” She giggled.

“You want me to wear it?” I asked, a little surprised.

“No, just show it.”

I pulled open the drawer and showed it to her, watching her pull out item by item, feeling them, looking at it, then holding it up to me.

“You know there’s nothing wrong with a little play in the bedroom, right?” She asked.

“I know that. My problem was being a public showcase to further her career.”

“Good point.” She admitted. “But would you wear it for me?”

“In bed? Sure.”

She grinned excitedly, but more importantly, we ended up fucking until morning. In fact, it was amazing how sexy I felt in the tight pink satin bralette, or the satin French knickers.

The next morning, Jake was eating a late breakfast when I walked out in a long t-shirt that covered the pink knickers I had on, and Gabby followed in another of my t-shirts. When Jake saw Gabby, he recognised her immediately. It seemed TV habits didn’t extend to US news channels, because he recognised the foreign correspondent immediately.

“For fuck’s sake dude, how do you keep dating these famous people?” Jake shouted with exasperation.

My relationship with Gabby was different to the one I had with Jenna. Firstly, Gabby didn’t have time for a full-time thing, so really it was a mixture of booty-calls, her turning up randomly on our doorstep, or me receiving an invite to her place; or a random meet-up at the bar. Jenna didn’t know about her, but I didn’t lie to Gabby about visiting Jenna at work, saying that I didn’t want her to lose her job. Gabby didn’t care, so long as I used my horniness on her later.

But then one day, I was stepping out of the office building when I found Gabby there waiting. It turned out that she was interviewing someone nearby so decided to wait for me. Given that I almost never saw Jenna after work because of the different hours, I honestly didn’t think it would be a problem, but of course, fate doesn’t work that way, and Jenna walked right out of the elevator, just as Gabby and I were kissing.

Jenna just stared for a long moment, then she turned, and without a word, walked back into the elevator.

I felt like the worst man in the world; which was made worse by the fact that as a favour to Gabby, I hadn’t worn male underwear for over two weeks.


Six

Eventually, Gabby was reassigned to Berlin and we agreed that it made no sense to continue the relationship. We never really classified it as a boyfriend/girlfriend thing, rather it was a chance to fuck every so often.

I was glad when she left. I missed Jenna more than life itself and given that I no longer wore men’s underwear, I felt sure I could win her back. It didn’t matter I hadn’t seen her in a month and the cupcakes had stopped, much the chagrin of my friends.

But I knew she was still making films downstairs, I just didn’t know if she was still single.

Tracy saw me and asked me to wait. It was the first time the receptionist made me wait but that was exactly what I did. It was a tactic, made to make me suffer. Eventually though, the door opened and Jenna walked straight out and looked right at me; she was naked and cum was drizzling down her leg.

“Come on.” She said, clicking her fingers at me.

God she was gorgeous, perfection on two legs, and I’d fucked it up. There was no way she was going to take me back, why would she?

She led me into a little room with a bed in it. I looked around for cameras but she told me not to bother. “It’s a cooldown room,” she sighed, flopping on the bed with her legs spread. “Lick.” She smirked.

It was chock-full of cum, a lot. “How many?”

“Six.” She smiled. “If you want me back then lick me clean.”

I dropped to the floor, and approached, then I stopped and stood again. She gave me a look, a look that made me realise she wanted me back just as much as I wanted her. Fear. Fear she had pushed me too far already, but my intention wasn’t to leave, but merely to pull off my pants and show her the silky, lacy pink panties I was working on. She understood and grinned.

The moment my tongue made contact with her filthy pussy, she moaned, grinned wider, and then leaned back. “I love you Trissie.” She whispered.

“I love you too.” I said, sucking on the cum and swallowing it. I didn’t care. I just wanted her back.

She came moments later, then pulled me to my feet, onto her so we could kiss. “What about whatsherface?”

“Reassigned to Germany,” I shrugged. “It was just sex.”

“I know. You love me too much, I just needed to be patient. But like Britain going back to Europe hat in hand, you are returning to me hat in hand. Britain will need to make concessions to Europe for the first time, you need to make concessions to me.”

I nodded. “Yes Goddess.” I said.

“Stop that.” She snapped. “First concession, you need move back in with me immediately.”

“Gladly.”

“You need to continue to wear sissy panties.”

“Deal.”

“You need to regularly come watch me get fucked.”

“Gladly.”

She paused and looked away, looked genuinely fearful. “You need to forgive me for fucking Jake.”

“When?”

“When I saw you in the lobby. I wanted to hurt you.”

I paused and looked at her. “You fucked my best friend?”

“Yes.”

Another pause. “Fine but I want to do something now too.”

“What?”

“I want to fuck you.”

She smirked. “Only if you admit that me telling you I fucked your best friend made you hard.”

“It did.”

She pounced on me. “Oh my god, Trissie, you are so fucking dumb. We’re perfect for each other,” she said, pushing my cock into her used pussy.

It was all true of course, I’d already made that realisation weeks ago. There was no chance I was letting the opportunity to be with this woman pass me by, not after everything. She was perfect, I just hadn’t realised it until I didn’t have her.

The following day, I returned home to collect my things. Jake asked me where I was going and I told him, back to Jenna. He frowned and gave me a look, then began to stutter something out.

“Mate, I already know,” I told him.

“What?” He asked, eyes wide, terrified I might do something stupid, but I wouldn’t, why would I? In his position I probably would have done the same.

“Chill.” I smiled, slapping his bicep. “It’s all good.” As I turned to leave though, I stopped and turned back to him. “You wanna keep seeing her?”

My best friend stared at me blankly, then shook his head; clearing it, not saying no. “You’re not joking are you?”

“No.”

He gulped and then nodded. “Probably yeah. She loves you, I know that.”

“I know. I love her too. Arrange it with her. I don’t mind.”

“You’re a true friend.”

When I arrived at Jenna’s place and told her about my conversation with Jake, she burst out laughing but told me not to overcompensate. “Darling, I fucked Jake because I hoped to run into you and make you jealous. I’m not going to keep fucking him. Heck, I just want us to be together.”

“I know,” I nodded. “This isn’t about overcompensating, it’s about realisation.”

Now it was her turn to blink, absorbing that simple sentence. “It’ll change everything.”

“And nothing.”

“No, it will change me at the very least, you definitely. But if we go into this, as a couple, then you will become part of my world.”

I nodded, it was already something I had considered at length, and honestly, something I had discussed with Gabby on that last night with her, when I said I would go back to Jenna if she’d have me. I told her everything would change for me, that my career would be over. “Is that a problem?” Gabby had asked me.

“I guess not, if I’m committing,” I had replied.

“In your position, I would give up the world. Thank god I’m not in your position.” She laughed at the time.

I turned to Jenna, taking her hands and dropping to my knees. “I am ready.”

The tension in the room thickened for a moment, Jenna’s chest heaving as she realised the implications of what I was saying. Finally she turned to a drawer and opened it, pulling out a clear plastic package, a pink lace-trim collar inside with the word Sissy emblazoning on it in sparkling italicised text.

She reached around my neck and I felt it surround it. “Too tight?”

“No Goddess.”

“You need to tell me because this has a push-clip lock. The only way to take it off is to cut it with wire-clippers.” She explained.

This was it, my commitment to her, probably bigger than the commitment of marriage. I’d wear this in public, to the office, to my family, and they’d all know what I was, a sissy, a slave, no longer a real man. The question wasn’t whether the collar was too tight, it was if I was really ready to submit.

“It’s not too tight,” I smiled up at her, and in that instant, as I heard the click of the lock, I saw a tear in her eyes.

Without another word, she returned to the drawer and pulled out another package, and I could see what it was in an instant.

“Please tell me that isn’t permanent,” I said, eyes wide with fear.

She grinned. “It can be, with the right clips, but no, I still want to have sex with you…for now.”

“Me too.” I said. I enjoyed sex far too much to give it up for permanent chastity.

And yet, I let her put the cage on my cock. It was tight but not so tight that it felt uncomfortable, and it flatten my penis almost completely. However, once it was on me, she just stared at it for a moment, just looked, her chest heaving again. She reached back into the package, pulling out the e-clips inside. “I mean, I don’t need sex with you. I just need you.” She said suddenly, looking into my eyes. “Are you sure you don’t want to make it permanent?”

“How would I cum?” I asked her.

“Milking. Anal. There are other ways too.” She said softly.

“I’ll leave it up to you, Goddess.” I said, my voice a tremor, looking away from her like a patient looking away from the needle during a blood test.

The feeling of her soft cool hands gave me her answer, but the sound of the clips being pushed into place secured it. I turned back just as she pushed the key back into the lock and twisted it, snapping it inside. “I’ll get some liquid metal to seal it in there, then I’ll cover the clips too.”

“Will I be safe? What about airports or emergencies?” I asked her.

“Airports you just say you have a piercing or jewellery, and emergencies, it can be cut off with bolt cutters if needed. It’s not titanium. You’ll be fine.” She smiled sweetly. “I do love you baby, but I really do think this is for the best. But…” She bit her lower lip as she usually did. “It means I’ll be bringing men home sometimes, if that’s okay? I’ll date too.”

“What if you fall in love with someone else and leave me?” I asked.

She shrugged. “Then you have the cage removed. It can be removed, Trissie, but I doubt I’ll fall in love with someone else, and if I do, then I’ll still want you around.” My cock swelled in the cage and it didn’t go unnoticed. She grinned as she grabbed and squeezed my balls. “Oh, so you like the idea of me falling in love with another man? Who’d have thought you were so kinky after all. Bringing home a lover night after night until I can’t live without him? Relegating you to our slave, our footstool. The world knowing that I’m your girlfriend or wife, but in love with another man, because you’re just a pathetic little sissy?” She asked, now pushing fingers in and out my hole as she rubbed my balls. “I should do that. Now that I see what a pussy you really are? I could have the world, a big strong man, and a pathetic sissy bitch to serve us both, to use, to be a cum receptacle.”

I came hard, my penis forcing cum out of the cage, and she began to giggle as she withdrew her fingers. The weird thing was, I’d cum but I hadn’t lost my libido, I was still horny.

“That’s how to do it.” She said softly.

“Did you mean it?” I asked, unable to control the aching need in my head.

She smirked, then snorted. “Of course. I meant every word. Why shouldn’t I have such a sexy life? I’m polyamorous, I see no reason why I can’t have two lovers at home with me, and now I know you’re into it, I’ll be more than happy to give you that fantasy for real.” She said, walking to the bathroom. “In time though.”

That Saturday was became the first time I dressed up fully as a sissy, make-up, wig, proper dress, proper heels. I spent it learning to walk in the heels, then Jenna insisted we go for a walk outside. “You need to get over your fear because this is how you are going to dress in the future, and you will be seen in public with me. You might as well face it all now.”

The dress was different to the cheap Chinese sissy dresses I had seen online, these were ones she had ordered for me secretly. There were far more lacy, shiny, think more like Kawaii dresses. Why? Because it was how she was. She gave off the sweet, blonde nice girl vibe, too sweet to be a dominatrix, but in reality, she had a darkness inside which was the polar opposite of what she projected. I was to be the sweet bimbo version of her, that was what she wanted, tongue out, cross-eyed, dumb bimbo bitch on a leash, and that was what people saw as she paraded me on that busy London high-street.

People took videos for social media, and of course, there were some who recognised her and asked if this was for a movie. She told the truth, that I was her boyfriend and partner, and that she was going to sissify and feminise me completely.

Then someone asked the question I hadn’t thought of.

“Hormones too?”

She smirked and looked over at me, then said, “Of course. I want her to have real boobs and soft skin. That’s always been part of my plan, ever since I first met her.”

And it suddenly dawned on me, she didn’t see a boy she fancied in that lift, she saw a potential sissy slave, and I had walked right into it.


Seven

I was sweating by the time we arrived at the office on Monday. It was such a huge change, such a massive decision, and like it or not, Jenna was a master manipulator. She tried to calm me, reassure me, but my hands still trembled as my heels clicked on the marble of the foyer.

“They’re gonna laugh.” I told her.

“Yes, they will, and then what?” She asked. She had a point.

The skin was still red around my new navel piercing, but still I wore the white and pink lacy satin crop-wench-top, displaying my firm flat belly to all, along with the lace trim of my thong and suspender-belt as the little pink satin hot-pants were barely hipster. My make-up was thick, obvious, no hiding my new role, and my hair was bleached blonde and blow-dried, the old mop of hair styled into something more like a pixie cut.

We kissed each other goodbye as I stepped out into the office. Hardly anyone was there but Diane noticed me immediately. She smirked but didn’t laugh. “She got you, huh?” She mused.

“Yeah.” I admitted.

“You don’t look bad though. Still some masculine features but otherwise pretty.” But then she gave my outfit a look and laughed properly. “But you’re just going full-on sissy.”

“That’s kind of the point.” I said, showing her the collar.

As the others arrived, they spotted me immediately but no-one laughed at me, rather they laughed that I’d held out so long. Essentially, they knew the moment they found out who I was dating, that it would be a matter of time.

“How come?” I asked, not really understanding.

Pete leaned forward on his desk. “Look mate, she’s a public figure in the female domination scene. She’s young and building a career which is going to get bigger. My guess is that her Instagram will grow, she’ll link in an OnlyFans, and she’ll attend fetish events around the world. Now, if she was to go out there and say it was just a show and she was in a normal relationship, it would hurt her brand, so my feeling was, it would only be a matter of time before you became her sissy.”

That actually made a lot of sense, in fact, I should’ve seen it coming long ago.

It was Mick that really got me thinking though. “Has she asked you to star in her movies yet?” He asked.

“No…” I said, slowly, “but you think she will?”

“Would you want to?” Diane asked.

“No!” I snapped. “Well…I don’t know. Should I?”

“Most of her videos have men turning gay. Are you cool with that?”

“I don’t think so.” I said, but I didn’t think I was okay dressing the way I was dressing to work either.

Later that day, I headed down to Jenna’s work and watched a scene where she got fucked by three men at once. Every so often, she sneaked looks at me, and if anything, she seemed to put more effort into enjoying the scene.

As I watched, I felt a hand on my shoulder. When I turned to look, I found Devon standing over me. “Hey, you look good.” His deep voice growled.

“Thanks…I look weird.”

“Nah man, you look hot.” He said, his hand massaging my shoulders. “You’d look good in a scene.”

“Mmm…well, I don’t know if I could do that.”

His hands rubbed the satin on my chest, then found my nipples and pinched them as we watched my girlfriend get used on screen. “I’m going in there in a bit to fuck her. Wanna fluff me?”

“I… I don’t know how…”

“It’s okay, open your mouth and I’ll show you.”

Suddenly, he was in front of me, his huge cock hanging there threateningly. He took it in his hands and aimed it at my mouth.

My mouth filled with liquid, I licked my lips instinctively, then leaned forward and like my life depended on it, swallowed the head of the cock. It wasn’t that I wanted to do it, but rather I wanted to rip the band-aid off, just get it over with.

“Oh yes! FUCK!” Jenna screamed on set, but I knew it wasn’t anything the others were doing, but rather what I was doing, and somehow, that encouraged me more.

“I’m coming home with you guys tonight,” he said. “But if you want, I can add you to the scene now?”

There already was a sissy on set so I wondered how I could be added to the scene. “Okay.” I whispered.

“Marv, would the scene work if I bring my own sissy?” He asked.

“Yeah, fuck it.” The fat man on the canvas chair shrugged, not even really watching what was going on.

“Amy,” said Devon, “Get me a leash will ya?”

“Sure.” The young runner smiled, running and returning with a short pink leather leash.

She clipped it to my collar and pointed to the floor with a smile. “Kneel, all fours,” she snapped.

“Yes Mistress.” I replied automatically, earning a giggle from the girl.

Devon pulled me behind him and I crawled on set. I had come down to ask about this exactly scenario, and here I was, getting ready to star in a porn film. As we approached, Jenna’s eyes twinkled.

“My, Devon! You’re here already!” Jenna sang. “And you brought another sissy toy!”

“Yeah Jenna, I bought her at the sissy market yesterday. She needs a bit more training though.” Devon said, bending over to kiss my girlfriend. “Sissy Trixie, suck my cock.”

“Y-yes Master.” I said, my throat tight.

There it was, for anyone who would care to watch. No mask, just me as a sissy sucking a huge black cock. Later in the scene, some of the men fucked the other sissy but only my mouth was used by them. It turned out there was a special process for readying me, and on top of that, I would need a lot of certificates and tests. To my surprise, Jenna promised she would arrange it.

“Lick all this yummy cummy from me, bitch.” Jenna snapped to the other sissy, then to me, “You can help too. Make sure to share the cum, give each other a nice big kiss!”

Our sissy kiss was nothing short, two sissies making out, our hands roaming each other’s bodies. It was an out of body experience, but not a bad one. I wanted to hate it, I wanted to say this was not for me, that I wasn’t in the least bit bisexual, but here I was, moaning into another man’s mouth.

Of course, I needed to sign a waiver but that was the least of my problems.

“You were amazing!” Jenna told me, giving me a huge wet kiss. “We didn’t plan for you in the budget so I hope you don’t mind not being paid this one.”

“It’s fine.” I told her.

“Are you going to be okay?” She then asked, stroking my face.

“Actually, yeah, I think so.” I smiled. But when I returned to my office, everybody just knew. They could see I was blushing, that I had something to hide, and of course, absolutely everyone wanted details. Thankfully, I managed to avoid questions and get through my day, secure in the knowledge that they would see me on screen anyway.

That night, I got to play the whole thing for real. Devon was decidedly different than his usually friendly self. “Get me a beer, bitch.” He told me.

“Wine for me, useless sissy cunt.” My girlfriend said.

I was made to fluff Devon, as I did earlier, then I watched him put a condom on and it suddenly clicked what was about to happen.

“Listen,” said Jenna softly. “Just breathe through it, take it, and you’ll see how good it is.”

“I’m scared.”

“Don’t be. You don’t have a choice anymore.”

The moment I felt him enter me, I wanted to scream. It was like being split in two, so hard, so painful, and it somehow it felt better than the dildo. By the time he was buried deep though, I was gasping for more, and with each thrust, it made me cry out for more.

He came in the condom, then as he pulled out, Jenna unrolled it and poured the cum into my mouth. She explained that Devon would stop wearing condoms after I got tested. I didn’t understand that, I came in her all the time, but it turned out she was on a cocktail of different prophylactic drugs that Devon couldn’t.

Then watching Devon with Jenna felt different from the studio. There was clearly a connection there, at least from Devon’s side, like he wanted her this whole time. I should have been nervous about it, but instead, I felt happy to see that the two might be in love. Why? Why did I have no fetishes a few months ago, and now I was this bizarre submissive slut?

“You love her.” I said suddenly.

“Huh?” They both asked.

“You, Devon, you love Jenna,” I said. “I can see it in your eyes, your movements. You love her, probably always have.”

Jenna began grinning as Devon rode her slowly. “He’s right!” She purred. “You love me! Why didn’t you ever say anything?”

“You said you don’t date people you work with.”

She purred and pulled him for a long, deep kiss. “I’ll make an exception for you.”

“Mmm, you wanna date me?”

“Hell yeah!” She laughed, kissing him again.

I stared and felt my cock swell in the cage, licking my lips with desire. I knew where she was going with this, and Devon seemed perfect for it.

“What about the sissy?” Devon asked, looking at me with curiosity.

“What about it?” Jenna replied, not giving me a gender.

“Can we keep her as our toy?”

“That’s the plan, baby!” She purred. “I plan to turn her into a shemale.”

“It’ll sell well.” Devon noted. “Trixie, I think you should think about quitting your job, come work with us.”

It was something I had thought about, but didn’t know how to bring it up. But Jenna’s face lit up; she wanted it. I knew I was on borrowed time, but for now, I needed to prepare myself. So, I asked them both if I could talk to my family and friends first, before making such a huge change.

“Honey, I don’t want you to quit your job,” she smiled, her hand on my cheek. “But I do want you to do porn with me, so maybe reduce your hours?”

“That I can do.” I said softly, then moved between her legs to each Devon’s cum from her snatch, as Devon put another condom on and moved behind me. “Oh, yes Master!”

“Master…” Devon chuckled. “I never thought I’d hear that from someone who meant it. I’m really your master now.” He pushed into my anus and began using me again. “And I’m gonna make everyone know.”

That weekend, Jenna and I visited my parents. I was in male clothes over my sissy lingerie, but it didn’t matter, they already knew.

“We don’t mind.” Mom said. “You do you. Be yourself, and if this is what makes you happy, then do it.”

“No judgment here.” Said Dad.

When we visited Claire’s house for dinner, I wore my finest pink and black Kawaii sissy dress, with full trimmings, wig, make-up, and of course, nobody had a bad word. However, during dinner, something strange happened. Jake’s hand grabbed my thigh and squeezed, then he began moving it up. I didn’t stop him. His warm hand cupped the satin over my caged cock and balls.

“Why are you doing that?” I whispered to him.

“Because you’re hot.” He whispered back. “And I want to fuck you.”

I could see he wanted to keep it quiet, but I wasn’t doing quiet anymore, especially not with the man who fucked my girlfriend. “If you want to fuck me, Jake, then just fuck me.” I said loudly.

“Err…” Jake’s face turned crimson.

“Yeah Jake,” Claire said, “If you wanna fuck her, then just fuck her. Use our bedroom if you want, or just fucked her here on the sofa.”

“I don’t mind.” Said Jenna.

Then to our surprise, Brian and William said, “We’ll join you.”

And that was how Jenna got her fantasy; my friends using me for the sissy I am.

I knelt on that shag carpet as Jake pushed inside my rectum, my first bareback cock. William pushed into my mouth as Brian stood there wanking, waiting; so Jenna got up and knelt down, taking Brian into her mouth, as Pierre was sent upstairs to change. He came down moments later in a cheap sissy dress.

Claire spread her legs and Pierre knelt down to begin licking. She picked up her wine glass and watched the debauchery unfold, a satisfied smirk on her face. “This is how I had hoped these nights would go.” She chuckled, then sipped the wine and watched as Jake climaxed into my anus, making way for Brian. She was right though, I hoped every friend’s dinner went like this from now on.


Epilogue

The peach satin dress hugged me in all the right places. My little boobs swelled and itched, but they looked good inside the bridesmaid dress. This was going to be a beautiful day, the weather was perfect and everyone we knew and loved was going to be there, but there was a little sadness to it. I had believed that I would be the one to married Jenna, but it turned out she wanted to marry a man, not a sissy. Devon would be her husband, I would just be her sissy slave.

The world knew Trixie Sissy. Since Jenna and Devon gained international notoriety, then so did I. The idea of working part time didn’t work. My bosses didn’t want a porn star working for them, but I didn’t mind. I was earning enough making the movies, as well as on our OnlyFans, and quite frankly, much as I enjoyed coding, I didn’t need to do it for that company.

My parents had accepted Trixie in the smoothest way possible. I wished other parents were as accepting as mine, but as Jenna’s parents proved, that didn’t happen. Her parents regularly stopped by her place but only to check she was alive and then scream at her for being an embarrassment.

Then my friends… They had fallen into our fucked-up life feet-first, and were now regularly part of our play. Which was good because I’d come to enjoy my little bi adventures.

“Honey, get me my shoes.” Jenna said.

“Yes Goddess.” I hopped to it, picking the white heels and slipping them on her feet.

I felt a finger curl under my chin, now smooth after the electrolysis on my face, laser wouldn’t have worked so well on me due to my fairer hair. Jenna pulled me up by the chin, her sexy eyes drilled into me, a sexy powerful smirk on her face. “This is it baby. I’m about to marry the man of my dreams, and you’re going to be the sissy of our dreams. Are you ready for it?”

“Yes Goddess.”

“No, yes Goddess, I want to hear your real feelings.”

I licked my lips and thought about how I felt. A year ago, this would’ve felt ridiculous, stupid. A year ago, I never knew this lifestyle existed. A year ago, I was a boring vanilla guy. But Jenna had taught me that there were far more flavours than vanilla, and right now, I was rum and fucking raisin.

How did I feel? I felt more alive than I ever felt in my life. I woke up every morning and prepared breakfast for the lovers, and when they came downstairs, each greeted me with a good morning kiss. They weren’t bossy because they didn’t need to be, they just needed to remind me that I wasn’t a heterosexual man anymore.

How did I feel? I felt glad to no longer be a man; I felt glad to be a sissy. I felt glad to have two sexy people in my life, two gorgeous people who kissed me, cuddled me, held me, told me they loved me. We went on holiday together, Jenna and I wore bikinis, Devon held us both possessively, and I fucking loved it.

“I feel like I’m at the beginning of my life. I feel like this is about to be the most interesting life any one can lead. You’ve made me into a transgender sissy slut, and I fucking love it.” I said. “How do I feel? I feel like I’m your possession, you and Devon, and it makes me feel safe and loved. I love you Jenna, so much, and I love Devon.”

She grinned and then turned, reaching into a drawer, pulling out some sort of clamp or cutter. “Drop your panties, hold your skirt up.” She said softly.

My eyes widened. Was she about to castrate me? And yet, with shaking hands, I did what she said without question; I’d never question her.

The clamp slipped around the metal of the cage and with both hands, she squeezed, moving the clamp up and down several times until it clicked. She did it again on the other side and the cage fell.

“Why?” I asked, confused.

“Well…” She mused. “I doubt you can get a solid erection anymore without Viagra anyway, but mainly because I want you to start doing content with your cock out. That may entail you taking Viagra and fucking some twinks.” She stood and pulled me to my feet, grinning. “Honey, yes, you’re our sissy, but now you are a gorgeous shemale, and in the porn world, that sells. Just look at Natalie Mars. So, I think it is time to free you from the shackles.” She then smirked and turned to retrieve a box. “That doesn’t mean you’re always going to be free,” she noted, pulling out a new black composite nub cage. “It just means that we will be able to unlock you.”

“Thank you Goddess!” I gushed, tears in my eyes.

“Oh, the real surprise is yet to come. Tonight, for my wedding night, Devon will watch whilst you fuck me senseless.”

I gasped girlishly. “Oh my god, thank you! Thank you!”

The wedding night was amazing, of course it was, but truthfully, what followed was even better.

Proof of my success came several months later at the Montreal Adult Film Actors Awards where I won transgender adult actress of the year. It was a crowning moment I never even knew I aspired to, but here I was in my sexy sparkling pink dress, receiving the award.

When I arrived home and went to see my parents, they surprised me by knowing what I hadn’t shared.

“We heard you won an award!” Mom gushed with pride. “Why didn’t you tell us?”

I blushed, “It’s not something one tells one’s parents.” I said. “I essentially won an award for being a mattress actress.”

“Honey,” Dad said, hugging me tight, “we’re proud of our little girl no matter what.”

Little girl. Tears ran down my face, tears of happiness, of joy. I had C-cup breasts, I had a tight little body, I looked like a beautiful woman, I made hardcore porn, but most of all, to my parents, I was their little girl.

That evening, as Jenna, Devon and I walked through London, I saw a homeless man begging. I walked over to him and offered to buy him dinner, his choice where. He chose a nearby Nando’s, nothing posh. He would’ve been happy with McDonald’s but we told him we would sit with him, so he went with Nando’s.

We sat together and talked. The man was homeless because he’d lost his job and couldn’t afford the London rent. He said he wouldn’t normally be sleeping on the streets, that there was communal housing but often he’d be robbed, that many there were on drugs. He had books around him because he was trying to self-requalify and at the same time, he was waiting for a grant to retrain to get a job.

“What do you want to do?” I asked him.

“I used to code a bit, but I’ve fallen behind. It’s moved on since, but I can handle myself.”

“What did you code in?”

“Clipper, believe it or not. A little C, before dot-net.”

“And you’re learning dot-net and python from books?”

“No computer.” He shrugged.

“Tell you what,” I told the man, “Turn up at this address tomorrow,” I said, writing an address on a scrap of paper. “It’s a shared working place. I’ll teach you everything you need to know.”

The man promised he would, then we talked some more, and after paying, we said goodbye and left.

“Why did you do that?” Devon asked me. “You didn’t need to.”

But Jenna knew. She knew why I did that, she smiled but didn’t answer, waiting for me to say it. “Because,” I began, “I once met a woman who changed my whole life, and the first thing I learned about her was that no matter what dark side she had, she always matched it with a very light side. I’m a porn-star, I’m a sissy, I’m a slut, but I’ll always be a good person.”

THE END
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