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	Author's Note

	This is the continuation, or rather next section, of The Contractor's Cuckold, and for certain will not be the last. As this series develops, the character interaction will grow, so stand-by for that.

	Markus is more of a background character in this book, but he remains the fundamental driver towards the overall endgame for the series. In Broken Shells, we explore what happens when two people raised in sexually oppressed lifestyles for a long period of time, finally get to break out of their shells. I wanted to explore a theme that I discovered whilst talking to a girl at a BDSM munch.

	My friend Pavla was raised in a very orthodox Jewish household, but when she finally moved out, she did so with a bang, trying to prove a point to her family. She admitted that at one point, her hypersexuality as a result of wanting to free herself from their enforced beliefs, meant that she was doing things which were downright dangerous. Eventually, she sought help from a therapist in the community, who helped her mellow a bit and find her centre.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Talking in these situations helps more than you think. You may be dressing up in sissy clothes, getting on Grindr, and thinking that because you haven't found the right woman, that you need to go out and have a gangbang with a bunch of guys, even though you aren't really into guys. It's just easier, right? But really, what you need is a kind ear and someone who can help you through it. BDSM munches help. I suggest you attend them.

	Anyway, I hope you enjoy the book.

	As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can't see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer's name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

	Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I'm not really a social media person. I just can't get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post [image: Image]a picture of myself.

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.

	Prologue

	2012

	Christie-Ann

	Prologue

	Christie-Ann

	I stared at the huge amount of food in front of me, all six of my brothers and sisters with their heads bowed saying grace whilst my mother kept one eye open, making sure we were all praying properly. As that beady eye moved towards me, I shut mine, knowing better than to feel the wrath of my angry mother. Yes, as the youngest child, I was their precious gem, but that did not stop her from using the switch on me if I was bad.

	Growing up in Orem, Utah, I still remembered how much bigger our household used to be. It wasn't just ma and pa, but I vaguely recollect the other women who sat to pa's side. In our huge pasture, the women had their own rooms, but pa would say he loved each equally. But then some men knocked on our door, elders from our church. I would later find out that the government had a problem with our interpretation of the Mormon belief, then said something about annulling the subsequent marriages. Daddy was angry, of course, talking about how the government had no place interfering, but the elders were adamant. They needed to protect themselves, to not be seen as a cult.

	The memories of my other mothers faded into the past. On this thanksgiving, we were once again altogether as a family, although some of my older brothers and sisters kept very quiet about their lives after they left, clearly trying to keep the peace. I knew many had lost their faith, but I was too young to understand it.

	This would be my last thanksgiving, and last dinner, at home before I left for my first mission the following day. I had a choice of where to go, choosing Britain to spread the word of god, the teachings of Joseph Smith. I was excited to spread the word, and given that in Britain they spoke American, they would understand me. I was looking forward to the day these godless people would hear the word of god, have it touch them like it touched me. I was sure they would understand, that they would welcome it as a blessing onto their land.

	Finally, the prayer came to an end and we all said amen. Daddy told us how proud he was going to make him that I was spreading the scripture there, and that he was sure the natives would welcome us with open arms.

	None of my family had been to Britain. Not all of my brothers and sisters had taken part in the mission, and those who had, chose other countries, Czechoslovakia, or Africa. But I wanted to experience something different.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Can you drink the water there?" Sally-Mae asked. According to the documents I read, tap water was actually okay to drink, but I didn't know if I could trust it. I also read that their hospitals were free, which had to mean they were pretty disgusting. After-all, if nobody paid for healthcare, how could it be any good? It's like going to a restaurant and not tipping; of course they were gonna spit in your food.

	"l dunno Sally-Mae," I said, cringing. "But I think I'll stick to bottled water and Mountain Dew."

	"You gunna be livin' on beans on toast," Matthew laughed.

	"Ew!" Sally-Mae squealed. "What's that?"

	"All they live on over there. Oh, and they don't have dentists." Matthew said.

	Mom rolled her eyes. "Come on now Matthew, I'm sure they have dentists." She said, a calm yet uncertain voice.

	"No ma! Billy-Ray told me. He had a Brit pen-pal. He came over to stay and his teeth were all wonky and bad. They don't have them there! It's this free healthcare. Their senate can't afford none of 'em. Them Brits gone gonna have bad teeth 'cause of it."

	"My, my." Mom said, shaking her head.

	Daddy nodded. "Well you just be careful now, Christie-Ann, you hear? Europe's a very dangerous place. With that wall gone, the commies could be anywhere."

	"Yes Daddy." I sang. Daddy could do no wrong in my book, even though the wall had been down for over two decades already.

	The next day, mommy and daddy dropped me off at the airport where I met with Pastor Jethro and the rest of the boys and girls on the mission. We were all eighteen and fresh-faced, ready to go. My friend Ethan was there, a tall attractive, blonde all-American boy. I knew he had a crush on me, just as I had a crush on him. Maybe this trip we could become closer, maybe talk about marriage one day. I know at school some of the heathen girls laughed at me for staying a virgin, but I believed in the scripture, and I wasn't going to go to hell just to make them like me.[image: Image]

	I knew I was most attractive girl at school. Tall, blonde, the girls begged me to join the cheerleaders, but daddy told me that it was just a way to invite Satan into my life. I dressed down, long skirts, high-collared blouses. My beauty was for me and my future husband, not for anyone else.

	As we boarded the huge American Airlines 747 to London, I gave Ethan a sultry look, and he gave me a nervous smile. Josephine, my best friend, giggled, telling me I was being bad, but I just loved that skinny blonde boy. One day, he'd be my husband, I just knew it!

	Ethan[image: Image]

	I wasn't convinced. Sure, when I was younger, you believe everything your parents tell you, but as you get older and you learn, then it's only natural to question things. The problem was, my dad was a vicious man, and that meant nobody questioned anything. I kept my mouth shut, even though I already knew that creationism was bullshit, and that science had disproven everything I had been taught.

	So why did I agree to join the mission?

	One, this was an all-expenses paid trip out of Utah, out of the States, to England, of all places. I would get to learn, experience life, maybe make new friends. I wasn't naive enough to believe we would convince anyone to join the Mormon cause, these people invented the protestant religion, so they weren't gonna believe Christ came back to us in America.

	Then there was the bigger reason. Christie-Ann. For me, she was utter perfection. Even through those awful frumpy clothes, I knew she had a smoking hot bod. Her breasts were huge, so big that even that damned blouse couldn't keep them hidden. She was tall, taller than me, nearly six-feet! That was so hot! I'd once accidentally seen her without her skirt. It was at camp. She'd gotten dirt on her skirt and needed to change it. I was walking by her hut when I saw her, those white cotton panties on that tight li'l ass. But more, those legs! They went up to heaven!

	[image: Image][image: Image]Yeah, I was infatuated by her. This trip, I'd make her want me, make her mine. My hope was that us being in a foreign country together, away from the extreme fundamentalism that followed us around in Utah, would open her up to new ideas, maybe even giving up on waiting for marriage to have sex.

	I really didn't want to wait to be married to have sex. Yeah, I watched porn, I masturbated. If my dad ever found out, he'd kill me, but I didn't care. He was too technically inept to check on me. He'd bought me a computer, told him I needed it for my studies, but I used it for two things, to game and to watch porn. The guy didn't know how to turn the thing on. The man was a farmhand, nothing more. Mom, she wouldn't touch a computer, probably thought it was the product of Satan or some shit.

	As we boarded the flight to London, I could feel Christie-Ann's eyes on me. I turned to look, her head slight bowed as she looked across at me, a small smirk on her face. I felt my cheeks go red, which was funny, cause my dick was swelling. This [image: Image]girl got me so hot. She had to know what she did to me, she had to know that her look was getting me off. She had to know that, right? Women know that sort of thing.

	Yeah, this was gonna be a good trip. We were gonna have fun, see London, and I would make that girl fall for me in a big way. I could just feel it.


One

	2025 

	Christie-Ann

	"Kelly! Kelly!" I called after my daughter, her lunchbox in hand. She was late, again, which meant that she needed to run to the bus stop to catch the bus to school, but it also meant that it would be a second day in a row that I'd need to jump in the car and drive her lunch to her, which would be a hassle for me, and earn me an embarrassed eye-roll from my almost twelve-year-old daughter. She was new at St. Mark's Secondary Grammar, and she really didn't need me to make her feel like an outcast in front of her new friends.

	Thankfully, this time I caught her just as she was slipping on her shoes. She took the box with the word cheers. It was so bizarre that she had two American parents but sounded like a typical Londoner.

	Living in North London wasn't bad. Sure, I missed the weather of Utah, but that was it. We couldn't go home, not after what happened.

	The moment the mission found out about my pregnancy, all hell broke loose. They wanted to send Ethan and I back to America, my parents were informed, there were threats, hell, my parents even told me they'd take me to see someone in Mexico to get it fixed. In the months I'd spent in the UK, discovering just how ridiculous my religion was, I still respected that they had their beliefs; but when my parents suggested an abortion, the one thing they really fought against the most back home, I knew just how hypocritical they were.

	Ethan and I ran. We eloped, married, and found jobs. I worked as a cashier whilst training as a nurse, whilst Ethan got an apprenticeship for a British IT company working on chipsets, eventually learning a trade he loved. At the same time, he took an Open University course in computer science.

	When Kelly was born, I sent a message to my parents to let them know they were grandparents. Even sent them pictures, but I received nothing back. Josephine, my best friend back then, kept in touch for a while, told me that after we ran, mom and dad flew to the UK to get me back, but given they couldn't find me, they gave up. I knew all that, of course. They'd gone to the police, and the police had come to us. I told them I didn't wish to be found, that for reasons of religious persecution we wanted to seek asylum in the UK. The police didn't care. We were adults, there was nothing my parents could do.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Having sex with Ethan was the best idea of my life back then, and to this date, I don't regret it. In all of those years, I hadn't ever gone back to the USA, and honestly, I haven't needed to. Eventually, we were offered the chance to apply for British citizenship and we took it. I worked for the NHS as head nurse at the local hospital, and Ethan was doing well in his job at an IT company where he worked as a support technician.

	We'd both given up on religion, we didn't press it on our daughter, nor did we convert to another religion. That said, my conservative upbringing left a lasting impression on me. I knew that Ethan liked pornography, and I knew he wanted more from me, like oral sex, but I just couldn't do it. It wasn't that I didn't want to, it was just hard for me to find enjoyment in it. I tried, obviously, I tried to go down on him, but I didn't know what I was doing and it just made me feel kinda sick.

	Pornography, well, watching other people do it, what was the point? It didn't turn me on, so why did I care.

	Ethan was fine with it for a long time. He's a kind man, soft spoken, never raised a harsh word, but I knew he was frustrated. There was a girl at his work, they flirted, even exchanged messages. He thinks I don't know but although he's clever, he's a dummy too. We have an iPad and the messages were coming up at home. I let him have his fling, thought that maybe if he fucked another woman, I'd be enough for him at home.

	The messages went back and forth for a couple of weeks, until she suggested meeting in private one day. That's where things got serious for him and he told her he simply couldn't cheat on me. When she asked why, he simply wrote, “I ruined her life once, I can't do it again."

	My heart broke. This was the loveliest, kindest man, and I couldn't even provide for him sexually. What kind of wife was l?

	During COVID, sex kind of disappeared completely. With Kelly at home all the time, I couldn't even find myself getting horny. I didn't like to do it when she was home anyway, but with her always home, I knew I had no chance. Ethan didn't [image: Image]push it, he didn't ask for sex anymore, he didn't come onto me. He knew I'd push him away. I hated my parents for that.[image: Image]

	That day, after Kelly left, lunchbox in her bag now, I had my breakfast, then headed off to work in my blue pantsuit. In the USA, a head nurse would still be out with the nurses, working, but not me, not in this hospital. Sure, I was called when needed, mass casualties and such, but on the whole, I was more like an administrator, handling budgets, requirements and [image: Image]such.

	It's funny how before I left for the UK, I'd been told horror stories about the UK healthcare system, that because it was free that it was a mess. Honesty, the United States was way worse. Sure, in the big cities some of the bigger private hospitals looked good, but I got the feeling they didn't invest into new technology like the European hospitals did. As part of my training before COVID, I was sent to Prague to look at a Proton therapy system for cancer, something so advanced that it would be unheard of back home. A year later, we were installing the same in the UK.

	Okay, so some facts for y'all. Emergency healthcare in the UK is free at the point of service. That means it doesn't matter if you have insurance or not, you need to get treated, for free. Ambulances? Free. Non-critical care is free for the insured, for the most part. There are cases where some of the cost is shared for some more experimental treatments, but that is unusual.

	Then there is elective treatment, plastic surgery and more serious dental work. Yes, they have dentists, and yes, basic dental work is mostly covered by the NHS, but you do need to pay for a lot more. That said, kids are generally free. Now, whilst cosmetic work is paid for, there is a caveat. The NHS will cover things where your life will be detrimentally impacted without the work. A gap between a child's teeth is cosmetic, unless he is getting bullied at school or there is a risk of bullying, then you can apply for the NHS to cover it for psychological reasons.

	It's complicated, but what I will say is that us Americans believe that the NHS health coverage is paid from tax. It's not. Your health coverage comes out of your National Insurance contribution. The NHS as a system, i.e. the infrastructure, is covered by taxes, grants, and gifts, just like in the USA.

	Anyway, education lesson over. All I wanted to say about this was, it's amazing how a poor education system and a closed mind can make you believe things that simply aren't true.

	Now, one of my best friends in the world is a colleague of mine. She's a doctor, Shilpa Cavanaugh, of Indian descent, strikingly beautiful with her long dark hair, green eyes, and softly tan skin, and married to an older doctor who works as a plastic surgeon in the city.

	Shilpa and I both attended a conference where we struck it off immediately, having a giggle. We got drunk together in [image: Image]the hotel bar and she told me all about how her husband liked it when she came back from these trips because he wanted [image: Image]to imagine she had been unfaithful. Whilst she was sat with me, she was texting that she was flirting with some businessman, and was thinking about taking him to bed.

	Whilst Shilpa was wild, she knew that I was not. She constantly poked the bear, trying to get me to come out of my shell, but I simply couldn't, but with Ethan more recently looking depressed and isolated, I was beginning to wonder if my marriage wasn't destined for failure at some point.

	That morning, as I prepared for work, I thought about the fact that I hadn't even noticed my husband leave for work. I remembered how he stayed up after I went to bed at eight-thirty, and in fact, I saw him over dinner and that was it. I never saw Ethan smile anymore.

	When I arrived at work, I was distraught. I don't know why that morning of all mornings was the one that hit me the most, but it suddenly dawned on me that even after all these years, I was in a foreign country, in a marriage which was heading nowhere. We had one child, when as a kid I dreamt of a huge family, but now neither of us were interested.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Shilpa saw me with my red bloodshot eyes, and sat down with me. I told her everything, of course, and she listened intently. She had no real advice to give me because her upbringing was different to mine, but she listened and gave me the attention I needed. At the end though, she did suggest one thing, and it was something of which I thought often. Therapy.

	Ethan[image: Image]

	Masturbation only gets you so far before you realise that it's like drinking alone and hoping someone will compliment your drinks selection. Yes, I loved porn, but I wasn't a horny teenager anymore, I needed more. I loved Christie, don't get [image: Image]me wrong; she was still a hottie, even though she couldn't release herself from the shackles of her upbringing and dress for it; she'd exchanged long skirts for pants and sweatpants, and high-neck blouses were sweatshirts and long-sleeve t-shirts. I even loved the life we'd created in the country we fell in love with. But there was no intimacy. Christie didn't allow me to get close to her, and recently, she had pushed me further away.

	The best option would be to call it time, whilst I was still young, find someone new, but inside me was guilt. Guilt for causing all of this in the first place. Guilt for stealing her from her home, her family. Guilt for creating the divide.

	That morning, when I left early for work, my brain was bashing ideas about how to end things at a million miles per hour. How could I leave her and what could I say to make her agree it was best for both of us? Ending it was the last thing I wanted to do, but I really felt we were there now, at the last thing. I couldn't see how any of us could be happy. Even Kelly could feel we were unhappy. It wasn't right for an eleven-year-old girl to be so isolated from her parents.

	As I sat down at my office, I was approached by my boss, Alan, looking a little embarrassed. "Hey, so, I need you to go offsite for an issue with Tim's PC." Alan told me. Tim Warren was our head of innovation who worked from home. He's an alright guy, just a little quiet. He hated travelling into the city so when he took the job it was with the promise that he could work from home.

	I shrugged. "Okay, no problem."

	"Yeah, but..." Alan paused, rubbing his neck. "There's a thing." He said, blushing a little. "Tim's sort of come out." Again, I shrugged. Since breaking away from religion, I was a supporter of the LGBT community, I didn't care, but I was surprised. "He was married, right?" I said.

	Alan raised his eyebrows and then nodded. "Yeah, yeah...still is."

	"Oh. Okay. So, how do you mean come out? As..."

	"Trans."

	"Oh, right, okay, cool. So I should expect him to be a her, cool."

	Once again, Alan gave me a look, then slapped my arm. "Sure, let's go with that." He said. "Good luck."

	I drove the hour and a bit to Tim's village, navigating the narrow English country lanes and arriving at his cottage. I'd been there twice before for IT issues, but this time, I noticed the renovated roof and remarked to myself about how much better it looked. Then, I slammed the car door and walked across the gravel path to the front door and rang the bell.

	As the door opened, my eyes widened at the sight in front of me. I had been expecting a transgender woman, but that wasn't what I found. My mouth opened and closed a few times, before finally, I cleared my head. "Tim?" I asked, shocked to see what he'd become.


Two

	Tim

	The damned thing blue screened on me not once but constantly. Clearly there was a problem with the hardware, there was nothing else it could be, but I'd be damned if I was going driving down South to the city because of damned laptop problem. Rather just one person see me like this than the whole damned company.[image: Image]

	I'd come out to the CEO, Greg and the leadership team obviously, then I had a sensitive conversation with Greg. Thankfully, Greg was the type of hippy, free character who let people be people, and he really didn't care that I was a sissy, so [image: Image]long as I got the job done. He said he'd handle it with the others. Alan Rickard, Greg's number two, was my day-to-day contact, and so when I said I needed help, he said he'd send Ethan up.[image: Image]

	Ethan was okay. Yank, I think. We hadn't ever properly spoken in the past, just the usual small talk in passing. But the last time he'd seen me was before Markus came into our lives.

	It had been six months since I'd turned into a full-time sissy. During that time, Debbie saw less of Markus but lots of Jaime, a huge, younger black guy who seemed to have an insatiable appetite for sex. I now lived in the spare room with our former foreman, Jacek, and Debbie shared a bed with Jaime who worked on a project nearby. It worked for us. Debbie was still my wife, but I was her cuckold slave.

	We still had days to ourselves. Jacek sometimes went home to Poland, and Jaime sometimes went back up north, and on those days, we tried to have a date night or a couple's break, sometimes tried to talk about our feelings, how much we were [image: Image]loving the new arrangement. We were, a lot.

	Since becoming a cuckold to Debbie, I'd noticed a huge change in her. Yes, she became very slutty for Markus and Jaime, but for work and for life as a whole, her confidence became so much better. She hummed, sang, smiled, there was no downside to her at all, this woman was brimming with life, and why? Because she felt wanted, loved, satisfied.

	For me, I had become a gay slut to Jacek, and occasionally Jaime, and whilst that should've disturbed me because I wasn't gay really, it didn't. I was fucked daily; sucking cock, daily, and yet, I too felt sexually fulfilled. The whole village knew me either as a sissy, or a weirdo, but I didn't care. The insults at the beginning had disappeared and now people just accepted me. Once that happened, everything just felt normal. Most of all though, I felt sexual, I felt sexuality all around me now, something where before, it was just a passing moment with my wife; now I recognise looks, emotions, wants and desires.

	[image: Image]The doorbell went. I was alone in the house but I knew that could only be Ethan. Straightening my puffy, pink satin sissy dress, the skirt's hem jutting out over layers of white lace petticoat to fully reveal full-cut frilly pink satin sissy panties, not hidden by the horizontal skirt at all. My over-the-top make-up made me look not feminine but like a guy in really bad drag, just how my wife liked me to be. "l didn't marry a woman, I married a man who is really a sissy." She had told me.[image: Image]

	The blonde American stared at me, his blue eyes wide, clearly unprepared from what he'd find. "Tim?" He gasped.

	"Ah, yeah...erm, come in." I stuttered. The man couldn't take his eyes off me. His mouth hung open, catching flies as he stepped around my skirt which billowed outwards. "l guess Alan didn't say anything?" 

	"He told me you were trans. But, I don't know what this is. Are you trans?" Ethan asked.

	"No, I'm not. I'm a sissy." He said.

	"What's that?"

	The man seemed genuinely interested, not judging, just surprised. I reasoned it made sense to tell him, but I needed a cup of tea, and I had to assume he did too. I offered and he grimaced at the thought of English tea, asking for a coffee instead.

	"I've lived here for well over a decade, and for the life of me, I'll never understand English tea." He told me.

	"I'll never understand American coffee." I replied.

	Ethan nodded. "Yeah, I didn't really drink it before the move, and not been back since."

	"You've never once gone home?"

	"No." He shrugged, and I could feel there was a story there. In fact, even though he'd been here before, we hadn't [image: Image]talked. This was the most we'd spoken, I think.

	Placing a mug into the coffee machine and pressing the button, I leaned back on the counter and looked at him. He'd sat down at the kitchen breakfast bar and seemed quite comfortable in my presence, something I knew most men weren't.

	In my time with Jacek and becoming a gay sex toy, I had learned to appreciate what an attractive man was. Ethan was attractive but not as a man, per say. He was clean, very clean shaven, very light, in beige, a colour that fit his blonde hair. He was slim, no sign of fat, and not very tall. To look at him, I quite imagined that he might be gay, but I saw a wedding band on his finger that looked like it had been there for quite some time.

	"l think you have a story too. So how about you tell me your story, and then I'll tell you mine." I told him, handing him the coffee.

	He took a sip, and then nodded. "Okay. Here goes." And so he told me the story of his childhood, growing up in Utah in a very religious region, falling in love with Christie, coming here and eloping. It was quite the story, one I hadn't really imagined him having. It broke my heart that their families had abandoned them, but even more heartbreaking was the fact that he felt that his marriage was about to end, that things had reached the breaking point.

	It was probably the right moment to talk about how I met Markus, about the panties in my attic. But more importantly for him, it was a story about how marriages can be saved in the most bizarre ways.[image: Image]

	"All marriages get dull." I told him. "Some choose to embrace then new dynamic and just say, we became best friends, but that's bullshit in my opinion. Decent marriages don't end because things become dull, it's because they always were and you are both too stubborn to do anything about it. If your wife struggles with her sexuality, then that's on you."

	"How come?" He asked me.

	"Because you haven't found out what turns her on. Sure, trauma from her childhood holds her back, but she wasn't raped or molested, right? So this is just about breaking the ice around her." I told him. "Celebrate her sexuality. When have you last gone down on her?"

	His face blushed red, and it wasn't because of the conversation topic, but rather because I realised he never had. He had [image: Image]never once gone down on his wife, and that is why marriages fail. It led me to a far more important question.

	"Has she ever had an orgasm?" I asked him, and he opened his mouth to say yes, but then he stopped himself and looked away.

	"Holy shit. I'm the problem." He gasped. "I'm the problem!"

	"You're not the problem." I said. “It takes two to tango. But certainly, you're an enabler. You stayed in this country because you wanted to be free, free from the shackles of your religion. So be free. Fuck the rest. Do you think I care what people think of me? No! I fucking love going down on my wife, especially after she's fucked a lover. Do you know what my wife does every morning?"

	"What?" He asked, genuinely interested, leaning forward now.[image: Image]

	"She sings. She'll come downstairs, eat the breakfast I cook for her, and she'll sing, and dance, and she'll kiss my cheek.

	Then she'll smile and she'll thank me."

	"For breakfast?" Ethan asked.

	I smiled. No, when Debbie looks into my eyes every morning with that smile and says thank you, I know what it's for. "It's not for breakfast." I told him. My wife was thanking me for giving her such wonderful freedom, that she had lovers, [image: Image]she kept a loving husband by her side, and she was happy.

	Recognition spread across the American's face. "l think I'd better take a look at that PC." He said.

	Ethan[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I didn't feel uncomfortable in Tim's presence, especially not after talking to him. In fact, I felt a little jealous, looking at him in that dress. Not jealous that he was a sissy, not jealous that he had men fucking him, even though he was heterosexual, but jealous that he looked so happy, that there wasn't even a tinge of regret. He freely admitted to blowing up his marriage, but he blew it up with C4, and when the dust settled, he ended up with a masterpiece. Tim's advice to me was not to copy his marriage, but to explore more and to help Christie explore herself.

	Not once in my life did I remember Christie masturbating. Not once did I go down on her. Sex was plain, missionary, tense. She was always nervous. There was no way she ever had any pleasure from sex, none. How could I have been so stupid?

	As I was leaving Tim's place, we exchanged personal numbers. I told him it was so he could contact me if there was ever another problem with the PC, but we both knew the truth, I needed his help to save my marriage.

	As I drove home to the city, I passed through the outskirts of London, and to my right, I saw an Ann Summers lingerie store. A thought occurred to me, so I pulled over at the nearest car park and walked back to the shop. There was no way I was going to buy my wife lingerie, I didn't know if she was an S or and XS, and I knew that she wouldn't wear it even if I did. No, I needed to chip away at the ice.

	In most Ann Summers stores, there is more than just lingerie, and sure enough, in the basement level of this store, I found the dildos and vibrators. Of course, I could've just got a huge black cock, but that would scare her. I needed something we could play with, so I went for a smallish, smooth vibrating dildo, something I could use whilst I licked her. I'd seen enough porn with it, I had no excuse for not doing it. I think in my mind, I just thought, well she doesn't like doing it to me, so I guess she doesn't want it.

	I arrived home just as Kelly was getting in. She mumbled something about homework and disappeared upstairs. Taking my chance, I ran up and put the bag from Ann Summers into my underwear drawer.

	Christie-Ann walked through the door with a bored hello at just after six. She then walked straight to the kitchen saying something about getting dinner started. This was my chance.

	"Let's order pizza." I told her, taking her hand. Then calling to Kelly who was watching television in the living room, I said, "Your mom and I need to talk about something."

	"Whatever." Said the bored reply.

	Grabbing Christie's hand, pulled her up the narrow staircase to our room. She didn't giggle, rather just looked a little angry, complaining that she was too tired for games. I ignored the whining, knowing that it wasn't her fault, when you'd given up, everything was a chore.

	"Please, lie down, take your pants off." I said.

	"Ethan!" She hissed. “I'm not going to do anything when Kelly's home."

	"Honey," I said softly, holding her arms. "l love you. Today, I met a guy from work who had made changes to his marriage after things became stale. He made me realise something. I have been incredibly selfish. So, if just for the last time, or for the first, please, just humour me and give me this moment with you."

	Christie frowned, the huffed, and the shrugged. "Fine." She whispered, pulling off her pants and plain beige briefs, and lying back and leaving me with the messy blonde bush she had. I walked to the drawer and pulled out the vibrator. She wasn't looking at what I was doing, instead looking towards the window with legs spread waiting for it to be over. I then crouched between her legs, lowered my face, and licked. "ETHAN!" She hissed loudly, her head bolting up to look at me.

	"Ethan! What's gotten into you?"

	I ignored her and continued to lick, but then I brought up the vibrator and turned it on, gently inserting it into her, not deep, just a little.

	"Ethan!" She gasped, but now with less conviction, and then suddenly her head dropped to the bed. "Oh Ethan!"

	My tongue danced around her unkempt pussy, ignoring the hairs getting in the way and focusing on her pleasure. I [image: Image]began to work the vibrator in and out of her, occasionally moving it up to touch her clit. Suddenly, her hand was on my scalp, not pushing me away, pulling me closer.

	"Oh Ethan! Ethan! Yes Ethan!" She said over and over.

	To my sides, I felt her thighs begin to tremble. Her hand pulled me tighter, another hand joining it, and then as I bit a little on her clit, something erupted.

	"HOLY MOTHER OF GOD!" She screamed at the top of her lungs, and like a woman possessed, her stomach tensed and her back lifted off the bed. "OOOOOHHHH!!!!" She groaned, her whole body shaking. As I pulled the vibrator out of her, fluids poured from her.

	She held my mouth against her and I just sucked, not moving. Finally, she let me go and I looked up at her, a grin the likes of which I had never seen, plastered on her face. No, this woman had never had an orgasm before. In all of those years, she'd never been pleasured.

	"What was that?" She moaned. She sounded drugged, out of it, her hands grabbing at the sheets as her body writhed left to right. "What was that?" She asked again, but now her voice was drowsy, and then she passed out, fast asleep. Grinning, I washed the vibrator and put it in her underwear drawer. I had a feeling it would be getting a lot more use.

	Then, I silently closed the door, letting her sleep, as I crept downstairs.

	"Your mom needs a rest." I told Kelly.

	She gave me a dead-eyed look and said, "Uh-huh? Really?"

	I shrugged. "Sorry."

	"Urgh."

	 


Three

	Christie-Ann

	It was gone eight in the evening when I woke up. It took me some time to realise that I was in bed, and then to remember why I was there. Ethan had done something to me, something I never considered. Sure, I knew women went down on men, but it never occurred to me that men could go down on women. And then a vibrator? Where did he get a vibrator? And yet, as I thought back to it, I giggled.

	I sat up on my elbows, looking down at my pubic hair, a curly mess of blonde, never trimmed. I knew women trimmed it, but I never understood why. Leg hair, sure, but why pubic hair. But as I looked at it, I felt a bit sorry that Ethan had to [image: Image]navigate that jungle. "Maybe I'll make it better for him for next time." I said to myself. Next time? Did I want there to be a [image: Image]next time?

	Using my fingers, I parted the hair, parted the labia and felt where he had licked, touching my clitoris for the first time. A buzz shot through me and I shuddered. "Oh my!" I giggled, licking my lips and rubbing it again. Suddenly, I was lying back again, closing my eyes and rubbing myself. Never had I masturbated, but this wasn't bad. I remembered my parents telling me that bad girls go to hell, but there was no heaven or hell, I knew that now.

	I rubbed myself harder, and all the time I wondered where Ethan had left the vibrator. I thought about looking but I didn't want to bang anything, I wanted this time to myself, to explore what I had been potentially missing.

	Using circular motions, I rubbed myself, occasionally allowing some fingers to slip inside myself, before returning. Was I always so wet down there? I don't remember feeling like this, I don't remember this feeling of moisture forming.

	My left hand found my breasts through the shirt and bra, squeezing them, before going under the shirt and pulling one out from the cup of the bra. I don't know why but I had the urge to play with a nipple, rolling and teasing it as I masturbated. It made a difference. The harder I pinched at that nipple, the more my clitoris and pussy reacted. Suddenly my back was arching a little as I twisted and pulled at the nipples, alternating between them, whilst rubbing my clit hard, until...

	"OH FUUUUUCCCCKKKK!!!!" I cried out, "FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!"

	I lay there, panting, my face hot and red from the orgasm, but also the embarrassment of the fact that there was no way of hiding that. I knew I'd be going downstairs red-faced, but I didn't care that much. Something in me had just woken up.[image: Image]

	Changing quickly into pyjamas, I crept downstairs, biting my lower lip the whole time. I popped my head into the living room and saw a pizza box there. Kelly focused on the TV, trying her best to ignore me, whilst Ethan gave me a warm smile.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"We left pizza for you." He said. "There's beer in the fridge if you want it."

	He knew I didn't really drink beer. I rarely drank. Not that I didn't drink, but I never formed an attachment to alcohol, not growing up Mormon. Still, when I opened that fridge to decide what to have, the can of Czech lager spoke to me, and rather than ignore it, I decided to give it a go.

	"Would anyone mind if I went and soaked in the tub?" I asked them. 

	"No, go for it."

	I grabbed two slices of pizza and the can of beer, then kissed my husband on the cheek, and gave him a warm smile. I hummed as I walked up the stairs, taking a bite of the now cold pizza.

	As I ran the bath, pouring in salts, I walked back to the bedroom and stripped off the pyjamas, looking at my body in the mirror. I was still in great shape, I did run regularly, bike, and I walked a lot, so I knew I was trim. But the hairy bush and hairy armpits just looked wrong on my body; how had I not seen that before.

	Walking back towards the bathroom, I saw the pants and undies Ethan had removed from me, still lying on the floor. I threw both in the hamper, but then I looked at the sad looking briefs there and thought, "no wonder my husband doesn't want to make love anymore. I don't look after myself at all."

	Opening up my underwear drawer, I decided to check if I had at least one sexy pair of panties, and realised I had none, but what I did find was the vibrator in the box. Grinning, I pulled it out and took a look, almost desperate to try it again.

	No. It would need to wait. Now I needed to go have the bath, rest, and process this. Upon entering the bathroom to check the water, I saw a pack of Bic razors, and an old beard trimmer; my husband's. I grabbed one, and the trimmer, I decided it was time to trim the bush. Lying in the bath, I removed the hair with the trimmer, then soaped it all up and began shaving. "Landing strip or all of it?" I thought. "All of it."

	I drank my beer and then relaxed in the hot water, putting Real Housewives of Beverly Hills on my phone. I watched about five minutes of it, but my mind kept going back to my orgasms. How had I lived so long without one? What was it that the guy said to Ethan to make him want to do it? I reasoned I needed to talk to my husband, rather than guess.

	As the water began to cool, I reached down and double checked my smooth pussy, giggling as I tickled my sex sending another bolt of lightning through my body. It was so simple, so pleasurable, and I had ignored it. But still, I needed to get out soon, and I wanted one more orgasm before bed, and I wanted it with Ethan.

	Checking my armpits too, they were also smooth, so I sat up and pulled the plug, watching the water drain, leaving a lot of hair. Using the shower attachment, I cleaned the bath as I dried off, cleaned my teeth, then grabbed the vibrator from the drawer and slid it under the covers of the bed. Then I looked at the boring pyjamas and sighed. Not sexy.[image: Image]

	I had one nightie. It was old, cotton, but cute; long white embroidered cotton. It was quite traditional, but if you wanted it to be, it could be a little sexy; certainly sexier than plain pyjamas.

	Just as I was brushing my hair, I heard a knock and Kelly stepped in. She gave me a kiss and a hug to say good night, but then on the way out she stopped and turned to me. "Does this mean you and dad are not getting a divorce?" She asked. Concern flooded me. 

	"Why did you think we are getting divorced?" I asked her, pulling her to me. "Of course we're not."

	"But you both looked so unhappy, and now, tonight, you both look really happy."

	"Oh honey, we've both been silly, but I promise, we're not getting divorced. I'm happy, and I'll be happier. We've talked about my parents, your grandma and pa. You don't know them, and be glad you don't. They messed me up, but I'm going to fix it. Just promise me you will always do whatever you can to find happiness."

	"You too mom." She smiled.

	"Goodnight."

	After she left the room, I sat on the edge of the bed and sighed. Could it really have been just this? Was I so uptight? Well, that's it, not anymore.

	Ten minutes later, Ethan walked in and smiled at me. I was lying on the bed, one leg bent, in the white nightie. With a [image: Image]sultry grin, I tapped the bed. "Babe, come to bed, and why don't you show me the porn you like?" I said softly.

	"Are you serious?" He gasped.

	"Yes. I want to see it. I want to watch it whilst you lick me again. Lock the door."

	With wide eyes, he locked the door and stripped, pouncing into the bed. I pulled the vibrator from under the duvet and held it in my fingers, grinning. He smiled, then found the site he used on the iPad, then selected some videos he liked.

	"Women with three men?" I asked, noting his search criteria.

	He blushed and shrugged. "l like when men use all three, erm, well, holes."

	I never considered it, but I suppose I understood, it was a powerplay. I took the device and then propped myself against the headboard and opened my legs, pulling the nightie back. When he saw my pussy, he gasped. "You shaved?"

	Giggling, I nodded. "l thought it might be more comfortable for you, given that I hope you're going to be doing this a lot."

	The last thing I saw before he dived between my thighs, was a big fat smile on his face. I moaned as his tongue touched me, just as I pressed play and watched three big black men surround a pretty skinny blonde girl, who looked just like me, and at that moment, I wondered if this was meant to be me.

	Debbie

	[image: Image][image: Image]Jacek was out tonight, and Jaime was at some event for property developers, so Tim and I decided to just have a nice night together. It frustrated me a bit, because I hadn't had any customers to service from Markus in a while, Jaime was always busy, and I never saw Markus in person anymore. In fact, I hadn't been fucked for three days, which was a long dry spell for me. Still, Tim's tongue worked, which meant he licked me to a few orgasms before we put a movie on. It wasn't great, but it was better than nothing.

	"My PC packed up today." Tim told me. "So a colleague came by."

	I snorted a laugh. "And you were in that dress showing off your knickers and stockings? You fucking slut, you were hoping he'd fuck you!"

	Tim blushed; he was so easy to read. "No Mistress. Well, anyway, he told me a story about his life. He's younger than us, American, used to be a Mormon, so did his wife."

	"Used to be?" I asked. Tim told me Ethan's story and I found myself feeling so sorry for the wife. For years to be trapped in a cocoon of conservatism, missing out on life. At the same time though, the slut in me came out, a feeling I wouldn't have had a year ago. This woman hadn't ever been fucked. She'd had sex, sure, but she hadn't been fucked. I chuckled inwardly, thinking that for Markus, this girl would be like a virgin.

	A thought occurred to me. Markus didn't see me anymore because he was done with me, but what if I brought him something, a little American present to play with, maybe that would get me into his good books.

	"We should invite them over." I said. "Maybe open up their minds a little."

	Tim blinked in my directions. I saw his jugular move, swallow, and I knew he was thinking the same thing as me. In fact, the only reason he told me was because he was after something, but what was it? Did he have the same idea as me, or was he after something else? I knew that whilst Jacek and others fucked him, he wasn't really gay; he didn't fancy men...did he?

	No, it wasn't that. The kinky bastard wanted Markus to fuck me again, it had to be that.[image: Image]

	In the time since discovering our kink, I'd become obsessed by sex, and obsessed by having a sissy husband care for me. Cleaning, massages, and treating me like an absolute queen; who wouldn't want that? But it was becoming an absolute slut that I felt so freeing. Look, you maybe having sex with your partner and thinking, jeez, it’s just sex, but it really isn't. When everything hits just right, not just the physical, but the emotional and the scene, it is like a total mindfuck. Pleasure just becomes exponentially better. Yes, I was working for Markus as a whore, and that's pretty wild, but I wasn't just fucking anyone, these were curated fucks with big black cocks.

	But none of them came close to Markus. He was just a perfect storm of pleasure, and he had it down to a T. I needed him, and from my conversations with one of his other girls, they needed him too. It was an addiction, and he was the drug. If this American slut could help me feed my addiction, then I'd gladly throw her to the wolves.

	Tim

	I knew why Debbie wanted Ethan's wife to meet up, she wanted her to meet Markus in the hope he would take an [image: Image]interest in her again, and that was fine with me, but later, not now. First, I needed the couple to take an interest in our relationship, to discover the benefits of it, and then Markus could do whatever he wanted with Ethan's wife, it was Ethan that I wanted.

	You maybe thinking that I said I wasn't interested in men, but then I met Ethan and whilst I don't find him attractive as a man, per se, I see the potential in him as a sissy, or even as a transwoman, and that is interesting for me for one specific reason.

	[image: Image][image: Image]A few weeks ago, my wife and I were discussing if and when the cage would be coming off my dick. Initially, she said it never would, but after some discussion and also me showing her medical evidence that men needed proper ejaculation once in a while to prevent prostate cancer, she told me that if I found a decent submissive man, more submissive than me, then I would be allowed to fuck him. She strict forbade masturbation, or fucking women, which I understood.

	Now, I have little interest in fucking a man. I don't find hairy men attractive and can't imagine putting my dick in one. Yes, a hairy man fucking me is hot now, but only because of how submissive it makes me feel, how much of a slut. However, if Ethan became a sexy sissy, all smooth, with those soft blonde looks, it would be like fucking a prize blonde bimbo, and that I could get on board with.

	I needed to keep in touch with Ethan, become his best friend, and then when the time was right, I'd begin to seduce him into this lifestyle. In time, he would become my sissy, my lover, and then finally, I would fuck again!


Four

	Ethan

	It was so great to see Christie singing and smiling. In the week since I introduced oral sex and the vibrator into our lives, Christie had become a completely different woman. The sound of her laughter as she watched something funny was like music to my ears. I think she hadn't laughed in so long, but now it was like the world had woken up around her. It hadn't gone unnoticed by my daughter either. Kelly was waking up looking forward to the day, because the atmosphere in the house had completely lost its tension.

	There was another huge change too, and that was in Christie's wardrobe. For now, it was in her underwear drawer, but gone were a lot of the old granny pants, replaced by sexier numbers, lace, satins, and even a thong or two. A few of her plain bras suddenly got changed to lace ones, balcony bras, push-up. Then yesterday, a huge surprise, something she had never, ever, done. Stockings and a garter-belt!

	Sex was back on the table for me too. I would bring her off with my mouth and the toy, and then we'd fuck. Sure, I wasn't a sex god, and based on what I'd seen in porn, I guess at four inches erect, my dick was small, but hell, we both enjoyed it, I think.

	With the stockings yesterday, came another surprising purchase by my wife. One I hadn't expected, but I accepted all the same. I wasn't about to kink shame my wife, not now she was finally experiencing a sexual revolution of her own. I was preparing to go down on her again, vibrator at the ready, when she stopped me. "l was wondering if we could try [image: Image]something I got today?" She asked softly.

	My eyes trailed over her body, taking her in, in the hot scarlet lingerie, the red stockings, the red garter-belt. If it was anything like this, I'd take it! To my surprise, from the drawer, she pulled out a huge black life-like dildo.

	"If you press the base it vibrates." She giggled. She had clearly already tested it out because it was out of the box. I gulped, my eyes wide at this huge thing, but then smiled and nodded excitedly.

	I took the huge thing from her hands, wondering how to hold the huge dong, in the end grabbing it by the balls at the base. I then began licking her, moving the cock to her entrance and pressing the button on the cock to make it vibrate.

	"Hold on. It needs to be a bit wetter." She said, reaching for the toy. As I pulled it out for her, I saw her juices drip from it, it was clearly wet enough, but as I continued to lick her, I watched with intrigue as she took it to her mouth and then opened wide, tilting her head back and swallowing that huge thing whole.

	[image: Image]"What the fuck?" I gasped, watching my prudish wife deepthroat a six-inch toy dick.

	She giggled around the dick as she then moaned and slobbered around it, licking it with her tongue, before handing it back with another giggle. "Here you go. Nice and wet now." She said, seeing my awestruck expression. "l had a free afternoon alone in the house, what did you think I did all day?" She laughed. "l learned how to deepthroat, and after you bring me off, I think I'll try bringing you off!"

	I don't know what came over me or why I said it, I should've just kept my mouth shut and been grateful, but instead, I said, "But I'm nowhere near as big as this."

	Instead of telling me not to be silly, she must have misinterpreted what I was suggesting, and said, "That's okay baby, [image: Image]even little dicks need love sometimes."

	Where the fuck had that come from?

	I later learned that after being introduced to porn, she had been watching it, especially more of the videos I had been [image: Image]watching. When I watched multiple penetration porn, I tried to stay in the realm of slutty woman getting fucked; but I discovered she had gone far further.

	"I'm going to watch porn whilst you do that, okay?" She asked, picking up the iPad. Seconds later, she was pressing play on a video she had lined up, and I heard what was being said.

	"Yeah bitch, take this big black cock." A voice said.

	Then a female voice. "Mmmnnng, yeah honey, you see it? You see why I need to fuck these big black cocks? You see why your little thing will never satisfy me? Yeah, look at you rubbing your shitty li'l dick whilst these big dicks pound your wife!"

	Holy fuck, she was onto cuckolding porn. Was this what got her off now? Was Tim right the whole time?

	A few minutes of this and now my wife was writhing on the bed and telling me to fuck her harder with the dildo. She'd disposed of the iPad now as she couldn't concentrate, and her legs were in a constant state of vibration as she tried to hold off her climax. I don't know what came over me as she told me to put the dildo deeper, but I said, "Oh yeah? Is that what you want? My big black cock to take you? To fill you?"

	"Uh-huh! Uh-huh! Yeah baby, fill me with that huge dick. Fill me with your big black cock!" She moaned, forcing her hips to take more as I rammed it in and out of her. I wasn't even licking that much anymore, I was too busy fucking her with the [image: Image]dildo.

	"Yeah, you probably won't want my little thing after this. Probably won't feel it anymore, will you."

	"No honey, no. Not after all these big cocks have stretched me. I won't feel your li'l pee-pee anymore!" And then she did her thing. We'd tried to find ways to make her orgasms quieter, but nothing worked. So much did they bring her off that even biting a pillow didn't help, so we just decided to let it be, given that it was too late now anyway.

	After her climax, she giggled and then slid down my body, taking the dildo and placing it on the sideboard. Then she did something I had wished for, for so long. She took my cock in my mouth. I watched as my thin little thing slid in and out of her smiling mouth, her eyes focusing on me. After seeing her deepthroat that huge toy, this just looked like she was sucking on a lollipop.[image: Image]

	"This is so good." I said, loving the feeling, but still it didn't feel quite right, like something was missing. "l want to fuck you." I said, knowing that getting sucked wasn't going to bring me off.

	For a moment, she gave me a look, I wasn't sure if it was disappointment, maybe confusion, I'm not sure, but then she smiled and said, "Okay," before pushing me back and doing something else completely new for us. She climbed on me and [image: Image]rode my cock.

	I came ten seconds later.

	As we held each other, I sighed with happiness. My marriage had been saved, that much was for sure. I would need to thank Tim for his advice. Without him, I'd be lost.

	Christie-Ann

	I thought he'd like the blowjobs. I wanted to do them, I wanted to feel what it felt like for him to cum in my mouth. Hell, I wanted to taste cum, that's how far I'd come so fast. This sexual awakening he'd given me was glorious. Never in my life did sex matter to me so much, but now I couldn't get it off my mind.

	What bothered me was after three blowjobs, he seemed interested for a few seconds and then wanted to fuck. I even researched how to give good blowjobs online, so I was sure I was doing it right.

	At work, I had lunch with Shilpa and of course, she wanted to know everything about my sexual awakening. I'd been giving her progress reports and she seemed quite invested in my happiness.

	When I told her about the blowjobs, the Indian woman listened and then shrugged in that way Indians do, and said without batting an eye, "use a finger."

	I blinked. Was she suggesting rubbing him whilst I was sucking him, because I was already doing that. Apparently not, because when I told her that, she raised her right hand and curled her index finger upwards. "In the bottom." She explained.

	"Oh..." I nodded, understanding. Then I froze. "Wait. In his asshole?"

	"Yes." Then she looked at me with surprise and disappointment, shaking her head. "Oh for crying out loud, Christie, you are a medical professional, you should know where men have their g-spot."

	[image: Image]Gasping, I shook my head. "That never came up in my training!" I laughed. "The prostate, yes, but nobody said men get pleasure from that!"

	"Why do you think the gays enjoy it so much?"

	Hmmm. I never considered that. "l did wonder why they did it."

	"As you're blowing him, stick a digit up there. He'll love it."

	"Okay. Good advice."

	So that night, once we had our playtime again, after her brought me off, it was then my turn. I went down on him and I could see him give me that condescending smile, the one that told me he'd let me do it for a bit because I seemed to want to. I sucked him for a good twenty seconds, and just when I felt him begin to lose interest, I slipped the finger up his asshole, fucking him with it.

	"Oh woah, holy shit!" He gasped, and in my mouth, that little dick went back to full strength and then some. "Oh wow, oh fuck!" He said over and over.

	I continued to suck, really getting into it now, especially given his reaction and his moaning, the fact that he had a hand holding my head. Yeah, he was into it. I wondered if two fingers would feel better for him, so allowing some drool to fall, I began inserting my middle finger too.

	"Holy Jesus!" He cried out, making me giggle as I sucked and fucked. Thank you Shilpa!

	As I began fucking him with the two fingers at speed, my mouth making slurping and gagging noises, I felt his balls twitch and his dick swell, and then all of a sudden, bang, the cock erupted in my mouth, my fingers deep inside him forcing more out.

	Ethan's orgasm was huge, louder than he had ever been, and then as he calmed, I pulled my fingers out and stood, giggling as he lay there, spent.

	I washed up and then returned to him. I wanted to ask him how he liked it, but he had done the manliest thing I'd ever [image: Image]seen him do; he'd fallen fast asleep after his orgasm. Rather than get upset, I chuckled, safe in my knowledge that I had a new weapon in my arsenal.

	Tim[image: Image]

	It had been a couple of weeks since I heard from Ethan, and whilst I wanted to write and ask how things were going,

	I decided to give him just a little space. I'd tried to find him on Facebook but found nothing with his name, so I gave up.

	Eventually though, he contacted me over Teams.

	"l just wanted to thank you. You single-handedly saved my marriage." He wrote.

	"The advice worked then? Glad to hear!" I wrote back, desperately wanting to ask what advice exactly.

	"Yeah, it's awoken her sexually. That one orgasm just released something." It all began to make sense. He'd gone down on her. Okay, good start. "Now she's giving me head and using her fingers in my asshole, and man, it's unbelievable!" Wait until you get my dick up there. I thought.

	"Hey buddy, that's great, but maybe we should take this to something less monitored. Got a Facebook account?" I asked, hoping I'd missed something.

	"l do, but it's a shared one. Christie-Ann and I didn't want separate ones." One of those... I thought.

	"Okay, well, can I add you as a friend? Then maybe we can chat on WhatsApp, or Signal?"

	"I'm on WhatsApp, let's do that. Facebook, ChristieAnnEthanYoung. WhatsApp is my number." He wrote out the number.

	"Cool, let's chat there."

	Before adding him on WhatsApp, I immediately went to Facebook and found the profile. There was Ethan, stood in [image: Image]front of Stonehenge with his arm around a hot, slim blonde dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt. She was taller than him, and [image: Image]looked like she didn't use make-up or creams, but still looked like she was really a stunner when she was younger. I pressed Add Friend, wondering what Christie-Ann would think about a sissy suddenly showing up in her friend list.

	On WhatsApp, I added the number and opened the chat. "Hey, here. Now we can talk openly." I wrote. "So she's fingering you already? That's a huge leap, but a good one. Us men have our g-spot there."

	"Really?" He wrote. "Didn't know that. Crazy place to put it!"

	"Well, the Greeks and the Romans sure knew how to use it. You wait till you try pegging..."

	"What the hell is pegging?"[image: Image]

	Oh boy... I chuckled, and then I began to describe it, sending him links to some pegging porn videos. He didn't write anything to that. This was going to change everything for him, and with any luck, he'd begin to question his own sexuality. Progress was being made.

	I switched windows and saw my Facebook friend request was accepted. Clicking through the profile, I saw photos of him and his family, and plenty of his wife. She was clearly someone who hadn't been getting laid because she'd dressed down, as if ashamed of her body. I hoped that the new lifestyle was changing that perception in her, because I needed her to post that all important photo, the one showing the new Christie-Ann. That was the photo Debbie would need for Markus.

	Behind me I felt hands creep onto my shoulders. Lips kissed my neck. "Come back to bed, baby." Jacek said. I was torn, talk some more to Ethan and convince him, or get another thorough fucking in bed. Yeah, I knew what I wanted at that moment, so I followed Jacek back to bed, and went straight for his cock with my mouth.


Five

	Christie-Ann

	Ethan was excited to get to bed that night, and so was l. He said he had a special request for the evening, and given how special everything had been between us lately, it had me all worked up. Overall, I was feeling great about myself. It was nice to be wanted, but it was also nice to want. Yes, it was all a little bittersweet because I often questioned why I hadn't been like this sooner, but you can't live in the past, I needed to focus on the here and now.

	I told Ethan to give me some minutes to get ready. Tonight was going to special in more ways than one. Red lingerie was my theme. It seemed to nicely contrast my blonde hair and very white skin, so it soon became my favourite colour, but nothing would prepare my husband for me in this.

	Shilpa joined me at the shop. It was a place that specialised in latex, and whilst I loved it to look at, I soon discovered that it was a pain in the ass to put on, and just as hard to maintain. Instead, the lady offered me PVC which was ready shined and whilst it didn't have that second-skin look to it, the red open-bosom corset and stockings looked fantastic and just a little intimidating.

	My porn obsession was adapting too of late. The cuckolding videos really got me going and I'm not sure why. I think it was the way the husbands look like they were worshipping their wives whilst they got fucked, but I'm not sure if that was just it. Something about it just made me hot to the point that I was now reading Kindle stories about it in my break. I wouldn't do it, of course, that was still way too far outside my comfort zone, and whilst we had freed ourselves from the shackles of religion and conservatism, I was sure that it still impacted Ethan's view on life.[image: Image]

	"Ready!" I called out, positioning myself on the bed.

	Ethan walked in and his eyes popped out. The smile on his face told me I'd made the right choice, well, not just, as his little cockie expanded and pushed open the robe he had on. There was no hesitation, he dropped the robe and climbed in, kissing me, working my nipples, then sliding down to my pussy and grabbing the big black dildo.

	"What is the special thing you want to do?" I asked him seductively as he licked me, thrusting the big dildo inside me.

	He looked up and blushed, but his embarrassed blush just made me more excited than before. "Um, well, when you, erm, you know, blow me, instead of your fingers can you use, erm..." He gulped and suddenly I knew what he was suggesting.

	I grinned at him. "The little vibrator?" I asked, and he nodded. Now that I did not expect, but yes, of course, what a great idea, and I'd be lying if I said I hadn't already given it some thought.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]As he continued to lick me, I reached over to the little bedside drawer and pulled it out, placing it in clear view as a [image: Image]reminder of what was to come. However, as I looked at it, I realised we didn't have any lubrication for the thing, putting it in dry might hurt a bit. Never mind, I would just use my pussy a bit beforehand.

	Still, the thought of him taking the vibrator up his ass got me going far more than a porn video and I found myself climaxing without the need to watch anything.

	Finally, it was time. He seemed nervous, a slight tremor running through his body. I stroked his face and asked what was wrong, and when he shrugged and said he was worried about what I might think of him if he took the plastic thing up his ass, I told him I would only think that he is a tough man for wanting to expand his horizons. That seemed to calm him. "You really have nothing to be embarrassed about in front of me. I love you and want to experience all of this with you.

	I think this is the happiest I've ever been in my life." I told him.

	I watched his back straighten with pride and his face beam, as told him to lie back and relax.

	"One thing, we're going to need to lubricate that vibrator." I told him.

	"Oh, yeah, erm, but we don't have any," he said, picking up the toy and looking at it, frowning a bit. I was about to say that I would put it in my pussy, when all of a sudden, he put it in his mouth and began sucking on it and licking it. My eyes widened in shock but at the same time, I felt my pussy drip with arousal. Not wanting to scare him off or think he did something bad, I took it from him with thanks, but at the same time, my body trembled as I felt myself getting hornier.

	The moment I could, I pushed the vibrator up his rectum, making sure to take my time and go slowly. He hissed as it entered him, but quickly told me it was okay, to keep going. I sucked him, pressing the small device up him before turning it on.

	My husband began not only thrashing on the bed, but his eyes glazed over as it happened. "Fuck me, oh god, yes, Christie, fuck me, fuck me!" He begged, and god, did I ever! My hand grabbed the end of the red device thrusting it in and out of him. I sucked, then stopped to look at him, a wide grin on my face as he begged me. "Make me your bitch, fuck me![image: Image]

	Harder! Deeper!"

	"Yes honey, take my fucking cock!" I said, giggling with excitement at this totally new experience. Then I went back to sucking him. The very long, deep groan that erupted from him was only matched by the copious amounts of cum pouring from his cock with each thrust of the vibrator.

	I pulled out and lay on my back. "l need you to lick me again. I'm so horny!"

	An orgasm later and we finally cuddled up together and sighed with delight. That was a new experience for us both, but for sure it made me feel like there was so much more we can do together.

	We kissed then Ethan went to go shower. Whilst he did, I opened my phone to look at our Facebook, where I found he had added someone called Sissy Tina. I wasn't completely naive anymore, given the porn that I was reading, I knew what a sissy was, and I understood why some submissive husbands became sissies. I didn't have anything against it, if anything, the thought of Ethan in panties was kind of cute. What I didn't understand was why Ethan was suddenly friends with a sissy...unless... And suddenly it all began to make sense to me. The need for anal during a blowjob, the dildo up the ass. I giggled.

	Ethan clearly fantasised about being a sissy, but did he also want to be a cuckold? The two usually went together, and I didn't really want to cheat on Ethan, but if he really wanted it, could l? I needed to talk about this with Shilpa, she'd [image: Image]understand.

	Tim

	Woah! Nearly all my sissy photos since converting my Facebook account, had been liked by Ethan's Facebook account. He had to have gone through nearly a hundred photos of me in various sissy outfits, liking them. He even liked the photos of me kissing Jacek, which was very unexpected. Holy shit, was Ethan secretly a sissy too? Could it be that he was jealous of what I had? It must have been.

	Then I reached a photo of me dancing at a Christmas party setup by Markus. I was in a tiny pink sissy dress, with pink panties and pink stockings. The dress was so short that the bottom of my belly was visible, it was one of those over-the-top ones. Underneath, Ethan had commented: "OMG! That dress is sooo cute! I love it!!" Yes, Ethan was a sissy![image: Image]

	I decided to reply to the message. "Thanks honey! Happy to share!"

	A second later, I received a heart-like. Ethan loved my reply.

	Deciding that I should write to him directly, I opened WhatsApp, but then I paused. No, there was a better way to handle this, and that was via Debbie. But still, I couldn't just leave it there, I needed to write something to Ethan, so rather than use WhatsApp, I replied again to the Facebook message. "Why no photos of you in cute dresses?"

	Hmm. I looked at the message, squeezing my balls under the thick satin of my panties, then I shook my head. What was I doing? This guy shared his account with his wife! What if she saw it? I went to remove the message when suddenly I received a reply.

	"You're right! I need to go out and buy some! Enough with this drab clothes!"

	Okay... so maybe he had told his wife everything. That had to have been it. I needed to speak to my wife next, and I'd do that later when she got home.

	Christie-Ann

	Aww! The sissy was so sweet! What a cutie! She was right, time for me to dress up and put some photos of the real me up there. I mean, I was a sexual goddess now, a woman in charge of her own sexuality, and in charge of her husband's too, it was time to dress the part!

	I called Shilpa on the extension. "Honey, how about we go shopping instead of meeting for lunch?"

	"For you? Something slinky, sexy?" The Indian woman giggled. 

	"Yes."

	"Yes!!! Finally! Do you know how long I have waited for this day? Yes! But something sexy, right?"

	I giggled at my silly friend. "Yes!"

	And so, as we walked around the department store, grabbing items off racks to try on, I told Shilpa everything, the dildo, the sissy stuff. She giggled and said that whilst cuckolding was a common fantasy, she admitted that she had a hard time doing it, which was why she only pretended to with her husband. “I believe it works for some, but I just worry he'll change his mind. If you are thinking of doing it, then you need to make sure it's what he really wants."

	It made sense. This wasn't something I should be guessing about, but at the same time, were we really in a place where we were ready to introduce a new party to our lives? No, this was all still fresh, it was a house of cards. Playing together was one thing we could both do, but cuckolding, not yet.

	"Oh, but this would be a pretty dress for Ethan." Shilpa said, holding up a pink satin A-line babydoll dress.

	I held a hand in front of my mouth as I laughed, my cheeks turning red with embarrassment. Not embarrassed that she would think Ethan a sissy, but embarrassment at getting excited by the thought of putting Ethan in the dress. "He would need panties for it thought." I giggled.

	Shilpa handed me the dress. "Then get him panties!" She shrugged. "Oh, now what about this little dress for you?" She gushed, running towards a tight little lace-up red leatherette dress. "You'd look like a properly little slut."

	I took the dress and held it in front of me, admiring it in the mirror, how the sides of my breasts would be visible in it, and I smiled. Yes, this was exactly what I was going for. This was make any man hot, especially mine.

	Debbie

	Tim Airdropped the picture of Christie-Ann to me and I smiled. He'd shown me the previous ones, in the sweats and jeans, then showed me the new one in the red leather dress, and the difference was night and day. This woman had that American blonde cute and innocent cheerleader bimbo look all day long, but I could see the slut in her, desperate to come out. She was perfect for Markus, and perfect for me.

	"You've been a very productive little sissy, haven't you?" I told my husband. “Is this all because you want to see me with Markus again?" I asked, knowing it was.

	Tim blushed and looked away. As he did so, I knew that wasn't it at all, that there was something else. Pushing him out of the way, I looked at the photos of Ethan, the husband; not too tall, blonde, smooth porcelain skin, no sign of stubble, thin body, tight arse...holy shit, my husband had a crush.

	Finally, it all made sense to me. "This is about you fucking again." I gasped, but I couldn't help but smile at his ingenuity. "You want to turn this man into a sissy because you know he's going to look like a sexy girl. You're not allowed to fuck a woman, so you want to find a feminine man and turn him into your little bitch!"

	[image: Image][image: Image]The look on Tim's face told me he'd been caught, but I couldn't be upset with him. The work he'd put in was incredible, and you had to admire his tenacity. Fuck it, if he could get me regular dates with Markus, then I'd get him regular dates with his little sissy. Hell, he could take the cage off for good if it meant I could get Markus in my bed.

	"Don't worry." I said. "I'm going to not only help you get your sissy, but I'm going to make sure to make him a good little femboy for you, maybe even make sure he gets little titties, would you like that?"

	He glowed. "Oh yes Mistress, so much! Thank you Mistress!"

	"You're such a good little girl, aren't you sissy? I'm so proud of you. Would my good little girl like to drink mommy's piss?”

	"Yes please!"

	"Then go lie on the bed and you'd better hope you swallow it all, otherwise you and Jacek will be sleeping on a wet bed [image: Image]again, won't you?"

	"Yes Mistress." He sighed. Yeah, I loved that little gay tramp, but I was gonna make sure he slept on a wet bed.


Six

	Markus

	I don't like needy girls, and whilst Debbie was hot and a good lay, she was getting needy. After customers complained that she was asking about me, I put Jaime in with her to calm her down, make sure she got a good dicking, but it didn't seem to be working, and instead of making me want her, she just kept on hassling me. I had reached a point where I was gonna cut her loose. I did that with girls who didn't bring me benefits, and this bitch hadn't been.

	Then she sent me before and after photos of some bitch she'd been working for me. This was some grade A prime blonde, a tall sexy supermodel who looked ready to go. "Call me if you wanna know more. I can make her yours." The message said.

	Okay, okay, maybe Debbie had a use I hadn't considered. Not one of my girls brought me other girls, they were so interested in me that they were jealous of others, but Debbie was out there recruiting. She'd just gone from zero to hero in my books, if she could deliver the goods.

	I called her. "Yeah, yeah, tell me more."

	The girl was American, married to some wimp-ass pussy Yank, both living in London. The guy worked with Tim, and they'd been working him to get to the girl. Just a few weeks ago, she was an ex-Mormon who couldn't break out of her shell, but with some clever footwork from Tim, she'd turned into a bitch in heat.

	"So what's your plan?" I asked her, knowing that bringing me in at the wrong time might send the wrong message, especially if this Utah saint was a racist. Not that I wouldn't do a racist, or haven't done one, but they take more work.

	"Tim is working the sissy, and I'm about to work the girl." She told me. “It seems Tim thought the sissy was liking his Facebook pictures, but it turned out to be the wife. She sent him the red leather dress picture and asked if it was good enough."

	I nodded, thinking about it. It was a sound plan. "You thinking dinner at your place?"

	"Yeah. Want to be there?"

	Her addiction to my cock would be the undoing to this amazing plan she was putting together. I needed to set her straight. "Honey, I think you guys should have this one alone. Let me know when it will be and I'll make sure Jaime and Jacek are out."

	"Okay." She said, but I could hear the disappointment. I needed to flip her a bone.

	"But how about this baby? How about I stop by tomorrow and we have a couple of hours together? Say, eight tomorrow?

	[image: Image][image: Image]In fact, Jaime and I can spit roast you, would you like that?"

	The gasp from the line told me she would. "Oh yes sir! Thank you sir."

	"And if all this goes well, then I'll include you in her training with me, how about that?" I told her. "In fact, get me more girls, and hell, we'll see where it leads us. Who knows? I guess I'd want my recruiter by my side all the time."

	“Really?”

	Hell, if this bitch could bring me a steady flow of new hookers, then I'd marry the cunt. Screw Tim, I'd take her and get my name tattooed across her body.

	After the call ended, I telephoned Chris, my financier in London. He ran a London-based escort service pretty much doing the same thing I was doing, but with rich bitches married to old sugar daddies. The bastard had it down. He wasn't paying the girls, them fuckers were paying him for the privilege of getting dicked by rich black guys. Footballers, rappers, any fucker with the cash, paid for an hour of high-class tottie. I wasn't there yet, but I had a feeling that Chris would appreciate this one.

	I filled him in but he didn't seem too interested, saying he had enough paying girls. Yeah, sure, but those girls were picky, some weren't willing to do anal, some didn't even fucking swallow. My girls did what they were told, anal, cum, bondage, gang-bangs, they did it because they were grateful for it.

	Fuck Chris. I'd do this myself, pay off my debt on the construction business, then I'd take Chris' clients. Fuck them high society bitches with the stick up their asses. Sure, guys liked being seen with them, getting them headlines, but fuck 'em.

	My girls would turn their world upside down, and it would start with this Mormon bitch.[image: Image]

	Christie-Ann

	Debbie seemed really nice. Ever since I found out how Ethan knew Tim, I decided maybe I should reach out to Tim's wife and thank her too, and of course, that led to a telephone conversation with Debbie where she told me all about how she took a lover and cuckolded Tim. The story got me so wet, and more than a little jealous, but I decided that I needed to spend more time getting to know Debbie, she for me, she was someone to aspire to.

	After buying the dress and sending Tim the photo, it was Tim who first wrote directly to me apologising, saying that he thought he was talking to Ethan, which opened up a tonne of new questions for me, but instead led to me asking how they knew each other in the first place. They were colleagues, interestingly.

	That night, I sat down with Ethan and I asked him what he thought about Tim and how he dressed. Ethan admitted that it was unique, that whilst it was feminine, it was nothing a woman would wear.

	"It was so over the top." He said. "The skirt was like, propped up, designed to keep him exposed, and the panties had a space for his dick."

	"You saw his dick in the panties?" I asked him.

	"The whole panties were on display." He said, but then he added something, frowning. "But no, I didn't he his dick, exactly, I saw the outline of a cage."

	"You mean a chastity cage?" I asked him, feeling my pussy moisten again. I'd been reading about those, and frankly, I wanted to put Ethan in one. Knowing that I was the only one that had access to his dick, that he wouldn't be able to masturbate, it was so hot!

	"Yes." He nodded.

	I looked down at him, kneeling on the bed in front of me, ready to lick me. Looking at him in that position, I felt a sense of power, ownership over him. I don't know why, but I told him right there and then that I wanted to put him in chastity too, and I visibly saw him gulp, fear in his eyes. I knew I needed to justify it.

	"Just think how intense our play would be if I was the one to control when and how we do it." I smiled, stroking his hair. "l would wear the keys with pride around my neck, knowing that you would be so excited to be unlocked when you got home."

	Again, he gulped as he stared at me, but now it was followed by an excited nod. He wasn't gulping because he was nervous about doing it, he was excited for it, nervous that I was just testing him. He wanted this just as much as I did.

	"After we play, I want you to order one." I told him firmly.

	"Yes Christie, of course."

	"Good boy." I said softly, again stroking his face.[image: Image]

	He began licking me, and I lay back, smiling, proud of the woman I was becoming, proud of the power I was feeling. The more I thought about who I was and now I had become, the more I realised that I had abandoned me all my life; as a child, as a teen at high school, and as an adult, even though I was free from my parents. Ethan got me pregnant, and I didn't regret that, nor that we married. I did regret not burning my bra and setting my sexuality free when I could have. A few days ago, I asked myself, could I cuckold my husband?

	"Christie?" Ethan asked, looking up from between my legs.

	I sighed, making it clear that I was frustrated that he'd stopped. "Yes?"

	"Um, we haven't had, like, intercourse in a while. Will we do it today?"

	[image: Image]Of course, I should have said yes, he was my husband, he was the one to thank for setting me free, but something inside me made me feel playful, bitchy, and I wanted to see his reaction. I grinned at him, "Oh honey, I think what we're doing now, licking each other like a couple of lesbians, and fucking you up the ass with the vibrator is enough, don't you? Besides, why would I want that little thing when I have my big black boy here?"

	His body trembled with excitement, and I knew I had him. "Yes, of course, sorry."

	We had been using the little red vibrator on him for a few days now, but it occurred to me that maybe now was the time to turn it up. Yes, today we would share my big black cock. He would experience something bigger than his little pee pee.

	To answer the earlier question, yes, I could cuckold my husband, and eventually, I would.

	Ethan

	"That's it, suck it! Suck it!" She hissed through gritted teeth, pushing the big black cock in and out of my mouth. "Fuck[image: Image]ing suck that big black cock! Do it! Do it sissy!" She laughed, a cackling sadistic laugh that I'd never heard from my meek wife, but it was a laugh that made me shiver with excitement. This was the woman I wanted, always wanted, confident, powerful, dominant, evil. This was the woman I needed.

	Ever since I saw Tim in that crazy dress, his ass covered in satin, I found myself dreaming of it. Not just of the panties, but I dreamt of Tim's ass. Why? Why did I dream of that dress? That skirt showing off everything, exposing him like that? Why did I feel jealous that Tim looked so free, even though people knew he was not real man, but a sissy wimp, and why did it excite me to think of myself as the same?

	As my wife choked me on the cock, pushing it into my throat, I found myself wishing she was using a real dick to do it. I was raised in a conservative household. Dad's views of homosexuality were akin to Hitler's views of the jews, and yet, I [image: Image]found myself wishing my wife forced me to be with a man. Forced me to be with Tim.

	Christie-Ann pulled the cock out of my mouth, laughing as I fought for breath, wiping tears away. "It's fun, right?" She asked me.[image: Image]

	"l fucking love you!" I told her, and she kissed my cheek. "Ready to take it in your ass?"

	"Yes! Yes!"

	"Bend over and lie on your elbows and wrists." She said.

	"Are you gonna blow me?" I asked her, confused how she would do it.

	"Not this time, but you can jerk off if you want."

	Fuck, she was denying me sex and now denying me oral, and instead of upsetting me, it was turning me on. This change, this dominance, it was exactly what I wanted from her. She was even dressing the part now. Dresses, mini-skirts showing off those long legs, crop-tops! She even asked me if she should get her naval pierced yesterday!

	I felt her spit on my asshole, which made her laugh again. This laugh of hers, it was different, I'd never heard it before, but it felt cheap, nasty, whorish; a nasal laugh that I knew was like that because she was struggling with her own arousal.

	 When I licked her before, she was wetter than she'd ever been, and looking at her now, her chest was heaving.

	"Ow! Fuck!" The cock head had slid in and I was panting through the burning pain. Yeah, maybe this was worse than the red one, maybe this was too big.

	"Suck it up, buttercup!" She laughed, pushing in a little at a time. "Good sissy like you needs to get used to big black cock up her asshole, right?"

	"Yes Mistress!" I said automatically. Behind me, I heard her moan as she heard me call her that.

	"Say it again!" She panted. I looked back and saw her left hand strumming her clit, her right hand pushing on the cock.

	"Yes Mistress! I worship you Mistress! I'm your sissy!" I said, meaning every single word.

	"Oh fuck!" She moaned, climaxing on her hand, but inadvertently pushing the dildo inside me all in one go.

	"Ow oh my fucking, ugh!" I said, feeling stretched and filled in ways I couldn't fathom.

	"Oh yeah, you like that huh?" She purred, still panting from her climax.

	"Yeah! Fuck me Mistress!"

	Calling her Mistress felt right. I wish I never had to stop calling her that. I wished it wasn't just a game.

	Christie-Ann

	Seeing his ass swallow that huge dick was too much. I knew I couldn't go back from this, but hearing him call me Mistress, that was perfect. That was me from now on, Mistress. I wanted to tell him that was all he was allowed to call me, that he couldn't use my name, but I still had the fear inside me. The fear that it was too much too soon. The fear that what I was doing was somehow wrong.

	As I fucked him with the dildo, increasing my pace and getting more into it, the fear began to subside. Listening to him begging me for the big cock, desperate for more, deeper, harder, just made me realise that fear meant nothing, all that I needed to make me queen was right here right now.

	"I'm your Mistress now." I whispered. "Say it!"

	"You're my Mistress now!" He replied, then moaned as I pushed the dick in and out at high speed.

	"You will only refer to me as Mistress, from now on."

	"Yes Mistress! I promise!"

	"You will wear a cock cage, and I will own you. Won't l?"

	"You already do!"

	"And I can do anything I want to you, can't l?"

	"Yes! Yes Mistress! Anything!"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I decided it was time to push my luck. "You'll wear panties if I tell you."

	"Oh fuck! Please Mistress!" He squealed. "Please make me your sissy!"

	"Oh baby!" I gushed, so happy, so over the moon. "Oh yes! Oh yes! I will. From tomorrow, you'll wear panties. And bit by bit, I will introduce you to a world of satin and lace!"

	This was just the beginning. I had an idea that I could tell him right there and then that he was going to be a cuckold, but I decided not to ask for too much at once. That he would be the person I needed him to be, once I was ready, and not a moment sooner.

	The surprising thing about fucking him with the monster cock was that he came without jerking or oral. He had a feminine orgasm, one defined by the psychology of the moment, and not the physical movement on his dick. It left him feeling aroused and pliable, just as I needed.

	Leaving him there, panting on his gut, the black cock lodged in his arse, I stood and walked to the cupboard, where I pulled out a bag. From it, I retrieved the pink satin babydoll dress, and a five-pack of satin and lace panties, each in different pastel colours.

	"These are for you, sissy." I told him. "From tomorrow, you'll wear those. From tomorrow, I'm your Mistress, and you're my sissy, and we're going to explore our feelings in this lifestyle. If by the end of five days you want to continue, then on the last day, come home with another five-pack of the same panties. Each of us will do that."

	Ethan nodded, reaching for the dildo and pulling it out with a wince. "That's a good idea Mistress."

	"l know." I smiled. "That's why I'm the Mistress, and you're the slave."

	Tim

	I couldn't believe it. In such a short amount of time, and I was looking at a photo sent to me over WhatsApp by Ethan, of him in a pretty little pink satin dress. Sure, it wasn't a proper sissy dress, but it was a good starter dress. The one problem was the body hair. He wasn't massively hairy, and the blonde hair helped make it better, but it was still visible. "You need to shave." I wrote to him. "And I mean your body." Just in case he was confused.

	"Oh! Yeah! Shit. Can I use normal razors?"

	"Best to get an electric body trimmer for the big stuff, and a safety razor for the cock and balls."

	"I'm not sure I know what I'm doing." He wrote.

	The room suddenly felt cold and my body shivered. Ethan was in the office today, but theoretically, Ethan could make a home visit, if I was having problems with my computer again. Then perhaps I could help him, after all, his cock was not the hardest part of shaving the whole body. [image: Image]

	"How about I shave you?" I wrote.

	"You'd do that?" He wrote back.

	"Sure." I said, before adding. “I'd love to."

	[image: Image]Dots appeared, showing him writing something, but then they disappeared. For a long time, nothing showed up and I feared that I'd gone too far. A half-hour later, I saw a message appear. "Can you send me an email saying you're having PC issues again?"

	I grinned. "It's on its way."[image: Image]



	



	Seven

	Ethan

	I don't know what I was thinking. I spent nearly a half-hour trying to work out if I should say yes or no to Tim. Let's look at the facts here. I knew Tim was bisexual, or rather, gay lately. I knew he was a sissy. I knew I was a sissy in panties, and fucking loving it, and I knew that the thought of doing stuff with Tim was exciting me, even though I didn't know why. I was so nervous that I actually called Christie and asked her what I should do.

	"Do you want me to tell you that you must go?" She asked me. It was clear that she wanted me to do it, but I just wasn't sure what I wanted.

	"l don't know. Will you not think I'm weird?" I asked her.

	She chuckled, but not condescendingly. "Oh honey, no. Okay, let's say you go there, he shaves you, and whilst he's doing it, he sucks you off. So what? Will you suck him off? No, he's caged, and if by some miracle he isn't, then you do what you want to do. He won't force you, and neither will l. I can order you to do it, but at the end, you are the one who decides to do it or not. If you do decide to fuck him, or suck his balls, or kiss, I think it's really adventurous, and I would be jealous just of the fact I'm not there to watch."

	"So you think I should go?" I asked her.

	"Yes. But I think you want that too, that's why you didn't just say no. I also think you want to play with Tim, and that's okay with me too. Have fun, we have one life."

	And so, I was driving down those country lanes once more, the house visible in the distance. As the car pulled into the [image: Image]crunching gravel driveway, I saw the door open and Tim step out, his hands holding the extravagant purple skirt of the tiny sissy dress, puffy ruffles of the shoulders forcing him to turn sideways in the wide door from. Little white lace gloves, white lacy stockings, and a purple satin and lace sissy thong completed the ensemble; his smooth bare buttocks on full display.

	"Hello darling!" Tim gushed in a giggling camp voice.

	"H-hi Tim." I said, walking over with my stomach in my throat.

	"l hope you don't mind, but I asked my boyfriend, Jacek, to help me shave you." He told me, holding out his arms for a hug.

	I leaned in and felt his lips kiss my cheeks. I returned the favour. Hearing Jacek would be there made me even more nervous. I thought we would be alone, but a man there? Could I really do this?

	[image: Image]My legs felt like lead weights as I followed the sissy, tottering inside on impossibly high-heels, feet locked inside. I wished I could wear such things, I wished my feet were locked in there. Heck, my cock still wasn't locked because the cage hadn't arrived yet.

	"Coffee? Something stronger?" He asked me. It was three in the afternoon, but if I drank, I wouldn't be able to drive.

	Still, I realised I wouldn't be able to do this without a little alcohol in me.

	"Do you have Scotch?"

	"Of course, sweetie."

	He tottered over to a bar where he poured a far larger glass than I had envisioned. He handed it to me and I thanked him, drinking it down fast.

	"Another?" He asked with a smile.

	"Not now."

	"Okay, then get undressed, darling. Down to your panties."

	This was it. I was about to expose myself to another man, a sissy, for the first time. I nodded, my body trembling uncontrollably. As I unbuttoned my shirt, he put his hand on me, stroking my arm, telling me it will all be okay.

	"I'm scared." I whispered.

	"l was the first time. Don't worry. I promise, we'll have fun." He replied.[image: Image]

	I stood in front of him in the tight hot pink satin panties, with lace ruffles on the buttocks. He circled me, looking at me slender body, my round buttocks, the panties tight on them, then I felt his hand on me, gently cupping my backside. My eye fluttered closed and I let out a broken sigh of excitement.

	Suddenly, he was stood in front of me, smiling at me, his left hand still cupping me right buttock, but then he placed his other hand on the other, squeezing and forcing a moan from me.

	"It's nice?" His voice was a whisper, barely audible. I nodded, not able to close my mouth for fear of hyperventilating. But then his lips were on mine and his tongue was in my mouth. I moaned and tilted my head, accepting the kiss, accepting that this was who I was, what I wanted.[image: Image]

	But then he broke it and took my hand, leading me upstairs. In the bathroom, he pulled down my panties and my erection popped out in front of him. Without asking, he took my cock in his mouth, bobbing up and down on it.

	"It so small." He giggled, but from him, it didn't feel like an insult, it felt cute, like I was about to be the perfect little sissy. "Stand in the bath."

	The bathroom door opened and a tall yet skinny, muscular man with a shaved head walked in. It must've been Jacek. He looked a little rough, tattoos plastered across his body, scars from the manual labour. Without a word, the man smiled and joined me in the bathtub. I looked down and saw his dick was long and fat, and as he stood by me, smiling and touching my backside, he rubbed himself, making himself erect.

	From the side of the bath, Tim ran the shower, feeling the water for warmth, and then handing it to Jacek, who sprayed my body all over. Satisfied, he turned off the water, then both took liquid soap and ran their hands all over me.

	As Jacek's hand touched my erect cock and tight balls, I felt his lips touch me. Soon, our mouths were mashing together and I was moaning again.

	The kiss broke apart and both took a razor and set to work. They did a patch, washed the razor then continued. Tim was the one to do my cock and balls, whilst Jacek made sure I had a smooth ass and hole. Then finally, they washed me off and each took my hand and led me onto a mat where they dried me.

	I was about to move off when Tim stopped me. "Moisturiser." He said, opening a large bottle and handing some to Jacek. Both rubbed me down all over, the room filling with a sweet floral scent. Tim then took my hand and led me to a large pink bedroom, filled with cupboards. He opened a drawer and took out a pair of pink satin bikini briefs, a matching bra, garter-belt and pink fishnet stockings. Both men then dressed me, clipping in the stockings.

	"This is my gift to you." Said Tim, taking out another crazy sissy dress, just like the one I first saw him in. He dressed me in it, before sitting me down to do my make-up. Finally, he placed a blonde shoulder-length wig on my head and stood me in front of a mirror.

	I was a proper sissy. The skirt did nothing to cover anything below my belly, but that was the point. As I looked at myself, admired myself, Tim began taking pictures of me. Then Jacek approached, his cock in hand, and gently placed a hand on my shoulder. Without thinking twice, I dropped to my knees, took his dick in my hand, and opened my mouth, taking in my first real dick ever, sucking on it, and instantly knowing, I was gay.

	Christie-Ann

	I burst out laughing listening to my husband telling me about his afternoon. He had turned up at the house having driven into North London in full drag wearing an absolutely ridiculous sissy dress, a dress I fucking loved on him; one that I would want him to wear on a daily basis. Yes, it was so beyond feminine, it was insane, but nothing could be more humiliating, and I loved it. But sure, when he came home and told me he'd sucked a cock and that he might be gay, I just laughed.

	He was so impressionable, so scared of things that were different.

	"Honey, do you find me attractive?" I asked him.[image: Image]

	He looked at me in the sexy lingerie, the black lace nightie, the silk robe, and I saw his cock rise. "Well, yes." He admitted.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Did you find, what did you say his name was?" "Jacek." "Did you find Jacek attractive?"

	"No."

	"Then you're not gay." I laughed, wondering why my husband was so impressionable. Then again, a couple of weeks ago, I would've been the same. That said, that Ethan had had a gay experience and swallowed cum direct from the dick of some random man, turned me on more than it should have. And I wanted him to continue. In fact, sure, I just told him that he wasn't gay, but I was now looking at a metal chastity cage that we'd ordered, sat in a box, and in my head, I knew that the cage wouldn't be coming off, that there was no need anymore. He didn't satisfy me sexually, and I had no need to suck his little dicklet when fucking him with a dildo got him off more. Why would I remove that cage?

	I decided that I needed to be honest with him, it was the least that I could do.

	"Honey, can I ask you a question, in all honesty?" I said.

	"Of course." He nodded, a dopey expression on his face.

	"We're about to lock up your dick. I don't see a reason to remove the cage going forward, and I have a feeling you don't want me to either, do you?" I asked him.[image: Image]

	He looked away and blushed, nodding. "No. I don't. I like you dominating me."

	"l like dominating you. But I don't know what I'm doing, and you don't either. Yes, it's fun, but it's dangerous. I want to do all of this, but I think we need help, don't we?"

	"Yes." He nodded, sighing. "l think we should ask Tim and Debbie." He suggested, which was exactly what I was going to suggest. About an hour ago, whilst Ethan was driving home, Debbie wrote suggesting dinner at their place, something Tim suggested to him, it turned out, before he'd left.

	"Let him know we're on for the dinner. You will be wearing this dress, so take it off so that you can wash it." I told him, looking at the boning and intricate detail. "Actually, this really should be dry cleaned, so take it to your usual cleaner."

	"Yes Mistress."

	I smiled at him, enjoying the sound of being a Mistress. I'd talked about it with Shilpa, and she'd hit me on the arm, telling me I was such a bitch for having a fun relationship. She did provide me with an important piece of insight though.

	The deeper I would get into BDSM, the more I'd be likely to recognise it around me.[image: Image]

	The internet provided some details and whilst it seemed almost magical that fetishists met similar fetish people, it wasn't so complex as it seemed. Most people's fetish was not as embarrassing or minority as we liked to believe they were. Once you know what you like, you find that you can recognise similar traits in others, and as such, you realise they are all around you.

	I asked Shilpa why she hadn't cuckolded her husband for real and she shrugged, saying she never really met the right person that made her want to. She didn't say she wouldn't, but given how nervous her husband was, she was more scared he would freak if she honestly did it.

	Still, looking at my husband, swaying her hips in the dress in that so girlie way, I smiled, knowing that he was loving the dress. I reached out and held his hand.

	"l want you to find out from Tim where he gets these dresses." I told him. “I want you to dress like this, and I want you to wear make-up. I think I you like it."

	"l do." He blushed, then began crying. "l love it."

	"l love it too."

	"Really? Can you imagine if dad saw me?"

	"Yes, I can. Thankfully, he's not here, I am. I am turned on right now. I'm turned on, not because I find you manly and attractive, but because I find you safe, you don't scare me, and I feel strong, something never afforded to me. I love you, and I love you are allowing me to feel like a powerful woman."

	He gave me a pained expression, and for a moment I wondered if he had misunderstood. The last thing I wanted to do was hurt him, but at the same time, we never had a life together, not really. It was thrust upon us in our attempt to revolt.

	We'd won the war, but we never really rebuilt.[image: Image]

	"I'll wear the dresses. I'll find out where they are from and will order some for me. But what about Kelly?" He asked. That was a different topic. For now, he would need to keep wearing male clothes when she was around, and then eventually, I would need to have a chat with her about her father, about how he was no longer a straight male.

	Debbie

	Given what had happened the day before with Ethan and Tim, I felt now was the best time to find out how Christie-Ann really felt about her sissy hubby. Us two girls had been on daily speaking terms, and both of us were itching to meet, but I needed to know that we had something to meet about. If Ethan arrived home and she decided it wasn't for her, then none of this would likely go anyway.

	 "l fucking love it!" Christie screeched down the phone. "Oh my god, Tim has to tell Ethan where he got them, because if it was up to me, it would be all that my sissy hubby would wear."

	"Wonderful news!" I said, smiling inwardly at how successful this was all going. "How about they discuss it over dinner this weekend, and us girls can catch up? Saturday at our place?"

	"Will Jacek be there?" Christie asked, the obvious sign of hope in her voice. Perhaps all this would go far smoother than I had envisaged! Clearly, she wanted something more than just dinner.

	"Dinner and a show?" I asked.

	The American giggled. "l mean, he already sucked it. I wanna see. Maybe Jacek could teach my sissy some new tricks."

	Unfortunately, Jacek was flying back to Poland for the week, so that was out, which was all a bit frustrating. Having Jaime there would be too much of a distraction, and wouldn't lead to anything long-term. Then something occurred to me. Perhaps my husband's desire to be unlocked might serve a purpose. I needed to test out my theory. "Unfortunately, Jacek will be away. But, can I be completely honest with you?" I asked her.

	"Of course! Anything!" The American giggled, making me wonder if my little hypersexual minx wanted more from me than this.

	"l once made a promise to Tim that if he was to find himself a good friend to play with, that I would let him out. He's actually not that small, just I never found satisfaction on his cock. That said, maybe have the sissies give us a show together?" I suggested.

	The line went silent, but then I heard her breathing, slightly heavy, a click of excitement. "Oh yes." She hissed. "That would be beautiful."

	"Mmm," I sang, smiling at my ingenuity. It was a win-win. A win for me, and for Tim. "So it shall be. Say, seven o'clock at ours? Ethan knows the address, of course."

	"Wonderful. I'll bring a bottle of red."

	"Perfect."

	Without further ado, I ended the call and then let Tim know the plan. Of course, he was over the moon, so excited to finally be let out of his cage. Not only that, I told him I would let him out during the day in order to prepare. "But you are not to masturbate. I want you to save it all for the little Yankie sissy."

	"Of course, Mistress!" Tim gushed. “I wouldn't think of it. I want to pump all my cum inside him."

	"Me too baby, me too."

	This plan was coming together nicely. Soon, Christie-Ann will be Markus' prize whore, and I would be his handy righthand recruiter. Hell, maybe if I really pleased him, I could move in with him, make my little Tina into a permanent slave.

	That would be nice!

	 


Eight

	Ethan

	My stomach churned as I pulled up at Tim's house, this time my wife by my side. Christie had dressed up for the occasion, a tight red mini-dress, her breasts on full display through the thin material. What was shocking for me were the two metal bars through her nipples pressing against the material, something her friend Shilpa had done for her at the hospital, and those weren't her only new piercings.

	When I started this journey with Christie, I wanted to break her out of her shell, but I hadn't expected such an overcompensation. I wasn't complaining, but at the same time, was I headed for disaster? I wanted to do everything with her, I wanted to be her sissy, but not if it meant losing her.

	For now though, she seemed happy, content, and not only that, gone were her panic attacks, and in was confidence. [image: Image]Regardless if she decided I was to continue to be part of her life, or if she chose a different partner one day, there was no doubt that she finally looked happy, and that was what mattered.

	"You understand what I want from you?" She asked as the tyres ground to a halt on the gravel.

	"Yes Mistress. Full obedience, Mistress." I told her.

	"There will be no back chat. You are my slave now, and you will behave as such. If you thought your father's punishments were bad, they are nothing compared to how I will beat you senseless, if you fail to behave, is that clear?" She snapped.

	"Yes, of course, Mistress. I won't let you down."

	"Very good. Open my door for me. Then kneel beside me while we wait for the front door to be answered."

	I jumped out of the car and tottered in the high-heels over to her door. It was hard enough walking in heels on a normal surface, but gravel was a nightmare. Even harder was getting out of the car, with a skirt on the sissy dress which was wider than the door.

	Holding my hand, I led her to the door, where I immediately knelt, looking down. She rang the bell and instantly, the door was opened by Tim in a short purple satin sissy dress, complete with baby-pink pinafore, his ruffled pink sissy panties on full display, but that wasn't what caught my eye. Right in front of me, jutting from the frilly ruffled sissy panties, tenting the fabric, was a long, fat cock. He was no longer caged.

	Tim[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Seeing Ethan there on his knees just made me want to grab him and pull his mouth onto my cock, but I knew I needed to be more respectful of Mistress Christie-Ann. Debbie had big plans for her, and the last thing he needed was a pissed off wife because I'd scared them off.

	My cock had been hard for the last half-hour, expectation of what was to come. I really wished I could wank off just once, just to make sure I could go longer, but Debbie wouldn't hear of it. Still, they were here now, and we hoped the night would be long.

	"You may stand and greet your girlfriend." The American woman said to her husband. "Come on!"

	Ethan stood and held out a hand to shake, a nervous side-glance at his wife. I rolled my eyes knowing full well what Christie meant. "Really Ethan, sissies don't shake hands, we kiss." I told him, taking his face in both my hands and kissing him passionately, my tongue probing inside his mouth. He stiffened at first, before relaxing and even moaning into the kiss, intertwining his tongue with mine. When we broke, I found ChristieAnn grinning with excited eyes.

	"Do it again, slower." She said, smiling, and I giggled, taking the sissy into my arms and passionately embracing, making a show of our tongues dancing together.

	"My, my, you are moving fast, darling." I heard my wife say, approaching from behind. "Christie-Ann, darling, welcome!" Debbie gushed, kissing Christie-Ann on both cheeks with a mwah, mwah.

	"Hi Debbie, it's lovely to finally meet in person, and thank you for the invitation. And by the way, I don't really use the Ann part of my name much anymore. It feels a li'l hick." The blonde stunner said.

	We invited them through to the living room, letting them know that dinner would be ready in about a half-hour. In the meantime, I opened the red wine they'd brought, and offered it to them. Inside, I was hoping the girls would tell me to go ahead and fuck the little sissy slut, but for now, they wanted to get to know one another and hear about Christie's past. Then it came to how everything started for us, and Christie didn't hold back on anything.

	By the time Christie finished her story, I could see Christie's legs rub together in that way women did when they were excited, and I wondered if Ethan felt the same way. So rather than keep my distance as we knelt next to each other, I decided to get a little closer, placing a hand on his stocking-covered leg and gently rubbing it.

	Ethan didn't look at me, but he did acknowledge the touch, and he did so by moving closer together so our thighs touched, and by reaching down with one of his hands to stroke my thigh. It was then that I knew he was horny.

	Debbie

	God, Christie was hot. The photos didn't do her justice, this was one stunning lady, and how young she looked! Fuck, if Markus didn't want her, maybe I'd keep her. I'd had threesomes with Markus, Jaime and some clients since I started this journey, I knew how to lick pussy, but this was one pussy I'd love to lick!

	I was hoping for some sort of verbal reaction to my story about Markus and Jaime. I didn't mention the hooking, but that would come later. For now, I just needed to get her interested in meeting Markus. Unfortunately, the ding of the timer went off, so we needed to move to the dinner table.

	"How about the sissies serve us and we will continue our chat at the table?" I asked her.

	"Will they be eating with us, or do they eat in the kitchen?" Christie asked, surprising me.

	"l had planned, this time, that they could sit with us, but that was for your comfort."

	The blonde smiled at me. "No need for that, just for me. The sissy gets to sit with me at home as a male, because of our daughter. Here, my expectation is that he is not worthy of our presence over dinner."

	"Wonderful." I clapped my hands and watched as Tim led Ethan to the kitchen.

	Ten minutes later, Christie and I were sat opposite each other, giggling about her journey of discovery, when she dropped the bombshell I'd been waiting for. "I've decided I want to cuckold Ethan."

	I nodded, trying to keep a straight face and said, "l fully understand and support your decision. But if you do it, make sure it's a man who has a good cock. There's no point in going through all this if you come out unsatisfied."

	"That's a good point, and to be honest, I've never dated anyone. I don't even know how. Ethan and I just sort of happened, so... Fuck, this will be hard, right?" She asked.

	I shrugged. "Today there are apps for everything, but if I may, what if I hooked you up with someone I know will turn your world upside down?"[image: Image]

	Christie giggled. "Really? You'd do that for me?"[image: Image]

	"Of course, what are friends for?"[image: Image]

	She blushed and shrugged. "It makes sense, right? Someone who understands cuckolding, understands that I'm happily married."

	Nodding, I knew just the person. This was like taking candy from a baby, but when would she want to do it? What did she want from it?

	"I'd want a date with the person first. To get to know them, feel comfortable. I can't just fuck someone, I need to know them first." She said.

	I chewed on my bottom lip, and then came up with a plan. If I could get Markus to take her out tomorrow for brunch, then perhaps by the afternoon, I'd be fucking Markus again. However, were they planning on staying the night, or driving back?

	"You'll be staying the night, won't you?" I asked the sexy girl.

	The blonde grinned. "l had hoped that those two would want to spend the night together, so if that's okay?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Maybe I could get something from this too, at least some oral. Of course it was okay for her to spend the night, I told her, knowing that whilst my hubby made her hubby into a little gay slut, I'd make her a slut for my snatch.

	Ethan

	Tim was like a horny teen, constantly touching me, pinching me, squeezing my ass, even going as far as stroking my cage through my panties; not that I didn't like it, it was flattering really, but it became so much that I couldn't move for the feeling of Tim grabbing me. I knew why this was, and I realised why Tim was unlocked. Jacek wasn't there and there was an expectation.[image: Image]

	I finally had a few minutes alone with Christie after dinner, where I asked how long she wanted to stay. Imagine my surprise when she told me that I'd be sleeping with Tim tonight, and she would be staying on the sofa. "Or maybe I can get Debbie into bed, try being with a girl." Christie giggled. What was this that I had created?

	Eventually, Tim and Debbie rejoined us, Debbie sitting down next to my wife on the sofa and relaxing, before clicking her fingers. "Okay, Tina, you can fuck the sissy now." Said Debbie, and my heart stopped.

	"On your knees, Ethan." My wife said. "Mouth open."

	I dared not talk back, I had been warned, so I dropped to the ground and felt the satin covered erection brush my face as Tim stepped close. I don't know what came over me, perhaps I'd just given in, but I licked and sucked it through the panties, [image: Image]before taking the top of the panties with my teeth and pulling them down, hearing a coo of delight from the girls. "That's hot!" Christie gasped as I now sucked on Tim's length. "And do you know what makes this hotter, Debs?"

	"Tim is essentially Ethan's boss. If Tim wanted, he could ensure that Ethan worked here with him full-time."

	"How wonderful? Want to know a secret?" Debbie asked my wife as I now sucked on Tim's length with gusto, his hand running through my hair.

	"What?" Christie asked excitedly.

	"Tim's fancied Ethan for a while. It's his first gay crush, so I said he could seduce him if he wanted."

	Christie howled with laughter, whilst my eyes looked up and tried to see from Tim if Debbie was telling the truth. The sissy's blushing cheeks told me the truth, but rather than be upset by the deception, I felt hot, flattered, and somehow grateful.

	"You hear that sissy?" My wife called to me. "Now you have a boyfriend. Guess that means I'm free to find one too."[image: Image]

	"Huh?" I said, but Tim pulled me back onto his cock.

	Debbie leaned forward. "I'm going to introduce your wife to Markus tomorrow. He has the most amazing cock, and he's going to turn your prim and proper wife into a dirty little whore."

	"Hear that Ethan?" Christie purred. "I'm gonna go black and never come back."

	I moaned, my cock so wishing to be free from its confines, but that wasn't going to happen anymore, I just knew, this was it for me, that this was my life. I'd asked for this, and I should've been grateful, but I still didn't understand what it all meant long-term. I was enjoying it, but surely it couldn't be forever.

	And yet, as Tim pushed me onto my hands and knees, pulling down my panties and eating my asshole, I knew this was exactly that, the beginning of forever. Christie wouldn't want to ever go back, not after experiencing sex with someone who knew what they were doing. So what was left for me?

	Tim's dick pushed into me, eliciting a sharp hiss of pain. He was a bit smaller than the big black dildo, but he was certainly wider. But once he was all inside me, and I listened to the sound of the girls cooing in delight, I found myself looking forward to the pleasure yet to come. I looked back, seeing myself in the dress and lingerie, with Tim in his sissy outfit jutting back and forth, and within seconds, I was relaxing on my arms, enjoying immense pleasure.

	What was left for me? "Fuck me Tim, your cock is the best!" I cried, "so amazing, so good, make me your gay sissy boyfriend!" I told him, knowing that there was no going back from this. When I left the first time, I wondered if I was gay. Christie convinced me that I wasn't, but I loved this, I loved Tim's cock, and I loved Tim. Yes, I may not have been gay in terms of how I got here, but I was gay now. I love cock, therefore, I'm gay.

	"Yes! Yes! I'm gay honey! I'm gay!" I sang to my wife. I looked over at her, the women kissing and fingering each other. She broke off and grinned; a dark sadistic grin. "l know you are honey. I know you're gay, because I want you to be. You'll never fuck a woman again, so long as you live. I'll make sure of it."

	Christie-Ann

	I'd said that to him as part of the game, but the moment it left my lips, I knew it to be true; I wanted it to be true. I wanted to share my life with Ethan, not as my husband, but as my gay best friend.

	Taking Debbie's nipple in my mouth, with the moans of sissified men, slapping skin and the smell of the gay sex in the air, I took a moment to appreciate my journey here. Part of me wanted my parents to see us now, for me to rub their faces in it.

	"l wanna fuck your friend Markus." I told Debbie.[image: Image]

	"Yes, after the brunch."

	"No." I said, feeling the burning in my loins. “I wanna have a threesome right now. You, me, and your friend. Tonight. Will he come?"

	The sexy woman stared at me for a moment and then nodded. "l think so. Let me call him."

	Debbie stood and left the room whilst I stripped down and masturbated, watching my husband take dick for the first time; the first of many times. I looked at him, made up, dressed in that ridiculous dress, and smiled, knowing that I didn't want him to go back, to become a normal man. I wanted my toy, my dress-up doll, the man I could boss around. There had to be a way to tell my daughter that her dad was not a man anymore.[image: Image]

	"Are you enjoying that cock honey?" I asked my husband.

	"lt...ungh...the...ungh...best sex ever!" He sang, a huge shit-eating smile plastered on his face. "It's the best. Oh I never want this to ever end."

	"It doesn't have to." I said, hoping it never would. "You're gay, aren't you Ethan. I made you gay, didn't l? Tell me, it will make me really happy if you say yes. It'll turn me on so much."

	"Yes Mistress! Yes! I'm your gay sissy slave. I'll serve you forever, just so long as you'll always let Tim fuck me."

	"l will." I laughed. "l definitely will."

	It was time for a change in our lifestyle. I should have been upset that my husband was enjoying sex with men better than sex with me, but instead, I just felt free, like finally after decades, the hand and leg cuffs had been removed from me.

	Now it was time to remove more cuffs, to finally be totally free.[image: Image]

	 


Nine

	Ethan

	Johnny Cash's interpretation of Hurt was playing on the radio as we drove home in silence. It had been a night of events that had changed our lives, but as I listened to Hurt, I couldn't help but feel the song was an appropriate prelude to the end of my marriage. Yes, sex with Tim was... I can't begin to describe the happiness I felt last night, but as we drove in that car, I failed to remember why I enjoyed it; I just know that I did.

	And then Markus arrived. He stepped through that door with purpose. No knock or doorbell, because he had a key, a fucking key. I wanted to know why he had a key to someone else's house, but I couldn't speak, I was just in awe of his presence. And yet he wasn't an attractive man by any means; in fact, the look Christie-Ann gave Debbie suggested she felt the same way.

	"On your knees." He said, his voice a deep rumble.

	Without a word, just with an open mouth, Christie dropped to her knees. I expected some sort of pushback, something to suggest she wanted to get to know him first, but no, she just dropped. That's when Markus undressed.

	My eyes widened just as fast as Christie's, but the difference was, she licked her lips. Then without waiting, she opened and took that huge fat cock into her mouth, sucking it to life.

	"She's good for someone with so little experience." He told Debbie.

	"l told you she'd make a good slut." Debbie told the man. "Did I do well Daddy?"

	"You did indeed, bitch." He purred, moving his hips and now his hard dick in and out of Christie's choking throat, holding her there with that massive dick lodged down her throat. "What about the sissy bitch?"

	"We turned him already." Debbie informed him, as if that was the plan all along.

	The big black man snapped his fingers in my direction and without wasting time, I ran to him, dropping to my knees next to my wife. Christie's eyes caught me, a little annoyance that I was coming to sample the one thing she wanted. But reasoning it was best to do what she was expected of her, she pulled the dick out of her mouth and passed it to me. She then watched me as I deep-throated the huge thing on the first attempt, using my tongue to please him, actually making him moan.

	"My turn." Snapped Christie, pulling the cock from my mouth, making the black man chuckle.

	"Wifey is jealous of hubby." He chuckled. "Not had that before. I like it. But I'm about to make hubby really jealous."

	For the next hour, I watched that man fuck my wife senseless. I don't know what he did differently, but somehow, he made her scream and snarl at him, turning her into an orgasm machine. I don't think I have ever seen my wife use expletives in such a way, but this kind former-Mormon blonde sweetheart, had become an evil sex monster. Even as Debbie placed her pussy in front of my wife, and Markus continued to fuck Christie from behind, she made such noises licking at Debbie's soaked cunt, that I began to think that I was in an over-the-top porn film.

	I loved it, obviously. I loved how free my wife looked, so uninhibited. This was the life that I wanted, to be the sissy husband to a dominant hot-wife. Markus had set her free, that was clear.[image: Image]

	By the time he came in her pussy, my wife looked like she had been drugged. She couldn't open her eyes, she just kept running her hands over her body.

	"l don't want your husband near this pussy or this body." Markus told my wife. "Yes Daddy!" My wife said, repeating what Debbie had said earlier.

	"I've decided I will keep this one to myself. She's too pretty." He told Debbie.

	Debbie's face contorted into a mixture of shock and anger. "But you promised me..."

	"l know what I promised you, bitch, and I keep my promises. But if you remember, I said that I would fuck you more, not that you would move in with me." He paused. "But I have better news for you. How would you like to run a new business venture of mine?"

	"What venture would that be?" Debbie asked, excitement in her voice.

	"I'll explain it to you later. In the meantime, I want this slut marked. Markus' Pussy above her pussy, and a queen of spades on her arse. Make sure it is done today."

	"Yes Daddy." Both women said.

	Then he looked at my wife and l. "You have a kid, right?"

	"Yes." My wife nodded, opening her eyes to look at him.

	"You have a choice. Leave your husband and kid, and come live with me, or we don't fuck again and this is over." He told her.

	“I... I..." Christie's eyes teared up, darting between me and him. "I..."

	"Christie-Ann!" I snapped. "She's our daughter! Your daughter!"

	Tears formed in her eyes as she struggled to make a decision. I couldn't believe that we were even thinking about this.

	What mother would even think about such a thing? The disappointment in my face was what did it.

	"I'm sorry, I can't." She told Markus.

	"Okay. Good luck with your life." Then turning to Debbie. "l guess you shouldn't worry about that business venture after all. Shame. I was looking forward to fucking you every night."

	Fire shot through Debbie's eyes, but it wasn't directed at my wife, it was directed at me. She blamed me for this not working out, and when Markus left, she told my wife that she wanted to punish me. Christie had no problem at all with that idea, because she too seemed disappointed in me.

	The beating that followed left me in a crumpled wreck. Sleeping with Tim that night, being comforted and kissed by him, was the only thing that kept me going.

	As I lay in Tim's soft arms, crying, I heard the sound of talking mixed with sex coming from the room next door. I don't know what was being said, but I knew it was Christie trying to convince my wife. Then at around two in the morning, I heard the sound of a car pulling up, and the door being opened. Markus' rumbling voice told me all I needed to know, but I think it was confirmed by the look Tim gave me.

	The next morning, I awoke to the sound of my wife screaming orgasm after orgasm. It was for the sixth time that night, she hadn't slept a wink. Markus was a fucking machine. Tim and I prepared breakfast, but when the girls finally came down, Markus left without a word to us.

	"l have an errand to do before we go home." Christie told me. "Is that understood?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	I desperately wanted to know what had been discussed and agreed, but I didn't dare ask. However, the satisfied smirk on Debbie's face suggested she managed to get her wife. I don't know whether I was more disgusted with my wife or my[image: Image]self for being turned on by her brazen sluttiness.

	The tattoo artist was not normally open, but as it was a friend of Markus', he made an exception. I was not allowed in, instead waiting in the car, but I knew what she was doing, I knew what he wanted.

	And so, I was listening to Hurt by Johnny Cash as I drove, and I realised that it was symbolic. This journey with my wife was coming to an end. It was probably fitting, given that I was the cause of her problems.

	"Are we getting divorced?" I finally managed to ask.

	"Don't be stupid." She snapped. "ldiot."

	"But you got the tattoos." 

	"Yes."

	"So you agreed to move in with him?" I asked softly.

	"l did."

	"And me? Kelly?"

	[image: Image][image: Image]"l did a deal with him." She said. "He will pay for Kelly to go to private school in Switzerland. It's one of the best schools in the world. She will board there. I will move in with him, but you and I will remain married. He will marry Debbie. You'll live with Tim and Jacek."

	I gulped. I was to remain married but I wouldn't live with my wife? That sounded beyond insane, especially given she had only just met this man. Who did that? And I wanted to be around my daughter! Sending her to Switzerland, to boarding school, that would just fuck her up, and I told my wife that.

	"No, she'll get a great education." She snapped again. "You need to learn to shut the fuck up Ethan. You wanted this! You asked for this! Now you have it! I've decided, this is how it's going to be. If you don't like it, then we'll divorce."

	"But will I see you? I mean, if I'm living with Tim."

	She snorted a laugh. "Unlikely we'll see each other much. But sure, let's say yes." Then she laughed sarcastically.

	"This is crazy." I said, and for the first time, I felt myself come down to the reality of what we were saying and doing.

	"No." I said. "No, I'm done. If this is what you want, then let's divorce now and I'll take Kelly. We're not doing this."

	Instantly, instead of getting angry, Christie-Ann's face turned pale with fear. If I was to divorce her and take Kelly, things could easily get ugly for her. In a court of law, her attitude would be taken into account, and in the end, she'd be left with nothing but a man she hardly knew.

	Christie-Ann

	It was a cold splash of water, one that brought me crashing down to Earth. In an instant, I realised what I was doing, talking about sending my own daughter away? Fuck! And I thought my parents were bad, this was sick! Now my husband, the man who stood by me all these years was talking about divorcing me; heck, I was talking about abandoning him. Why did this happen?

	"You're right." I gasped, then best out crying, collapsing to my knees and sobbing. "You're so right! What the fuck is wrong with me?"

	Ethan dropped down and held me. "Call it all off with Markus. Tell him that we're done."

	He was right. Markus, like any other addiction, needed to be taken from my life. I couldn't continue with him like this.

	"Yes, I will. I'll tell him."

	I apologised repeatedly to Ethan. For the last hours, hell, days, maybe weeks, I was in some sort of hypersexual fog, chasing the next sexual high. A therapist would probably tell me it was repressed trauma from childhood manifesting as my need to act out, to rebel, but one way or another, it wasn't healthy.

	When I phoned Markus and told him it was all off, he didn't sound surprised, in fact, he laughed, wished me luck, and said he'd see me soon. I wouldn't be seeing him soon, or ever. In fact, we needed to go back to husband and wife, not sissy and Mistress.

	"We need to take a break from all of this." I told Ethan.

	"l agree. Let's have a rest and reassess how we want to do this in the future." He told me. "Maybe look for an occasional lover for you."

	He had misunderstood. This thing inside me, it was like an alcohol addiction; one taste and it might set me off. "No, we're done with this lifestyle. I want us to go back to husband and wife. No more sissy stuff, no more cuckolding, no more BDSM. I just want to grow old with you and Kelly."

	"Oh." Ethan looked down at the pretty pink dress he was wearing and frowned. I was fully aware that he had been enjoying himself, but our marriage couldn't survive like this. It was all or nothing.[image: Image]

	"That also means cutting Tim and Debbie out of our lives." I told him, explaining that I felt that they were enablers.

	Again, Ethan frowned and looked down at the dress. "That maybe difficult. I work with him."

	"Then keep it to work topics." I said, then I took his hands. "Ethan, we need to be strong. What's more important, our sex life or our lives?"

	Once more, a sadness washed over his face, and he nodded. Without a word, he turned and I unzipped the dress for him, and as I watched him remove his, standing there in the pink lingerie, I felt a sadness wash over me too, a sadness at the fact that I actually loved him in that outfit. He then took off all the lingerie and I removed the chastity cage for the last time. Our journey into a world of dark sexual debauchery had come to an end, but it didn't mean that our sex life had to be dull. We could go back to oral, to normal sex, and I was happy to peg my husband. I hoped that would be enough.

	[image: Image]Markus

	Christie's call was not unexpected, nor was her decision to go back to being plain old Miss Vanilla. You see, so far, everything was playing out to my expectations. I didn't expect her to abandon her daughter, or her husband, nor did I expect her to move in with me. No, my expectation was to turn her into the finest high-class hooker for black clients I could create, and for that to happen, I needed to get this panicked rebellion out of the way. I was in this for the long game.

	For this plan, I needed Ethan to be Ethan. He didn't know he was in on it, but he was. I needed him to grow a spine and put his foot down. Sure, this could have ended in several ways, but after meeting them both, I realised that it wouldn't. I realised that she would be supportive, but then she would cut off everything. Step one.[image: Image]

	Step two...well, that would require the hunger to grow in both of them. Once you get into this lifestyle, you can't get out of it. A sissy will always be a sissy, and a hot-wife will always want cock. So this is the long portion, waiting to see who breaks. My thinking is that it will be the sissy, he'll come running back to Tim, looking for a little playtime, and Tim will do my bidding. At that point, I can use the husband to convince Christie to call me, to come begging.

	Step three...that's where I introduce a new option. I'll say I don't want her as a live-in anymore, that it's too much like hard work, but that I can make sure she remains satisfied.

	Now, you maybe thinking, why didn't you just skip to step three? Well, she wasn't ready, neither was he. The last thing I [image: Image]needed was to get her setup with a rich customer and for her to go change her mind, or say no to anal or something. No, I need her in the mindset.

	There is a risk, of course, that she'll get the hunger and want to go somewhere else, but the odds of finding someone who can satisfy her like I can? Hell no. No, I felt good that things would work out fine.

	 


Epilogue

	Christie-Ann

	For the next six months, things fell into a routine. Initially, Ethan and I tried to have sex regularly, to keep the romance alive, and honestly, it worked, especially when he could see my tattoos. But the tattoos embarrassed me, so once they had definitely healed, instead of showing them off, I began covering them as best I could with make-up, hiding them as much as possible. Once I did that, sex began to wane. Sure, I could have just uncovered them, but I really didn't want our sex life hinging on what we did in the past.

	Eventually, it dwindled. Even oral stopped, both claiming to be stressed or tired from work. Admittedly, I was, especially when I was needed for a mass-casualty event, but still, I wished something continued.

	After a month in male underwear, I noted Ethan began slipping on panties again. I decided not to say anything, it was his choice and honestly, I liked to see him in them, but I didn't want to force him, to play that game. What I did do, was check his phone, make sure he wasn't talking to Tim, but I found that not only was he not talking to him, he'd deleted his number from his phone.

	Shilpa and I remained best friends, and we actually began to hang out more often. She knew a little about what I had done, but not everything, and I really, I tried to let that conversation end on its own. Eventually, she came to me and let me know that she had finally taken the leap and officially cuckolded her husband.

	"With whom?" I asked her.

	The Indian woman giggled. "His name is Chris. He's tall, black, and really hot. He drives a Lamborghini."

	"Wow!" I laughed. "Wow! Good for you, I guess. How does Simon feel about it?"

	Rolling her eyes, Shilpa giggled. "Please! He was kneeling there like a lapdog, egging Chris on. He loved every second of it. Honestly, after doing it, I don't know why I ever said no to it. I should have done it sooner."

	That frustrated me a little, because I was trying to get myself away from all of this, and here was Shilpa taking the mantle and running with it, which meant that I would need to hear about everything I was missing.

	But I survived those six months, even though I began to see how Shilpa changed as a woman. Gone were the pant suits, replaced by sluttier clothes, short skirts, sexy blouses, and then in evenings when I saw her for drinks, corsets and rubber mini-skirts. Still, I was proud of myself, I had survived that, I could survive anything.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Shilpa's availability declined after that. Soon she was meeting other men than just Chris, almost nightly, until eventually, I didn't really have the time to speak to her at all. Even at work, she seemed less focused, until one day, she quit entirely, said that she had a new job she wanted to focus on. I thought it was odd, that perhaps she got a job at a private clinic, but then one evening, I was watching the television, watching some cheesy gossip TV programme, and there was a section about some famous boxer caught with a high-class hooker. Who was the hooker? Shilpa.

	For some reason, I should have been disappointed with Shilpa. I should have felt relief that none of that happened to me, but as I watched how the boxer had taken her to a top restaurant, then to get a Birkin, diamonds, and all sorts of other stuff, I realised that this wasn't just prostitution, it was escorting to the rich and famous, and I felt jealous.

	Ethan was out, I wasn't sure where. Things were a bit fractured between us at that moment. Kelly was up in her room.

	She too felt the mood had changed in the house, and like that past, she retreated.

	I opened my phone and looked at Markus' contact, wondering if it made sense to call him, try to make him see reason, but whilst it would have been so easy to press dial, I decided I couldn't risk it. I needed something else, I needed action. Instead, I decided to call Shilpa, see if she could introduce me to someone, but the phone went straight to voicemail.

	It looked like it would be another night alone on the sofa, drinking. "Fuck it!" I said, reasoning that I had more friends, not that I liked them that much. I scrolled through them, trying to find someone who would be tolerable, who could stand by my side in a bar whilst I try to get a one-night stand. Most were married or prudes, but then I came across one name. "Linda." I said to myself, smiling.

	Linda was a soccer mom. American too, she was from New York and married to a geeky stockbroker. Whilst I don't think she would ever openly cuckold her husband Wilson, I did know that she had behind his back. That Linda had an affair with one of the fathers of the girls on the soccer team was kind of an open secret. To the naked eye, one might think she was a [image: Image]bit of a Karen, a typical American mom living abroad but trying to look as American as possible, constantly in sweatpants and wearing a baseball cap. But with she shoulder length blonde hair and perfect teeth, she did have a prettiness about her, albeit her ass was bigger than I thought was necessary, I was sure men would enjoy it. [image: Image]

	I called her. She was my best option to be my wingman...wingwoman...in this world of infidelity, without judging me.[image: Image]

	After a few niceties, I asked her if she wanted a girl's night out in a bar.

	"Which one?" She asked.

	"I'm thinking the Cuban Lounge?"

	The Cuban Lounge was a place I had been to once, but only because I was there with Ethan for the food in the Cuban restaurant downstairs. This was before our sexual revolution. We thought we could pop upstairs for a bit of a dance, but soon discovered it was a pick-up bar for white women to meet black men. Heck, I was hit on, in front of Ethan, from the moment we stepped foot in there. We left minutes later.

	"Eeeeee!" Linda squealed. "Are you asking me to go out and play?"

	"l think I am."

	"Does Ethan know?" She whispered, as if Ethan might hear her.

	"No!"

	"Simon is downstairs in his man-cave and lord-knows where Patty is. Hell yes I wanna go out and get some dick with you. I've been waiting for someone to be my wingman! Let's do it. Shall we meet there?"

	"Let's meet at Conrad's first. I think I need some liquid courage and maybe fill you in things. I doubt we'll get much chance to talk at Cuban."[image: Image]

	"Deal, see you there!"

	That evening, I told Linda everything, from start to finish. She asked a lot of questions, didn't judge, but in the end said that maybe I needed to find a good middle ground, suggesting that perhaps Ethan and I could continue to play and that I could have a lover who would join us from time to time.

	"My advice," she said, "get laid tonight, see how you feel after, then if you find you enjoy it, think about how you can build Ethan into it. Set rules, boundaries."

	She was right. See-sawing between do it and don't do it was not fixing my marriage. I needed to find a way to make things work for us both.

	"What about you, Linda?" I asked her with a smile. "You know that everyone knows about you and Phil?"

	"l know." She sang with a sigh.

	"And Simon?"

	"l think he knows, but he's never mentioned it. I don't wanna bring it up in case he divorces me and leaves me penniless."

	"That wouldn't happen would it?" I asked, surprised that someone so quiet as Simon would do something like that.

	She shrugged. "l don't know. I'd like to involve him, like you do. I do love him, but he has a really small." She leaned forward and looked left and right. "Dick. Doesn't get me off at all. I think he knows that, which is why I have so much freedom. Whether he gets off on that or not, I don't know. I'm too afraid to ask. His parents are stinking rich, so his dad made me sign an airtight prenup. I'd be left with literally nothing if infidelity came up."

	"Shit. So you're taking a big risk."

	"Yeah, but what am I going to do? You can only use a dildo for so long till you want the real thing." She laughed.

	Eventually we hit the Cuban Lounge, and as predicted, it took minutes for two handsome boys in black suits and black shirts to come buy us a drink. They were well-spoken with Nigerian accents, but had lived in the UK for ten years. Linda took all of ten minutes to start making out with her partner, whilst I spent more time with Akin, trying to get to know him.

	It turned out that he was in the medical profession too, working as a paediatrician in another hospital in London.

	"I'd like to kiss you now, if I may?" He asked, a beautiful smile showing wonderful white teeth.

	"Yes, please." I smiled back at him.

	His kiss was reserved, soft, polite as he was, but I could feel a slight urgency that suggested that in bed he would be less reserved.

	Linda and her lover for the night left, with her waving with a grin, a skip to her step as she left with the man, so we decided to leave too, returning to his wonderful apartment in a new tower in Battersea.

	"You're sure your husband doesn't mind?" He asked as he undressed me.

	"He doesn't know about this, but if he found out, I think he would even be happy."[image: Image]

	Eventually, I stepped out of my panties and found the make-up had revealed the tattoos. He saw the one above my pussy and asked if Markus was my husband. "No," I said, looking at it. "A mistake I made in the past."

	"l see. They can be removed, you know?"

	"l know. One day."

	Then he saw the Queen of Spades on my buttock and raised an eyebrow with a smile. "Nice to see you support the cause." He said with a chuckle.

	"I'm sorry." I said, suddenly realising how offensive it probably looked. “I didn't mean to fetishise your race."

	"No worries, Miss Christie." He said softly. "l like it. I would like to even kiss it there."

	"Please do."

	Making love with Akin was different to Markus. I loved it, don't get me wrong. He was big, tender, and could go for hours, but it wasn't raw like it was with Markus, I didn't feel taken, I felt like he was giving me enough to want more, to see him again, but something still felt missing. With Markus, he knew how to move, to touch me, to send a spark through me, to make me feel like a complete slut whose only purpose was to orgasm, constantly. Akin made me cum, yes, several times, but it was a constant build-up to each one, not a one huge one.

	When I left at three in the morning, I promised Akin that I would see him again, but I needed time to process. He told me to take all the time I needed, but he admitted that it would be nice to have a regular lover, not a random pick-up. It was hard for him, being on-call, never knowing when he had a free moment, he didn't want the pressure of a relationship, for him being a doctor and looking after kids was too precious.

	I went him, knowing Ethan would be back from wherever he was. I knew he'd smell the sex on me, and I knew he'd want to know more, but I really didn't want to discuss it until I knew what I wanted.

	He was in bed but awake, reading when I walked in. We each asked how our nights were but not what we did. However, when we kissed hello, he smelled Akin's cologne and he knew, his eyes wide with excitement. The duvet over his cock began to tent, a reaction I hadn't seen from him in a long time.

	Ethan's eyes suggested he wanted to ask me everything, but I was not ready to tell him, and he could tell. He gulped, swallowing, like swallowing the question, trying to calm himself, and in that moment, I felt terribly sorry for him.

	"Go put a nightie on." I told him. "Something pretty, pink, short, soft."[image: Image]

	"Really?" I gasped, his throat dry.

	"Yes. Quickly."

	I lay back on the bed, legs spread. There was nothing for him to lick down there, Akin had used condoms, but still, I had him taste the flavour of latex and lubricant, before letting him in me. He thrust three times before he came, which was perfect.

	"Clean me up with your tongue, then sleep."

	"Yes Christie."

	"Yes what?" I asked.

	His eyes searched mine again. "Yes Mistress."

	"Good sissy."
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