
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The Contractor's Cuckold 3:

	Double Crossed

	(A cuckold sissy novel)

	By

	Julia G. Slater



	




	Copyright @ 2025 Julia G. Slater

	All Rights Reserved

	 

	Note, all names, persons, and companies are fictitious and any similarity to real life is purely coincidental.

	The right of Julia G. Slater to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988.

	Cover Photo AI


Contents

	 

	
		Author's Note

		One

		Two

		Three

		Four

		Five

		Six

		Seven

		Eight

		Nine

		Ten

		Eleven

		Twelve

		Thirteen

		Epilogue

		





	

	




	Author's Note

	 

	Cards on the table, when I started this series, I didn't expect the cuckold "multiverse" to grow in the way it has, but here we are.

	I know a lot of you don't like first-person character flip-flopping, I don't normally either, but I didn't know how to place the thoughts and perspectives in a way that just worked, other than this. Look, I'm not Chaucer, I just like writing erotica. If you don't like the way I've written it, sorry, but this story is pretty complex now and this [image: Image]was the best way of getting it out there.

	I've not decided if it will continue in this direction or spin-off, or if I just kill it. Let me know.

	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 a picture of myself.

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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	One

	Simone

	 

	Diane Chalmers was always the type of person who I knew would never settle for one man. My friend in college, she was always the life of the party, that cute little brunette with the pixie cut that men just seemed to love; and yes, I do mean men. Diane looked, well, young, criminally so, and weirdly, instead of telling older perverts to fuck off, she encouraged them. I hated it. I wanted to stab them with a fork, but Diane brought them back to our room to fuck, and I'd end up leaving to the common room to hang out so I didn't need to watch a fifty-year-old bloke fuck a nineteen-year-old.

	Whilst Diane and I were great friends, her little habits around men annoyed me. It was hard to go out clubbing with her because she was constantly leaning into the being hit on. Don't get me wrong, men hit on me too. I was taller than Diane, had long blonde hair, was slimmer than her but with bigger boobs, but Diane was [image: Image]racy and men noticed it. So whilst I would tell slimy blokes in clubs to do one, she would pretty much accept any offer for a drink, right down to saying yes to some guy who came up to her and said, "Giz us a blowy darlin'!" Even he was surprised by her answer.

	It became too much for me, so once I met Derek, my boyfriend, now husband, I used him as an excuse to drift away from my friend, and eventually, once I moved [image: Image]in with Derek, she disappeared from my life completely, not to be seen for the next ten years.[image: Image]

	My life with Derek turned out great, wonderful, good, really, really...well...good, not bad, okay really, can't complain, shouldn't complain. Anyway, it turned into the usual settled marriage, let's put it that way. We have sex once a week, but we both work, have two kids, and well, life's... sigh. Yeah, okay, life sucks. We're up to our eyeballs in debt, work stresses us both to arguments about fucking whose turn it is to drive the kids to school, or his fucking wet footsteps in the bathroom. I mean, how hard is it to dry yourself on the fucking mat?

	Look, I love Derek, and he is the best husband for me, but when you're younger you dream of the luxury life, and when it doesn't come, you kind of wonder, what if? I spent all that time studying international diplomacy at university, and now, what am l? A fucking secretary for a car dealership. Not a PA, a secretary. It sucks.

	Then our sex life. Derek fucks me on Saturday morning, like clockwork, from behind, cums in under a minute, then thanks me and fucks off into the shower. My lover is a seven-inch vibrating purple monster from Ann Summers, but even that bores me these days. I think I've gone off sex. What's the point? I could find a lover, but for what? More disappointment? Fuck that.[image: Image]

	No, it was time to face the music. This was married life. Every single wife I spoke to, had the same problem, all felt the same way, so I had to accept it. Married life sucks. No wonder they say that a single woman thrives whilst a single man dies; they suck the life out of us to stay alive.

	I shouldn't be so mean. He works hard too, he is a good father, and we own a house, albeit a small one, thanks to him. He doesn't hit me (strange that I have to add that as a positive, but unfortunately, I know some women in a different position), he loves me, so I guess I should count myself lucky.

	And then out of fucking nowhere, a fucking car knocks me off my bike. I was biking through the countryside, when a fucking Mercedes G-Wagon knocks me into [image: Image]the fucking bushes. Thankfully, neither of us was going fast, but the brambles cut me, so I was covered in scratches. I stumbled up the small bank, looking at my mangled bike and screamed in anger. What else could I do?

	"I'm so sorry! There was a hedgehog!" The ditsy voice called out.

	I looked up at the driver of the G-Wagon and imagine my surprise. "Diane?"

	"Holy shit! Simone?" The ditsy woman gasped. She'd aged but annoyingly, not badly. She still had that pixie cut hair but now looked like some footballer's wife or something; you know, that type you see on Love Island or some shit. She reached down to help me up, even helping me pick up the bike. "I'm so sorry love. I honestly was about to overtake and that fucking hedgehog was in the road, so I pulled back in and must've clipped ya. I'm so, so sorry."

	"It's fine, Diane. Just scratches, but my bike's fucked." I sighed.

	"I'll buy you a new one. Come on."

	"No, you don't need to..."

	"No! Fair's fair. It's my fault. This is a road accident and I am to blame. I'll get you the best fuckin' bike there is. Are you sure you ain't hurt?"

	"I'm fine, really."

	She helped me load the bike into the back of the boxy German car and then I climbed in the front. I turned to look at the tan leather seats, noting two baby seats [image: Image]in the back. "You're a mother?" I asked, surprised.

	"Yep. Twins. Two little terrors. They're at daycare. What about you?"

	"Two kids, boy and a girl. Tristen and Carly, seven and five."

	She pulled away, nodding. "Still with what's-his-face?"

	"Derek? Yes, still together." I'm not sure if I added a sigh to that or not, but she gave me a glance. "You finally settled down then?"

	With a deep chortle, she grinned. "Bagged myself the grand prize, I did. Rich boy. Treats me like a fuckin' queen. So yeah. Honestly, I was maybe a bit too crazy back then, so decided to settle down. Oh, by the way, were you off anywhere in particular?"

	"No, just getting some exercise." I explained. I tried to bike every day, even when the weather was off, just to get some exercise in.

	"Good, then come over to my place and let's find out a replacement."

	"Any bike from the shop is fine." I argued, but she wasn't having it.

	"If I order a bike from my guy, then by morning it'll be delivered, trust me."

	The car drove down the narrow lanes and I had to admit, she was quite a safe driver, it really seemed like just a moment that caused the accident. As she drove, she told me about Kelvin, her husband, about the company he owned, something IT related, but the way she spoke about him made me realise just how proud she was of him. In fact, she seemed to light up whenever she said anything at all about him, talking about how he cooked and cleaned, how attentive he was to her needs. He seemed like the perfect husband and that just seemed to make me hate her a little more. Jealousy is ugly, I know.

	Then we pulled up outside the massive wrought iron gates, and red brick walls, and the huge modern mansion behind it, surrounded by the sculptured garden, and I wanted to scream again. The one person I thought would fuck her way to a life in the gutter, ended up marrying into money with a husband who was perfect. Talk about fucking luck!

	What I had expected to see was a maid or a butler, but she opened the door herself and I saw no-one around. Still, the place was immaculate, such a massive house too. The cleaner had to be external.

	"Do you use a company to clean this place?" I asked.

	"No, Kelvin cleans." She sang with a smile. "He'll be home from work in a couple of hours. He'll start dinner and clean up. The trick is to do it in sections on a regular basis, then you don't need to do the whole thing all the time."

	That made no sense to me. A high-powered CEO and he was going to come home after such a stress-filled day and start doing housework, whilst she did...what, exactly?

	"What is it you do?" I asked.

	"Art. Digital art, freelance, but on a commission basis. It's not a huge amount of money, but it's more of a hobby."

	Of course. Of course she was living the dream. For fuck's sake.

	She opened up her laptop, Alienware, because why not? And then searched for road bikes, finally finding a list of the best bikes of this year. She selected the Trek Madone SLR 9 AXS and then opened her phone.

	"Wait!" I gasped. "That's a fifteen thousand quid bike. Are you insane? My bike cost fifty-quid second hand. I don't need a fifteen thousand quid bike."

	"Honey, if you were to sue me for knocking you off, I'd have to pay a lot more."

	She laughed.

	I shook my head. This was insane. That was too much money. I stored the damned thing in a shed with a broken lock. Hell, the wood was so rotten on the door that you could tickle the damned door and it would fall apart. And yet she was [image: Image]on her phone and telling some bloke to go ahead and order it and charge it to her account. Then she asked for my address, to which she was informed that it would be delivered, assembled, at ten the next morning, which was a fucking Saturday.

	It all became too much for me. I began to sob uncontrollably. Life hadn't turned out the way I had planned it to turn out, and the one person who was my real friend at school and college, who I ended up ghosting because I thought I was better than her, had landed on her feet, whilst I had literally fallen onto my arse.

	"Hey, hey, it's okay." She said, hugging me as I bawled.

	"It's not that." I then proceeded to tell her everything about my life and how fucked up it was. I told her that I expected to end up in a high-powered job and was just a secretary, how my husband was essentially just some guy who lived at home now. She let me vent for several minutes, listening intently, then she stood and walked over to a cabinet.

	"Let me show you pictures of my kids." She said, and for a moment, I wondered if she heard a word I said. I looked at the kids, two identical black twins, and smiled briefly, wondering what this had to do with my situation.

	"Very cute," I said. So her husband was black, so?

	Then she showed me the second photo. "That's my husband." She said, smiling.

	"And no, the kids are not adopted." She added.

	I stared at the photo of the skinny, geeky white man, and replayed the words in my head. "You had an affair?" I asked.

	"Umm, not really, no." She giggled. "Kelvin was there, watching, whilst my lover impregnated me." She pulled out her phone and showed me a photo, it was of Kelvin dressed in some sort of insane pink party dress, satin and white lace, short but the skirt was puffed up by a huge white lace petticoat. He wore a blonde wig and frankly, looked a little ridiculous. My mouth dropped open. "He'll come home today, get changed into his sissy outfit, and then he'll do the chores. When he is done, he'll massage me, fully, not just feet, he's trained and certified, and then I'll let him go down on me. Once a month, if he is a very good sissy, I unlock his [image: Image]chastity cage and let him fuck me, but it's hardly worth it because he cums in two seconds."

	My mouth was wide open, staring at the woman. "Holy fuck!" I gasped.


Two

	Derek

	I was under no illusion that Simone was bored in the marriage, hell, if I was bored, she had to be bored. But until now, the kids were pretty small. Holidays were brought down to package holidays centred around us, and then at home we worked hard for what we had. The main thing for me was that the kids never had to want for anything, that there was always good, healthy food on the table, and that was what it came down to. Could I do more? Sure! But I did my share, at least, that was how I saw it.

	When it came to sex, I was pretty plain. I knew I wasn't a sex god, but I was quite happy with my penis size, or rather, I didn't care too much, but I did wish I could last longer. The problem wasn't that I definitely couldn't, in a bigger sexual situation where we would do more than just intercourse, kissing, cuddling, moving around, I felt I could hold on. But Simone just lay there, just took it, and I felt like she was doing it for me and didn't care. There was no spark, no magic, and whilst part of me knew it was because I was not satisfying her, the other part thought it could be a natural reaction after having kids. But how could I satisfy her when she herself was not letting herself be satisfied?

	That Friday, when Simone was out biking, I was driving home from work, having picked up the kids on the way back. I was surprised to see the expensive German SUV in my driveway, commenting to the kids that the only uglier car on the road was a Nissan Juke, but still I wondered who it was. When I walked in and found my wife sat chatting to Diane, I was outright shocked.

	"Diane!" I gasped, looking her up and down. She'd plumped up a little, but still was as hot as she always was. "How are you? What are you doing here?"

	Diane jumped up and gave me a hug. I felt her silicone-enhanced breasts press up against me. "l ran your wife off the road." She said, giving me a sad-face.

	I turned to look at my wife, concerned she was more seriously hurt. There were some scratches on her long legs, kind of like shaving scratches. "Are you okay

	"I'm fine. Neither of us were going fast. The bike broke, but Diane has kindly [image: Image]ordered me a new one." She smiled, presenting her cheek as I bent over to kiss it. "She went a bit crazy and bought me the best road bike on the market, so I'm gonna need you to fix the shed. The last thing I want is someone stealing a fifteen grand bike from it."

	"Fifteen grand?" I screeched, turning to look at Diane. "Is it diamond encrusted?"

	"Ha, I wish! No, good bikes cost money." Diane replied.

	"Yeah, but she's not taking part in the Tour de France!"

	Diane smiled at me but not in a condescending way, but there was something about that look that gave me chills. Thankfully, before I could delve into it further, the kids ran in to give mummy a kiss and that took the attention off me. She didn't stay long after that. There was always something that bothered me about the woman. Initially, I thought it stemmed from how Simone described Diane's antics on nights out, but there was something more to it, something deeper. She always felt like a bully, that she would say something which she would brush off as a bit of fun, but honestly felt like she was insulting me, or humiliating me.[image: Image]

	She didn't stay long, just for a cup of tea and then gone, but I heard Simone make what sounded like an honest promise to see her again, something that I wouldn't have thought possible, given how irate Simone used to get around the woman in the past. However, I supposed that had something to do with Diane spending fifteen thousand on a new bike for her, maybe she felt obligated, I thought.

	That night in bed, Simone talked about Diane, about how much more grounded she seemed compared to the past, that perhaps now Simone could indeed spend more time with her. It was with that comment though that Simone then followed it up with a bit of juicy gossip.

	"Diane's kids are black, even though her husband is white, right?" She began.

	"Adopted? Surrogate?" I shrugged.

	Simone put her lips together as if trying not to laugh, then shook her head. "She had lovers."

	"Wait, lovers? Plural?" I chuckled. "Jeez, her husband must be happy about that! Surprised they're still together."

	"They're not only still together, but it was his idea. She dominates her husband, cuckolds him, and he dresses in women's clothes and serves as her maid." My eyes widened, then I burst out laughing. This was juicy gossip. "Oh my god!"

	"Right?" She laughed too. "It's insane, right? I mean, those poor kids!"

	"The guy has to be a pussy." I shrugged as I laughed, and suddenly, Simone stopped laughing.

	"A pussy, maybe, but a billionaire pussy." She pointed out, and that too stopped me from laughing. If there was one thing that shut up a boasting man, it was to hear that another man was more successful, and she certainly shut me up. Damn, how did that happen?

	With my laughter silenced, replaced with a grumpy look on my face, I was sure, [image: Image]Simone scrolled Facebook. I just stared into the TV that was playing a repeat with the volume turned down low, not paying attention to that, but rather trying to work out why a man would let his wife cheat. "So what does he get out of it?" I asked suddenly.

	"According to Diane, he's submissive. He likes dominant women, likes to be told what to do, and likes being humiliated." Simone replied. "Look, I get it, he's kinky, which in some ways is admirable, but there are limits, right?"[image: Image]

	"Hmph. Yeah!" I gasped. "l suppose it's a way to vent, right?" I added, my voice a thoughtful mumble. "l mean, if he's some sort of successful businessman, he has to be stressed most of the time."

	Lowering her phone, Simone gave that a moment of thought, and then nodded. "Good point. She gets her freedom, but she also removes some of the burden from him."

	"l get that." I nodded, wishing I could somehow take away all the stress from my life. "l mean, I know you do loads, you work hard, and I am not the success he is, but I really wish I didn't need to carry this stress home from work."

	I worked in sales, selling retail IT systems to big companies, and I was fucking good at it, but I had two major issues. One, no matter how successful I became, the company always demanded more, and in this case, they were doing weekly commits to numbers, which meant that I was under constant pressure. Two, the company was very American, and whilst I was based in the UK, the Americans didn't understand that people in Europe don't work late just because the boss does. I would take a two-week holiday and still the US people bothered me, or they would try to tell me that I needed to work on a bank holiday. Honestly, I was fed-up, but at the same time, I couldn't afford to risk losing the job and not finding another.

	At the same time, I knew that Simone had a far harder job. Not the secretary one, but rather the fact that she also took care of the kids, but even that was getting a little easier, what with the kids becoming a little more independent.

	Still, something clicked within me, and whilst I wasn't interested in dressing up in women's clothes, maybe a little kink would liven things a bit. It gave me pause.

	Simone

	Diane's revelation did nothing for me. I didn't suddenly think, oh, I need to do that! No, I found the whole thing funny and weird, and I was glad that I was a grounded person who didn't need such craziness in my life. And yet as I lay in bed talking about it with Derek, I found myself getting wet, excited. Don't get me wrong, I didn't want to see my husband dressed up in a French maid's outfit, nor did I want another man to knock me up, but roleplay? Fantasise about cheating? Yeah, maybe we could.

	For the first time in a very, very long time, I instigated sex. I put my phone down and then climbed on my husband, his eyes staring at me in shock. I began to purr that maybe I've been cheating on him this whole time, that maybe I have a lover with a big dick waiting for me. Thankfully, Derek isn't stupid and he understood it was all just play. The smile on his face told me several stories, but the biggest one I got out of it was not surprise, but gratitude. That would make me think later, but for now, I decided to submerge myself into the fantasy, imagining a big strong man making love to me.

	Normally, Derek tries hard to be done, to get it over with, fast, but not this time. We fucked for five long minutes, once changing position, and with him almost bringing me to an orgasm, which was fine by me, because I didn't even expect to get close. I appreciated the effort, that was all I ever asked for.

	After he came in me, I giggled and glowed, something I hadn't done after sex for a long time. "l suppose I should be glad she knocked me off my bike." I giggled.

	"Maybe it was the spark we needed." He agreed.

	I turned to my side and kissed his cheek. "I've been a little off lately, haven't l? I [image: Image]mean, there are two people in this relationship."

	"No, honey, I never ever held anything against you. The kids took a lot out of you, so I just said that I need to appreciate that we're not students messing around anymore. But I always knew there would come a time when things would heat up again. I love you, and I find you really attractive."

	I scoffed, looking at the frumpy black cotton briefs I threw on the floor. "Even in my granny panties?"

	"No, not those, admittedly, but you are still hot. You dress for comfort, there's nothing wrong with that. I come home and I change into sweatpants."

	"From a suit." She pointed out. "How about this? I'll sort through my things, and I will make more of an effort to, um, revitalise myself. I think I have a good body."

	"You have an amazing body, always did." He gushed, but his eyes immediately went to my D-cup boobs.

	"Yeah, not what I meant, but sure."

	The next morning after breakfast, I immediately began going through my clothes and I realised I never really wore anything sexy. There were a couple of cute items of lingerie, sure, but nothing really wow. I asked Derek if I was always such a prude and he gave me what I felt to be a very measured answer, something about being more grounded and mature in my dress-sense. Yeah, I took that to mean prudish and boring.

	Rather than torture myself, I decided to simply deal with the problem and go shopping. But before I could do that, the bike arrived, and of course, with it came a man who set the whole thing up, adjusted it for me, and explained how everything worked. Never in my life had I had someone have to explain a bike to me, but this man did.

	The last thing I wanted to feel was indebted to Diane, after all, she was the one who hit me, and yet, the bike made me want to call her, and in the end, I decided to [image: Image]go shopping with her.[image: Image]

	Of course, when Diane saw that I was looking to cheap department stores for my lingerie, she almost snapped, directing me to places like Agent Provocateur, but I needed to stop her. Whilst I loved that stuff, I simply didn't have the money.

	"How much does Derek earn?" Asked Diane.

	It was a very personal question and one I felt almost embarrassed to answer. In truth, Derek didn't earn low wages, he was doing quite well and given how much [image: Image]commission he earned, we should've been doing better. But the mortgage, loan for my car, costs for the kid's hobbies and such, well, it all added up. I didn't earn much, so really, putting it altogether, we were able to put some money away each month, but not much. I tried to explain that to Diane, without actually saying a number. "I'm not asking because I want to belittle you in some way, but rather because I seem to remember that he studied computer science and robotics, right?"

	"Yeah, but around here the right job didn't come along and I really didn't want to move away from mum." I explained. It was another reason why I couldn't blame Derek for how we lived; I was the one that forced him to stay here with me, limiting the job possibilities. My mother had a more severe form of MS, and with my dad passed away, it just made sense to stay nearby.

	"Are there no new drugs available for her?" She asked.

	"Nothing that helps."

	"Tried cannabis?"

	"So doesn't want to do drugs." I rolled my eyes.

	Diane shook her head, returning to the subject. "Anyway. Kelvin is looking for someone in his R&D team. He works in Al and robotics, so maybe we can introduce them. I remember Derek as being really smart, so maybe they'll hit it off."

	Again, I was gobsmacked. Perhaps my prudishness meant I had been too hard on Diane. In fact, I told her as much and apologised if I was judgy or bitchy towards [image: Image]her, but she simply waved her hand and laughed.

	"Please! I was a complete slut and mental-case at college!" She laughed. "How you put up with me for so long is beyond me! I just needed to realise who I was, who I am. I know my life with Kelvin is weird for you, for most, but it works for us [image: Image]both and we're both happy. I think life's too short to live any other way."

	I pulled her in for a hug, then kissed her cheek. "You've certainly opened my eyes, and I'm not going to lie, sparked something in me." I was a bit nervous about being so forward with her, so open, but I swallowed my pride and just said it. "Last night, I instigated sex with Derek for the first time in years and all because we were fantasising about me cheating. You started that. So, yeah, thanks!"

	The cute brunette giggled and pushed me gently. "l always knew you had a kinky side to you, so that doesn't surprise me. Yeah, I think you have a stick up your butt, true, but I love you all the same, and I've missed you all these years. And don't worry, I'll help you get that stick out, and you'll find there is a whole world of fun out there, even with a husband and kids." Then she looked at the shopping centre and said, "Let's compromise. No cheap knickers from boring shops. But there is an Ann Summers and a Beaux Avenue here, so let's go there."

	"Deal!" I laughed.

	I ended up choosing way more lingerie than I had expected, and based on what I had purchased, I could throw most of my old stuff away. Never in my life had I worn a thong, thinking it had to be uncomfortable, but Diane convinced me to get some. Same with stockings. I thought that stockings and suspender-belts were just too fiddly, after all, how do you go to the toilet in them? But she explained the importance of putting the knickers on last, something I never knew.

	"Derek would like pretty in these." She said, holding up a hot pink satin pair of briefs.

	I blushed and shook my head. "No, we're not going to do that." I told her. "He's [image: Image]not into that."

	"Oh please! They're just knickers! Take them and if he doesn't like them, then give them to me and I'll give them to Kelvin."

	For a moment, I stared at the pink satin and lace fabric, then I grabbed them from her hands and threw them into my basket. I felt sure that Derek wouldn't wear them, and even if he did try them, he'd look ridiculous, but she was right, it's just fabric.

	I thought I'd just be replacing lingerie, but Diane was insistent that I needed more revealing clothes too, explaining that I could go a little more risqué and still be professional or smart. I walked away with dresses and skirts far shorter than I normally wore, and out of materials which were new to me, leather, PVC, vinyl, but I had to admit, seeing myself in the clothes, whilst they gave me a mini-panic attack, did make me feel hot, that I felt sexy for the first time in my life.

	It was a great day out. I hadn't laughed so hard in such a long time, and for the [image: Image]first time, I remembered why I was friends with Diane in the first place. She was such a lively girl, had such a couldn't care less attitude, and really, she was the type of girl who pushed me to try harder.

	When I arrived home, I gave Derek a bit of a fashion show. The kids were downstairs watching television, so we had some time for ourselves. When Derek saw me in the lingerie, his dick got so hard that he couldn't keep it in his pants, literally, he said it hurt him to keep it there.

	As I was unpacking the lingerie on the bed, I saw the flash of the hot pink panties, and I stared at it for a moment. I don't know what came over me, but I grabbed the knickers and threw them at Derek. "Here, I got these for you." I told him seriously.

	My confused husband held the fabric in his hands, staring at them like they had the plague or something, then asked with a gulp, "Me? Why me?"

	"l thought you might want to see what the fuss is about. Go on. Slip them on, show me." I said with a confidence and firmness that I didn't know I had in me.

	"I…I…I don't know, honey." He said, still looking at the little knickers in horror.

	"Put them on, stop being a pussy." I snapped, and he nodded quickly, pushing [image: Image]his trousers and underpants clean off, and slipping the knickers on as if they were about to take away his manhood. Perhaps they were, because when he had them on, something odd came over me. With him standing there, nervously looking between his crotch and me, he looked so feeble, so weak, and I suddenly felt so powerful. I was stood there in black lacy stockings, black lacy lingerie and gloves, and him in dainty little pink panties, and I just felt strong, in control, confident. My breathing was heavy, my chest heaving. "Fuck me!" I growled, pouncing on him and forcing him to the bed.[image: Image]

	"Honey!" He was about to complain that the kids were awake and downstairs, but I wasn't in the mood. I grabbed my old panties and shoved them in his mouth. "Shut up." I snarled, pulling his erection out of his new panties and dropping myself on him.

	Something had turned in me, something powerful, something that had been waiting to come out, and somehow, I had released it. I needed cock, his cock, for now...


Three

	Derek

	Simone's sudden shift in behaviour didn't go unnoticed by me, but at the same time, after years of boring sex, it wasn't exactly a problem either. Don't get me wrong though, I appreciated the sudden horniness of my wife, and the great sex that followed, and if putting on a pair of knickers did that for her, then I was there for it. Admittedly, they didn't exactly feel bad to wear either. Perhaps there was something to this lark that Diane's husband had going.

	Still, there were limits, and I discussed those with Simone. Thankfully, she was fully on-board. No fucking other guys, I told her and she'd fully agreed, but stated that she felt that as a roleplay scenario it was pretty hot. That it was, I thought. I didn't take the knickers off for the rest of the day. They reminded me of my wife and her reaction to them, and they reminded her too, leaving her pouncing on me at random moments.

	"The knickers are fun, but I can't imagine dressing up full-time. I would look ridiculous. I guess Kelvin looked feminine or something." I told her, to which she gave non-committal shrug.

	"l don't think it's about that." She said. "Diane explained that he got off on the humiliation. I'm no expert but I guess it is his kink."

	I snorted. "Still must look ridiculous." I thought, though I did wonder what it felt like.

	"I'd be very careful about that. Diane said that Kelvin runs a big robotics and Al company, and he's looking for people. She suggested we all get together at some point so you two can chat."

	The news that there might be a job in the field I loved pricked my ears. I so desperately missed that industry and wished there were job openings in the area. Being out of the field for so long, I had given up following what was going on, hence why I knew nothing about Kelvin's company. Fuck, yes, getting out of my dead-end job and doing something I loved? Yes please!

	That afternoon, I rushed to start reading everything he could about Kelvin and the company. It seemed Kelvin was born into money but rather than become a playboy, he studied and applied his skills, starting with artificial intelligence and growing it to a billion-pound company providing artificial intelligence and robotics to everything from the automotive industry to the military. Whilst Kelvin was not the CEO of the company, he had someone else running the place, he owned the whole thing, acting as CTO, because he just wanted to be involved with the technology.[image: Image]

	After reading about the company and Kelvin, I realised it would be a dream come true to work for such a guy, to work in the industry in which I studied. But I also realised that if I wanted to get into Kelvin's good books, I'd need to understand him a bit better. So, with Simone occasionally looking over my shoulders, I began reading about cuckolding, sissification, and female domination, and the more I read, the more I realised that perhaps it wasn't so stupid. The images of powerful women taking control did something for me, turned me on, and somehow, the sissification made sense too; it wasn't about trans or crossdressing as a lifestyle, but rather hurting the manhood of a powerful man to bring him down a few pegs.

	By evening, I was in bed, on my Kindle, reading porn books about all three subjects. Simone was cuddled up against me reading along. The first book we read was about a mother-in-law who comes to stay whilst the wife had to go away on business. It turned out the wife was actually away with her long-term lover whilst the mother-in-law prepared the hapless husband into becoming a submissive, sissy servant. By the end of the book, the mother-in-law leaves just as the wife gets home, with the husband expecting the wife to put everything right again, but instead discovering the wife's new live-in lover.

	The book ended and I carefully placed the reader down on the nightstand and shifted to look into my wife's eyes. My cock was hard as a rock and whilst the man in me wanted to fuck her, the hidden submissive in me want her to deny me. She was panting, a sign that she was hot and horny. Without thinking, I pushed the covers back to reveal I was still in the panties, and she nodded, reaching down and cupping my erection.

	"Am I crazy, or does this lifestyle seem not entirely bad?" She asked.

	"You're not crazy." I replied. "But I won't ever be able to do it." I told her. My masculine brain wouldn't let her take charge.[image: Image]

	"Why not?" She asked, her voice carrying a tinge of sadness.

	I sighed and chewed on my bottom lip, trying to grasp at any reason I could [image: Image]come up with, silently hoping she'd shut me down, and then I said, "Your mother is sick but she's still an open and friendly woman. She's liberal and accepting. My parents are old-fashioned conservatives. If they found out, well, it wouldn't be pretty.

	But even if we take them out of the equation, we have two kids. We need to be real. It's a nice fantasy, and I think it makes sense for us to roleplay from time to time, but nothing more than that. Finally, I don't know how I would really react if I found out you were cheating on me. I'm a naturally jealous person. What if I end up hating you? I don't know."

	She frowned but smiled and nodded. "Okay, I understand. You're right, of course. I just wanted to hear your side."

	Her hand had stopped moving on my cock. The conversation had killed what mood had been there before. Simone kissed my cheek and said goodnight, turning over to fall asleep. I was still horny, but I didn't dare masturbate until I knew she was sound asleep. So instead, I picked up the reader, and moved on to the next book.

	Simone

	That book was fucking amazing. We finished reading the book and he pushed the duvet back, and I thought he was going to say he wanted it all, that he wanted to live it. If he did, I would've said yes. I would've fucking called Diane and said, "Find me a lover!" But no. No, I needed to get a speech about how he was so fucking tied to his goddamned deadbeat right-wing fucking parents. And the kids? The kids would be fine! We were raising them to be grounded, good kids, respectful of all people and their sexuality. If daddy became a card-carrying tranny, they'd just shrug. If I turned around and said that we were polyamorous now, they would say,

	"great! Two dads!"

	Okay, calm down Simone. I didn't know I wanted this until now, so don't get upset. He's right, the fantasy and reality might be two different things, but right now, by god, the reality was even beginning to smell good.

	On Sunday, I took the bike out for the first time properly. Derek stayed home with the kids and I biked, my brain going a million miles per hour as I imagined a big horny lover doing me over and over, whilst my sissy husband pranced around in his little pink fucking dress and worked as my fucking slave! Oh my god, I just came.

	I fucking came whilst riding a bike. What the fuck?

	Before I knew it, I was soaked in sweat in my black cycling shorts and sports bra and top, and had pulled up outside the gate to Diane's house. I hadn't intended to cycle there, but like an invisible force, I found myself there. Turning up at someone's house uninvited was a huge faux-pas, I knew that, but I hoped Diane would forgive me, even understand.

	Rather than just ring the bell though, I pulled out my phone and called her. She picked up quickly and for a moment, I struggled to say something. "I'm outside." I said, simply.

	"Were we agreed on something?" Diane asked, confused.

	"No." I gasped. "I'm sorry. I don't know...l read a book..." I blurted out.

	There was silence, followed by a giggle. "Come in sweetie. Let's talk." And then the gates opened.

	Diane was in a black silk robe when she stepped out. She gave the bike a look and smiled, then invited me in. Immediately, I saw Kelvin kneeling by the door, his head down subserviently. He was dressed in a light pink satin dress which was embellished by lashings of lace, white stockings visible. His shoes were pink too, little padlocks on the side, but that wasn't the amazing thing about them.

	"How does he walk in those?" I screeched. "l couldn't walk in those."

	"Nine-inch heels." Diane giggled. "They're called ballet fetish boots, and yes, he has learned to walk in them without falling. But he only wears them when my lover is here."

	"Oh." I replied, but then it dawned on me what she had just said. "Your lover is here, now?"

	"Yes, would you like to meet him?" She smiled. I licked my lips. I don't know why I did, or what I expected would happen, but doing so made Diane laugh. "Come on you." She said, taking my hand and leading me upstairs.

	I don't know what I was expecting, but when she led me into that huge bedroom with a four-poster bed in the middle, I certainly wasn't expecting her to drop her robe and reveal her gorgeous body to me. I wasn't expecting to see pierced nipples, a pierced shaven clit, or a pierced belly-button. Nor was I expecting to watch her climb onto a big, bearded black man, who was lying in bed. Certainly, when I heard she was having an affair, I thought she was seeing some sort of hunk, some Denzel Washington type, but not this guy; he looked so...well...normal. That was until she pushed the duvet back to reveal his cock and suddenly, my jaw dropped.

	"Did you bring me a toy?" The man growled with a grin, looking me up and down like a piece of meat.

	"l dunno." Chuckled Diane, her hand reaching down to massage that huge dick to life. "What do you say, Simone? Ready to cross over to the dark side?"

	Unconsciously, I licked my lips again, and then nodded, almost hypnotised as I began stripping off my clothes. At that moment, nothing else than that cock was going through my head, none of the consequences or anything else. I just wanted to taste that thing, to feel it inside me. And the moment my lips encircled it, I knew

	I was lost to this world, that there was no going back. Sure, it was a cock, and sure, I'd sucked cocks before, but I was cheating, I was betraying my husband, and it all felt so right.

	The tap on my shoulder signalled Diane wanted a turn, so I raised my head, gasping for air and panting, then used my hand to point it at her mouth. She grinned and then dropped her face onto him, her eyes glued to me as she glugged loudly on that huge thing. As Diane then released it for my turn, she pounced forward, placing her lips on mine, and for some strange reason, I just let it happen, even went with it, moaning into her mouth as she kissed me.

	"Climb on. Ride Markus at your own pace." Diane told me.

	"The first time might hurt a bit." The black man chuckled.

	I didn't care. I wanted it to hurt. I wanted to be punished for being such a slut. As

	I dropped myself down, I cried out, "Oh! It feels so good!" I didn't care that I should have let myself adjust, the pain literally felt like a wake-up call, that I had been missing out for so long. My hands found his chest as I rode him, my eyes closed as I bounced my hips. Soft lips found my nipple so I wrapped a hand around Diane as she sucked. We must've fucked like that for five minutes before I decided it was time for a change.

	"Fuck me from behind." I gasped. "l wanna suck on your cunt."

	"Whoa! Where did this Simone come from, and where's she been all my life?" Diane laughed, moving into position.[image: Image]

	"You did this to me!" I gasped, diving between her folds and licking for dear life, then coming up. "You made me into this slut!"

	"Good. You needed it." She said, running her hand through my hair. "l love it. You're an amazing pussylicker."

	Markus pounded me, not holding back, slamming that ridiculous, comically large dick inside me. But he added something to it, a twist of the hips or something, and it just hit so fucking right! I went mental, moaning and slapping my tongue against the cunt in front of me. Orgasm after orgasm went through me, wave after wave, until I finally began begging him to cum inside me, to fill me with his seed.

	The man chuckled and then said, "Okay," before grunting, and soon, I felt it, a torrent of cum filling me, potent seed threatening to make me pregnant, even [image: Image]though I had an IUD inside me. "Where's your sissy?" I snarled.

	"Kelli! In!" Diane cried.

	The moment the sissy shuffled in, I knew what I needed him to do, I read it in the story the day before. I dropped to the edge of the bed and spread my legs, ordering him to get cleaning. He didn't hesitate, carefully using his tongue to lick and suck all the sperm from me, and there was a lot of it to clean.

	"Fuck!" I gasped.

	"No regrets?" Diane chuckled.

	"Fuck no! That was the best fuck of my life!" I told her. I didn't fucking regret a thing. No, that wasn't true. I regretted not being a slut when I had the chance, but now I could change that.[image: Image]

	I was fucked one more time before leaving, then I cycled home feel very sore but I didn't care. I walked in the house and found my husband and told him I needed to talk to him. He seemed surprised by my attitude, but I was horny again, and I needed to confess. The best way to do that was with his cock in me.

	As I rode him, I looked down into his eyes, and then I said it. "l just got fucked, twice, by Diane's lover. I'm not joking, I'm not playing. I saw his huge cock and I fucking just wanted it."

	Inside me, I felt his cock swell, and then he came, instantly. The moment he did though, everything changed. Suddenly, he was telling me to get off him. I tried to calm him down, but he was crying, sobbing. Red-faced and angry, he scrambled to put his clothes on, as I tried to reason with him, calm him. But there was no stopping him. He grabbed his sports bag and piled clothes into it.

	"Where are you going?" I asked, "Please, stop."

	"Fuck you. We agreed not to do it, so you just did it anyway. If that is how you want to throw away a marriage, fine."

	"Derek! I'm not the one throwing away a marriage right now, you are. I used a man like a fucking dildo, so what? I'm not in love with anyone, I just got laid!"

	"Well, now you can whenever you like." He spat, then ran down the stairs. I gave [image: Image]chase, begging, sobbing now too. I begged him to stop and listen, but he refused. The kids noticed and ran out, seeing us crying and arguing, they too began to cry, but there was no stopping him. That was it, he was gone, and I had no idea where.

	 


Four

	Christie-Ann

	Every time I scrolled past that contact in my phone, it turned the device into a lead brick. I was never one for addictions, and in my time playing the field, cuckolding Ethan, I thought I was over him, over what I almost became, but then I saw that name, Markus, and I remembered how he made me felt. It was a superpower, it had to be, something unhuman, because this was no Hugh Jackman or someone, this was just some tubby builder. But that cock, the way he used that cock, fuck! Never did I ever imagine...

	For the past year since the events of at Tim and Debbie's place, I had tried being with other men. My regular lover, Akin, was great but he was not right for us long term and I knew that. Ethan had finally embraced the sissy life, albeit it not like Tim had. Ethan wore panties on a daily basis, dressed up in dresses for special nights, but other than that, he remained male. I thought that with a little disdain, because I so wanted him to embrace it fully. I don't know why, perhaps if he did he would convince me to call Markus, convince me to make everything happen.

	[image: Image]Could I become Markus' live-in lover? Leave Ethan as a sissy in a sissy harem? The thought when Markus suggested it made me feel sick to my stomach, but over that year, I'd masturbated to the thought of it and every time I did, I felt a twist of regret that it didn't happen, and then each time I looked at Ethan with disdain.

	He knew it too. I knew that he knew it. I'd become mean, nasty, harsh. I slapped him once. I insulted him, and belittled him, and do you know what? I don't regret it. I fucking love that I can look down on him. Hell, I'm not even sure I love him like that anymore, but god help me if he decides to leave me, I'll ruin him. To me, he's like a pet, property, and maybe that's a good thing, because when I rip his heart out and run off with Markus, I won't feel a thing.

	No. No, Christie, no! That's not you! Stop it!

	"Inbound trauma." A nurse shouted. "Five minutes. Stabbing victims, husband and wife. Husband serious. Get ready."

	The ambulance bay doors burst open as the paramedics wheeled the stretcher through, the smell of antiseptic and diesel following them in. The trauma team was [image: Image]already waiting, I was snapping on gloves, a doctor ready with a stethoscope, the trauma surgeon pulling on a gown. Jumping to attention, I put aside any ridiculous thoughts about Markus and ran to the patient. To my shock, it was a sissy; an attractive one with long strawberry blonde hair and large breasts, but a sissy all the same, I recognised that style of pink dress, even if this one had red on it.

	"What have we got?" I asked the paramedic.

	"Thirty-two-year-old transgender female, stab wound to the abdomen," the lead paramedic called out as they guided the gurney toward the trauma bay. "Single penetrating wound, left upper quadrant. Arrived on scene about fifteen minutes ago, GCS six on pickup. Blood pressure's been dropping; last reading, seventy over forty. Pulse one-thirty, thready. We started two large-bore IVs, gave one unit O-neg en-route, one litre crystalloids. Intubated on scene, tube's at twenty-one at the teeth. Oxygen sats in the low nineties."

	The nurse moved in beside the gurney, connecting the monitor leads and checking the IV lines. "Any other injuries?"

	"None obvious," the paramedic said, keeping pace as they transferred the patient onto the hospital bed. "Single stab wound, about three centimetres, lower costal margin. Minimal external bleeding but rigid abdomen. We think internal haemorrhage. ID says Candy Montgomery, listed as female. Driver's licence matches, but FYI, born male. The licence says divorced but the lady following as[image: Image]sures she is the wife. She's got a small scar consistent with prior top surgery, and oestrogen patches on her thigh. Still has a penis but is castrated. The wife is in the ambulance just behind us, she's in better condition. Looks racially motivated."

	"Racially?" I asked. "The sissy is white."

	"Sissy?" The paramedic asked as we wheeled him down the corridor.

	"It's not that sort of term. The dress he's wearing, he's what's called a sissy. It's a BDSM thing, not an insult."

	"Oh. You clearly know more than me."

	I stuttered. "Well, you see all sorts in this job."

	"Right." The paramedic said, but didn't go further. "Well, the wife is Middle

	Eastern, was wearing a hijab. Apparently a gang of kids, white, insulted the both of them. He was trying to defend her."

	"Right."

	"Tube looks good. Breath sounds equal." I said.

	"All right," the doctor said, glancing up at the monitors. "BP sixty-eight over thirty-eight. Let's get a second unit O-neg ready, crossmatch for six more, and call the OR — we're going up."

	I left the operating room, leaving the doctor and surgeon together with other nurses, throwing away the temporary scrubs to go check on the wife. Sure enough, the moment I arrived in the entrance to casualty, the wife was being wheeled in, in [image: Image]a wheelchair, holding her arm which had a huge bandage on it.

	"This is Asma. Female, aged thirty, knife wound to the arm. She's going to need stitches, and a check for nerve damage, but other than that, she came out better." 

	"Miss," Asma said, trying to stand. I moved closer and instructed her to keep seated.

	Turning to another nurse, I said that I would take care of Asma, then wheeled her into a private room where I could suture her arm and run some tests. "Okay, Asma, I'm going to disinfect and stitch up the wound. I'll also run some blood tests, just in case the knife was used before, make sure you didn't get anything nasty into your blood, okay?"

	"Okay. What about Greg? What about my husband?" She asked urgently, worried plastered across her face. I noted she used his male name rather than the female, Candy.[image: Image]

	"Greg's in surgery now, Asma. His vitals are stable." I told her as I worked on the wound. It wasn't too deep and I didn't believe there would be serious damage. "Asma, the problem is Greg's licence says he is divorced and that his name is now Candy. That may pose a problem with handing out information. What's the story?"

	Asma blushed. "That's a little, erm, sensitive. People generally don't understand."

	"It's fine. Just tell me and I'll try to help."

	"We divorced and I married my lover, Francis Montgomery. That was really for peace of mind, because Francis is a very rich man, he wanted to show his commitment. So, we agreed, I'd divorce Greg, marry Francis and Greg would take Francis' surname. It's...complicated. As I say, many people, they don't understand."

	"l understand." I smiled. "l understand better than you think. I have a sissy of my own at home."

	Asma's eyes bolted to mine as I drew her blood. Then, her lips curled into the faintest of smiles. "Our world is very small, isn't it?"

	"It is. Although, things haven't turned out how I had hoped. There was a man, the best lover ever, but he asked me to do things I couldn't. Now, I can't stop thinking about him."

	I felt her hand on mine. "Sometimes you have to go further than you thought you ever would, and then you find true pleasure."

	"Do you have kids?" I asked.

	"No." Frowned Asma. "l suppose you do?"

	"Yes. "

	"Then I understand." She nodded.

	I finished cleaning her up and then picked up the tray of vials. "Feel free to wait in the waiting area. Grab a coffee and I'll find out more about your husband."

	"Thank you." She smiled warmly.

	As I began to walk out, something occurred to me, something the paramedic had said. I stopped and turned to Asma and her eyes caught mine. "Your husband was castrated. Was that..."

	"l did it. It was his fetish, he wanted it, and I did it, gladly. I enjoyed doing it, and I enjoy knowing I did it." She smiled. Her sadistic smile warmed me, made me feel things I didn't expect to feel. Imagining Ethan a eunuch, Jesus, it felt like his birthright in that moment.

	A few minutes later, a handsome man in a thick wool sweater, wearing an Hermes belt on his jeans, burst into the waiting room. I knew instantly who he was, so wasn't surprised to see him run over to Asma. The new husband; the lover.

	The sissy was in surgery for over an hour. He'd been stabbed deep and they had damaged several internal organs. Thankfully, because the ambulance was close and witnesses reported the stabbing immediately, the time between the stabbing and the surgery was close enough that Greg, or Candy, survived.

	I was glad to be the one to share the news with Asma and Francis; glad to [image: Image]tell them that their sissy slave would survive and would, eventually, make a full recovery.[image: Image]

	Over the next few hours, I watched Asma and Francis around their sissy, how they doted on him, showed affection that I never knew to offer Ethan. I had thought about Ethan as a thing lately, but he was my husband, my partner through thick and thin. We had created a monster of a game which we both wanted, but we weren't playing by any rules, and we needed rules. He needed rules.

	When I arrived home the following morning, Ethan was already up. Our daughter was in her room playing on her PC, so Ethan was watching some show on Netflix. I stood there, just looking at him, his short blonde hair, neatly combed, the innocent look on his face, and I realised I'd been a horrible wife these past few months.

	"I'm sorry." I told him as I plopped myself down on the sofa. [image: Image]"What for?" He asked, wrapping an arm around me protectively.

	"For being a bitch lately."

	"You're not a bitch. Why do you think that?"

	"Because I've been mean to you."

	"You've been dominant." 

	"No, I've been mean." 

	"l like it." He said softly.

	"Really?"

	"Yes. I like when you are mean to me. I like when you're tough."

	This wasn't how I expected this conversation to go. I don't know what I expected, but I certainly didn't expect him to excuse my behaviour. So I sighed and let it go. Perhaps I was overthinking everything, I thought. I hadn't been, because what Ethan said next, clearly made it obvious that he was thinking the same thing.

	"l think it's time you called Markus." He said.

	I wanted to know why he thought that, what motivated him to say it, but what I said was different. "Yes, I think so too. But you know what that means?"

	"l know. It's time."

	I nodded. "You know I'll do everything I can to change his mind. To bring you with me."[image: Image]

	"It'll be fine."

	Without waiting to discuss it further, I pulled myself away from Ethan, gave him one firm look that made it clear that there would be no more takebacks, and then dialled the number I knew I would end up dialling one day.

	 


Five

	Derek

	Fucking Travelodge. That's where I ended up, a fucking Travelodge. What the fuck was I thinking ever encouraging this? She fucked another man! Fuck! If my parents found out. If my friends found out! I'd be a laughing stock! And to become a sissy! What about my fucking work? And then it dawned on me. What about my work? By turning my back on Simone, I was turning my back on the opportunity to work for Kelvin, to my dream job.

	"Fuck!" I screamed, flopping down onto the bed.

	I pulled my trousers off, determined to try to sleep, to get some rest. I'd had a few beers, a few whiskeys, it was time to sleep, to reorganise in the morning, think things through. But the moment the trousers were off, I saw them, my pink knickers. My pink knickers.

	[image: Image]In my drunken state, I ran my fingers down the satin, down between my legs and [image: Image][image: Image]rubbed there, pretending I had a pussy, but instead, I got a shockingly powerful surge of pleasure emanating from inside my arse. I gasped and rubbed again, and sure enough, I found myself getting hard. That was new.

	I moved my hand back, rubbing my cock with two fingers, then my balls, then [image: Image]the space between my balls and anus, moaning. In my mind, my brain said, 'you're masturbating like a girl...' "Fuck yeah, I am. I'm a girlie sissy cuckold with a cheating wife. She's probably with her lover now, getting banged six ways from Sunday." I [image: Image]said out loud. The image of my wife with a big black guy entered my head, pictures of her moaning, gasping, living porn as she took it deep.

	"He's so much bigger than you." She would moan. "So much better than you."

	"Yes Mistress." I would reply.[image: Image]

	"Because why?" She would ask.

	"Because I'm a stupid, useless sissy."

	"Yes you are!"

	I came. I came just by rubbing myself like a girl, but the moment I did, I felt awful. I felt stupid and dirty, and honestly, I just felt like a failure. A man who had lost everything.

	That night, I must have slept about an hour in total. I masturbated so often that my cock was pink in the morning, and quite honestly, during that night away, I questioned if Simone was really at fault, or if I was.

	By morning, I knew that if I wanted to fix things, I needed to speak to someone. I switched on my phone to find dozens of missed calls and texts from my wife, begging me to come home, apologising, telling me she wouldn't ever cheat again. I needed something from her though, so I called.

	"Oh god, Derek, where are you?" She said immediately. "Please come home! Please, I'm sorry!"

	"Simone, please, I need something from you."

	"What? Anything! Please!"

	"l need Diane's number."

	There was a pause. Clearly, she was considering my intentions for such a call. Would I go ballistic at Diane, blame her for the dissolution of my marriage? But she backed down, a clear sign that she was serious about doing anything to save our marriage, and she gave me the number.

	I ended the call there, not wanting to get into a drawn out discussion about what happened, and then called Diane directly.

	"Hello, Diane Pedersen speaking."

	"Diane, hey, it's Derek." I said.

	A chuckle rang down the line. "l suppose you're calling to tell me what a bitch I am."

	"No, actually. I'd like to have a sit down with you and Kelvin. Namely Kelvin."

	"And why is that?"

	"l want to understand this lifestyle you have, and what I will get out of it. And also, I want to talk shop with Kelvin."

	Silence from her this time, contemplation perhaps, or something else? "Kelvin's at work, where you should be."

	"l called in sick."

	"Right." She said. There was a firmness, a dominance to her voice, one that turned me on. It shouldn't have. I knew who she was, and I now understood what she liked, but she was not my Mistress. "Give me a few minutes. I'll call you back."

	The call ended leaving me lost in my own thoughts. Was I really going to allow my wife to cuckold me? Well...again. But as I thought about the fact that she had already cuckolded me, my cock swelled back up again, hard as a stone, rigid. Every single time I thought about the fact that she had cheated on me, it made me hard and I had the best orgasms. Ignoring that excitement was ridiculous, and the fact that she wasn't running away from me, had to mean she was serious about making this about us, not her.[image: Image]

	I was in the middle of masturbating again when the phone buzzed. "Hi Diane." I said.

	"Kelvin will see you in his office. He has time from eleven." Then she gave me the address. "Don't be late."

	"Sure."

	"And Derek?"

	"Come see me after." She didn't leave me another option and ended the call before I had chance to complain.

	Based on where the office was, and where I was, I needed to shower and get ready fast. And so, by ten to eleven, I was sat nervously wringing my hands in the foyer of Kelvin's building, a sprawling two-storey campus on the fringe of town. The glass building was attached to a large modern factory which was used for the robotics they were working on.

	Just before eleven, the man I recognised as Kelvin Pedersen buzzed himself through the glass gates, a wide smile on his face as he held out a hand. I'd expected a man in a suit, but what I got was a man in faded black jeans and an old black Megadeth t-shirt. He really was an IT geek, just like me.[image: Image]

	"Dude." He said, shaking my hand firmly. "Di's been telling me stories about you from college. Feel like I know you already. Come on, come on back and I'll give you a quick tour."

	He led me straight to the clean factory space where I was able to see the assembled robots. They were mainly things for industry, package movers and car assembly, but then he led me to another area where I was shown the more advanced things. "We like to think of ourselves as a British Boston Dynamics, just less public with our successes for now."

	"This looks like something out of The Terminator." I said, looking at the metal skeleton.

	"You'd think that, but actually, this will serve another purpose than combat. It's going to be a construction assistant. Moving heavy items requires multiple people, machinery which is difficult to get around a site, and so forth. This unit will be able to move around like a human, but capable of carrying girders." Then he grinned at me. "And no, it won't be sentient. It is essentially a drone. Preplanned routes, pre[image: Image]planned jobs."

	"l see."

	We walked around the facilities some more, and with each space, I found myself getting increasingly excited by the potential of such a place, especially as a place of employment. Eventually though, we worked our way back to the office space and up to his office, a large modern concrete and glass space.

	After ten minutes talking about what I studied and my experience, Kelvin said that he heard why I didn't pursue my passion and noted that it must be heartbreaking.

	"Yes, it is." I said. "But you need to keep food on the table."

	"l hear you." He nodded, but I wondered if he really did. He came from a rich background, I'm pretty sure he never needed to worry about money. "Okay, cards on the table. I'm looking to build a team which will work on our next line of products. We don't have an NDA in place, so I shouldn't be telling you this, but I have a good feeling about you, so here it is. We are working on a new medical Al scanner which will identify various diseases and conditions from a full body scan, then will suggest ways to treat. The back end of which should continuously learn so that it [image: Image]can come up with new methods to medicate or fix problems."

	My eyes widened. If they could make that a success then it would be groundbreaking. "I'd love to be involved in that."

	He nodded. "Look, I think having you around will be great, but I don't see you being on the dev team. Yes, you have the skillset, but some years have passed and you haven't applied them. I get you moved into sales, and I get why, but personally, in your case, I would've done remote dev work." I began to feel like this wasn't going to happen, that I didn't have the skills anymore. He was right, I'd been out of the business too long. "But that doesn't mean I don't see a use for you, and maybe, it's a more important role than a mere dev, if that's okay?"

	"Erm, sure, what is it?"

	"Head of Go-To-Market Strategy." He said. "l want someone to design how we build, package and sell this product. I want someone to create a team which will go [image: Image]out and sell the shit out of it."

	Okay, I wouldn't be coding, but this was good too. Working in Al in such a role would be huge for me, and I'd still get to interact with Al and robotics. Hell, maybe it would be better for me. "That sounds great."

	"Great. I'm not saying you have the role." He said quickly. "You'll have to meet with others, and that won't be today. Let me speak to them, get a few meetings setup for you, and then we'll work on something. In the meantime, think about salary expectations, what you need to earn versus want to earn."

	I nodded. "Sure, of course."

	Then he leaned forward and nodded. "Last thing. I know you and Simone are having some issues right now, but regardless, this job isn't contingent on that. I'm looking for good people, and I am assured you are good. On top of that, I spoke to someone recently who knows you. Can't tell you the name, but a client, and he told me that if I didn't hire you, I'd be an idiot. I don't want to be an idiot, Derek."

	I grinned. "Of course not."

	"But I do hope you sort this thing with Simone. I was there the other day, and I can tell you, this isn't about love, it's just about the game."

	"I'm beginning to understand that." I admitted. "Which is another reason why I wanted to talk to you."

	He leaned back, his body showing he was an open book. "Shoot."

	"What do you get out of it? The sissy stuff I mean? I think I get the cuckold stuff."

	"Oh, yeah, well, I'm submissive at home. A powerful woman who controls every aspect of my life just brings something out in me. It's like a drug, I feel free to be someone other then the person I am at work. But most of all, it injects spice into an otherwise boring life." Once more, he leaned forward. "Look, we live what? Eighty, ninety years, if we are lucky. The first twenty of those are growing up, getting to know yourself. Then we spend the next few years trying to find a person to settle with. I hate that. I hate the term settle, because it implies we need to give up something in order to become a couple. Then we should procreate.

	"Now, what if we throw out all the norms and just be happy? What if we be the person we are meant to be? What if we find a partner who wants the same? That's what I have with Diane. When I met her, she told me she was a slut who didn't want to stop being a slut. So I told her, don't stop. Then I told her what I liked, and instead of running away screaming, she said, show me. So I took her home, dressed like a sissy and licked her pussy. She then worked out in her head that she got a loving partner, who would care for her. She would never be alone. She could fuck who she liked, and every single moment in our lives would be fun. It was a win-win.

	"Why can't your life be the same? Okay, the sissy stuff isn't for everyone, but that doesn't mean that you can't find your own way. Stop being the person everyone wants you to be, and be the person you want to be."[image: Image]

	Everything he said made total sense, but there's the thing. I didn't know I wanted to be this way until Diane had introduced Simone to it. "l want Simone to cuckold me too. I want to be her submissive. I'm not sure about the sissy stuff, not to such extremes, but maybe that's the left over pressure from the outside."

	He nodded. "That's fine. The outside stuff will pass eventually, or Simone will find ways to convince you to let them pass. Just be happy." He smiled. "Listen, give me a second and let me buzz my CEO Dale Shore in. Maybe we can fast track the preliminaries."

	"Thank you!"


Six

	Ethan

	I never expected to be on my knees in that sissy dress liking at those huge black balls, but there Markus was, on his knees fucking my screaming wife. He clearly hadn't lost his touch because from the moment he entered Christie-Ann, she was [image: Image]in a seemingly constant state of climax. And it changed her personality too, gone was any pretence, she was screaming how she really felt at me, telling me I was just a pussy slave, a sissy slut, a fucking nobody. But those words no longer hurt, they drove me. After a year of trial and error, going back to Markus was what we both needed, there was no hiding from that fact.[image: Image]

	What I knew about Markus was, he lived alone. Yes, he had lovers, people he [image: Image]regularly slept with, and some of those lovers worked for him, voluntary prostitutes [image: Image]for his buddies and the rich. Some, not all.

	[image: Image]The original plan was for Christie-Ann to leave me and move in with Markus. I would move in with Tim and his Polish lover, and Tim's wife Debbie would move in with Markus. But in that year, it seemed Markus' plan changed.

	"You and Kelly can stay here, but Ethan needs to become a fulltime sissy." He stated.

	"Done." Replied Christie before I had the chance to say anything.

	"I'm not going to force you to send your daughter away, but I do expect you to keep yourself available, and that means nights away at my house."

	"Yes, I understand."

	"Most nights."

	"Yes Sir." She replied, but then paused. "l work as a nurse. I can't guarantee I can be available all the time."

	"Sounds like a you problem."

	Christie-Ann blushed, then nodded. "I'll work something out," she said, but I could hear the concern in her voice. Still, it seemed to satisfy Markus, who then took off his pants and told me to come suck his cock. Gulping a little, I crawled over and did as he asked, until he was ready to penetrate my wife.

	It felt good to be back in my lacy pink nightie, panties, and white lace stockings and gloves, on my knees servicing the big man. I felt relieved, like a huge missing part of my life had been returned.

	After he came in Christie's pussy, I didn't hesitate for a moment to suck on his cock to get it clean, or lick the copious amounts of his fluid from her cunt. I even gave a little sigh of satisfaction at the fact that all was now right in the world. Which is why what Christie-Ann said after he left took me by surprise. "This was a mistake." She hissed.

	"Why?" I asked. "l enjoyed it."

	"No. I thought he'd want me to move in. I thought the original offer stood. I'd hyped myself up for it, hell, looked forward to it, and now, this? We can't survive with just one income, and if I'm to live here, I'm not giving up my career for sex." "Maybe we can come up with another idea?"

	"No. I know what he's doing. He's setting me up to be one of his stable, a whore. I remember when I spoke to Debbie, she told me how frustrated she was that she didn't get to see Markus as often as she liked. It makes sense, he has so many women." She sighed.

	"So what now?" I shrugged.

	"We need to grow up and accept that we can't have everything. This ridiculous addiction needs to end."

	It was a knife to the heart. Exactly what I didn't want to hear, but what else could I do? Nothing she said was wrong, Markus was clearly the wrong choice for us now, probably always was, but surely he wasn't the only powerful cock in town? Surely there were others.

	Simone

	The moment Derek walked through the door, I ran to him. Diane had told me not to, that I should keep my cool, that he had accepted his place as my cuckold, but god, this man was my husband, and I'd behaved terribly. And yet, after a brief hug, he dropped to his knees and kissed my feet, surprising me with such a brazen display of submission.

	"Please forgive me, Mistress Simone, I accept that you can have any lover you want, anytime you want." He told me.

	"What did she do to you?" I asked him, reaching down to pull him up.

	"Nothing. We just talked, talked about how I felt these past few hours. Babe, I've been wanking myself raw. I'm so horny all the time, I love the fact you cheated. I'm being a hypocrite."

	"You aren't, you're just scared." I said. "l get it. I rushed. I don't know why, something broke in me and I just went there. I didn't know what would happen, but I knew I needed something to happen. But, do you mean it? You want me to keep doing it?" My heart hammered in my chest, I wanted to keep doing it, I wanted to be a slut, but not at the sake of my marriage.

	"Yes, I do. I want to see where this will all take us, and I want you to explore." "And the sissy stuff?" I asked, hoping that was part of it, although for the life of me, I wasn't sure why. They were just clothes after all. "Underwear for now, not dresses and make-up."

	"For now?" I asked, giving him a wry smile.

	"For now." He smiled back, blushing a little. I get it. I get humiliation, and to an extent, it turns me on. I just need to sort things in my head a little, if that's alright."

	I pulled him to me. "Oh honey, of course it is."

	Our hug turned into a kiss, and that in turn turned into a mad scramble to get undressed. His boxer shorts were a disappointment, but then I realised he only had [image: Image]one pair of knickers. I made a mental note to get him more, he had agreed to that at least.

	We ran up to the bedroom where we made love. His dick felt good inside me, less good physically, more emotionally, the bond between us restored. Nothing would feel like Markus felt, surely nothing.

	"So you want me to be a slut wife?" I purred as we fucked. "You want me to keep getting cock from a big black man?"

	"Yes! Yes Mistress!"[image: Image]

	"Mistress." I chuckled. "Mmm, I suppose I am now, right? And you're my little bitch. Gosh, that makes me so horny, baby, knowing I can do whatever I want now."

	"Oh my god, Simone; Mistress Simone, you make me so hot." 

	"Then cum for me baby. Cum in your wife's cheating pussy."

	"I'm going to but I so don't want to. I want to satisfy you."

	"Oh baby, you know you can't. Just shoot and get it over with so I can go be with my lover." I said, taunting him. "Go on quickie, shoot your load as you normally do. You know you can't satisfy me, can you?"

	"l know Mistress!"

	"No, you never could." I giggled.

	"Because I'm a useless failure as a man." He said suddenly, shocking me with such vicious words about himself.

	"Honey, don't say that about yourself..." I said softly.

	"No! No! Say it! Say it!" He gasped, he orgasm close.

	"Really?" I asked, a little surprised. He nodded. "Okay, well, yes, you're a failure."

	"No! Say it properly. I want you to mean it!"

	I gulped and decided that if he needed to hear it, if that was his thing, then I'd do it right. I thought back to all the times he hadn't made me cum, the times he left me there unsatisfied. I built up the long list of times he left me feeling used and useless myself, and then I opened my eyes and stared into his. "You fucking useless bitch of a man! I should fucking put you in dresses, because you're fucking nobody! A fucking loser! You've never satisfied me, you selfish fucking son-of-a-bitch! Your dick is small and barely tickles me, you fucking cunt! Fucking loser, no-good waste of space. Yes, you are a failure! You failed at birth you piece of shit!"

	"Fuck!" He cried, jamming his cock into me and climaxing hard.

	[image: Image]I was pissed. I was pissed he made me pissed. I was pissed he walked out. I was pissed that I needed to find a lover because of how useless he was. I was pissed I didn't have the life that Diane had. If he wanted to be a submissive cuckold, then he'd be one. I grabbed him, throwing him on his back and then climbed up, planting my full cunt firmly on his mouth. He tried to speak, tried the turn his head, but I clamped his head in place with my thighs, then I snarled. "You're fucking cuckold now, and cuckolds eat pussy when they're full. A good creampie! Now eat or I'll paddle your arse until you can't sit right, got that?"

	His shocked eyes found mine, and then he nodded. That was when I felt his tongue on my used pussy, the feeling of cum drizzling into his mouth. I moaned; he moaned, and then he moaned again and ate with gusto. He was enjoying it. "That's it baby, eat the creampie, just as you're going to do after my lovers fuck it. That's a good sissy!" I snarled. I came a minute later. This was by far the best sexual experience I'd ever had with my husband, and I knew it was only a matter of time until things got even better.

	Greg (Candy)

	My eyes fluttered open to reveal a dark hospital ward. The sound of a monitor next to me signalled I'd somehow ended up here, but for the life of me, I couldn't remember how. I just remembered walking back from a take-away with Asma, nothing special.

	Turning my head, I found my ex-wife Silvia curled up in a seat, her eyes closed. What was she doing here? "Silvia?" I said, but I couldn't speak. I had something lodged in my throat. Still, the attempt to speak appeared to rouse her, and when she finally realised I was awake, she bolted out of the doors like lightning, only to return moments later with a nurse.

	"Don't try to speak, Candy." The nurse said. "You're intubated."[image: Image]

	A female Indian doctor burst into the room, looked at the monitor, then at me, before she pulled the tube out of my throat. "Your throat will hurt a bit, but should be okay. Try to minimise how much you talk." She told me. "Are you in any pain?" I shook my head. "What happened to me?"

	"You were stabbed, Miss Montgomery." Said the doc. "As was your wife, but her wounds were superficial." She then went on to explain what happened to me, what had been damaged, and how long it would take for me to recover. As I listened, I felt tears pour down my face. I could've died, I could've lost everything good in my life.

	Silvia kissed me and said that Francis and Asma had been here the whole time but hadn't slept. They were in a nearby hotel. "I'll go let them know you're awake." She said.

	After speaking to the doctor, vague memories of an argument came back. Skinhead kids screaming at Asma to fuck off back to Afghanistan, even though she was Emirati, then when they saw me, they realised they had more reason to hate. Yeah, it was all coming back, them attacking Asma, pulling at her headscarf, me jumping in front of her as someone lunged something at her. Fuck, yeah, that was how I ended up here.

	"Did the police get them?" I asked the doctor.

	"l don't know, sorry. The police will be in, in the morning to get your statement. Until then, try to rest. I know this is difficult, but trust me, you're alive, that's the most important thing."

	Ten minutes later, Asma and Francis burst into the room asking a million and one questions about my health, how I felt, what they could do for me. All I wanted to know was if Asma was all right, but she assured me she was.

	After things calmed a bit, Asma sent Francis back to the hotel room whilst she sat with me. We talked about what had happened, about how the police were checking CCTV and chasing down leads, and then about what happened when were admitted to hospital.

	"l met a nurse who has a sissy at home too." Asma smiled. "l get the feeling I see them everywhere lately."

	"Which nurse? The fat one from before?"

	"No. She's American. Sounds it. She's not here now. Blonde, very attractive."

	I laughed. "l have something to look forward to then."

	"Mmmhmm. Behave."

	"Yes Goddess." I grinned, but then I became serious. "I'm sorry about all this."

	Her hand lightly brushed my long hair. "Honey, this isn't your fault. I owe you my life." She paused. "l spoke to mom. Told her what happened, and she told dad." I knew they hadn't spoken since she came out to them as a lifestyle dominatrix. They disavowed her, said she brought shame on the family. "Dad called me back, asked if I was all right, then asked about you."

	A brief hint of a smile, tinged with pain. "Yeah. He said that you're a hero, no matter what you identify as." A tear ran down her face, with then turned into a torrent of tears. "He said he's sorry, that he misjudged you. That anyone who saves his daughter's life by jumping in front of a knife is a hero in his books. He promised he will respect you from now on."

	I was crying now. It was all so hard for Asma. She'd spent long phone calls trying to explain everything to her parents, trying to explain her sexual revolution, but as open as they were, they were not so modern to understand. It had broken her when her father told her never to call again, but his reaction to this proved that his daughter had never left his heart and in the end, all he wanted was for her to be happy.

	"You should go, get some rest." I told her. "l need to sleep too."

	"No. No, I'll sleep here. I sent Silvia to sleep in my spot. At least she can keep Francis company."

	"Where's Craig?"

	"He's watching the kids."

	"Well, just make sure you are comfortable. I'm going to try to sleep now." I told her, feeling my eyes becoming heavy.

	She leaned over and kissed my forehead. "Good night my princess. I love you."

	"l love you too Goddess."


Seven

	Christie-Ann

	Arriving to find Candy was awake and doing well was a welcome start to a new day, even though I was so depressed because of the Markus situation. I'd hardly slept a wink, and I know Ethan hadn't slept well either. It was ridiculous, I'm a married mother fretting over the fact that my lover didn't want me to move in with him and force my husband to live as a gay sissy. So stupid!

	Still, seeing Candy, Asma and Francis together, smiling, made everything feel just a bit better.

	I wasn't the best at hiding my emotions, and Asma was clearly very good at reading them. After checking in on Candy, Asma followed me out into the corridor, tapping me on the shoulder.

	"Is everything okay?" She asked.

	I sighed, there was no hiding this. "No, not really."

	"Work?"

	"No, no. Home. It's stupid."

	"Did your sissy do something wrong?"

	"No, my lover. Or rather, then man I thought would be my lover."

	"Would you like to talk about it?" She asked. Yes, I would, but I had no-one to [image: Image]really talk about it with. Debbie was the only person who understood, but she was so addicted to Markus, she'd just manipulate me to get her own end. Could I share my private life with this stranger?

	I paused, looking at the attractive Arab dressed in the traditional black abaya. I wondered how someone so devoutly religious could be into such kink. "Sure, why not? But I'm on the beginning of my shift. Can you manage after? This evening?"

	"Of course." She smiled, a sweet grin which made me realise that this was a woman who held more secrets than I had fingers and toes.

	Throughout the day, I tried to focus on my work, even stopping by regularly to see Candy, make her comfortable, and at one point talk about her transition, but my mind kept coming back to Markus, to the failed attempt at cuckolding, to the long journey of disappointing encounters this past year. Nobody could replace

	Markus, not his cock, not what he could do with it.

	"Tell me something, Candy." I said when we were alone. "How did you get Asma, a religious Arabic woman, into BDSM?"

	He chuckled. "l think she was always into it without even realising. She's naturally dominant, but the kink element came out after reading my stories."

	"You write?"

	"l try to. Anyway, Asma isn't religious, not really. She wears the abaya so she can wear lingerie or latex underneath it. She doesn't own normal clothes anymore, only hardcore kink stuff, latex underwear, harnesses, that sort of thing. The abaya is a fetish thing."

	"Oh!" I gasped, realising that Asma wasn't any normal girl, she was truly kinky.

	"Wow. So right now she..."

	"Is wearing a red lace corset, crotchless panties, and red stockings, yes." He grinned.

	"Wow. I mean...wow! Well, yeah, that explains the abaya."

	That evening when I sat down with Asma in a café, I found my eyes lingering on her outfit. She caught me looking and smirked. "He told you, huh?" She asked.

	"Little bit." I muttered.

	"I'll show you later." She purred with a smirk. "Tell me about this lover."

	So I told her everything, about Tim, about Debbie, about how I almost had the chance to send my daughter to boarding school in Switzerland, right the way to the sex. Then I told her how I turned it all down, only to come back to him a year later and find the offer was off the table.

	"l went to boarding school." She said. "It's no fun. I hated it."

	"Yes, the rational part of me said I did the right thing saying no."

	[image: Image]"You did. Sorry, but this Markus sounds like a manipulative bastard. And as to the sex, I'm sure he's very talented, but I guarantee you, Francis is better."

	"But Francis is your lover."

	"And Silvia's. And some other friends. So? Share and share alike, I say." She smirked.

	Interesting. Could Francis be a replacement for Markus? But still, the child situation was an issue.

	"Silvia has two kids. They all live with us now, with Craig, her husband."

	"Is he a sissy too?"

	"No, we have sex together too. Francis is better, Craig is good." She paused. "Then we have an app, for finding bulls, partners, anyone connect to the scene. If you find Francis or Craig don't do it for you, the app can help."

	I licked my lips, wondering how best to say I wanted to try Francis. Part of me felt guilty, this woman's husband was in hospital, I felt sure this was the last thing on her mind, so we sipped coffee in silence whilst I tried to be respectful and not push too soon. Heck, I didn't really know this woman.

	"Do you wanna come home with me and fuck Francis?" She asked suddenly, very nonchalantly as if asking if I wanted another coffee.

	"Yes please." I smiled, nervously.

	"Great. Drink up then, let's go."

	"Um, sure." I couldn't believe my luck, she was really going to let me come home with her to fuck her new husband!

	"By the way, how are you with girl-on-girl action?"

	"Oh, erm, love it!"

	"Great. You can eat my pussy then."

	"Oh, right, yes, um, wonderful!" I replied, unsure of what else to say.

	Five minutes later we were in the back of black cab, making out like teenagers. The driver was clearly having a hard time concentrating, but luckily, it didn't take too long to get to her expensive townhouse.

	"Why did you take a hotel room if you live so close?" I asked.

	"Traffic in the morning is awful. We didn't want to be late if we were needed. It just made the most sense. Money really isn't an issue."

	I didn't consider the fact that we wouldn't be alone when we arrived. I was introduced to Craig and Silvia, who both already seemed to be aware that I was there to fuck Francis and let me know he was already naked in bed waiting for me. Again, the fact everyone was so calm and collect about it all made me feel a little stupid for feeling so anxious about my own sexual proclivities.

	"We won't join you this time." Silvia informed me. "Have fun with Francis, and maybe if we do it again, we can all have fun together." She said, stroking my face softly.

	"I'd...l'd like that." I said, unsure if I really meant it.

	"Me too." She cooed with a cock of the head.

	"Let's get you undressed here though." Asma said. "Craig, would you do the hon[image: Image]ours as Candy is not here?"

	"Of course." The tall blonde man replied, moving over to me.

	As Craig undressed me, slowly working off my t-shirt, trousers, bra and panties, [image: Image]Asma pulled off her abaya and headscarf, revealing not only luscious long black hair, but also extreme sexy red lingerie; notably the lacy corset. She then took my hand and led me upstairs, where we found Francis and his perfectly toned muscular body lying there in wait, a knowing smirk on his face. And jutting up, ready to go, [image: Image]was the most spectacular cock I'd ever seen in my life.

	Not a word needed to be spoken. I walked over to him as seductively as I could, leaned down, and instantly took his cock in my mouth. His strong hands ran through my hair, showing me the tempo he wanted me to suck him at, and I happily obliged. Behind me, soft feminine fingers traced down my back, down my rectum, into my pussy, fingering my already sopping cunt.[image: Image]

	"Mmm, she's so hot for you, darling." Asma said. "And very tight."

	"I'm looking forward to this treat you brought me." Francis replied. "And she's looking to serve a master is she?"

	"Yes. As I wrote, she was meant to move in with a master, but he backed out. Now she's looking for a new owner, a new lover. She has a daughter, and she has a sissy at home." 

	"Very nice. A second sissy servant, that would be helpful."

	"Indeed."

	I listened to them chatter like I was some sort of property to be considered, and rather than offend me, I found it desperately turned me on. And this man's cock, slightly bigger than Markus', felt good in my mouth. I needed it in my pussy.

	Pulling out of him, he pulled me onto the bed, pulled my lips to his. We kissed and I was glad to taste that he was hygienic, clean, tasty. He smelled amazing, some sort of expensive cologne I was sure. And then I felt it, on our side as we kissed, he positioned his cock and pressed it into me.

	"Oh god!" I screamed, feeling him stretch me in ways I hadn't been stretched before by a cock. It felt so perfect, so right. He was careful, moving into me slowly, allowing me to adjust, and then he spun me over onto by back and began moving. He moved his hips and buttocks so perfectly that each shove sent me reeling, crying out in ecstasy. Like a drug, I began to get lost in my feelings, lost in this bizarre pleasure.

	I cried out. My first of many orgasms, hitting faster than I had ever felt before. It was sheer bliss, unbelievable joy. I needed more, more, more.

	He moved again, new position, me on my belly, a pussy in my face. I needed to taste that smooth Arabic cunt, needed to eat her. Fuck, she had a piercing. Oh my, the things I could do with that!

	And yet, the pounding continued. Harder now, deeper, but again, that little flick and turn as he fucked, that way he tickled my g-spot and made me cry.

	There was movement in my peripheral vision, and there stood Silvia and Craig, her breasts out at they watched from the doorway. He massaged them, squeezed her nipples, then stepped to the side and revealed his cock. It too was big.

	My hand reached out and Silvia saw my invitation, pushing her husband towards me with a grin. It seemed my cries were too interesting to ignore, that they needed to be part of it.

	As I ate Asma's pussy, I held Craig's cock, rubbing it, and then I felt a hand take my left hand, bunch the fingers, and force them into a cunt. I frigged Silvia with my left hand and realised with one more orgasm, that this was the insanity that I needed in my life. This was the way I wanted to be treated. No respect, no romance, I wanted to be used, to be abused, to be taken. It was me, it was my rebellion to my sadistic conservative upbringing.

	"Don't... let...this...end.. " I panted.

	"We won't baby, we won't." Asma assured me as she stroked my hair.

	"You're ours now." Francis said.

	"Yes...yes...yes..." I said with each thrust. "I'm yours. Your toy. Your cumrag. I'm what ever you want me to be."

	[image: Image]"Perfect, that's what you are." Said Asma, and I could hear her satisfied smile.

	"You're perfect for our family."

	Markus

	I'd given Christie enough time to accept it was time to beg. I needed her to be at her lowest, the point where she was prepared to give up absolutely everything to be [image: Image]with me. Rock bottom. Actually, it was quite surprising that I hadn't heard from her yet.

	Since Christie freaked out the first time, I began to rethink things with Debbie and Tim. Tim, now Tina, was trotting around my house cleaning up. Tonight, I'd come home from a date I had with another girl of mine, and Tina would slip into a nice sexy frilly sissy romper, and do what she always did now, suck my cock, before riding it.

	Of course, Debbie was pissed off that I'd stolen her husband and left her with nothing, but that bitch was pissing me off. Never had a met a bitch that needy! There was no way, but Tim was good, pliable, and willing to accept his role in life, as [image: Image]a shemale sissy bitch. Yeah, I had her on hormones.

	But Christie-Ann, she was the one who got away. I was patient, even though I could've gone to her and made an offer, but no, I needed her to want to want me.

	Being honest, she was exactly my type, blonde, sexy, forever young-looking, fair complexion, innocent, and most of all, American. If I could get an American in my stable, then I felt sure that would raise my profile.

	Fuck it, I'd waited a year, it was time to step up. So I dialled Christie's number, expecting her to answer my call in a hurry. Instead, it rang through, until eventually, went to voicemail. "Hey Christie, it's Markus, wanna talk about my offer. Hit me up." I said, ending the call.

	Maybe she was working. She was nurse or some shit, right? Yeah, that would explain it. Hell, she'll hear my message and the moment she does, she'll call me back.


Eight

	Derek

	Simone thought that Markus would come over personally, when she said she wanted to meet, but instead, she was surprised to see a fit young muscular black man at the door. Not that she was complaining, after all, it wasn't every day that Simone got to fuck a male model; but it did make her wonder if she was overthinking the whole thing.

	"Yeahs, I'm Brett, like, yeah?" The man said at the door, moving his hands in that animated way I'd seen in UK drill videos. "Markus sent us, ya know?"

	"Yes, of course, come in." Simone giggled, letting the young man in.

	As the boy stepped in, he gave my wife a look up and down, taking in her large D-cup breasts under the pink chiffon lace of the nightie, and taking in her firm belly, her shapely backside. He gave her a smile and a nod of appreciation, then reached out and pulled her two him, cupping her backside, feeling a boob. He was a good thirty-five centimetres taller than her, which made her giggle as he manhandled her.

	The husband's pride still left in me struggled to deal with how he was so brazenly feeling her up, whilst I knelt that in a hot pink lace bra, panties, suspender-belt and stockings, not at all what I wanted to wear, but she played the, "You promised lingerie" card.

	"That's your sissy hubby?" She asked.

	"Yeah." She grinned, rubbing her hand on this man's tight black t-shirt, feeling his firm bicep. "He's my pretty pussy-hubby."

	"She suck cock?" He asked.

	The unexpected question made her turn back to look at him in surprise, then she looked back at me. I gave her a horrified look, one which I hoped communicated just how not okay I was with the question. "l don't know. You'll suck cock if I tell you to, right honey?" She laughed.

	My eyes got even wider. I just wanted to tell her to fuck off, no way, but then I [image: Image]saw the smirk on the man's face, but it wasn't a smirk of, I'm better than you, but [image: Image]rather, I hope he does, because I'd love to use that sexy sissy. I don't know why but that turned me on, it made my cock jump to life and before I knew it, suddenly, it was poking out of the top of the panties.

	"l guess he does!" Said my wife, looking at me rather curiously. "Do you?"

	"No Mistress." I replied instinctively.

	"Oh don't be such a spoilsport. You'll do it for me, once, to try, won't you baby?" I gulped. "To try Mistress." I replied, but every alarm bell in my brain was telling me to run, run like the wind!

	My wife stared at me a little longer, then her lips twitched up a bit as she turned back to look at tonight's lover. "Maybe another time." She told Brett. "Can't rush him now, can l?" She giggled.

	"Mmm. That's cool. You I can rush, right?" His deep voice erupted into a chuckle.

	"Yes baby."

	"Then let's go to a bedroom. I wanna see this hot body naked."

	I was relieved to hear she wouldn't be forcing me to suck a cock, as it really wasn't on my bucket list of things to do before I die. That said, that I was even considering doing it if she did force me showed just how much I'd already come to terms with my submission. Perhaps Kelvin was right, perhaps things were all just easier on the mind and heart if someone else made the decisions for you.

	As I watched Brett undress, a thought sprang to mind, a confirmation really. This was a lad, a guy who probably spent a lot of time at the gym, who didn't really do much of anything except play around, maybe didn't even get higher than GCSEs at school, but he had looks and he had physique, which meant he made for a good lay and that was probably about it. I got that just from looking at his chiselled washboard abs, his swollen biceps, and the legs like tree-trunks. I guess the long and short of it was though, the better looking he was, the less worried I was about him fucking her. Yes, she'd love it, and yes, she'd fancy him, who wouldn't? But at the end of the day, this wasn't settle down or run away with, material.

	The moment I allowed that to process was the moment this night began to get really fun for me. I let myself sink into the role, folding his clothes, kneeling by the bed and watching as he groped and kissed her naked body, making eye contact with her to encourage her. Her little smiles showed me she appreciated when I did that, because each time I did, it gave her a little confidence boost, a little acknowledgement that she wasn't doing anything wrong.

	"Is my little sissy enjoying herself?" She purred towards me as Brett ate her pussy.

	"Yes Mistress."

	"Good. It's about to get even better." She laughed, reaching to pull Brett up and onto his back.

	Finally, I got to see what his cock looked like when fully erect. I'd seen it when it was soft and even then, it was big, but erect, this thing was a fucking flag pole. [image: Image]"My god." My wife gasped as she gripped the thing with both hands and still had plenty left over. "I'm not sure this'll fit."

	The lover boomed with laughter. "Baby, it'll fit, I promise."

	"Yeah, but I'm not ready for something this big. His isn't even a tiny fraction of this. He's tiny!"

	Ouch. Yeah, that hurt but it was a nice hurt. Huh, maybe this humiliation thing did feel good.

	"Just put it in your mouth babes." The man said. "Let's see if you know how to deep throat."

	Not one to run from a challenge, Simone dropped her mouth onto the huge cock, her lips stretching to take it in, and then pushing herself down onto the thing until I began to hear her gag. Still she didn't give up, forcing a huge intake of breath through her nose, she pushed deeper, and for the first time in my life, I saw my wife's neck swell a little as cock filled it up. And still she pushed deeper.

	"Man, your girl is talented." Brett said to me. "You better make sure yous as good as her by the time you're ready to suck."

	I decided not to reply, so as not to labour the fact I might, indeed, end up sucking cock. Instead, I focused on the moist glugging sounds as my wife bounced her head and throat up and down on the long cock as if she was an actress in a porn movie. Who was this woman? Why had I never seen this sort of brazenness from her?

	Finally, she came up for air, her make-up smudged by tears as she yelped in a huge gasp of breath, panting noisily. "Your fucking cock is magic!" She purred with a smile, rubbing it with her hands. I'd never heard her refer to my cock like that!

	"Okay, well let's put that magic to work." He replied, pushing her onto the bed face down and climbing behind her. Her face caught mine and just looked on at me, excitement at the prospect of what was about to come.

	Whenever I watched porn, I was thought it was over-the-top. Too noisy, too sweary, too fake. Women didn't behave that way, they weren't that vocal, that into it. And yet, my wife, my quiet, conservative wife, was panting and moaning as if she was an actor in the cheapest porn on the internet. And when the cock entered her, she mewled like nothing I'd ever heard. She growled, she became this completely different person; and it made me realise something. Loser or not, this guy could make any woman he wanted become his bitch. That should've scared me, but instead, I found myself wanting it, needing it. I wanted her to give her all for him, to tell me how good he was, how much better; deny me.

	"Is it good honey?" I asked her.

	"Oh, you have no fucking idea! I've never felt like this, Derek, never!"

	Brett didn't hang about. He used her like a cheap whore, smacking into her full force as he pinned her to the bed, and she appreciated it, she screamed and shouted for him to use her, to do her. "Fuck, fuck, fuck! Ohhhh..." He pulled on her hair, forcing her head back violently and she just took it.

	Then hands pulled her upwards, her back arching towards him as he increased the pace and roughly grabbed a breast, twisted a nipple and eliciting a long guttural moan from her, until suddenly, her moan deepened and her body became limp in his arms. She was having an orgasm, but not like I'd ever seen from her, but rather like her whole body had just switched off, allowing the orgasm to take full hold. The moan lasted tens of seconds, and then that limp body shook violently.

	Still, Brett continued to fuck her, faster now, harder. That orgasm grew again and she screamed out. I was so glad the kids were staying at her mother's, because I felt sure the damned neighbours must have heard her.

	My cock spurted. I hadn't touched it once, even though it was erect the whole time, because I was scared of how I might feel after I came. I'd cum, had my own little orgasm, but because I hadn't once touched it, my libido wasn't shot.

	"Take it honey. Are you loving it?" I asked her.

	"Shut the fuck up, sissy!" She snapped, then yelled out another orgasm. "Just don't fucking talk you fucking sissy cunt!"

	Her vile words just turned me on more, and finally, I realised what I was. I was destined to be a sissy. A sissy cuckold.

	Simone

	Back when I was in college, I went to a party some guys invited me to. I remember someone was passing around a spliff. That was fine, I'd smoked grass loads of times, but this was something different, this made me feel so weird, a euphoric high which just made me lie there and smile. It was later that I found out that it was [image: Image]Afghani hash laced with heroin. I was so pissed off with the guys that gave it to me, but I was also pissed off with myself that I allowed it to happen. I promised myself back then that I'd never let my potential for addictive behaviour take over my life.

	Brett gave me a total of six orgasms that night. I watched my husband lick a man's cum from my pussy, a stranger. And then when Brett left and Derek and I held each other, the euphoria wore off and the comedown hit.

	What if Derek hated me now?

	What if Brett had a disease?

	What if I can't stop this and I let it go too far?

	What if I have destroyed my marriage?

	What if I lose custody of my kids in court?

	What if everyone finds out that I'm a whore?

	In bed, Brett was the heroin-laced spliff. He was the guy who got me so high, I never wanted to come down, and yet, come down I must.

	The next morning, Derek was surprisingly chipper, whilst I was an absolute mess. I wanted to ask him why he seemed so happy, but I was afraid to even bring up the previous night. I mean seriously, what kind of wife does that? Who am l?[image: Image]

	After Derek left for work, I found myself a little lost. Sure, I had work, but I hated it. I didn't want to go to that fucking place, do my bullshit job, but without that additional income, what else could I do. So I went back upstairs to dress, and instead of putting on my usual drab things, I slipped on black self-holding stockings, and some of the fine lacy lingerie I'd purchased with Diane. Over that, a tight red lacetrim tank-top, and a short black leatherette mini-skirt. Then I sat down and did my make-up, but usually I put just a little on, highlight a few features; today I went full slut mode.

	You might be asking yourself why, after the regret I felt for the night before, did I want to dress up slutty? Well, in my mind, I was hating myself. I was calling myself a slut, a disgusting ho-bag, and honestly, I thought that was all I deserved. I dressed that way because I felt that way.

	When I turned up at the dealership, everyone's eyes were on me, I could feel it. Normally, I worked in the main administration building, not interacting with the shop floor, but today, I couldn't even get that far.

	"Miss, oh miss." Someone said.[image: Image]

	I turned to see a skinny man in his forties looking at a Land Rover Discovery

	Sport. The basest model we had available. He didn't look like he was short of cash, he dressed well, but he looked, well, tight. "Yes sir? Is no-one helping you?" I asked, wondering why our sales staff seemed hidden away.[image: Image]

	"Oh, I was a little early and the lady on reception said they have some sort of meeting." He smiled.

	It was another stupid thing my boss liked to do; gather the sales staff randomly for some peptalk, when they should be on the floor selling. Little wonder this place was kept afloat by the service business and not the sales part. "Right, well, erm, I'm not a sales person, but I can try to answer your questions." The man looked apologetic. "Sorry, if I'm keeping you?"

	"No, it's fine." I smiled. "How can I help?"

	[image: Image]"Well I was looking at this vehicle, but I have two boys in secondary school and I was wondering if this is the right size for them?"

	"That depends on a few things, sir." I smiled. "Look, the Sport is a nice entry level SUV. Good value for money, but it isn't a head turner. That said, it is a little on the smaller side, and if your boys are into sports and you're going to be doing some school runs, then you might find equipment can be a squeeze."

	The man frowned. "Yes, my youngest plays floorball."

	"And your...wife? She'll be driving them too?"

	Once more, the man blushed, clearly not wanting to mention his wife to me.

	"Erm, yes, well, hmm, she will."

	I moved a little closer to him, the edge of my right boob gently grazing his arm.

	"Look, can I ask a direct question?" I asked softly.[image: Image]

	He swallowed noisily. "Sh...sure."

	"Is this car your budget or...?"

	"Well, I can afford a bigger car, but I'm not much of a car guy. I really don't care what I drive. It just needs to be functional." 

	"You've been married for how long?"

	"Sixteen years."

	I licked my lips, caught his eyes watching. "If you don't mind, can I get a little personal?"

	"Oh, no, that's, erm, that's fine, of course."

	"Well, are things at home, well, a little settled? Between you and your wife, I mean?"

	He gulped and then nodded quickly, his eyes dropping to my boobs which were being pressed almost out of the top by the balcony bra underneath. "Yeah...yes. But, well, that's marriage right?"

	"Hmm, I don't know. I'm married, but my husband and I have an...open marriage."

	"Oh...oh really." He straightened up a bit, a little faux confidence in his stance. "What's erm, what's that like?"

	I leaned closer. "Very liberating."[image: Image]

	"I-I-I...l'm sure." He nodded quickly.

	"But in order to get there, my husband and I had to realise what we wanted out of life. Sometimes, you need to throw practical and safe out of the window. Sometimes, you need to live a little."

	"That's. ..that's very true."

	We stared at each other in silence, holding each other's gaze, until finally, his eyes twitched back to my boobs. I had him. "Let me show you the one I like."

	I needed to be clever here. He needed practical. If I convinced him to buy an F-Type Jag, his wife would tell him to take it back. It needed to be something his wife would love more than he would, but would get him laid at home too. The big Range would get him laid the first night, but then would come the regret. I also might be flexing just a bit much if I tried to convince him to buy a hundred and something thousand quid car. No, I needed something just a bit in the middle.

	Being a secretary, I knew there were a couple of cars the showroom just couldn't shift. One was the F-Type R Heritage, which was overpriced just because of special paint, and the other was the Range Rover Velar SVAutobiography, even though they'd heavily discounted it down to sixty thousand.

	"This is the Velar. It is slightly smaller than the Range Rover Sport, but is the perfect size for school runs, family trips, and the women love it more than the bigger versions. The Evoque is too small, and honestly, more a car for the ladies themselves. The Velar is just right, and your wife will love driving it. But!" I began to grin. "This is the big engine model. Five-litre V8, five-hundred and fifty horsepower, and a grunt which will wake up the neighbourhood if you want it to. It's a car your wife will love, yes, but with you driving it, she'll love you too."

	He walked around it with a mystified smile, taking in the lines, the beautiful metallic red paint, the black panoramic roof. Then I opened the driver's side door and let him in, before hopping in the other side, as if I was the partner he was driving around. The smile he gave me made it clear he felt that way, but then his eyes dropped and he gasped a little, taking in the view of the lacy stocking tops as my skirt rode up.

	"Do you like it?" I asked softly.

	He nodded, his eyes never leaving my legs. "l love it."

	"I'm sure." I said, moving my hand down to my smooth leg, rubbing the stocking a little.

	"Can I take it for a test drive?" He asked. It? Or me? I thought.

	"Of course. Let me get someone to get the forms and sort that."

	I moved quickly to the sales backoffice where I found Bill, the managing director, and the group of bored salespeople listening to his mindless rambling. "Erm, I have someone out there interested in the Velar. The fast one." I said.

	"Bollocks!" Someone shouted. "You're not a salesgirl."

	"Yeah, well neither are any of you, it seems." I snapped back. "Listen, I know I'm not, but we need to get rid of that damned thing because we're paying the lease, so [image: Image]let me take him out for a test drive."

	The guy who shouted at me was about to make a move to shout again, when Bill stepped in. "Get her the keys and the waiver. If you can shift that fucking thing, I'll give you the commish." He said.

	With no small amount of disproval, Harry, the annoyed salesman, fished the keys from the locker and handed me a clipboard with a form on it. "Thanks." I said, sticking my tongue out at him.

	As I walked away, I heard, "You ain't gonna shift that beast, but nice arse today, Simone."

	"Fuck you, Harry." I shouted back.

	"Anytime darlin'."

	On the drive around the local estate, I did whatever I could to show off my own assets, rather than the car. At times, I did worry if he might crash the damned thing, but he was actually a cautious driver.

	When we arrived back at the showroom, he was sold. He asked about the process, which given how long I worked for the company, I knew like the back of my hand. I asked how he wished to pay, whether lease, or hire purchase, but he said he had cash available. He was clearly well-to-do, but frugal normally. I'd heard it was impossible to sell decent cars to them because they just cared about saving. This guy didn't even bother to negotiate.

	I told him that if he could wire-transfer the money, then we would sort the registration and transfer with the DVLA. "It's all online, so as soon as this afternoon you can be on the road. We'll clean it up for you, make it special."

	"The wife is going to love it. She loves big cars."

	"She's going to love you." I smiled. "Why don't you bring her by when you pick it up."

	He gave me a nervous look. "Oh, I think maybe it should just be me."

	"Don't be silly. Maybe she and I could chit-chat?"

	The idea that maybe I could convince his wife into an open-marriage suddenly seemed like a good one. He grinned and straightened up again. "Yes, that's probably a good idea. Thank you."

	I decided I didn't want to go to Harry about this, even though the car was part of his area, so I went directly to Bill and asked if he could help me process the sale. Initially he gave me a look that suggested it was beneath him, but then he smirked, realising what I was doing. "You're a sneaky one, ain't ya? Okay, I'll help you out this time." If I involved Harry, his name would be on the sale as mine wasn't in the system. Getting Bill involved meant he could override it and put my name in, and not put anyone for the assist.

	After the contract was signed and the deal was done, the Peter, the buyer, turned to Bill and said, "You should look after her. I only came in to look at Discovery Sport, now walking out with a beast."

	Bill, ever the salesman at heart, grinned at Peter and said, "Ah, well, our Simone has a keen eye. I knew she'd set you right."

	After Peter left, Bill told Harry to get the Velar shined and ready for pick-up in the afternoon. For a moment, Harry just stared gobsmacked that I'd been able to sell the vehicle, me, a lowly secretary. But Bill recognised potential when he saw it.

	"Think you'd be open to doing more of that?" He asked with a grin.

	"You think I'm up to it?"

	"We don't have any salesgirls. I now recognise, we need one."

	"Don't you need a secretary?" I smirked.

	"l need sales more."

	"Point taken."

	Bill was an attractive man with silver hair. He inherited a failing dealership from his father and turned it around, but with COVID and the later the supply chain problems the world faced, even he found business was tough. He was always a man's man though, boy's club type, though he was careful not to make insensitive remarks around me, though I heard enough from the engineers.

	One of the secretaries told me she'd had a fling with him once but it was one drunken time and they both regretted it. I understood that, things happened, but what I did enjoy hearing was that Bill had a huge dick that got really hard, even at his age.

	"Does it come with a raise?" I asked.

	"It does. And commission. Interested?"

	"Yes!" I giggled, jumping up and down excitedly.

	"All right, calm down. Come on back to the office and I'll get a standard sales contract out."

	Okay, so my depressing start to the day was a thing of the past. Now I was on the up. No, I'd never considered sales before, but I had to admit, selling that car was a blast, and such a confidence boost. If that was how it always felt, I was all for it.[image: Image]

	I couldn't wait to tell Derek.[image: Image]



	



	Nine

	Christie-Ann

	Of course, I heard Markus' message, but I no longer needed him. My time with Asma and Francis was amazing, and to hear they were interested in a long-term [image: Image]relationship made it extra special. Ethan would have a play buddy in the form of Candy, when she made her recovery.

	The moment I got home, I told Ethan all about my time with Asma and Francis. I told him about Craig and Silvia, and the fact that they had kids. I told him they lived in a three-storey townhouse in Chelsea and that perked his interest.

	"So, if we did want some alone time, we could potentially have it?" He asked.

	"Absolutely, yes! The place is huge."

	"And I'd be sharing with another sissy?"

	"A hot sissy. Babe, Candy is gorgeous. You can't tell she used to be a man." "Wow. That's...enticing." He admitted. "And they just offered you to move in with them?"

	[image: Image]"Well, no. We're going to take time to get to know one-another, obviously, but yeah, eventually, we'll move in." I giggled. "They want to meet you."

	"When?"

	"Soon. Maybe Kelly will join us. You'll be dressed as a sissy, of course."

	He frowned and I knew why. Kelly had seen him dressed as a sissy. He'd come out to her as a transvestite and she didn't care. It wasn't that that he was concerned about, but rather Kelly meeting people even he hadn't met yet.

	"Relax Ethan, you'll be fine. It'll be fine. Trust me, they're nice people, and the better option over Markus." I then frowned. "He tried to call me, by the way."

	"Will you call him back?"

	"No. Fuck him. Francis is such a better lay, and a nicer person. "

	As Ethan prepared dinner and I enjoyed a glass of red wine, something about him felt a little off. I wasn't sure what it was, but he seemed to want to tell me something but was scared to mention it.

	"What's wrong Ethan?" I asked, expecting him to say something about Markus, or complain about Francis.

	He sighed and shook his head, and then tear rolled down his cheek. "I'm being made redundant."

	"At work?" I asked, wondering if he meant that or at home.

	He gave me a queer look. "Yes, at work. Since Tim left the company, things have gone a bit weird. Now it looks like results a bad. I knew there would be layoffs, but I thought I was important enough."

	"Oh, honey, you'll find another job."[image: Image]

	"I'm an IT tech support specialist. We're ten a penny and these days, most of that is handled remotely from India." He sighed. "And that's not all. Merrick was here today."

	Merrick was our landlord. An old man, he'd had the place for years. He wasn't a bad guy, just a little fidgety when it came to money. He didn't like people being late. "l paid him though."

	"You paid the old amount again." He said.

	"Ah shit, the direct debit. I need to change it. I'll sort it."

	Once more though, he sighed. "Babe, how are we going to afford everything? You can't pay the rent, utilities and Kelly's things from your wages?"

	"You'll sign on for a bit, we'll get by."

	"By the skin of our teeth." He moaned.

	"Honey, we'll get by. Don't worry. You'll find a new job."

	Of course, I was a rock for him. He was a sensitive guy and I needed to prop him up, otherwise he'd fall into a funk. Inside though, I was worried. Yes, we would probably manage for a couple of months, but then we'd have a tonne of credit card debt. I'd completely forgotten that our rent had shot up this year, and to fork out another five-hundred pounds this month would already put me in minus.

	Merrick was a decent enough guy. A widower, he just wanted to know the money he was owed was coming in. I could reason with him, I was sure.

	I kissed my husband and left him to cook. My daughter was in her room and maybe we'd see her for a few minutes during dinner. Still, I had time, and I had an idea.

	In the bedroom, I changed into lacy white pop-socks, a white and pink checked petticoated mini-skirt, and a white halter-neck crop blouse which highlighted my boobs. I then put on some pink Mary-Jane shoes, white lace fingerless gloves, and lots of slutty pink make-up.

	"I'll be right back." I told my sissy husband, as he stood there in his purple satin dress, mouth agape.

	"Where are you going?" He asked me.

	My plan was simple. The guy was an old man, well, recently retired, and a widower at that. He was probably a horny guy who couldn't get it up. He was always well-dressed, well-groomed, and no slob. Perhaps if I could show a bit of leg, he would give us a reprieve.

	Before I had the chance to say all that, Ethan worked it out. "No!" He gasped. "Honey, you're not a whore!"

	"I'm not going to sleep with him, just maybe flirt, give him something to think about."

	"But what if he does want to fuck you?"

	I hadn't thought about that. "He won't. He's old."

	"But if..[image: Image]

	Honestly, I hadn't thought that far ahead, so I just shrugged. I thought Ethan was going to give me a speech, but then his little skirt stood upright. I needed to get the chastity cage back on him, he couldn't walk around like that. "Honey, ice that and then put the cage back on. I expect the keys on the counter when I get back."

	"But..."

	I was done with his whining. "You seem to think you have a say in this marriage but we agreed that you don't, didn't we?"

	"Yes Mistress." He sulked.

	"Now, he isn't going to want to fuck me, but even if, it is my decision to make, isn't it?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	With that, I stomped out of the kitchen, down the little corridor, and down the flight of stairs to Merrick's door, knocking on it hard. I heard the sound of a television being muted and then groaning and footsteps. The door swung open and there stood the tall thin older man in grey trousers and a striped, white shirt. The moment he saw me, his mouth dropped open, but being the clever man he was, he quickly saw my outfit for what it was.

	"l suppose you'd better come in, young lady." He said, his deep voice rippling through me.[image: Image]

	He stepped aside and I walked into the apartment, into the old-fashioned living room. It was tidy, clean, just in need of an update.

	"So, what's this about?" He began, a smirk on his face. "Come to apologise for the delay in the five-hundred pounds, you owe me?"

	"Actually, Merrick, I wanted to talk a little bit about that. You see, I just found out that Ethan's been laid off work, and well, I'm happy to pay the money, but until he finds a new job, things will be, erm, tight. He'll find a new job fast, but I just would like to ask if we could pay you the original amount for a couple of months?"

	The man listened but said nothing, then he walked thoughtfully over to the sofa, sitting on the far left. He then tapped the place next to him, and instruction to take a seat near him. I did.

	"You see, the problem is, I didn't just raise that rent because I wanted to make more money. I raised it because the costs towards me have gone up. Over the years, I think I've been fair and transparent with you, correct?"

	"Yes sir, you have."

	He smiled at my use of sir and then continued. "Now, I'm a little disappointed in you. You could have come here, dressed normally, and asked me the same question, and you know what, we would've come to an agreement. But you've come here suggesting I'm some sort of pervert, correct?"

	I frowned. "I'm sorry." I mumbled, feeling stupid and naive.

	"Fine. You want a pervert, then you can have a pervert." He smiled, reaching over and placing a hand on my thigh. "But you see, the problem here is, you want to whore yourself for rent. I could get myself a whore, one as good looking as you would probably set me back, what? A hundred pounds? And for that money, I could do whatever I want with her, couldn't l?"

	"Yes sir." I replied, though my throat was dry. I hadn't thought about this, I'd arrogantly run in and used my body, without thinking about the consequences. "Hmm, so let's say I forgive the five hundred pounds per month, then that's five visits with a whore, right?"

	"Yes sir." 

	"Where I can do whatever I want? Correct?"

	"Yes sir."

	"So..." His hand moved up my legs and under my little skirt. "Does that mean I [image: Image]can do whatever I want with you, five times a month?"

	I gulped. I hadn't factored for any of this, but as this man pulled my panties aside, he had to feel how wet I was getting, how horny this was making me. I felt like a filthy whore, a cheap whore. "A hundred pounds is probably for a classy whore." I said, but my brain was screaming at me. What the fuck are you doing? Why are you making it worse?

	His grin extended and his fingers entered me. "Are you suggesting you are a cheap whore?"

	"Yes." My voice was hiss, barely a whisper.

	"Hmm... Yes you are." He nodded, fingering me properly now. "So I can pretty much use you when I like?"

	"When I'm home, yes." I said. And then I'm not sure why, but I added, "My husband's a sissy slut."

	The fingers stopped and for a moment, I thought he found that disgusting, but the smile returned, a lecherous one, like the cat who caught the mouse. "Oh, you have that sort of relationship? Well, well, Christie, I hadn't expected you to be such a minx. Oh, how I wish you'd come to me sooner, the fun we could've had! Yes, let's agree I can have use of you and your husband, say, ten times a month, then I'm happy to forgo the five hundred." He removed his hand from my pussy and then undid his trousers, standing to remove them and his blue silk boxer shorts, only to sit back down. "Why don't you get over my lap so daddy can spank you for being a naughty girl?"

	"Yes daddy." I said in faux sadness, before moving into position.

	His hands roamed my backside, squeezing at them. Then he pulled down the little knickers, pulling them off me and then pressing them against his face and inhaling. "Oh, you smell sweet, darling."

	Then I felt the first slap, hard, in place, and it made me yelp. Then another, and another, before stopping for another grope. Beneath me, his cock jutted into my gut, hard as a rock. How stupid of me for believing this man couldn't get it up!

	"You know, I have a friend of mine, he likes married women too." He said. "He runs the car dealership just north of here, up near St. Albans. I should give him a call. I'm sure he'll have a lot of fun with you."

	"Yes daddy!" I gasped, feeling his finger press into my anus now. Fuck, why was this turning me on? I was being groped by a dirty old man, certain no man I found attractive in any way.

	"Up on all fours." He said, standing up himself to position himself behind me.

	My heart raced as I realised I had indeed become a whore, a whore for rent, but a whore all the same. But the moment I realised what I was thinking, I felt my body shake in a mini-orgasm. Fuck, I was a whore!

	As his long but thin cock slid into me, he gave a satisfied groan. He wasn't fast in his movements, but he was strong, firm, like he had something to prove. Each shove inside me made me cry out with a grunt. This wasn't anything romantic, just sheer dominance, possession. Yes, the sex with Francis was amazing, but there was something amazing about the feeling of just being a cheap, dirty whore.

	I went back to my husband with a cunt full of cum. Without a word, I grinned and curled a finger at the sissy, beckoning him to the bedroom. "Eat me." I said, forcing him to lick up of the cum. Merrick knew he'd be doing it, he'd told me to make him eat it, and I was in no position to say no.

	"Here's the deal." I said to my husband. "He knows you're a sissy. He knows I'm a whore. We don't need to pay the extra anymore, but he gets to use us ten times a month."

	"Us?" He asked.

	"You too." I grinned. "Suck it up, buttercup. If he gets to fuck me, he gets to fuck you. We're cheap whores now, get used to it."

	"Fuck!" He snapped, and I thought it was too much for him. "Now I wish I waited to put my cage back on!"

	Okay, that made me laugh.

	Merrick

	"William, dear boy, long time!" I said down the line.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Indeed it has." Bill chuckled. "l assume you're calling to tell me you have a new little conquest? At least, I hope you're back in the game. It's been too long, my boy!"

	"Low thirties I think. American. Lives upstairs with her sissy."

	Bill and I had known each other for years, but we'd met each other in rather an unusual manner. Bill Mayhew had been having an affair with my late wife, then girlfriend, and coincidentally, I had been sleeping with Bill's wife, also then girlfriend. This was at the beginning of the eighties, back when we both were in college. When all this came out, rather than get angry with each other, we turned it into a bit of fun for all of us, until one day, during a four-way session, Bill ended up accidentally licking my cock whilst I was fucking Bill's wife. Rather than get upset, I was game for anything, so I took my cock out and waved it at Bill, who shrugged and just went and sucked it. And so we discovered the joys of man-on-man sex too.

	As we began to explore our sexuality, we began to wonder what other fun we could have. Bill's father was quite well-off and he had connections in the Conserva[image: Image]tive party. It just so happened that he had an invitation to a place in East London, very hush-hush, called Stock. Bill thought it was some sort of swinger's club, but what he found was his introduction to the world of cuckolding and sissification.

	The next time Bill went, he took me with him, along with the ladies, and just like that, we found our thing. Over the years, even after Stock closed down, Bill and l, and our wives, took pride in the stable of sissies and lovers we had.

	After Anna, my wife, was diagnosed with cancer, I let all our sissies and lovers go, dedicating my time to my beloved wife. And after she passed, I thought I would never enjoy the delights of cuckolding again. How delightful then was it, to find out that the one tenant I'd had eyes for all these years, but had believed to be too prim and proper, was, in fact, perfect for me.

	"That's interesting that she was on your doorstep all this time." Said Bill, "and quite the coincidence. I just promoted my receptionist to sales. She's been pretty dour all these years, but today she scrubbed up very nicely. I'm thinking about seeing if she wants to be inducted into the club."

	I chuckled. Bill was forever trying to get women he worked with in the past, until he almost got sued. Then he vowed never to touch them again. "Back to shitting where you eat again?"

	"Well, no, but, there's something about her." He then became almost conspirative. "You know, I honestly get the feeling she's already one of us."

	"Really?" I asked, curiosity piqued. "How so?"

	"Just how she has changed lately."

	"But if she is, you know what that means, right?"

	There was a sigh on the line. "Yes." Bill mused. "One of Markus' girls."

	I knew all about Markus Brown and the women he had all over town. In the past, getting a married woman and turning her and her husband into a slave bitch was almost too easy, but then Markus Brown showed up on the scene, with his gang of thugs. Suddenly, all the women wanted Markus, like he was some sort of sex god.

	"The same goes for your girl too." Bill told me.

	"Maybe, but I get the feeling Markus isn't involved, or not anymore. She's desperate."

	"Very interesting." Bill mused. "Keep me informed. I'll try to find out more about mine. Maybe we can play again, Erica would love that."

	"I'm sure!" I said, remembering Bill's pretty wife. "Send my love."

	"l will darling."

	His use of darling made me buzz, remembering the joys of sex with him, forbidden pleasures that made me lick my lips. "l do miss your cock sweetheart."

	"l miss yours." Said Bill softly. "l miss you very much."

	"We'll see each other soon. Hopefully with a gaggled of sissies and women too!"

	"Wonderful darling! I'll hold you to it. Speak soon. Love you."

	"Love you too, sweetie. Good night!"

	As I ended the call, I sighed and smiled. It was gone eight, but I was horny again. However, speaking to Bill had made me crave something other than pussy. A nice sissy, yes, wonderful.

	I pulled my phone out, not wanting to knock on the door when their kid was at home. So, I texted instead. "Come see me now. Appropriately attired. M." I wrote to Ethan.

	The message changed to read, then the dots appeared. "Yes Sir."

	Fifteen minutes later, the sissy was gliding into my bedroom in his pretty purple dress. I made him stand there as I ran my hands over his body, feeling his caged penis. "Good sissy." I said, glad to find him locked. "Knees, cock, suck."

	He dropped to his knees and immediately took my dick in his mouth. He was [image: Image]clearly experienced, a good, trained sissy, so very little work for me, wonderful. I especially liked how he salivated as he sucked, loving the taste of my penis. I only wish I had told the wife to come too, if at least to watch. No, enough time, another time.

	When I pushed him onto the bed and pushed my lubricated cock into his tight rectum, he let out a long, satisfied moan. This was a man who had learned to appreciate the benefits of receiving cock, rather than giving it. "Now I know we agreed ten sessions with your wife, but I think with you being at home most of the time, I think we can maybe extend that agreement. Let's say, I can use you as much as I like, all day if needs be, and sometimes, all night, and how about we forget about rent?"

	"Really?" Ethan gasped.

	"Really darling. But you are mine to play with, my sissy. I own you for the period."

	"l need to confer with my wife."

	"Of course. Let me know tomorrow, darling."

	Money wasn't in short supply, but a nice sissy was a little harder. It would also save me some money, because I wouldn't need a cleaner anymore.

	As I rammed into his tiny little bottom, I ran my hands over his smooth, waxed backside. Such a pretty backside, a sexy little bottom. Gosh, it turned me on so much. And was he clenching? Mmm, such a good boy, a good sissy. "Oh baby, you're turning me on. I'm going to cum."

	"Yes daddy, cum in me."

	"Daddy huh? Someone's been talking. Nice, I'll be your daddy too."

	It was building inside me, I couldn't hold back, until I plunged forward one last time, deep, and then my cum poured out of me, filling his tight little bottom.[image: Image]

	I held him tight, kissing him all over, rubbing him. Did I really want to send him home? Hmm... "Your conversation can wait. Spend the night with me." I said.

	"Well, I should really...[image: Image]

	"It wasn't a request, sweetheart." "Oh, then, of course, daddy."

	"Good girl." I said, kissing him.

	Ethan

	Everything in my brain told me I wasn't gay. I certainly wasn't attracted to this man. But I fucking loved being fucked by him, and I loved that I felt that I had no choice but to serve him. If I didn't maybe I'd lose everything, I'd make our family homeless. I had no choice but to be a gay sissy whore for this old man, and boy, did that turn me on!

	And now I had the option to let our family live rent-free. To be real whores. Yes, I wanted that so much, I wanted to dedicate my life to this man, but why? Why did I feel this way? Why did this humiliation make me so freakin' horny all the fucking time?

	I needed his cock in me again. He'd gone soft, but we had all night, and he [image: Image]couldn't stop feeling me up, touching me. His lips never left my body, it felt so possessive. But of course, I was his, his slave, his sissy.[image: Image]

	"Fuck me again." I whispered.

	"Of course darling." He replied. "But you need to get me hard again. Lips, my boy, lips."

	He'd had that cock in my ass, but still, I had to do it, I had to be a dirty slut, a foul whore. I slid down and sucked, and a shiver went down my spine. Yes, this was my destiny, to be a dirty gay whore for old men.[image: Image]

	 


Ten

	Simone

	Interestingly, Markus called me last night, wanted to find out what I was up to. He clearly wanted a booty call, but after the great day I had, I just wanted to celebrate with Derek. It was such a rewarding feeling to know that I was moving up in the world, even if it wasn't what I studied for. I think studying diplomacy and such like helped me to recognise the client's needs faster. Perhaps that's my special skill.

	In my first day, I made three sales. Most salespeople didn't make three sales in a week, I made them in a day. All three were men, and that clearly pissed off the other salesmen, because they thought I was flirting to make the sale and that wasn't fair. Perhaps I was flirting, but I didn't give a shit what they thought of me.

	My move to sales made me feel better about myself, so when Markus called, I just ignored the call. I didn't need to fuck other men to make me feel better. I had a family, a great husband, and that was what was important.

	I wasn't the only one with good news though. Derek received a phone call from Kelvin to state the people he met really liked him. Now it was down to financials, contract and such, all admin stuff, but Derek worried he might be too expensive for them, after all, he received commission; so when you factored in the commission and base to come up with a comfortable monthly wage, it may seem a little high, even though it really wasn't.

	The following day, I dressed up flirty again, in an ivory silk blouse, a thick lacy white bralette clearly visible underneath the thin blouse, a tight shiny red miniskirt, and white stockings. Even Harry commented that there were upsides to having me in front of house.

	Again, another day and another quick sale. I had a knack for it, clearly. By the afternoon, Bill called me into the office to tell me that I was fast on-track to becoming salesperson of the month.

	"l wanted to ask." He began slowly. "What brought on this change? Can I be honest?"

	I shrugged. "Sure."

	"You were a bit frumpy before. No offense like, but you dressed down. Now this huge change. There was another girl who worked for me in the past, went through the same thing. Turned out she was having an affair and it did wonders for her confidence. But I've met your Derek, he's a nice guy. Wouldn't want you and him to be having problems."

	I grinned, glad to see he was such a caring boss. "I'll be honest with you, yes, I had an affair, and yes, being wanted does wonders for a woman's confidence; but Derek knows. Erm, it's complicated."

	He leaned forward as if about to conspire in something, but then said softly,

	"Like swingers?"

	"Sort of." I said, blushing. "Erm, well, I'm allowed to, he isn't."

	Sitting back, he opened his mouth in recognition, then nodded. "Got it. He's a cuckold."

	Hearing that from my boss' mouth surprised me. I hadn't expected him to know such a dynamic existed, but I guessed it wasn't as unusual as I had thought. "You know about such things?"

	Bill chuckled a little. "Oh, the wife and I used to be part of a club. I was what was [image: Image]termed a bull, and we'd meet these women and their husbands and play around a bit. Usually the husband was submissive, sometimes liked to dress up in little dresses. They're called sissies."

	[image: Image]"Yes I know." I said, still surprised that he knew.

	"Oh is Derek..."

	"No, not yet." I said, but then I realised what I'd said. "l mean, no, he isn't." But Bill had caught it and smiled, and I could see the cogs working. They were working in my head too. I'd spent years feeling downtrodden, working the system and coming up empty. Men hate women who use their bodies to get to the top, but give us and equal footing, and equal chance, and equal pay, and men would find themselves out of a job. We never had an equal footing, not while men rule the world.

	"We're just starting in this lifestyle." I began. "But I would love someone experienced to...take me...under their wing."

	Bill licked his lips and stared at me, analysing me. He knew exactly what I was playing at, and I knew his game too. Well, clearly playtime was over; or maybe just [image: Image]beginning, depending on how you looked at it. "Lock the door and then get on your knees."

	I stood without hesitation, even though my nerves buzzed. I tried to remain composed, show that I was in control. After locking the door, I gathered my long hair and pulled it over one shoulder, and then grabbed a pillow from the small sofa he had in the office, placing it on the floor for me to kneel on. He stepped over and without a single word, I reached up, unbuckled his belt, and dropped his pants, grabbing his semi-erect cock and rubbing it a couple of times before threading it into my mouth.

	He wasn't huge. A little above average, maybe six-inches, but the thing went really fat in the middle, which was interesting.

	"That's a good girl." Bill said, a satisfied smirk on his face as I looked up at him. He was into that, eye-contact, and I was too, but I could feel it in his cock, the moment we locked eyes and I showed him my submission, it made him hard as a rock.[image: Image]

	"l need you to bend over the desk."

	"Yes sir!" I purred in my most feminine way.

	"You're not a screamer, are you?"

	"I'll bite my hand."

	"Good."

	He was good. For his age, the man had stamina and he had drive. I found myself climaxing twice to his cock before he came in me. He was even kind enough to hand me tissues when he was done. The other bizarre thing was, I didn't feel guilty or dirty for doing it, I didn't feel the remorse I felt after the other night.[image: Image]

	"l would like this to be a regular thing." He said to me. "l want you to be mine, my plaything. The same goes for your husband. Tell me, does he suck cock?"

	"l think in time, he can."

	"Very good. We can work on him. I want you to talk to him about the idea of you two becoming my new project. It's not a quick decision, I know, so take your time, so long as I can continue to have you when I want to."

	"You can." I smiled, feeling giddy at the idea of becoming a sex slave to my boss. At the same time, I didn't want to just do this and get nothing from it. "I'm going to be dead honest though, if I'm to be your sex slave, then I want preferential treatment at work."

	Bill scoffed as I said that. "If the others find out..." He laughed.

	"Yeah, not my problem." But then I had a thought. "Or, you tell them that they can have a go too."

	That caught his attention, and he stared at me as I began dressing, rubbing the stubble on his chin. "Okay, but only the salesguys. I don't want the mechanics getting involved."

	"Deal."

	Once again, he began laughing. "Jesus fucking Christ. Simone Bailey, a fucking slut. Who'd've thought it?"

	I grinned at him. "Yeah, I fuckin' am. So what?"[image: Image]

	"Nothing love. Nothing at all."

	Suddenly, it dawned on me what I'd just signed up to. I'd be getting raises and promotions, sure, but I'd be the sales department bike. Five salesmen, thankfully youngish, attractive on the whole, and all will get the chance to use me whenever they like. "However they like." I said suddenly.

	"You can all use me however you like."

	His grin turned dark. "Oh, that's gonna be one sore arsehole."[image: Image]

	"Here's hoping."

	Debbie

	It had been over a month since I'd seen Markus, and in that time, I'd become a [image: Image][image: Image]chain-smoker, and a whore. I serviced Markus' friends in the evening, and had my own ads in the back pages of some local newspapers, so I serviced three or four men during the day too. Never did I imagine that I'd become a prostitute, but after my life fell apart, I was left with no other choice.

	I was once at the top of my game, a real winner. I ran a huge sales organisation, and I was good at it. Then Markus came into my life and I couldn't get enough of him. He invaded my thoughts, my dreams, and at work, I could only think of the pleasure he gave me. Sure, women had orgasms all the time, but this was more than that, better than any drug. Even just thinking about what he did to me brought me off.

	Then he said I was clingy, distanced himself from me. My work began to suffer and my bosses put me on warning. But when Christie-Ann and her dipshit husband [image: Image]came into my life, I thought all that would be solved. I thought things would be better and Markus would want me again. When Christie screwed me over, I thoughtI'd kill her.

	After that, I began looking for sex wherever I could find it, and when my boss told me that he was going to have to let me go, I even threw myself at him, tried to get him to fuck me, but he was too much the professional. Of course, everyone heard about it. I couldn't get a job anywhere in my industry.

	I suppose I could've changed industries, gone elsewhere, but I needed sex. I needed to cum. I fucking masturbated at work when I was there. And honestly, I'd fucked a few men too, which was sort of public knowledge.[image: Image]

	Eventually, even Tim said he was done. Said either I change or he leaves. I'm embarrassed to say that I hit him, not BDSM spanking, I punched him in the face re-peatedly. I'm not proud, I'm disgusting. He ran away, and to add salt to the wounds, he moved in with Markus of all people.

	That Markus was still sending men my way was a surprise, but I supposed it was his way of reinforcing the fact that I was just a filthy whore to him, nothing else. I didn't expect to hear from him ever again, so seeing his name come up on my phone made me pause and stare.

	"Markus?" I gasped.

	"Hey Debbie, sorry it's been so long. Busy innit?" His deep voice rumbled. "You got a minute?"

	"Yes Markus, anything for you."

	"Yeah good, good. Listen, you still in contact with that American bint? Christie?" He asked. The name itself felt like bitter venom in my blood. I cringed the moment he said the name.

	"No." I spat, making it clear to him that it was a sore subject.[image: Image]

	He was quiet for a moment, then said, "I've got a proposition for you. You can move in here with your sissy and you will both work as my maids, got that?"

	"Yes! Yes!"

	[image: Image]"l can fuck you when I like, and you'll fuck whoever I like. You'll sell your place and move in with me, you'll give me the money from the sale, got that?"

	"Of course! Anything!" I gasped. Could this be real? Was this finally my chance to [image: Image]be with the sexiest man in the world? Oh my god! Oh my god! "What do I need to

	"l need you to speak to a couple of women for me. Women who have been ghosting me."

	"Ghosting you?" Who'd be so stupid to do that? The man was a sex god, why would anyone ghost him? Then again, why did Christie-Ann say no to his offer?

	Something told me she was one of the women.

	"Christie's one of them." He said. Fucking cunt! "Another is a girl who I met recently through her friend. I'm doing the friend, but this tart Simone is more my type. You know, the homely, prim housewife type, like you were when I met you."

	"Yes." I said, still pissed about the fact that I needed to find women for him when he could just have me all the time. "If you are fucking the friend, why don't you ask her?"

	"We don't have that sort of relationship. Her sissy is a billionaire tech genius, and I don't wanna mess that up, could come in handy later."

	That made sense. But what guarantee did I have that he wouldn't just change his mind. "And after that I can just move in?"

	"No." He said. Oh here we go, I thought. "You can move in now. I trust you to do what you are told, and I'll use you for finding women. I think you've been punished enough, so pack your sluttiest things and come on over. Burn the rest."

	OH MY GOD! I wanted to squeal! I wanted to shout! This was it, this was finally my time. "l won't let you down. I'll get them back to you and then some."

	"l somehow doubt that. I just wanna find out why they're ghosting me. I have feeling someone else is involved, and it isn't a change of heart."

	"I'm on it."

	"Good. Get your arse over here. I wanna make sure that pussy is as tight as I remember it."

	This was my dream come true. Sure, Tim would be there, but I'm sure he'll forgive me. It was a moment of madness, surely he understood that?

	Not wasting any time, I grabbed a suitcase and just began throwing my sexiest [image: Image]clothes in there. I pretty much only wore sexy and slutty clothes these days, after all, my body was my money earner. Then once the suitcase was full, I found Christie-Ann's name in my phone and dialled. It rang for a long time, right up until I was about to hang up, and then I heard, "Hello?"

	"Christie?" I asked.

	There was a momentary pause, then recognition. "Hello Debbie. So he got you to call me, find out what's going on, huh?"

	"Something like that."

	"And let me guess, he promised you could come live with him if you convinced me to come back to him?"

	"No!" I snapped, wanting to prove her wrong. "Actually, he said I can live with him just for finding out why you're ghosting him."

	"Oh, nice of him. Well, you can tell him I've found someone else. Someone better."

	"Lies!" I snarled. "There's no-one better."

	She chuckled, a condescending tone which made me want to hurl the phone at the wall. "Actually, I thought the same, until I met Francis. He's better in bed, and he's nicer too. And my whole family is moving in with him and his wife Asma, and her ex-husband, Candy."

	Could it really be? Had she found someone better? Who was this Francis? No, she was insane, that's what it was. Insane fucking yank. "Bullshit. You're making shit up.

	It's some sort of play."

	"It isn't. Anyway, don't call me again, like all cancers, I want you out of my life." The call ended.

	For a moment, I wanted to call Markus, tell him the bad news, but then I realised that he might get angry, tell me not to bother coming. No, I'd wait, pretend to speak to her later, once I'm settled. Yes, I'd tell him tonight, pretend to speak to her later.


Eleven

	Simone

	I didn't recognise the number but not one to miss an opportunity, I picked up the call and heard a woman's voice on the other side. Debbie didn't hide the fact that she was a friend of Markus', but asked for a moment to hear her out. She then went on to explain that Markus was sad that I was ghosting him and that he was sorry for sending someone else that first time, but he wasn't sure I was serious about this lifestyle. Therefore, she wanted to know if the experience was not what I thought it would be.

	For a moment, I considered lying to her, saying that it was indeed not for me, but I couldn't help but be honest with her. "Really, it was great, but just not what I had in mind. In the end, I met someone who could satisfy my needs a little better." "Oh god, please tell me his name isn't Francis Montgomery?" Debbie asked.

	"What?" I asked, confused. "No, who's that?"

	"Oh, never mind."

	"No, his name is Bill Meyhew, actually."

	"Okay, well, thanks anyway. I'll let Markus know you're off the market."

	The market. The meat market. Why did that cause my pussy to throb? "Thanks Debbie. Sorry to disappoint."

	"No, no. It's fine." She then paused, considering her next words. "Simone, maybe we could meet for a drink one day? Exchange stories?"

	This was some random stranger. Why would I want to meet up with her? "l mean, I don't know you..."

	"l know. I don't have many friends, not ones in this lifestyle. I'd like to make some."

	She sounded like a nice woman, and her sad voice made me feel a little guilty for rejecting her. "Okay, well, I'm kind of busy at work, but I finish at five. How about we meet after then one day?"

	"Does tomorrow work?"

	Damn, why did I feel like I didn't want to meet this woman? "Sure, tomorrow works." I told her where I worked and she said she knew it, suggesting we meet at a café St. Albans.

	After the call ended, I felt a little twitch in my gut. Something just didn't feel right about the woman, but I'd been wrong about my gut feelings before, I wasn't the best judge of character, to be fair. It was also possible that this woman calling me about my sex life from random thin air rose a red flag for me, which also wasn't entirely fair on her because of how small this community probably was. Sex as a [image: Image]private thing kind of went out of the window once we brought outside people into it, and if she'd been in this lifestyle a while, then maybe that was it.

	Still, I decided to call Diane and ask her if she knew of Debbie. "Hey Diane, how are you?"

	"I'm great!" She gushed. "How are you babes?"

	"Good. So, I arranged a meet with Markus, but in the end, he didn't come." I told her. "He sent someone else instead."

	"Oh!" She cooed. "Was it Filipe? Or was it Clint?"

	"Er, no, Brett."

	"Ah! Yes, Brett. He's a bit cocky but a good lay. Had him a few times."

	"So, it's normal that Markus doesn't always come?"

	The woman giggled. "Honey, he's one man. He can't be everywhere at the same time." She laughed. Damn, that was a good point.

	"l kind of thought he would come." I sighed.

	"Babe, he runs his own construction company. He has multiple lovers, so he can't always be there. So, he has a collection of friends who he verifies are able to provide almost as good a service, so that nobody leaves disappointed."[image: Image]

	"Oh." Actually, that made good sense, especially if most women cuckolding their husbands did it for the roleplay and not to fall in love. "l didn't consider it that way. Erm, so I kind of got a little pissed about that and ghosted him."

	Diane sighed but it wasn't one of frustration but rather understanding. "Yeah, I get that. Your first time, he should've been there for you. He likes to test people."

	"Yeah, that's what I heard."

	"He's not the sharpest tool in the shed, but he'll not like you ghosting him either."

	I decided now would be a good time to bring up Debbie, try to get some more information, but when I mentioned her name Diane said she'd never heard of her before. I shouldn't have been surprised, I guessed that they didn't all hang out in some sort of club.

	"Meet her though." Diane said. "l think it would be good to expose yourself to new ideas." 

	"Yeah, maybe. Thanks Diane."

	"Anytime."

	Then a thought entered my head, or rather, a name. "Hey, do you know the name Francis Montgomery?"

	The phone went silent for a moment. "Tech boss. Competitor to Kelvin's company. Why?"[image: Image]

	"Well, I've started fucking my boss. Turns out he's big into cuckolds and sissies. Anyway, when Debbie found out, she asked if it was Francis Montgomery. I'd never heard the name before, that's why I asked."

	"Now that is interesting!" Said Diane. "Let me talk to Kelvin and I'll get back to you."

	The nod of approval to meet Debbie by Diane made me relax somewhat. I was clearly worried about nothing, overthinking things. In the meantime though, all this talk was making me horny, and given how slow things were at work today, I decided to get myself some cock.

	"Harry?" I said slowly.[image: Image]

	"Yeah?" He didn't even look up from his PC. Clearly, Bill hadn't told him about the deal yet.

	"Fancy a fuck?" That got his attention.

	Harry looked over at me with wide eyes. "You serious?"

	"Yeah. I'm horny."

	He sat there for a moment, trying to read me, to see if this was some sort of ploy to get him in trouble, but at the end of the day, I was a hot woman offering my body to him, and he was a red-blooded male. "Go on then."

	We both stood and walked into an old storeroom which was unused. He locked the door whilst I unbuttoned my little satin blouse, exposing my black lace bra, and pulled up the tiny black mini-skirt. He stared at the stockings and garters, licking his lips as he found I wasn't wearing knickers. "Fuck." He gasped, then scrambled to pull off his trousers, rubbing his cock to get it hard. "Bill better not find out about this."

	"I'm fucking Bill too. I've made an agreement that you're all allowed to use me as your slut."

	"You serious?" He asked as he took me in his arms.

	"Yeah. I'm cuckolding my husband. I wanna be a slut."

	"Then fuck yes!" He said, planting his lips on mine. He was a sloppy kisser, too much tongue, but in the situation, I didn't mind. My hands found his dick and rubbed it to full strength, then dropped to my knees to suck it a bit. "Oh wow, fuck, your mouth is amazing."

	I glugged a little, deep-throating him, which given he wasn't the largest in the world wasn't that difficult. Then I stood and turned around, bending over an old desk and looking back at him; the signal to stick it in me.

	Harry didn't last long, but I didn't care. I just wanted to get used, not to have an orgasm; that would be for my mind-orgasm later.

	When we walked out of that room, I felt cum drizzle down my thigh towards my stocking. I reached down and wiped it with a finger, before sticking the finger in my mouth. Harry gave me a cocky smirk but rather than return to the desk, he walked directly over to Eric and told him what I'd said. Eric stared back at me, then looked up at Harry. "Bullshit!"

	"Not bullshit. She just told me. I just fucked her." Then Harry looked over at me.

	"Didn't I Simone?"

	"Yep." I called back.

	Instantly, Eric jumped to his feet and walked over, reaching out a hand. "My turn then." He said, pulling me to my feet. I giggled as I saw Harry move over to the other men in the sales team to give them the news. Well, at least my slow day wasn't so slow anymore.

	Christie-Ann

	Just a couple of days in and I was beginning to regret the deal I'd made with Merrick. The guy was constantly horny, and if it wasn't me he was fucking, it was Ethan. It wasn't that sex that bothered me, but the fact that it was hanging over me, the fact that we were living rent free now, that he could essentially do what he wanted with us.

	Thankfully, tonight would be a free night for Ethan and l. For the first time,

	Ethan would meet Francis and Asma. Ethan would be fully dressed up, hot-pink lacy lingerie, women's white trousers, ivory blouse. The lingerie was fully visible, of course. With the make-up he had on, he looked like an effeminate male, or a femboy, which was exactly what I wanted.

	The restaurant was a tasteful up-market place not far from Francis' place. Of course, Asma was in her traditional Islamic robes, though I now knew the real meaning of them for her, whilst Francis was in a plain light-blue shirt, and smart dark grey trousers. He shook hands with Ethan warmly, then placed his lips on mine and gave me a long, possessive kiss.

	"Please, sit." Said Asma. Then she smiled at Ethan and said, "You look exquisite, Ethan. Very pretty."

	"Thank you, Asma." He replied softly.

	"Goddess Asma from now on, please." She smiled.

	"Of course, Goddess."

	"Good sissy." She said.

	After the waitress took our order, Francis began to ask a little more about us and about our lives. I told him all about our Mormon upbringing and how we arrived in the UK, and the problems we faced after. "You are no longer religious?" Asma asked.

	"No." I replied. "Are you?"

	Again, that sweet smile of hers. "No. I'm not sure I ever really was. Rather, it was just expected of me." 

	"Like us."

	"I'm happier now."

	"Life has a funny way of working out. I think our coming together was unplanned, but rather than just embed ourselves in sorrow and regret, we decided to do something with it. Now, finding this, I think it's enlightened us as to what is important." I sighed. "l came so close to making such a bad decision though." I said, remembering the deal I almost made with Markus and Debbie.

	Asma placed a hand on mine, her soft skin warming my hand a little. "And yet you didn't."

	Still, Francis wanted to know more. "Tell me about this fellow."

	"Markus?" I asked. "Well, he's nothing much to look at, honestly. But in bed, he's got this gift. It's like a drug, he makes women want to come back, want more. You have the same gift."

	"He sounds like an ideal candidate for the app."

	"l don't know." I told him. "He's very possessive. Personally, I think he sees you as competition. There is this woman, Debbie, she's obsessed with him to the point I think she'd kill. Insane. Ah well, I guess I was too. I was going to pack my daughter off to Switzerland, for crying out loud."

	Francis nodded. "Still, I'd like to meet the chap. Please try to set something up."

	Then he turned to Ethan. "What about you Ethan? What is it you do for work?" 

	"Well, I was an Enterprise IT Support technician. Unfortunately, I was made redundant this week." Ethan sighed.

	"Oh, well, that's terrible." Frowned Francis. "But maybe good news for us. We're always looking for new people. Why don't you send me your CV and I'll see where we can put you? The good news is, there is no need to hide the fact that you're a sissy at our company."

	"That would be amazing. Thank you, Francis."

	"Don't thank me yet, just send me the CV and I'll see what we can do for you."

	Francis and Ethan then talked Al and technology, whilst Asma and I talked sissification. Of course, I wanted to know about why she castrated her husband, to which she explained it was a fetish of his, but the more she read about it, the more it turned her on.

	"What did it feel like when you did it?" I asked with excitement. [image: Image]"Power." She giggled. "l don't think I ever felt such a rush of power."

	"Doesn't it bother you that you can only do it once?" I asked.

	"Once on him. I'll do it again, one day, when we find the right person. I guess not Ethan?" She replied softly.

	I smiled. "I'll be lying if I said I hadn't considered it." Then to spice things up, I looked over at Ethan. "Honey, how do you feel about castration?"

	Ethan visibly gulped. "For animals?" He asked softly, knowing full well that wasn't what I meant. I shook my head slowly, with a dark smile. His lower lip trembled and then he swallowed. With a dry throat, he practically whispered, "Hot, Mistress."

	Biting my bottom lip, I turned to Asma with a grin. "Shall we do it?"

	"Tonight?"

	"Yeah!"

	"Take away his balls? His manhood?"

	"Mmmm..."

	From the look on Ethan's face, I could see he just creamed his panties, and unfortunately, that meant he would have a huge stain on his trousers. He would have to hope they dried before we left, but even if they did, he'd still have a stain, I was sure of it.

	"Back to our place after dinner?" Francis asked.

	"Sure!" I said with glee.

	"Excellent. Well, dinner will be a few more minutes, I think. Ethan, why don't you [image: Image]climb under the table and show me how good you are with your mouth?"

	Again, Ethan gulped, then nodded. "Yes Master."

	Two hours later, we were at Francis and Asma's place. Silvia and Craig were both out, and Candy was still in the hospital, so it was just the four of us.[image: Image]

	As Francis and I made out on the sofa, his wondering hands roaming over my now naked body, Asma had Ethan kneeling in his lingerie, staring at us. I heard her talking to him, belittling him.

	"Look how much happier she is with a real man." She said. "Look sissy, look. Just admit that you are a failure as a man. Admit you are happier as a sissy. You're a nobody, sissy, less than a piece of shit. Admit it. Say it."

	"l am. I'm less than a piece of shit."

	"But you know we like you like that, don't you? It's your destiny and we love that."

	"Yes Goddess."

	"You'll never fuck her again, will you? Promise me."

	"Never! I promise, I'll never fuck her again."

	"Good sissy! Good! I'm proud of you. Proud that you are not a real man. Now, he's about to enter her pussy, watch and then feel what I do to you."

	As Francis entered my pussy, Asma pressed her boot down on Ethan's balls, even balancing herself on them as he cried out. "Remember that pain. Remember that you deserve it. You wish to live in pain, don't you?"

	"Yes Goddess!" He cried.

	When Francis first fucked me, it was amazing, but watching Asma step on my husband's balls and choke him whilst Francis fucked me was like icing on the cake. I never took myself for a sadist, but fuck, this was amazing to watch. Ethan was crying, suffering, and yet his cock was purple it swelled so much.

	"If you live here, this will be your life, forever. But you want that, don't you?" I [image: Image]called over to Ethan.

	"Yes Mistress! Yes! I want that so much!" Ethan screamed, and Asma jumped up again onto his right testicle again. Once more, Ethan cried out.

	"Oh, I think it popped!" Giggled Asma.

	Sure enough, when she lifted her foot off him, it was swollen. Immediately, Ethan began to get worried, but I was a nurse and I'd seen worse. "Put ice on it, it'll be fine." I told him, just as I climaxed for the first time. This was the best night of my life.


Twelve

	Markus

	I couldn't believe I was back in this damned house again, the place felt like a mausoleum, but I needed keep a brave face and try to get these old men to fucking retire. And why the fuck did we need to meet at Merrick's place? At least Bill had some fucking class, but Merrick...ah, man, I shouldn't be too hard on the old geezer; his wife died recently I think.

	"Here you go." Merrick said, dropping the cup and saucer of milky sweet tea down.

	"Cheers man." I replied. "Where's Bill?"

	"He'll get here in a bit." Said Merrick. "So to what do we owe the pleasure?"

	"l think we should wait until Bill gets here."

	"Up to you." Shrugged Merrick.

	The sound of the grandfather clock ticking created an uncomfortable silence. I felt the need to fill it, so I asked how he was doing since his wife passed.

	"Oh, not bad." The old man said. "l mean, we knew it was coming."

	[image: Image]"Yeah, big C, right?"

	"Indeed." He didn't expand further.

	Fuck, where was Bill? "So, erm, got anything else going?"

	A huge smirk appeared on the old man's face and it was clear that he had.

	"Actually, the upstairs neighbour. They had money troubles so I gave them a break in return for some favours."

	"Lucky man."

	Just then the doorbell went and Merrick let Bill in. The other man looked frustrated that he had to be there and mumbled something about a business to run, as if I had nothing else to do either. Still, I needed to get them to understand that I was in charge and that I wouldn't accept them poaching my women.

	"Listen, I know you're seeing one of my girls." I told Bill. "Simone. I need you to knock that off."

	"l seem to remember the woman gets to make the decision."

	"You know it ain't that simply. I put in the work and you then take it? Not okay man. We had rules, if you remember?" I said, pointing out a previous discussion from years ago. The twitch on Bill's lips made it clear that he knew the agreement, but I also knew that at Bill's age, he wasn't about to give up without a fight. I decided to try a different tack, just to get things moving in my direction. "But I'm willing to share, if you are?"

	Bill licked his lips. "I'm listening."

	"Invite me to an orgy. I can get a few men together if you can't?"

	"l can get the men, don't worry." He said.

	"Does that mean we have a deal?" I asked him.

	"Fine."

	Merrick stood. "Splendid! Now gentlemen, now that's all settled, my latest project is coming by with her sissy. They were away last night, so I get them both today, but if you fancy staying, you're both more than welcome to partake."

	Hmm, did I really want to stay behind to see two old men do a woman and a sissy? Not really, but I was intrigued as to who they would be doing. "Sure, why not?"

	"Wonderful. Does anyone need a Viagra?"

	"l do." Said Bill.

	Ha! Old men! "I'm good." I smirked.

	Some twenty minutes later, there was a knock on the door. Merrick went to greet his sluts, whilst Bill and I waited in the living room, listening to Merrick explain that he had guests and the two were to behave. However, when I heard them say they would, a strange curiosity overcame me. The voices were familiar, Americans...could it be?

	Sure enough, the moment Christie-Ann and her sissy walked into the room, she made a gasp as she realised I was there.

	"Markus!" She gasped.

	Suddenly, I began to realise just how important this little meeting was. If there was ever a way to get Christie-Ann back, it would be this way. "Well, well, well, Christie! My, serving two masters. How would your precious Francis feel about this? And I hear you're planning on moving in with him, well I'm not sure he'd be too happy about this, would he?"

	Her face paled even more than it was. That smooth white porcelain skin, a perfect contrast to my dark brown. "Markus, please!" She whispered.

	"What's this?" Merrick snapped. "You were planning to move out?"

	Christie's eyes darted to the old man. Oh boy, she never told him. This was about to get even more interesting. "I...I...I..." She stuttered.

	"You weren't even planning to tell me until the last minute, were you?" The old man shouted. Both the girl and the sissy stared at the floor like two petulant children getting a dressing down. "Get undressed." He snapped at Christie. "You! Sissy! Start serving our guests."

	For a moment, the sissy seemed confused, looking around for a tray, but then when he saw us undress, he realised what was expected of him. The little pink satin sissy party dress rustled as he ran over to us and dropped to his knees without [image: Image]hesitation. Christie watched as Ethan didn't even hesitated, swallowing my cock with gusto, whilst rubbing Bill's. There was a hint of disappointment or disgust on Christie's face, as if expecting Ethan to put up more of a fight, disappointed to find he had already accepted his role of sissy.

	"She has three holes." Merrick said. "l suggest we fill them all at once."

	"Good idea." Bill replied.

	I grunted in agreement, whilst smirking at Christie.

	Merrick walked over to Bill and to my surprise, the two began making out. I don't define my sexuality, perhaps the closest is pansexual, but there was something a little gross about these two making out. It wasn't that they were both men, but rather that they were both wrinkly old farts. Ah, I guess I shouldn't judge. I had a fat beer belly and I'd be old one day. If only I could keep things going that long.[image: Image]

	Eventually though, we were all ready. Merrick was gracious enough to give me Christie's pussy, mainly so that he could climb behind and take her arse. Standing over me was Bill who took her pussy. With all of us inside her, Christie mewled and cried in ecstasy, rolling from one orgasm to another. But as I stared up at that sexy woman, all I saw was a blank canvas, a woman I could pierce, tattoo, and use as my own. She was perfect for me, and shouldn't be just another girl to some billionaire's [image: Image]stable. I wanted her as my wife, the woman who would run the sexual side of my business for me. She was no good as a nurse, I needed her as a manager, a leader, the female representation of me. And I would have her.

	Behind Merrick, the sissy was busy licking away at the old man's arsehole. I wanted to be disgusted by that, but Merrick seemed to have the sissy under complete control. And that got me thinking. Christie was mine, but I didn't need the sissy, or the daughter. What if the daughter stayed here, with the sissy father, and Merrick could continue to use the father.

	We used the husband and wife for nearly an hour before we sent them on their way. Then I turned to the old men with a smile and said, "Gentlemen, I think I have a solution to our little problem. One where everyone gets something."

	"Go on." Bill said.

	"Bill, you can keep Simone. Use her how you like, but I get to send the occasional business her way." I said, and then turned to Merrick. "You get to keep the sissy from upstairs, and the daughter can stay with him, and I get to keep Christie-Ann." Merrick scoffed. "It sounds like she's already made a decision with this Francis fellow, old boy. What makes you think you can convince her otherwise?"

	"l have a plan." I grinned.

	"If you can make it happen, then I'm game."

	"Me too." Smiled Bill. "And of course, Simone will be open to you to play with, if you need."

	"Very good of you."

	Then Bill stepped towards me. "l have one ask though."[image: Image]

	"Go on."

	He turned around and bent over the arm of the sofa, as Merrick dropped to his knees and sucked on my cock. I'm not going to lie, he was an excellent cocksucker and soon had me back to full strength. Well, I was in a good mood anyway, why not fuck the old man's hole?

	Christie-Ann

	I was in full-on panic attack mode. Markus was not only back in my life, but could scupper all my plans. I wanted Francis, I wanted the life with him; didn't l? Yes, yes I did. I'd tried the whole Markus thing, he just wants to play games, mess me around. Francis wanted me there, and I got to keep my whole family with me. Sure, with my daughter there, I wouldn't be able to explore my sexuality as openly as I had hoped, but you give and you take.

	There as a heavy knock on the door and I knew exactly who it was. In fact, after getting back from being fucked by the three men, I showered and changed into my sexiest white lace lingerie, knowing he'd be back, knowing he'd want me again. Or at least, hoping.

	"Come in." I said softly, leading him directly over to the bedroom. Ethan was in the kitchen washing up; he knew not to disturb me.

	The black man's huge hands roamed my body as we kissed, and I'm ashamed to say I moaned and leaned into it, trying to pull him tighter against me.

	"Here's the plan." He then said. "You're going to call off the thing with this guy Francis. You're going to end it, then you're going to pack your things and move in [image: Image]with me. You're going to divorce your husband and leave your daughter with him. He's going to live here and continue to serve Merrick, whilst you will marry me." My heart began to race. Was he proposing? This was even better than I'd hoped for. I gulped but said nothing, just staring into his dark eyes.

	He continued. "You are going to be in charge of my girls. Debbie and her husband now live with me, but you will be their Mistress. In fact, I want you to run that side of my business, making sure I have enough women, making sure my boys get properly serviced."

	"You don't want me to be a whore?" I asked him.

	"No. Sure, I might need you to look after a VIP or two, but it would be with me there. Most of all, I want you to be a female version of me. A bitch to the girls, make them your sluts; recruit new ones, and get them to be mine and yours."

	He already had his answer. My wide, excited grin had given it away. Francis was already a memory, my heart always belonged to this man, it was an addiction I couldn't give up. And yet, I knew Francis would be disappointed. He'd set his heart on me, and whilst he was lovely to me, I honestly believed he had a darker side I'd yet to be privy to.

	"Francis might not like it." I warned Markus.

	[image: Image]"You let me deal with Francis. I want to meet the guy anyway, but I think I have a way to placate him."

	I jumped onto Markus' lap and wrapped my arms around his neck. We kissed, but this time, the kiss felt different, a deeper connection. He really wanted me. Really wanted me to be his wife.

	"Pack your things and say goodbye to your family. It's time to go." He said.

	"Yes Master." I grinned, before jumping up and scrambling to pack only my sexiest things. Then I pulled off my wedding ring and left it on the dresser.

	My daughter didn't even want to talk to me when I told her I was leaving. I should have felt worse about leaving her, but for some reason, she always had a closer relationship with her father than me, and I felt she wouldn't morn my absence from her life that much.

	Ethan was a different story. He begged on his knees, pleaded with me not to go, not to divorce him. "You're pathetic." I said, then stood over him, pulled my panties to one side, and urinated on him, to Markus' booming laughter. As I stared down at my sobbing soon-to-be ex-husband, I had but one regret, that I didn't take Asma up on the idea to castrate him when I had the chance. So as he cried there, his balls swelling up his exposed pink panties, his erection tenting them, I dropped the fat heel of my shoe down on them hard, feeling them pop and hearing his scream. He'd need to go to the ER, and I knew they'd have no choice but to remove them.

	 


Epilogue

	Markus

	The restaurant was one of those fancy upmarket jobbies, the ones where they'll serve you tripe soup and tell you it is the next big thing in culinary genius. Of course, I hadn't chosen it, I was more of a cheeseburger type, but I needed Francis happy, so I let him choose. He wasn't yet aware that Christie-Ann was my fiancée, and I had to say, she looked spectacular on my arm in the tight red latex dress I bought her.

	When I saw that bird Asma, I had to admit Francis had secured a winner. I'd heard about her, through the grapevine, but never saw her. She was a stunner. Francis seemed friendly enough, but I knew looks could deceive.[image: Image]

	"Hello Christie, wasn't expecting you." Francis smiled, but the look on Asma's face told me she had already sniffed betrayal. "Markus, heard good things." The man said politely.

	"Thanks, same here." I grunted.

	[image: Image]We ordered drinks, then perused the menu, making small talk about the food, what was good, and so forth. There was nothing that really made me scream, wow, so settled on the rib-eye steak knowing that a professional chef couldn't find a way to cock that up.[image: Image]

	"So what's this all about, Markus?" Francis said, after we ordered.

	"Well, I have good news and bad news for you, mate." I began. "Christie-Ann and I are getting married. She's leaving her husband and coming to live with me."

	Finally, Francis' mouth twitched. Anger rose to his face, but his smile remained plastered on, a traditional Briton, stiff upper lip and all that. "Oh, well, I suppose congratulations are in order." He said smarmily, but the way his eyes darted to Christie-Ann suggested he thought something else.

	I raised a calming hand. "Look, I know this must piss you off, but I wanna get two things out there. One, I met Christie-Ann first, laid the groundwork on the lifestyle, so to speak. Two, I told you I had good news too, and I mean it. I think you'll actually be thanking me."

	Still, the smile didn't fade or flicker. "That remains to be seen, old man, but sure, we're here, we've ordered, so you have my attention." Francis stated. There was a sinister undertone to his voice, that I knew not to ignore.

	"What do you know about Pedersen Dynamics?" I asked, and for the first time that evening, I saw Francis' armour drop.

	"l think you know a lot about Pedersen Dynamics." He replied.

	"Did you know that Kelvin Pedersen was a sissy? Did you know that his wife Diane is an utter whore? I could also mention that I have videos of them with dozens of men, getting railed by black cock, both of them. I have video of Kelvin taking coke and having a big gay orgy whilst his wife masturbated."

	The smile returned to Francis' face, and then turned into a huge grin. He saw a waiter walk by so he leaned back and waved his fingers. "A bottle of Dom Perignon. Fuck it, make it the eighty-two." Francis said.

	"Yes sir!" The waiter responded.

	Francis then looked at his wife who had lost her look of anger, replaced by a knowing smile of her own. This was a very intelligent woman, and she knew exactly what was what.

	"l assume you can setup a meeting with the two of them. Maybe in a way where they don't know we are coming?" Asma asked.

	"Absolutely." I replied, feeling the heat rise inside me. This was working.

	The champagne arrived and we toasted to our new friendship, and towards the upcoming nuptials. Francis then mentioned that he had a good friend in his inner circle, also a bull, who was also a judge, and suggested he might be able to help speed up the divorce proceedings. That was very welcome for me, and gladly accepted.

	"By the way," Francis began, "We have an app..."

	"Yes, actually, I wanted to talk about that." I said. "Obviously, I have a great group of friends and local businessmen who pay me a subscription for access to the women I bring in. Now, your app is good but it kind of gives free access. So I was wondering if I could maybe white label a version of it for my own girls, but only a subscriber could get access to it."

	Grinning widely again, Francis once more raised his glass. "l think this is about to be more than just a friendship. I think this is a partnership in the making."

	"Me too." I smiled.

	Then Francis gave a conspirative look towards his wife, and then turned back to me and said, "How would you like to spend the night? I have another girl at home, [image: Image]and of course, you and Asma could have a play around."

	Turn down a chance to fuck a sexy Arabic hottie? Fuck no! "That sounds like a fucking great idea. And of course, you can use Christie-Ann here however you like." "Wonderful!"

	Simone

	It had been over a month since I'd last spoken to Diane, and to be honest, I felt a little guilty for that. But my life had changed dramatically since we last spoke and I so wanted to tell her all about it. My dress sense was completely different now, gone were the frumpy old long skirts and blouses, replaced by mini-skirts, croptops, latex and leather, chains, slutty and occasionally, whorish outfits. I was never out of high-heels and almost never wore a bra anymore, that way people could see my pierced nipples.

	On a daily basis, I was not only fucked by my sales colleagues and boss, but also by some of the hotter customers too. And then in the evening, I spent my time with Bill and his wife, whilst my sissy husband pranced around in dresses serving us.

	Yes, my husband became a full-time sissy. That was only natural, and Derek knew it was what I wanted for him. In my heart, I knew he wanted it too. Of course, Bill's wife was a great babysitter for the kids too, but that was good, because the plan was for us to move in with them, it only made sense that they get close.

	Derek struggled with the transition to full-time submissive. He'd hoped to get the job at Kelvin's company, but no formal offer ever came and he didn't even get a phone call to explain why. I didn't care. With Kelvin struggling on, it made him easier to control, and he fell into submission like a duck to water. The moment I told him we would be moving in with Bill and his wife, and that he would become a fulltime sissy slave, he simply accepted it. And then when I told him he would need to quit his job, he gave the appearance of sadness, but I knew him, and I could tell he was happy to give up the job he hated to become a bisexual sissy slave.

	I needed to tell Diane, to thank her for starting me on this journey. Never had I felt so sexually free, so satisfied, and it was all thanks to her. However, as I arrived outside her gate, I was surprised to see a sign saying the huge mansion had been sold. The place was empty, visibly abandoned. I wondered what had happened.

	When I arrived home, I immediately opened my laptop and searched Kelvin Pedersen. The news was that Kelvin had decided to sell his company and take early retirement to spend more time with his family. The whole thing seemed bizarre, so I tried to call Diane, only to receive information that the number was no longer in service. They'd vanished off the face of the Earth.

	Sighing, I shut the laptop and looked around the little sitting room, littered by boxes. The movers would be here soon. Of course, Derek was panicking because he was worried what the big moving men would say when they saw him in the tiny purple satin sissy maid dress. I frankly didn't care.

	"You're going to be going shopping like that. You're going to be travelling like that. You're going to only dress like that from now on. I think you should stop bitching about what the men will say when they see you like that, and start accepting the fact that you are no longer a man, but a sissy." I then gave a thought and said, "l don't want the kids calling you daddy anymore."

	"Yes Mistress." He said with no small amount of sadness.

	"l agreed with Master that he can be their daddy. He never had kids of his own, so he will be adopting ours."

	"Of course, Mistress."

	"Just be glad I'm not divorcing you." I said, but in reality, I knew that was only because Bill was already married.

	Just a few months ago, my life was dull, boring, and I was ready to give up. Now [image: Image]I had the most exciting life. I was a slut, a whore, and I fucking loved it. I'd grow old knowing that I'd always be looked after, never have to want for anything, and I'd get laid more often than I could ever imagine.

	When we finally arrived at Bill's place, I was surprised to see a large Range Rover sat there. I knew it was one that I hadn't sold, but it looked brand new. But that wasn't the biggest surprise, for once I entered the house, I was shocked to find

	Markus sat with Bill and Erica.

	"Markus, what are you doing here?" I asked.

	Bill spoke on his behalf. "Markus and I have come to an arrangement. You will work for him three nights per week. He has purchased your old house and will turn it into a place you and some other girls will work."

	"A brothel?" I asked.

	"Yes." Markus said immediately. "You will work there, servicing the men I send to you. But only temporarily. A couple of mates of mine have invested in a club in London. My mate Seth is renovating it now, bringing it back to life. It's called Stock. It'll be a place you and your sissies can work."

	I'd heard about Stock. I once read about the scandal of when that place was discovered, the people who went there, the rich and famous. If they could return it to its former glory, it would definitely be more welcome these days than back then. Rather than get upset by this turn of events, I found myself looking forward to them. Still, I needed to understand what this meant for me and Bill.

	"Nothing." Said Bill. "Nothing changes. We continue with the plan, you'll live here, Daria," the name he'd given Derek, "will be our servant, and we will adopt your children. But from now on, they are no longer to call you mummy and daddy. That's reserved for us."

	The kids were still little, small enough that they would be able to make the adjustment. It made me sad inside, but nothing could quench my addiction to become what I was becoming. "That's fine, Master." I said.

	"l will be a silent investor in the club." Bill continued. "So it's my interest to see this work too."

	I smiled, knowing that this was my new life. I was destined to be a slut.

	"Of course, you are free to leave whenever you like. Nobody is forcing you to do [image: Image]this. We work to the assumption that this is what you want, that you share in our fetish." Bill noted, and Markus nodded.

	I grinned. "It's exactly what I want."[image: Image]

	"Wonderful." He said. "Now, why don't you two ladies strip down so Markus and I can use you both." Bill said to me and Erica. 

	"Yes Master!" We both said simultaneously.

	"Daria, come get us hard."

	"Yes Master." Derek replied, running to suck.

	In the back of my mind, I still wondered what happened to Diane and Kelvin, but that thought would pass. At the end of the day, I had one purpose in life, to be a bimbo whore for my Masters. That was all.

	Greg (Candy)

	It was to be my first day out of bed. Francis and Asma didn't let me lift a finger until they deemed me fully healed. It had been a funny couple of months, weeks spent in hospital, followed by being waited on hand and foot by a new sissy. I felt jealous at first, unsecure in my role, until it became clear that the new sissy would also be my plaything. Then to the see the little blonde bimbo with the ridiculously huge fake tits running around, that was a surprise. She seemed so trashy, unlike the person Francis normally went for, which was probably why she was constantly out servicing Francis' friends.

	When Diane and Kelvin entered our lives, nobody wanted to tell me who they were or why they were there. It wasn't that it was some sort of secret, but Asma, Francis, Craig and Silvia all told me they didn't want to stress me. Eventually though, Asma sat on the bed and explained everything. The evidence given to us by Markus was enough to convince Kelvin to sell his business to Francis. He would continue to work for Master, but would no longer hold any sort of power, he was [image: Image]simply too good with Al to let go.

	It wasn't until I was fully healed that I got to be involved in the sexual games again. Of course, Francis' cock was the first one to penetrate my tight sissy arse, and in fact, he made a point of telling me how nice and tight I was after so many weeks of being unused. Still, I missed the feeling of cock inside me. Given I could no [image: Image]longer get erect, it was the only sexual pleasure I had, and the hormones made me extremely horny.

	Then one day, the girls all went out leaving just Craig and Francis at home. I thought I'd get some time with the men alone to get properly fucked and doubleteamed, but actually, Kelvin and I were dressed up in our finest serving dresses, and told to behave. Bit by bit, men I didn't recognise arrived, and when a big fat black man arrived, Kelvin gasped in shock.

	"Who is it?" I asked.

	"My old Master. Markus." He whispered back.

	Two old men arrived, and with them, they had their own sissies. One introduced himself as Daria, then other as Ethan; he sounded American, and it got me wondering. "Was your wife a nurse?" I asked.

	"Yes, she was." He replied, surprised.

	I began to smile. "She was good. I wondered why she stopped coming to the hospital."

	"Wait, are you Candy?" Ethan asked.

	"Yeah."

	"Yes, Christie-Ann told me about you. I'm glad to see you've recovered."

	"Whatever happened to her?"

	"She divorced me and married Markus."

	Kelvin's eyes darted over to us. "Wait! Markus is married?" Kelvin asked.

	"Yeah. My ex-wife." Said Ethan.

	When Kelvin spoke, Daria looked at him queerly. Then he said, "Kelvin? Holy shit! Simone has been wondering what happened to you and Diane."

	A red hue appeared on Kelvin's cheeks. "In order to free Ethan's wife from some obligation, he sold me out to Francis here. I had no choice but to sell my company to him, and then we moved in as his servants."

	For a moment, Daria was quiet, absorbing the information, but then he said, "That's hot."

	Again, Kelvin blushed, and said, "Yeah. Yeah really fucking hot." He grinned sheepishly.

	We listened to the men discussing a club called Stock, a new business venture that Francis was involved in. The man running the project was a businessman from up north named Seth. He had an accent, Australian I guessed, perhaps New Zealand; I wasn't good with accents. Still, from what I understood, the club sounded amazing. A place for hot wives to explore their sexuality with men who enjoyed them. A place sissies could be in public around like-minded individuals, working as servants, waitresses, dancers, or even whores. It would be perfect.

	Eventually, business was concluded and us sissies were told to get to work.

	Without hesitation, we crawled over to each man and began sucking, and as soon as some were hard, they walked behind us and without any lubricant, pushing into our little sissy pussies. This was our life, but we knew that once the club opened, we would be getting far more than just these few cocks.

	Derek (Daria)

	As another cock penetrated me, my mind drifted back to that night in the motel, to the night I made the choice to just go back to my wife and accept my new role in life. Part of me knew that one day I might end up in just this position; by that time, I'd read enough dark sissification stories to know it was a possibility. In my heart, I'd hoped it would happen, and now it had, I was glad.

	In just a few months, I'd lost my family. I no longer had sex with women, and certainly no longer slept with my wife, and yet, I was the happiest I'd ever been in my life. I was used, abused, and treated like dirt. No, Bill and Erica were not nice to me, they bullied me, hurt me, punished me, sometimes just for fun I'd be left chained up in the basement in agony, but I wouldn't go back. I'd never leave. I loved it too much. I was a submissive at heart, a masochist, but what made it all perfect for me was on those days when I was pierced, beaten, pissed on, and left in agony, my wife would look at me and smile, a look a sheer joy to see me like that. She would stand there and say, "l love that you love this too." I'd never go back.

	Ethan

	I hated this. I hated that Merrick used me like this, I hated that I had to sleep with him every fucking night. I hated that my daughter hated me and hated her mother more. I felt like a failure, mainly because I was a fucking failure. This fucking addiction had ruined my life, our lives, and I needed to end it.

	The moment I arrived back home from that nightmarish gay orgy in London, I made a decision. It was time to be a man again. I no longer had male clothes in my cupboards and drawers, but I was no idiot. I'd hidden some jeans and a t-shirt away.

	Slipping off the skirt, I pulled all the underwear off me, ripping it off, revealing my little caged dick and the single testicle keeping the cage in place. When ChristieAnn stomped on them, she thought she'd damaged both, but instead, one was still intact, a fact that at the time both made me feel relieved and simultaneously disappointed. Now though, I knew I needed to put such thoughts behind me.

	Removing the cage without Merrick's key would still be possible, but I knew now was not the time. Merrick would come knocking again soon, so I needed to get out of there with Kelly.

	Once I was dressed in my male outfit, my make-up removed, I ran to Kelly who stared up at me in surprise, then a grin formed on her face. "Viva la revolucion." She said, holding up a fist.

	"Er, yeah, right." I said. "Listen, pack your things, we're leaving. I'll arrange for things to be picked up another time, but we need to get out of here. I don't know if Merrick will be an arsehole about this, so pack your favourite things and let's go." 

	"But where?" She asked.

	I frowned. I didn't have a job, didn't really have anything to keep me going, but I felt sure I could rebuild. There was one person I hadn't spoke to for years, but I felt sure would take me in no matter what. "You haven't met your aunt Susan yet." I said. "She's not really an aunt, but back when your mother and I moved here, she was one of the members of our church here in the UK. I haven't spoken to her for a long time, but she won't turn us away."

	"She sounds great." My daughter replied sarcastically.

	I kissed her head and smiled. "It's just until I can find a job and get back on my feet."

	"Okay. But dad?" She said.

	"Yes honey?"

	She had a sad look in her eyes. "Just make sure you're doing what is right for you, yeah? What's most important is that you are happy."

	"No honey. What's most important is that you're happy. I can deal with the rest." Again, she smiled, but did so with sad eyes. "I'm not angry with mom. I'm not even disappointed. She went after her own happiness, and I can't be angry for that."

	"It's selfish."

	"She has a right to be selfish."

	"No. No she doesn't." She snapped. I wasn't going to argue with my daughter, but I didn't really understand her logic. Her mother abandoned her, ran away, how [image: Image]could she not be angry? "Look dad, I liked you dressed as a sissy. I liked your freedom, the way you didn't care and just expressed yourself. If you are running away because you are scared of that, then that would annoy me more than anything." I shook my head. "No. We're running because I don't like this. I don't like the person I'm becoming. I want to work. I want to feel free again."

	Her arms wrapped around me. "Then that's different. Let's go then."

	As we drove north, I dearly hoped I could find peace. I would find another woman, settle, and once again, I would find happiness, I was sure of it.[image: Image]

	THE END
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