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	Author's Note

	This book is more focused on the build-up to the lifestyle for Tim, the main character, but also the wife. However, as always, I have added elements of male homosexuality to the story. Why? Well, I am a very sexual person, and believe that in the right mood, time, atmosphere, or even moment, our sexuality becomes more fluid than we expect it to be. In this case, whilst a man may not find another attractive, it may serve a purpose of introducing new pleasures of the flesh.

	I know this is not to everyone's tastes, but nothing ever is. People who know my books know that I'm not afraid to push boundaries (perhaps why Amazon banned two of my books). As far as I am concerned, if you think the story is shit and the [image: Image]writing is really bad, then lower the rating; but don't lower the rating just because the theme is not to your tastes.

	I might make this book into a series, but as you might have noticed, I get new ideas and suddenly I forget to finish my series books. I have, like, twenty books sat nearly finished. I know, I know, I'm a ditsy blonde bimbo sometimes. Oh, and the phone thing in this story, yeah that came about because an argument between my husband and I about me forgetting where I put my phone.

	Speaking of ratings, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people [image: Image]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 [image: Image]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, 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.


Prologue

	Debbie came smashing through the front door, knocking over plant as she did so, whilst apologising and grabbing her mobile phone off the counter. I laughed and shook my head. It was morning, so I kind of expected my wife to come back from the car looking for her phone, it wouldn't be a morning if she didn't. I'm sure all you men can related, the question every single woman asks, "Have you seen my phone?" I swear, us men are the human equivalent of Find My.

	"Don't forget the roofer is coming at ten!" She called out, slamming the door behind her.

	"Awesome." I thought. I'd forgotten that the roofer was coming, which meant I'd need to check if I had any conference calls I needed to move. Sure, I worked from home, she didn't, but that didn't mean I did nothing all day.

	I sighed and threw my cereal bowl into the sink, filling it with water. That was our routine. We got up together, she got ready for work, I got ready for the day, we worked, she came home, I made dinner, we ate, she opened her laptop and worked, and I gamed. Debbie was addicted to work, running global sales for a large corporation. No matter how often I told her it wasn't healthy to work such hours, she didn't listen.

	On the other hand, I worked for a smaller company of a hundred people, leading innovation. I designed the vision, developers built it. We didn't have an office in my country, so I worked from home all the time, simple.

	The problem was, we were both in our thirties and kids weren't on the radar. Debbie knew I wanted kids, but she openly said no, that work was a priority, and I married her with that in mind, so I couldn't say she didn't warn me. It was a me problem.

	The roofer was coming over because our house was old and the roof didn't meet environmental requirements. I had put it off too long and now we were being threatened with increased housing tax because our house fell under the G energy bracket. Obviously, I knew nothing about rooves, and certainly nothing about insulating them. But I also knew that wood goes bad, so I had to assume that the roof would need replacing anyway.

	There weren't many companies that did roof replacements in our neighbourhood, but this one came highly recommended online. Shirley Adams, Helen Baker, Margaret Wheatley, Jessica Croft, Erica Bailey, all names which wrote raving reviews for Markus Brown Construction. In fact, it was a little bizarre that all the reviews were written by women, but I didn't think much of it.

	It was gone ten when I heard the rattle of a diesel engine and saw a white Transit van pull up on our gravel drive. A huge, slightly overweight, black man climbed out of the van, carrying a clipboard in his hand. As he stepped out, he looked up at the roof, then made some notes on the clipboard before walking towards the door. I opened before he could ring the bell.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Markus Brown?" I asked.

	"Yeah, that's me. You Tim?" The man sounded completely uninterested, his deep voice sounding bored.

	"Yes, Tim Warren. Come in."

	"Cheers." The man didn't bother to take his shoes off. I offered him a cup of tea but he was straight to it, asking for access to the loft.

	"Yes, through the master bedroom I'm afraid." I told him, hoping that might convince him to take his shoes off. It didn't. I showed him where the hatch to the attic was and told him that I was downstairs in my office if he needed anything. He grunted something as he climbed up, so I left him there to inspect the roof.

	A colleague needed an urgent answer on a change he wanted to make on a piece of software used by a few partners. Essentially, our software house created the engine used by a number of apps, in this case, it was dating apps. This meant I needed to open up the architecture flows of each app to see how the changes would impact any development they did over the engine.

	It was about twenty minutes before I heard creaking upstairs and reasoned he was likely done in the attic, so I was sure he'd be down any minute. However, five minutes later and still he wasn't down, but I felt sure I heard the sound of drawers opening and closing. Was he going through our bedroom drawers?

	Before I could think about it further, the man knocked on my office door and stepped inside. I expected him to tell me how bad everything was, about how it would cost me a fortune, but instead, he sat down on the chair opposite me with a grunt and then turned his clipboard to face me.

	"So here's the thing, mate. The trusses are from a time when they built 'em thick, hefty. Thankfully, the previous owners penetrated them, so they're actually in good nick. No need to take the roof down. All we need to do then, is take off the tiles, raise it a bit both sides, then wrap it, put new struts on, and put the tiles back. I'll need to order more in the same colour, if they make 'em, because you'll be short a few rows. Then on the inside we can insulate it and create some airflow." He sighed, then shrugged. "Ain't gonna be cheap, but still a fuck load cheaper than redoing the whole thing. Up to you though, if you don't trust the roof. Get a second opinion in if you want, but this is the best route."

	It was interesting that he didn't seem like he was trying to rip me off, but admittedly, I hadn't seen the offer. That would come later.

	"You'll send the offer to my email?" I asked him.

	"Yeah, giz a few days, yeah? But I'll do an itemised breakdown." The man looked up at my monitor, seeing the logo for Gplay up there, an app for married closet homosexuals to play around with men secretly. "You on the app?" He asked me, surprising me with his forwardness.

	"Oh, no. I work for the company that make the engine for the app."

	"Cool." He said, standing. "I'll have the offer with you in a few days."

	With that, he walked towards the front door. Poking from his back pocket, I felt sure I saw a twinge of hot-pink satin and I frowned. Had he stolen some of my wife's underwear? Did she wear...oh shit!

	The man left and I felt a little sick. Perhaps this would be a good time to explain.[image: Image]

	Some years ago, I found myself reading porn. I think I was sick at the time and didn't have any books. I signed up to Kindle but didn't enjoy reading normal books, but did find it easy to get hold of kink stuff. Somehow, I ended up downloading a sissification book and it got me interested. I read more of them, and soon, I was hooked to the point that I went on Wish and ordered a five-pack of full-cut satin panties, thinking I could ask Debbie if she wanted to play and force me to wear them. I never did.

	It turned out that Wish can take months before the orders arrive, and in this case, I forgot all about them. I do believe Wish even refunded my money. By that time, I ended up changing jobs, Debbie got promoted, and things fell into a routine.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Then lo-and-behold, a little grey package shows up. I ripped open the package to find the knickers, but by then, I had pretty much abandoned my sissy fetish. I tried them on, all of them various shades of pinks, and whilst I loved them, and even masturbated wearing them, the moment I came, I felt completely ridiculous, especially considering how girly they were, with all the lace trim, and the soft satin. I considered throwing them out, but in the end, I hid them in a box in the attic, where this guy found them.

	Well, that did it for me. This guy wouldn't be working for me, good references or not.

	When Debbie got home, I told him I wasn't convinced by Markus, that I wanted a second opinion, and she seemed not to care, just so long as it got done. Over the next few days, four other construction companies visited, only one told me the same as Markus, the rest suggested redoing the whole roof and doing away with the tiles. The one who agreed with Markus told me he couldn't start until the new year, which was too late.

	Finally, the offer came from Markus, and he was half the price of the others. Sure, it was still expensive, but not prohibitively so. But to make matters better, or worse, however you looked at it, Markus included a prefilled form which would allow us to claim fifty percent of the cost back, thanks to government grants for green renovations.

	Like it or not, I needed to hire Markus, the sissy panty stealer. The guy that asked me if I was on a gay app for married straight men. Fuck!


One

	The day Markus was scheduled to start work, I felt my stomach churn. I hadn't seen him since, only talked via email and phone, so I wondered how things would go down when he showed up. However, when three vans full of workers turned up, not one of them was Markus. Of course, I wouldn't be dealing with Markus, I'd be dealing with his crew. Suddenly, I began to relax, that maybe I wouldn't even see that perv!

	The men on the crew were all very polite and friendly. Most were Polish, but all showed me clear respect. I offered them tea, but they said that they had brought their own kettle and tea, and not to worry.

	That day was spent erecting scaffolding, and when they left at five, they made sure to have arranged everything in such a way as to minimise mess and fuss. Not once did they bother me for anything, nor did that make too much noise. I was impressed.

	When Debbie arrived home, she commented that it was strange to see scaffolding around our house, but was surprised at the lack of trash left over. I told her that the team had done a great job.

	The next day, they arrived at nine and continued, again, no fuss, no issue. In fact, by Friday, I was thoroughly happy with the work they'd done, and felt huge relief that I hadn't said no to Markus.

	Friday was the first day that Markus was on-site. I heard his deep voice from inside my office, so leaned out of the window to see him stood there talking to the foreman. He had a package in his hand, and was using it like a pointing device, explaining something to the foreman who was nodding as the boss spoke. Then, clear they were done talking, he made his way to the front door.

	Given how well the work was going, I seemed to have lost the nervousness I felt being around Markus. When I opened the door, he shook my hand, probably the first time he'd done that, and asked how things were going and if the men were behaving. I told him that I was beyond impressed, to which he actually gave me a small grin.

	We sat down in the living room and he pulled out a couple of documents for me to sign around the green roof grant. I read through them before signing and handed them back, thanking him for his proactivity around that.

	"Listen, these guys give you any grief, call me day or night." He told me.

	"They've been perfect gentlemen."

	"Yeah, thems good boys. But still, you sometimes get one, right? You know how it is?"

	"Erm, yes, I think so."

	The large man looked me straight in the eye and said, "Sometimes a guy needs to be taken in a firm hand, right? Shown who's boss."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Right..." I said, wondering if we were still talking about the same thing.

	"Like my girlfriend. She's married to this wimpy guy, so she walks all over him." He said pointedly. “I tried to tell 'im, you need to show them who's boss. She don't pull no shit with me. I get things done, right?"[image: Image]

	What the fuck was this now? His girlfriend, her husband, who, what now? "S-sure."

	The man's cheeks creased with a thick grin, and then he handed me the large package. "l took something from you that didn't belong to me. It was a spur of the moment thing, and it won't happen again. Anyway, as an apology, I got you this. I hope we're cool. I know you spoke to a few companies after I left, and I can only assume I overstepped my mark."

	That was awfully kind of him, but I didn't need a gift. If anything, I just wanted to ignore it. "That's quite alright." I mumbled, but he continued as I unwrapped the package, his eyes on it. As I began to see highlights of pink satin underneath, I gulped.

	"l know they were yours. I know the brand, for one, is for sissies, and I know that your wife wears a smaller size than you." His eyes found mine as I pulled out a lacy, pink satin nightgown, and dozens of sissy panties and bras. "l checked." He said, then I felt his hand on my thigh as it gently moved towards my crotch.

	"You're mistaken." I said in a weak voice.

	I felt him grab my crotch and squeeze, and as he did, he smiled again, feeling how hard my dick was getting. "l think I'm not. I would like a fashion show."

	"No!" I snapped, trying to get some strength back, trying to show who was boss.

	"Upstairs bedroom, now. Get changed and show me, or I'll tell the boys to pack up and you can explain to the wife, why."

	In my head, I played out the scenario of them packing up. I wondered what I might say, even suggest that they had done something, what? I don't know, I'd think of something. Sure it would be contrary to their exceptional behaviour that week, contrary to everything good I'd said. Then what? Then he'd tell her about the knickers, and I'd say he tried to feel me up, tried doing things to me. She'd take my side, maybe she'd be angry about the knickers, but she wouldn't divorce me.

	At the end of the day, he didn't have a leg to stand on.

	I was about to tell him where to go, but he stopped me and said, "Let me tell you what will happen if my boys pack up. You'll tell missy the truth, and she'll forgive you, but then you won't get another company in. I'll blacklist you, so everyone in a hundred-mile radius will stay away. Nobody outside of that will make the trip for a job this small. You'll sue me, but [image: Image]I'll claim that you were just a bad employer who treated us like shit, bossy, all the usual, and the boys will back me up. You and your wife will argue, the roof is going to cost you in penalties, and eventually, she'll just say, why didn't you just do as he asked? After all, women have had to deal with it their whole lives, right? So, do the right thing, and get changed and wait for me on the bed."

	My blood ran cold. I looked down at the nightie in my trembling hands. He'd thought this through and he was right, I [image: Image]didn't have a leg to stand on. Gulping, I stood and walked upstairs, stripping down and slipping into the pink nightie, feeling the lace graze softly against my buttocks. I then pulled out the matching knickers and slid them up my legs, placing the rest of the lingerie on a small table.

	A minute later, the man was entering my bedroom, stark naked. Curly black hair on his chest stretched down to his swollen belly, but around his crotch and balls, he was clean shaven. But what shocked me was the sheer size of his dick.

	Sure, it was getting hard, but the thing was so fat and long that I wondered if it was some sort of joke penis.

	"Knees." He said firmly, and I dropped to my knees, knowing full well what was coming.

	The moment the cock entered my mouth, my stomach lurched. It was a normal reaction to the nerves and embarrassment that I felt. But as I nervously tried to suck that huge thing, I settled into it a bit and reasoned that at least he didn't tasted dirty or sweaty. In fact, he tasted slightly soapy, and there was the distinct smell of cologne.

	Below my nose, he placed a small brown bottle and told me to sniff. He held one nostril shut as he did so, and I sniffed some sort of pungent chemical. Then he repeated it with the other nostril. Suddenly, I heard my heartbeat in my ears and my head became hot, but then I just began to feel extremely horny. Out of nowhere, I was moaning and slobbering over this gorgeous dick in my mouth.

	"Yeah, you like sucking my cock, huh?" His voice boomed.

	"Uh-huh." I replied in my drugged state.

	The euphoric feeling didn't last long and soon I found myself deepthroating him, but wondering why. By that point, he [image: Image]felt it was better to skull-fuck me, ramming in and out of my throat and making me tear up, until with one final grunt, he came in my mouth. Instantly, I pulled away and grabbed a tissue, spitting into it. The man chuckled, telling me he'd let me off this first time, but next time, I'd better swallow.

	"Why are you doing this?" I cried.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Because it's what you want. You just don't know it yet. Do you know how many sissies I know? You just one more. Don't worry, soon you'll realise, then you'll be begging me for it." He stepped forward and grabbed my head again. His dick had gone soft but was beginning to drop. "Lick it up." Not wanting to get hurt, I did as I was told and was then going to pull away, but he held my head. "l ain't done with you yet. Get me hard. Want seconds."[image: Image]

	As I sucked on his soft dick, he played on his phone, before showing me the display. He had recorded me when I was high on the chemicals, moaning, grinning, slobbering, and it looked like I was actually enjoying it. He didn't need to say a thing, it was clear what he was showing me. It was blackmail without saying blackmail.

	Realising I had little choice in the matter, I put one hand on his balls, and the other on his cock, and tried to get him off as fast as possible. He moaned in delight, calling me a great little cock sucking sissy.

	"Smile whilst you do it." He said, "moan." The or else was implied, so I did as I was told, glad that his phone was no longer recording me. I licked and slobbered, looked into his eyes like a wanton slut, anything to get him to cum faster. He pushed me back and told me to beg, beg like a desperate gay whore.

	I got down on all fours and crawled back towards him. "Please sir! Please, I need your cock, please, I want to suck you, I need your cum!"

	He lay back on the bed and I dived between his legs, play acting like I was in a porn video, laughing, grinning, sucking, licking. I took his balls in my mouth and sucked on them like eggs. Eventually, he came, spraying my face and chest, and I laughed, spreading it around, saying thank you to him before nuzzling his cock to spread more cum. Now he had to be done! Now it had to be enough for him. I knew if I could do this once a week, in three more weeks the roof would be done and he'd be gone.

	Still play grinning, I pulled back and turned for a tissue, just in time to see a man on the scaffolding holding a phone and recording the whole thing. The man laughed and saved the video, whilst I sighed and closed my eyes, realising what an idiot I'd been.

	"Don't be so hard on yourself." Markus told me. "l promise you that in time, you will genuinely be begging me for this cock, and so will your wife."[image: Image]

	 


Two

	The workers were there Saturday. I thought they'd have the weekend off, but I was mistaken. Of course, Debbie wasn't expecting anyone to be climbing scaffolding outside our window at nine in the morning, so she scurried off to the bathroom to change, giggling that the men might see her in her nightie. I wasn't worried about that, because I knew that it was only a matter of time until they saw her doing other things.

	Markus was quite clear in his intentions. He told me plain and simple, that I was to allow him to seduce my wife, and I was to let him do it. I tried to stand up to him, tried to tell him I wouldn't let him take my wife away from me, but he just got angry and spanked me over his knees. I had zero power to stop him.

	"Anyway, fool, I ain't trying to steal her from you, not like that." He said. "l turn wimps like you into pussy-whipped sissy faggots. When I'm done, she's gonna be one of my bitches and so are you."

	He got hard again, and for the third and last time, I needed to suck him off. My mouth ached after it, and come morning, so did my swollen throat.

	The problem with all of this experience that I had, was my dick. He'd sent me all the videos he and his colleague had taken, and in all of them, it looked like I was into it, that I was the one begging for it, but most of all, my dick was like a metal pole, unmoving, hard, erect. Every time he called me his sissy bitch, my dick visibly bounced. Like it or not, these videos were incriminating, and if Debbie saw them, there wouldn't be a hope in hell that she'd believe me that I didn't want it.

	There were, of course, more instructions from him. I was no longer allowed to wear male underwear, so that meant, the panties I had bought, and the panties he had brought me. The problem was, how did I hide it from Debbie? Plus, there was the second major issue. He wanted proof in the form of a photo, and to get it, at some point before noon, I was to approach a member of his team, and ask them to photograph me, bent over with my trousers down.

	On Friday, I had already moved my panties to my underwear drawer for easy access, so on Saturday, after Debbie dressed and went downstairs, I grabbed a pair of silky hot-pink satin, and ran into the bathroom to put them on. Then, coming out, I checked that she was still downstairs before opening the window and stopping one of the workers.

	"Erm, Markus asked me to ask you to take a picture, erm, in my underwear." I said softly.

	"Yes, bend over sissy!" The worker said loudly, crouching down.

	[image: Image][image: Image]I dropped my jeans and bent over, raising my arse towards him. He took several photos and then said okay. Today's main task done. Or at least, I thought it was, because almost immediately, I began receiving text messages from Markus with the pictures of me showing my arse. "Next time smile and don't look like you are being tortured. Make an effort to look like a slut mooning horny workers."

	Sighing, I deleted the messages, and put the phone in my pocket, but then it pinged again. "Today you need to introduce your wife to the idea of cuckolding. I don't care how you do it, but by the end of the day, she needs to understand what cuckolding is, and to think you want it."

	That was going to be made harder by the fact that I was wearing knickers. I first thought that I could bring the ideas of masculine workers being around the house to spice things up, maybe suggest that we fantasise about her playing with one.

	A pretty common theme, nothing special, but how do you do that when sex would lead to her seeing my knickers?

	Throughout the day, I kissed and cuddled her. She giggle and told me I was like a horny teenager. By the time the people had left, I ran upstairs and changed into male underwear in the bathroom, then came onto her again.

	"What's gotten into you?" She laughed.

	"The men were staring at you." I said.

	"They were not!" She chuckled again, trying to brush off my silly advances.

	"They were. It made me so horny. The young one, the good looking one? He licked his lips when he saw you come back from the shops."

	"Did he?" She asked, suddenly interested that someone young would find her attractive.

	"Uh-huh. It got me hot."

	She was moaning as I kissed her neck, getting into it now. "Mmm, did it really? Why?"

	"Because I wanted him to seduce you. I wanted you to want him."

	"Naughty boy!" She giggled. I was pushing her trousers down, panties with them. My hard cock pressed against her. "Feel how horny I am?" I asked her. "God, just imagining you. Maybe I could go out, and he would come onto you, and you wouldn't be able to stop yourself. I'd come home and find you in bed with him."

	"Mmm." She moaned as I entered her from behind. "And what would you do? Fight him?"

	"No. I'd watch, and you'd tell me how much better he is."

	"You'd like that? You want me to cheat on you?"

	"Yes! I want you to make me a cuckold."

	She giggled again, pushing her shoulder length blonde hair out of the way so I could kiss her, or maybe so she could hear me properly. "You want me to cuckold you? You want me to be a little slut wife? Sucking stranger's cocks? Taking them in my wet pussy?"

	"Yes! Oh god, yes so much!" I don't know why, but her saying that and me responding, caused me to shoot my cum so much faster than I ever had. With her legs together and her pants at her feet, she shuffled to the nearest toilet where she discarded my cum, giggling all the way.

	"That was pretty fucking hot." She called out to me. "Where did that come from?"

	"Erm, I read a story."

	"Read more of those stories, if they get you that horny! Fuck! Yes please!"

	My plan had worked...or had it? "So...will you do it?" I asked.

	"Do what?" She called, still on the toilet.

	"Cuckold me."

	There was a silence, and I wondered if I pissed her off, but then I heard the toilet flush and hands being washed. She was still smiling when she came out. "No! Don't be silly. I don't need another man."

	Damn, it hadn't worked. Markus would find out and he'd be pissed off.

	We fucked again before bed and again I brought up the cuckold fantasy, and again, she played along and indulged my fantasy. She purred and cooed, telling me that she'd laugh at my little dickie whilst her lover fucked her brains out. As I was getting closer to climax, I begged her, pleaded, "promise me you'll do it. Promise you'll cheat on me!"

	"l will, I will, I promise!" She replied, panting.

	"Yes, promise! Please do it, please!" And I came, feeling ashamed.

	Again, she giggled, but when I asked her if she meant it, she assured me that she didn't and she never would. Fuck, Markus would be pissed, and she'd see that I'm a cock-sucking sissy whore, and she'd divorce me and take me for everything.

	The next morning, I put on a fresh pair of knickers and did the same thing with the worker on the scaffolding, but this time I posed, smiled and winked. Markus once again sent the photos and told me they were much better, but then he asked about progress with Debbie.

	"I'm sorry. I tried, even got her playing along with the fantasy, but after we were done, she said she wouldn't do it for real. I'm sorry! Please don't out me!" I wrote.

	"Woah, Tim, great work man." He wrote. "That she gets off on the fantasy too is a great start. Don't worry, you've done me proud. Just keep working her. This time, after you cum in her, go down on her. Get her used to the idea of you licking cum from her pussy."

	That was maybe going too far out of her comfort zone. I mean, Debbie likes it when I go down on her, but to do it straight after sex, I had to assume she'd hate it.

	But I assumed wrong.

	The first time I did it, after a very active and vocal cuckold role-play session, she loved it. Her eyes remained glued to mine as I licked and sucked at her pussy, my cum spreading across my nose, lips and cheeks. She grinned and cooed, and her legs trembled as she came awfully fast.

	"That was so hot!" She gasped. "Where did you come up with that? The story you read?"

	"Er, yeah. The, er, cuckold goes down on her after the lover cums."

	Again, she grinned naughtily. "Oh, you're dirty! I love it! Where's this Tim been all my life?" She asked, and for a moment, I felt a little hurt. I never thought our sex life was amazing, but I thought the times we did it were fun. Clearly she thought me some sort of boring Nigel. What a surprise she was in for!

	"Send me this story, I want to read it." She said.

	"Oh, I'll need to work out how to transfer books on Kindle."

	"It's easy. I'll show you."

	"Well, I've deleted it. Let me find it for you."

	I quickly searched for a cuckold book, which wasn't hard, even finding one where the wife eventually turns the husband into a sissy; perhaps that would alleviate the issues with my knicker collection, then I activated family sharing and shared the story with her. I thought she would start reading immediately, but instead, she went off to do the washing and ironing.

	Finally, I was able to relax with a beer. Of course, I wasn't happy about any of this, certainly not about sharing my wife, and definitely not about the homosexual stuff I needed to do, but so far, I seemed to be navigating my problem quite well.

	On top of that, the knickers were pretty damned comfortable. And let's be honest, I'd been hornier than ever lately. I reasoned that perhaps a little spice in my life was needed. That was until I heard my wife calling me. "Babe, can you come here a sec?" She called.

	"Sure."[image: Image]

	The door to the bedroom was pushed to, but when I opened it, a surprise lay waiting for me on the bed. All my pretty satin knickers, sissy bras, and the nightie, lying there. My wife stared at me with a confused and slightly angry expression.

	"Care to explain?"

	 


Three

	The shiny underwear sat there like a constant reminder of my lies and manipulation. I was about to lie again but I also knew that I wouldn't come out of this any better. I doubted this would lose me my marriage, but I had a feeling that if could end up losing her respect, which would ultimately lead to my marriage ending. Still, there was no getting out of this,

	I needed to tell her that I wanted to be a sissy.

	"l can explain." I told her, and she folded her arms forcefully, waiting for said explanation. "They're mine."

	"Yeah, I assumed that. I doubt you would leave a lover's knickers so proudly on display in your underwear drawer."

	"No, well, l..." I sighed. "l sent you the book, I read, the story. The cuckold, well, the wife is dominant and she humiliates the husband by making him wear panties."

	"Why? What is the point? They're just knickers!"

	"It's to, well, take away his manhood. To make him understand the lover is better."[image: Image]

	"And this gets you excited does it?"

	"Yes, well, sort of. That fantasy." I added quietly.

	She looked at me, then at the clothes, before shrugging. "Okay, show me. Put them on, and the nightie."

	I gulped, and then nodded quickly, stripping off my clothes. The workers had left so I'd changed into normal male underwear. Picking up a pair of baby pink full-cut panties, the edges lined with thick white lace, I slid them up my legs, my hands shaking in fear. Then I took the nightie and pulled it on, before turning to face her. She started smiling, and then snorted a stifled laugh. "You look ridiculous, but I think I get it." She giggled.

	"You do?"

	"l mean, I'm not a nun. I understand BDSM and humiliation, I've seen porn. I didn't know this was what you like, but hey, if you like it, you like it. I'm not going to kink shame you. We all have them."

	"Thank you Debbie."

	"Mmmm..." She mused, looking up at the ceiling, "l think Mistress Debbie when you are dressed like that. And!" She gasped, stepping away from the ironing board. "Whilst you are dressed like that, you can do the ironing! Enjoy! I'm going to read."

	With that, she left the room and I felt relieved that she was okay with it. I don't know why, but this small change felt like a victory, and my first thought was of how happy it would make Markus. I picked up my phone and took a selfie of myself by the ironing board, and wrote that she'd found out I was a sissy and was okay with it.

	[image: Image]"Great first steps, sissy. I'll see you tomorrow. Be ready for your next training." He wrote back. I had to wonder what he had in mind, but I knew it couldn't be anything good.

	The story wasn't long and Debbie was a very fast reader. An hour later, Debbie was back in the bedroom and climbing onto the bed. She was naked now, clearly she'd stripped down whilst she was on the sofa reading.

	"Your story made me horny." She told me. "l downloaded more from the author, but you and I need to talk. What are your expectations, because clearly you've thought about this more than me?"

	I gulped and nodded. "l..." There were multiple ways this could go, but I decided I needed to push it in Markus' direction. "The main guy, Markus, he's black." I said, and suddenly Debbie was laughing and rolling her eyes. "What?"

	"Cliché!"

	The brought out a laugh. "Okay, yeah, but he was wearing tight trousers, and I noticed his, well, you know? And well, it was massive."

	This time she didn't laugh. "You were looking at his dick?"

	"It was hard not to notice!" I cried. "It was huge."

	"Okay. So you fantasise about me fucking this black guy, right?"

	"Yes."

	She paused and nodded, and then sighed. "You understand that I don't want to fuck anyone else? I don't want to do it, and I won't do it."

	"l understand, but, can we play?"[image: Image]

	"Oh yes, I like the fantasy, for sure, but I won't take it further than that. I don't like being forced or pressured, and I hope you dressing up like this, isn't a prelude to you begging me constantly to do it. I had a boyfriend who once did that to get [image: Image]anal from me, and I hated him for it."

	"l promise. I might beg in the heat of the moment..."

	"l don't mind that. I just don't want to feel pressured. I decided who I sleep with, you included."

	"Of course."

	She nodded, then clicked her fingers and pointed to the ironing. As I continued to iron, she continued to read, but then she reached into her side cabinet and pulled out one of her vibrators — yes, she had three of various sizes and ages.[image: Image]

	It was pretty hard to concentrate on ironing and on the fact that my wife was lying there reading cuckold sissy stories and masturbating, but that was what was happening. Occasionally, she'd bring herself off, then pause the vibrator, but continue reading. I had to take this as a good sign, until reality dawned on me and I realised that I was not the one conditioning her into this, it was Markus through me. He was making me do all of this, and I was essentially making her ready for him.

	I was a wimp. A loser. But even as I said those words in my head, I felt myself getting erect. Eventually, she noticed.

	"Turn off the iron, and you may fuck me, sissy."

	"Thank you, Mistress!" I gasped, rushing over to her, about to pulled down my knickers.

	"Keep them on, just pull your little clit out." She told me. Boy, was she learning fast! As I entered her, she showed me just what she'd learned. "Are you in yet? You're so small I can't even feel you! Jesus, no wonder I need to find a lover, your little thing couldn't satisfy a mouse, you fucking pussy. Come on, get on with it! Cum so you can get back to ironing, sissy!" In my head, the words wimp and loser kept playing on repeat. "I'm such a wimp, aren't l?" I said.

	"Mmm-hmm. Total wimp. Waste of air if you ask me." She sneered, moving her hips with mine as my cock grew inside her.

	"Tell me I'm a loser."

	"You are." She grinned, "a total loser. Fucking worthless piece of shit."

	"Yes! Yes!"

	"Oh, you like that huh? Fucking wanker. No good piece of shit. Fucking cunt!"

	"Oh god, I'm gonna cum!"

	"Oh what a surprise! Quick-spurt strikes again! God I hate your cock! I hate it so much!"

	"Yes, yes! That's why you need a lover, to make you happy!"

	"Yes, and one day, maybe I really will find one. Maybe you're right, maybe I'm being too hard on myself. Mmm..." She thought out loud. "Yes, maybe this Markus would be right for me, maybe give me a black baby!"

	I came. I came fucking hard, and I screamed so loud that she laughed and shushed me, even though the nearest neighbour was a hundred metres away. She was still laughing as I went down on her, licking her and cleaning, until she finally climaxed.

	She pulled me up and held me, feeling the soft satin on my body. She kissed me a few more times and told me she liked insulting me during sex, but she hoped I knew that she didn't mean it. I told her that I did, but then I followed it up with a sentence that surprised even me. "But I wish you did mean it."

	It was still early and there was still ironing to do. As I continued, she put her phone down and put the television on, finding something we could both watch. Occasionally, she would point out how to iron better, what I should be doing, but generally she said she was happy with my work.

	After a short amount of time, she picked up the phone again and continued to read the porn. I could see her nipples harden and her face flush. Clearly it was getting to her.

	"Sissy, lick." She said, and I was back between her legs and licking whilst she read. Then after a moment she said, "Do you know why to buy a chastity cage?"

	Wow! That was a massive leap! "Online, sure." I said.

	"Order one. Small. I read about something here called a nano cage. Effectively removes your penis. I want to wear the

	"Yes Mistress!" I gasped, licking furiously.

	It had taken just a short weekend to turn my normally boring, uninterested wife, into a sexually charged dominant bitch. Sure, she was against the idea of cheating on me, but I could see the wheels turning. At this point, I knew, it was not a case of if, but when.

	What had I done?

	 


Four

	On Monday morning I didn't even need to hide the fact I was putting on knickers, in fact, she watched me do it and then laughed at me, and then laughed again that her laughing at me was making me erect. She reminded me again to order a chastity cage because she didn't need me wanking all day when I should be working.

	After she left, I went looking for a worker to take a picture of me in panties. I knew that Markus was coming over today, [image: Image]but he still required a daily picture. Unfortunately, all the workers were on a break, sat together. I was beginning to walk away when one of them called me back and told me to bend over and drop my pants. Gulping, I entered the circle of men and dropped the trousers and bent over, posing as ordered. The sound of the camera told me they were shooting.

	"Done." The main guy said, and I buckled up.

	As I was walking away, I didn't hear any laughing or negativity, but they also didn't try to get me to suck them off either. They were all there to work, but they also knew to help out Markus when he needed it. I wanted to ask them why they didn't want to play too, but I felt that might give them the wrong idea.

	Markus showed up at noon. Before getting to anything sexual, he had a few ideas about the roof, even talking about adding windows. Given the money we were saving because of the grant, it made sense to make some adjustments, but I was a little concerned about planning permission. He assured me that roof windows were fine, but said that if some adjustments to planning were needed, he could handle it.

	Finally done with the work related items, he told me to go upstairs, get undressed, then put on one of the sissy bras. I nodded, then followed his orders, pulling on the pink satin pullover top. Minutes later, he was in the room and looked at me with a smile, examining me in the matching pink outfit. His hands felt and squeezed me, then he reached into his [image: Image]case and pulled out another package, unwrapping it to reveal a pink satin puffy A top which came down to the top of my panties. Then he handed me white self-holding stockings.

	"Don't bother with the stockings this time." He told me as he began dropping his pants. "You need to shave first. Tomorrow, make sure you do it."

	"Yes Sir." I replied.

	Without waiting, I dropped to my knees and shuffled over to the huge black cock, taking it in my hands and opening my mouth. There wasn't any point in beating around the bush, and being honest with myself, I felt strangely good when I was doing it, not that I found him attractive or anything, but I didn't have a choice, and that kind of took away my guilt.

	"Mmm, good sissy, learning already." He chuckled.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I slurped on the cock with gusto, enjoying the taste and feeling in my mouth. He told me what a good girl I was, such an obedient slut. I sucked him for several minutes, but at one point I directed my eyes to the window and saw that his foreman was recording again. I no longer cared though; it was too late to care.[image: Image]

	"Get on the bed." Markus said, reaching into his bag and pulling out a small tube of something.

	"Sir, no, please." I begged. This was too far. Sucking cock, fine, but putting someone's dick up my arse?[image: Image]

	"Relax, sissy, I promise you'll enjoy it."

	I moved onto the bed, but I began crying, scared. "Please." I begged.[image: Image]

	"There's no getting out of this. You hate me now but in a few minutes you'll change your mind."

	"I'm not gay."

	"Yes, you are if I say you are." He said, slapping my arse. Then he rubbed lubricant on his dick, before pushing it into my rectum using two fat fingers. The fingers stretched me, but they also made me moan involuntarily. But just as I was getting used to them watching his eyes, he pulled the out and shuffled forwards, taking my legs in his hands, then lining up his dick and pushing.

	"Nnnn." I moaned, feeling a sharp stinging pain as the head forced its way in, but then it slid suddenly and the pain became intense. I cried out so he held still as I panted through the pain. Finally, the pain dissipated and he continued, moving forward until suddenly I felt like someone had pushed a huge warm, hard pole inside me. It was a feeling of fullness, but for some reason, the pressure in one part sent shivers through me.

	His eyes reconnected with mine as he pulled back. Instantly, rather than feel relieved, I felt like a piece of me was missing. It was such a bizarre feeling, but it passed when he shoved back inside. With each thrust, it felt better and better, until without knowing it, I was moaning and moving with him. A minute later, I was begging him, telling him to fuck me, harder, deeper, to do me, to make me a gay slut for his cock. He grinned, knowing he had me. I hadn't been expecting this at all, but he was right, he was right about everything.

	The man could fuck. He was overweight yes, but he could go on and on, not once losing his girth or firmness. For twenty minutes, he fucked me hard, pummelled me. He moaned, telling me that I had the tightest little hole he'd ever fucked. We changed positions so I could get on all fours, and he continued to fuck me, but this time he didn't last long and soon he was releasing inside me.

	As he dressed, I lay there, a smile on my face, but a fucked mess. It was incredible. It instantly made me rethink my life, wondering how I could ever be straight again. "You were right, I'm sorry." I said, my voice weary.

	He chuckled. "You need to trust me, man. When I cuck you, you're gonna love it so much. You're gonna keep helping me with that, right?"

	"Yeah, definitely." I moaned, sucking on a finger.

	I felt his hand spank me, before grabbing my arse. "l could stay here and fuck you all day, but work doesn't stop."

	Finding a little strength, I turned to look at him, resting my head on my hand. He was pulling out another package for me. "Do you get a discount or something?"

	"Nah man, one of my other sissies makes them." He chuckled.

	"How many do you have?"

	"Regulars, six. I had more but I pass them and their wives to others so I can find new ones, like you."

	"Hey, are your workers all straight?" I asked.

	The man chuckled. "Why? Want more now?"

	"No, just, they take pictures and don't bat an eye at this, but they don't try anything on."

	"Because their priority is the roof. They're professional, but if I tell them it's okay to fuck you or get blown, I think they'd jump at the chance. But," He bent down and pinched my nipple, "if they end up playing with you and becoming late, you're getting billed for it."

	I mused this. “I'm not saying we need to have a gang bang, but l...whatever, doesn't matter, yeah, the roof is priority." The huge black man chuckle, giving me a look that suggested that I didn't know what I wanted, and maybe I didn't. [image: Image]Honestly, I don't think I knew what I was feeling anymore. Was I straight, was I gay, did I really want to give up sex with my wife so that she could fuck Markus?

	Markus left and rather than get changed, I decided to go take a hot bath and shave my body hair. I'd watched Debbie do it loads of time, but I never realised how hard it would be to do to myself. Still, after a lot of fiddling around, I managed to shave off everything, including my backside.

	I dried myself off as the bath drained, then frowned as the damn thing blocked, so then I had to clean it. Still, now that I was shaved, I could try on the stockings.

	The moment those long socks went on my smooth legs, I knew I was hooked. It felt good on my skin that I decided I

	never wanted socks again. Then I put the panties, bra, and mini-nightie/top back on, and walked around the house like that.

	Downstairs, the foreman walked past the window and did a doubletake before giving me a smile. I smiled back and waved, wiggling my fingers at him. What the fuck was that? I said to myself, wondering when I became a gay flirt!

	It was quite relieving to work in my sissy outfit, but given I didn't have any conference calls, I didn't need to worry about the camera. Anyway, I usually didn't care if the camera was on or off, and neither did anyone else.

	[image: Image]The first thing I did when I had a free moment was order the chastity cage. I found a composite plastic one in the style that Debbie told me about on Amazon, so ordered that with next day delivery, and added to that several packs of stockings, and a few suspender-belts. In for a penny...

	Before Debbie got home, I made sure to change, then prepared dinner. As usual, she told me about her day, then asked about how the roof was going and so forth. However, instead of her usual need to open her laptop and work, she did something new.

	"Go change into sissy clothes, wash and dry up, then make me a cup of tea." She said.

	"Yes Mistress."

	I ran upstairs and changed into the outfit I had on earlier. When she saw me in it, she looked me up and down then tried [image: Image]to work out if she'd seen it before or not, but thankfully, she didn't comment it.

	"Did you order the chastity cage?" She asked.

	"Yes Mistress. It'll arrive tomorrow." I said, before adding, "along with, erm, more stockings."

	"Good, and I'm glad to see you are buying yourself more sissy clothes. Finish your work, then join me in the bedroom.[image: Image]

	You can massage my feet."

	That evening, as she massaged my feet, we talked. She asked me how I felt in the clothes, and I admitted to her that whilst they were silly, it also felt very freeing, especially around her. It was an answer she seemed to understand, and it was then that she admitted to me that she'd been horny all day because of all of this.

	"l literally couldn't work properly." She said. "l kept imagining my little sissy prancing around and working for me. But..." She paused, blushing a little. "Well, I saw a guy today, he was hot, and well, I realised something. If I wanted to, you'd let me fuck him, wouldn't you?"

	I looked up at her, my heart racing. "Well, it's not about me letting you. I want you to take it from me, without regard for

	She giggled, but then calmed. "l love it, but you realise that's dangerous, right? I mean, I could fall in love, or I could...become a real bitch to you."

	“I...I will take that risk."

	Her eyes studied mine, trying to read them, and then she nodded. "l believe you." She told me. "Now, come lick my pussy whilst I read some more." She smiled.

	"Yes Mistress." Things were moving, and they were moving fast. I knew there was no going back now.

	 


Five

	The package from Amazon arrived the next morning just as Debbie was leaving for work, making Debbie pause and turn back. She didn't care that she'd be a little late because she wanted to take the keys immediately. Given that I'd never put a chastity cage on before, I had no idea if I was doing it right, but Debbie seemed to understand it better than I did. There were multiple rings, but the second largest one seemed the most comfortable. She placed a couple of fingers in between the plastic my balls, and deemed there was enough space not to cut off blood supply. Then she aimed the tip of my dick with the pee hole of the almost flat cage, and connected it to the ring, before sliding in the lock.

	"There!" She said, taking the keys with an excited smile. "Have fun baby!"

	And she was gone.

	The cage was actually not entirely uncomfortable, and of course, the day before, I'd researched quite a bit about what to expect with this type of cage, so I wasn't worried.

	Next, pink suspender-belt, pink stockings, pink panties, and pink sissy bralette. I was actually looking forward to wearing it all, not that I knew why. Then I dressed up, and I headed out to the group as they were preparing for the day.

	"Photos?" I asked.

	The men shared a look and a smile, then said, "Yes. Get undressed." The foreman said.

	"Pants?" I asked.

	"No, get undressed." He waved his hand up and down to make his point.[image: Image]

	Gulping, I nodded and undressed, standing there in the lingerie as photos were taken. But before I could dress, I felt hands on me, multiple hands. I stood, shivering in the morning cold as five hand roamed my body, squeezing my buttocks, one even checking out the cage with a chuckle. Hands pushed me to my knees and I cock was thrust in my face. Markus had told them.

	With only a moment's hesitation, I opened my mouth and took the cock, as zips opened and more dicks pulled out. Behind me, hands were pulling on my hips, forcing me into a kneeling position. I knew what was coming next.

	The crew started work an hour late. I knew that hour would cost me, but for that money, I found not only my belly, but also my anus full of cum. Each of the men used me, not caring that I was male, just that I was a willing receptacle for their sperm.[image: Image]

	"Just mornings, no more than that. Work has to take priority." The foreman told me.

	"Yes Sir." I replied submissively, earning a smirk from him.

	"Maybe I will play with you more. We'll see." He told me, grabbing my arse and pulling me in for a kiss.

	[image: Image][image: Image]My day was spent in a sissy nightie, but I was mindful of what Debbie had said about me buying more. I decided to message her to ask if I should, to which she replied that I should, instantly sending me a link to a brand called Satini on Amazon, telling me to order all three of the nighties and slips, but also every single item, panties, tap panties, bralettes, cami tops. In fact, she told me to literally order everything.

	"It's a lot of money for a game..." I wrote back.

	"Sissy, I think we both know it's no longer a game, right?" She wrote back.

	The message scared me. I think for the past few days I thought there was always a way to stop, to back out, but it seemed that she was all in, committed. But did this mean she'd changed her mind regarding sleeping with other men?

	"Are you talking about cuckolding too?" I wrote.

	"It's a bit step..." She wrote back, "But if you want it, then we can try it."

	The message surprised me, but I couldn't help it, I told her that I did, but then I immediately wrote to Markus and told him. I thought he'd be pleased, but he also surprised me by telling me to take her out to a bar on Friday night and have her flirt with me. I didn't really get it, I thought he want her himself, alone. When I asked why, he explained that she needed to get into it, build her confidence up.

	He wasn't wrong really. Debbie was hot, a really hot blonde with huge breasts, and a nice tight body, tall, and dressed nicely, but gone were the days when she saw herself the way I saw her. She exercised at the company gym every day, but she kept saying it was getting harder to look pretty.

	If flirting with men would build up her conference, then he was all for it.[image: Image]

	Markus didn't visit that day or the next, but each morning the workers had their way with me. The sissy items arrived the same day, which meant that by evening I was in full sissy regale, much to Debbie's enjoyment. The workers appeared to find the same enjoyment in my humiliation.

	That Tuesday night, I asked Debbie about going out on Friday, and she was over the moon. We rarely went out together anymore, so to voluntarily take her out to a restaurant and later a bar was something exceptional. Of course, at first, I didn't tell her why, but as we fucked later, I did bring up the idea of her flirting with guys there, which she liked.[image: Image]

	As the week went on, I increased the fantasy, talking about me sitting watching whilst men hit on her, until she finally stopped me and asked directly if this was my plan in the first place, to go out and have her flirt, rather than a nice night as a couple. I admitted that it was, leaving her pissed off. I got the silent treatment.

	Friday morning came about, but this time the crew had new orders, as did l. Something new was afoot.

	As Debbie prepared for work and I pranced around in my sissy nightie, Debbie was still not talking to me. It was normal for me to remain in my sissy clothing in the morning as the workers didn't usually arrive until later, but this time was different. To my shock, the vans were pulling up.

	Now, they'd seen me, obviously, before, but Debbie didn't know that, so I needed to play the game.

	"Shit! They're here early." I said, panicked.

	Debbie, who hadn't said a word to me since Wednesday, stopped me. "Serves you right. Keep it on, let them see you for all care."

	I gulped. "Yes Mistress."

	Then the doorbell rang and I froze. "Go, open it." She said firmly.

	Markus had arrived with the team, and when I opened the door for him, he smiled at me, glad to see me in the pink outfit and the white stockings. For a moment, I thought he was going to out me, tell Debbie that he knew everything, but he played the role well. "Oh, you're sissifying your husband, Mrs Warren?" He said, looking up at my wife all dressed up in her work suit.

	"Yes, he's been naughty, so needs to be punished." She replied without missing a beat.[image: Image]

	"Happy to take that task off your hands." He chuckled.

	Debbie paused for a moment, seeming to contemplate it, but then said, "No thank you. I'll take care of it."

	"Okay, offer's open." Markus stated. "I'm Markus, by the way." He said, taking his shoes off for the first time ever in our house, and walking to Debbie with an extended hand. "A pleasure to finally meet you."

	"You too Markus. Your boys are doing a great job. I love that they don't leave this place a pigsty."

	"l pride myself on making sure we leave every place the way we would expect to see it. Whilst I have you here, Mrs Warren..."

	"Debbie, please." She smiled.

	"Debbie, sure, sure. Whilst I have you, I wanted to talk to you about this part above the bathroom. Your bathroom is rather cramped and I think we can work a dormer area here to give you more space above the bath. We can sort any relevant planning issues, but I don't think it will be an issue, and it won't massively increase the budget. In fact, it won't at all, because I can give you a friends and family discount."

	Smiling, Debbie nodded. "What a wonderful idea, and thank you, Markus, that's really good of you."

	"Ah, ma'am, happy to help such a gorgeous woman." He said winking. "And by the way, I hope I am not overstepping here, but Mr Warren, erm, your, erm, sissy, didn't tell me just how stunningly beautiful you are."

	I watched Debbie blush. She loved getting compliments, and now was no exception. "Thank you, Markus. I appreciate the kind words."

	"No, wow, honestly, the pleasure is all mine, but can I make one small suggestion?"[image: Image]

	"Okay?" She asked, now a little concerned.

	[image: Image]"Well, I guess you work in the corporate world, based on how you are dressed, but the pant suit thing is old hat. These days women are power dressing, showing the man that they own their sexuality, not the men. You would look amazing in a dress, or a skirt, but suits on women are now more a cry for recognition, being noticed. It's like saying, look at me, I can also dress like a male executive, but what you should be saying is, I'm the boss, I can dress how I like."

	Now, if I tried a speech like that, she'd tell me to stop pushing her into short skirts and to mind my own business, but for some reason, coming from Markus, she began nodding, her mouth open in recognition. She didn't say anything, so Markus continued.

	"If I were you, I'd go back up there and put on something that will make the men at top fear you."

	Again, she nodded, then turned and walked up the staircase, like a robot after being reprogrammed. Markus turned to me and winked, then opened his flies and clicked his fingers. I ran to him and began sucking, listening to the sound of cupboards opening and closing upstairs. Then as the door upstairs creaked, he pushed me away and threaded his huge erection into his tight trousers. I scrambled to my feet and backed off before Debbie could see me.

	Then my eyes caught Debbie as she descended the stairs, black nylon of her hold-up stockings smooth on her skin, the hint of skin and a strap under a black leatherette mini-skirt, and a thick black lace halter neck armless top, the suggestion of her black bra visible through the mesh of the lace. High-heeled stiletto sandals, shoes she normally hated for work, completed the ensemble.

	If I ever asked her to dress like that, she'd tell me where to get off, but this stranger comes into our house and suddenly she is obeying his every word. I tried to think back to what he said, and couldn't fathom how he was able to control her in such a way. It had to be something to do with his tone and body language, but I didn't get it.

	"Much better!" Markus said. "You should dress to impress every day, dress to feel sexy and everyone will see you that way. You'll have people wrapped around your finger, much like sissy here. Now, you sure I can't help out with his punishment?"

	She smiled subtly and looked at me, then turned back to him. "Not today, but will you be around tomorrow?"

	"l can be."

	"I'm going out tonight, but sissy isn't." She said, this was news to me. "But I would like to watch something funny tomorrow morning in bed, and seeing a big man like you give him a thorough thrashing would be wonderful." She smiled. [image: Image]

	"Happy to ma'am." He chuckled. "Going anywhere special?"

	"Out with my friend Shelly. My husband and I were meant to have a nice night together, but that was before I found out what a conniving little shit he is, so he can stay home, clean the house, wash, and iron." She said, looking right at me. "I'll have a nice night with my friend."

	"Well enjoy yourself. Don't get yourself into any trouble with the men."

	Debbie laughed and put her hand on his arm. "l wouldn't worry about that. I know how to handle myself."

	The big man laughed, but then reached into his pocket and pulled out a business card. "Sure you can, but if you find anyone hassling you and you want rid of them, call my number. I know you wish your hubby could handle it, but no sense in gettin' a sissy's nose all banged up when a big black man can settle things with one look."

	She took the card but kept her hand on his bicep. "Thank you! What a gentleman! I'll keep you to hand, so to speak." [image: Image]"Oh, I'm sure you will." The man grinned back. "Now, I'll let you pop to work, need to discuss business with your man, well, sissy, here."

	She giggled and grabbed her laptop bag. "No taking advantage of him now." She warned playfully.

	"You mean on the roof or generally?" He laughed. "Oh, the roof, of course. Just the roof." She sang.

	"Good to know." He said, winking at her.

	We both watched the door shut, then he turned to me and said, "Upstairs, on the bed, lube up. I'll gather the boys. We're gonna make sure you don't shit right."


Six

	My night was torture, sheer torture. Cleaning the house, washing and ironing was simple enough, and I had that done fast, but then I had nothing except television, and even that couldn't keep me distracted from what my wife was up to.

	Debbie had left the house in a new red mini-dress, her mid-riff and left shoulder exposed, and her left breast constantly threatening to pop out. Black stockings, the lace of which showed the world whenever she moved, made her even more enticing. But that wasn't what got me going. As she changed handbags, I saw her place a box of Durex inside the purse. They were clearly a new purchase and one with a purpose. She must have known I saw her packing them but said nothing, leaving me to wonder if she was serious about getting laid, or if this was just an act.

	Before leaving the house, she kissed me on my forehead, then looked at me and finally spoke to me like my wife. "Are you okay?" She asked.

	"Yes Mistress, I am." I told her.

	"l am disappointed that you felt you could manipulate me, but at the same time, I understand it." She told me. "But [image: Image]I'm not going to lie, I am enjoying everything that you have introduced me to. I like my little sissy girlfriend, and I like you are so just goddamn irresistible dressed like that. Not sexually, but I think you are cute. The cage stays on until I say otherwise."

	"Yes Mistress."

	"Don't wait up, I don't know what to expect tonight, neither should you."[image: Image]

	And so, out she went, and now it was two in the morning, and still she wasn't home. What I did do though, although I knew I shouldn't, was open Find My and see where she was. Gulliver's Close. A residential area. I saw earlier that she was in a nightclub, so to see her in a residential area surprised me. She was out with Shelly, and I knew Shelly didn't live anywhere near that side of town.

	Suddenly, I burning sensation filled my gut, as I searched my email to find Markus' home address. No, it wasn't it. She [image: Image]wasn't at Markus' place. So who was she with?

	I finally heard the key go in the lock at around three, and immediately pretended to be asleep. She tiptoed in, banging her toe and swearing as she did, before dumping her handbag on a sideboard, and running into the bathroom. The moment I heard the shower go, I ran to her handbag and found the box of condoms, all three still inside. She hadn't fucked anyone.

	[image: Image][image: Image]As I rummaged through the handbag though, I found a carton of cigarettes, Marlboro Red. Eight were smoked. This was odd, because Debbie hadn't smoked since her teenage years. Why had she started again now? Or was this something else I didn't know about her?

	Scrambling back to bed, something was bugging me, something that hadn't clicked. The box of condoms was full, so what was the issue. It was only as I heard my wife step out of the bathroom that I realised something. The box had been unwrapped. Before she went out, it was a new box, but this time it had been unwrapped. Had she planned to use them and changed her mind? Was that why she showered immediately?

	She fell asleep almost immediately, but it was clear to me that she was drunk because she began snoring. She never snored unless she'd had too much to drink. That meant she'd be out like a light and a bomb wouldn't wake her up.

	I ran to the bathroom and looked for her used knickers, finding them in the hamper. Looking inside there was evidence of the fact that she was wet, but no sign of male semen. So she hadn't been fucked. Maybe just oral, or a handy, but no sex.

	Strangely, that disappointed me more than made me happy, in fact, I sighed and felt horrible.

	Markus had brought me into this against my will, but I was finding myself an increasingly willing participant. The gay [image: Image]stuff was the highlight of my day now, and dressing up in male clothes was something I dreaded rather than looked forward to. Markus clearly knew me better than I knew myself, because I was obviously a sissy cuckold, not that I wanted to admit it to myself.

	We were woken up by the sound of the doorbell. Outside the workers were already busy, but waiting at the door was Markus. I opened it and immediately dropped to my knees, as he expected when my wife was not around to see. He opened his trousers and I immediately took his dick in my mouth, glad that Debbie was too hung over to get up.

	"She in any shape to watch me punish you?" He chuckled.

	"Not sure." I replied, pulling his dick out of my mouth but gently stroking it with my hand. "She's hung over but awake." "Alright, take me up to her." He smiled, putting his dick away.

	I walked back upstairs then knocked on the door and leaned in. She was sat up in her ivory nightie checking her phone.

	"Erm, Mistress, Markus is here about the, erm, punishment."

	She looked up at me with a confused look, but then recognition dawned on her face. “Oh yeah. He wants to do that does he?" She chuckled. "Do you?" She asked softly. "You don't have to if you don't want, I was only joking."

	"No, I...I kind of want to."

	Again, she chuckled, and then nodded. "Go on then."

	I opened the door fully and we both stepped in. He looked her over and said good morning before asking how the head was, to which she rolled her eyes and groaned.

	"Saw you didn't need me last night then?" He told her. "Sorry, nobody tried to molest me. Next time perhaps."

	"Next time." He agreed, grinning.

	To our surprise, Markus began pulling off his trousers and underpants. He saw us looking at him confused, to which he said that he didn't need me getting cum on his pants. That made sense, I guess, but pulling his dick out did not. However, [image: Image]when Debbie finally got a view of it, her eyes grew as wide as saucers. Markus then sat down on the edge of the bed on

	Debbie's side, and tapped his knees, as Debbie turned on her side to watch.

	I lay myself over his knees, then felt his left hand on my back as his right hand rubbed my buttocks through the panties, before pulling them down enough to sit under my cheeks.

	Looking up at Debbie, I found her smiling at me. I think she thought this would all be rather silly, but now she was realising just how much power she had over me, something she hadn't really considered in the past.

	The first slap came down hard, making me yelp and making Debbie giggle; but the slaps didn't stop at one. He rained them down in groups of ten, pausing and then ten more. By fifty, I was in tears, my legs wiggling as he increased the pace. Debbie was no longer laughing, but she was doing something else. Her eyes were fixed on me as she masturbated furiously, and the spanking just continued.

	By one-hundred-and-fifty, he was done and letting me back up, but Debbie was still frigging away under the covers. Now on her back, she was looking directly into Markus' eyes, challenging him, still rubbing at herself. His cock jutted in front of him, erect and threatening, but now he was wanking it.

	Grabbing the duvet, he threw it backwards to reveal her fingers playing at the shaved slit. Then he knelt between her legs and for a brief moment, I thought he was going to fuck her. She clearly thought so too, because she widened her legs and held her labia apart, but no such luck. No, he just watched her and wanked, whilst I stood there like a sissy idiot, not knowing what to do.

	He rubbed himself faster as her breathing became laboured, leaning forward, getting over her crotch and aiming at her belly and breasts. As she came, so did her, spraying her body with his seed, squeezing and pushing what he could out of her, before standing

	"You know what to do." He told me with a sneer.

	Gulping, I moved to the bed. Debbie wasn't sure what I was planning to do until I leaned down and it suddenly dawned on her. "No, you're not..." she whispered, but she was grinning hard now, moving her hands out of the way so I could get to each drop of cum with my tongue.

	Behind me, Markus chuckled, his dick softening but still hanging out. He moved over to the top of the bed and bent [image: Image]down, grabbing one of Debbie's huge tits whilst he kissed her. Her hand ran through his short hair, engaging the kiss, and then it broke.

	"You two are a lot of fun." He laughed, reaching for his jeans. "Next time." And with that, he was gone.

	[image: Image]From between my wife's legs, I looked up at her and she began chuckling. "Well that was a much more fun wake-up than I'd been expecting." She told me.

	"You enjoyed it?" I asked, surprised that she was so into it.

	"Hell yes!" She screeched, laughing. "You kidding? That was hot as fuck! Come up here, silly. Come for a hug, you need it."

	She held me in her arms and everything began to feel alright. Markus was now a part of both our lives, so I knew my time as a husband was numbered, a normal husband anyway, if that even existed for me anymore. I still didn't know what happened last night, where she was, but I decided the best thing I could do was ask her.

	"How was your night?" I asked her.

	"You mean did you become a cuckold last night?" She chuckled, looking at me. I blinked in response, so she kissed me on the forehead. "You became a cuckold last night, but now I need to know, with that information, how do you feel?" "l..." How did I feel? Honestly, I didn't believe her, I thought she was testing me, and that made me feel sad. I wanted this to be real. "l want to believe you, but part of me thinks you are testing me."

	Should I tell her that I went snooping through her bag? That wasn't a great idea, but then again, my wife wasn't stupid, and I already got into trouble with her for manipulating her. "The condoms..."[image: Image]

	She smiled. "l thought you weren't asleep last night. So I'll start at the beginning. We went for tapas and wine with Shelly and I told her everything. Of course, she thinks you are a pussy, said I should divorce you. I asked why, and she told me that it was clear you were doing this just so you can get pussy. That's when I showed her the keys and explained that you were in a cage, and that you were dressed as a sissy, and well, she doesn't understand it."

	Debbie sighed and rolled her eyes. "We ended up arguing because she said that marriage is sacred, and what we are doing it wrong, blah, blah, blah, so we ended up saying good night and went on our way."

	"Oh, sorry." I told her, sorry she got into a bust up with her friend.

	"Nah, no worries. But I had a little wine in me, and to be honest, she pissed me off, so I wanted to get back at her. I went to a club where I knew there'd be a lot of men, and sat at the bar waiting for the first guy to pick me up. Let me tell you something, the first guy? The wrong guy. I had to turn away about fifty guys before I found one I liked.

	"Of course, I told him I was married and free to play, and he was saying that he had a girlfriend but she was away and he was horny. Perfect match. We went back to his place, after I did some online checks on him of my own," she said pointedly, knowing I would be worried about her safety, "and I blew him, then he fucked me three times. He had condoms, didn't want to use mine because I think he was a little afraid that I was looking to get pregnant. Anyway, he's too young for me, but he was a great lay, and yes, he served a purpose."

	As she told me the story, I felt my cock try to grow in the cage and fail miserably. But what she noticed on me was my smile, and with that, I could see her visibly relax.

	"Lick me." She said softly, stroking my hair. "I'm horny remembering... erm... shit, I don't remember his name." That actually made me laugh as I slid down to her pussy and licked.

	That I was now officially a cuckold should have upset me, made me feel jealousy that made me sick. A few years ago, we were on holiday and I saw a hot guy chatting to Debbie at a bar, and honestly, it didn't turn me on, it made me feel sick and angry. We ended up in a fight over that because the guy was there with is wife and they were just making idle chit-chat whilst waiting for drinks. I remember thinking that if I ever saw Debbie with another man, that would be it, over, but now, she was freely admitting that she fucked another man, and I loved it.

	"How did it feel?" She asked me.

	"Getting spanked?" I asked.

	[image: Image]"Well, that too, but I meant his dick. You were pressed up against that massive thing, did it feel good?" She asked this time.

	"l mean, it was a cock." I said, trying to deflect from the fact that I might have feelings about touching another man's cock.

	She rolled her eyes and smiled. "I wish you men would stop being so strict about the gay-straight thing."[image: Image]

	"How do you mean?" I asked from between her legs.

	"l mean, you don't bat an eye if women give each other head, you don't even suggest they might be gay, just fun. But suggest a man touch or suck another dick, and it's the end of the world."

	I blinked as I licked, trying to work out what to say, then I looked up at her and said, "I'd suck a dick if you told me to.

	And yeah, his dick was huge, it felt...exciting."

	The grin that formed on her face lit up the room. She closed her eyes and lay back, her hand on my head as I licked.

	Clearly, she was imagining me going down on Markus. Sure, she enjoyed it now, but what if she found out that I'd been cheating on her with the entire workforce for the past five days? Something told me, she wouldn't be too happy about that.


Seven

	Saturday was a lazy day for us because of Debbie's hangover. I offered to cook and play nursemaid, but all she wanted us to do was stay in bed and order take-out. Occasionally, one or two of the workers gave us a look through the window, but when I suggested I close the curtains, Debbie told me not to bother. In fact, by the afternoon, she was clearly feeling better because at one point, she flashed Jacek, the foreman by pulling out her boobs.

	Jacek was the one guy Debbie had spoken to since they started. He was a little older than us and had family back home in Poland, but was divorced. She said he was very polite and even offered to help her when she was carrying shopping last [image: Image]weekend.

	"Should I fuck him?" She asked me.

	Given that Jacek had already fucked me many times, my guess was he wouldn't hesitate to fuck my wife. That said, I didn't want to open Pandora's box here and for the crew to think it was okay to just fuck us both whenever they wanted, I needed someone to be the boss, and clearly it was no longer me.

	"Do you think that's a good idea?" I asked her. "l mean, they work for us."

	"So does Markus," she giggled, "and he just turned you into his little sissy bitch." But she was still looking at the now empty window and licking her lips. "I'm horny and I want to get laid. Go get him in."

	Nodding quickly, I stood, but then she grabbed my wrist. "Sorry, listen, Tim, if you don't want to do this, if you've changed your mind, we don't have to do it. I don't want you to think you can't realise you've made a mistake or something."

	"No...' like this new you."

	She smiled, “I like this new me too. Then go get him."

	The builders were on a break when I went out. For a moment, they thought I was there to service them, given I hadn't [image: Image]done it that morning. A couple began feeling me up, and when I looked up at the window to my bedroom, I saw Debbie watching, an intrigued smirk on her face as I brushed away the hands trying to gain access to my knickers.

	I explained to Jacek that my wife wanted to see him. He looked up at the window and Debbie waved, but then he looked back at me, still chewing on a piece of sandwich. "Tell wife that thank you but no thank you." He said.

	"Wh...why?" I asked, worried Debbie would feel bad about it.

	"Boss say no. I fuck you, sure, but no lady. Boss say no. Sorry. Want to, she hot woman, but no."

	[image: Image][image: Image]Nodding, I walked away, giving Debbie a sad look. She frowned, and when I reached the room, she asked what happened. I filled her in on everything, and she sighed but said she understood, that she supposed it could cost him his job.

	"So what do we do? I'm horny?" She asked.

	I looked away, thinking. I could offer my services, but clearly she wasn't interested. Huh, suddenly everything Markus had done to get us to this point made sense. I turned back to my wife and said, "Why don't you call Markus?"

	The grin on her face stretched from ear to ear. "That thing is huge." She told me. "Honestly, if I fuck him, I might never want you again."[image: Image]

	"Ah..." I said, trying to brush it off, but she shook her head.

	"No, I'm serious. I'm not saying I won't be able to feel you, that's bullshit. But when you've flown first class, why would anyone want to fly economy?"

	That was a risk, sure, but my feeling was that once Markus had her, that he'd make it a priority to make her keep me locked anyway, and whilst that should have scared me, it should have made me want to throw-up, now it didn't, now it made me even more excited. This whole lifestyle shift was changing me, perhaps not for the better, but it was definitely

	"Call him." I said.

	"You asked for it." She giggled, dialling the number.

	It was as if Markus was waiting for the call, because the moment he answered her call and found out it was her, he told her he was on the way, much to Debbie's delight. Immediately, she jumped up and showered, before dressing up in sexy red lingerie, the colour contrasting her platinum blonde locks. She danced around the wardrobes, picking out a sexy peignoir to wear, giggling as she thought about what was coming for her.[image: Image]

	Grabbing her handbag, she pulled out the box of condoms and I frowned, which didn't go unnoticed. "Are you sure?" She asked me.

	"What do you mean?" I asked back.[image: Image]

	"Are you sure you want him to go without? Like, isn't that risky?"

	It was, but I also knew that any concern was too late anyway. If we were going to do this, then we might as well do it [image: Image]right, and I relayed that to her. She smiled, agreeing, placing the condoms back in the bag, away from sight, away from suggestion.

	Finally, the doorbell rang and she sent me down to open it. Markus smiled, knowing full well that this moment would come, probably at this exact point. Without a word, I shut the door behind him, leading him up to the master bedroom, where my wife waited with an expectant grin, the red silk and lace draped over her.

	Markus wasted no time, stripping down and climbing onto her, their mouths touching, tongues dancing, and me, kneeling by the side of the bed and watching with finality as their hands roamed each other.

	The big black man turned and lay on his back, his fat belly juddering as he did, the bed creaking. He was by zero means a sexy man, no woman's normal wet dream, but for some reason, women appeared to fall over themselves for him. I'm sure the thick and very hard nine-inches jutting from his crotch did little to damage his cause.[image: Image]

	Debbie showed zero hesitation in taking his dick into her mouth, something she seldom did for me, saying it wasn't her thing. And yet, here she was, moaning as she slobbered over his hefty shaft, each sound a stabbing reminder of what he could get and I couldn't.

	"Get on and get used to it. Then I'll use you properly." He told her.

	"Yes Sir." She hissed, before spitting on his cock with a grin. Sir? That was quick, I thought.[image: Image]

	She climbed up, ignoring my presence, grabbing him with her right hand and aiming it for her slit. Then she slowly lowered herself, her eyes rolling back and closing as the magic wand split her open, forcing her wider than any dick or dildo ever did.

	"Oh fuck!" She gasped. "You're so big!"

	"Mmmhmm..." He smiled. "And you're gonna be begging me for this from now on."

	"Damn, fucking, right!"

	It was so big that she couldn't just drop herself, not yet anyway, she was far too scared it might damage her. Instead, she moved carefully, short drops and rises, until finally, with one last push, she allow it to slide inside, and she let out a long guttural moan of delight.

	"Ride it." He said.

	She did, moving forward and back, up and down, enjoying every feeling it provided. A little drool formed from her open mouth and to stop it from coming out, she pushed three fingers into her mouth, sucking on them as she made a constant groan. Markus' hands were on her breasts, tweaking her nipples like he was trying to find radio 4.

	As her movements increased in pace, the noises she made became louder, more over-the-top. If this was a porn film, I'd say it was being overacted, but this was no act, this was Debbie letting go, feeling everything and letting it take control of her body. She moaned, groaned and squealed like nothing I'd seen and heard before. And then came the nail in the coffin.

	Debbie's head suddenly spun around and looked right at me, her beautiful hair fallen around her face, sweat and drool making her face raw and unforgiving. It was like she was a girl possessed, a demon inside her, but I knew the demon was Markus' dick. There was anger in her eyes and I knew why.

	"Never!" She snarled. "l am never giving this up."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Surely, just a big penis couldn't transform someone like this, surely there was more than just pleasures of the flesh. But even as I thought about that, I realised how hypocritical that was. I was the one who was begging for cock all week; a straight man, begging for dick.

	"You will not take this away from me." She told me. This wasn't just the moment, this was a light-switch realisation that there was a man in this world that had some sort of almost magical ability to make her feel constant, mind-bending pleasure. "I want Markus in my life." She turned back to him and pushed on his chest. "Do not stop doing this, ever!"

	Markus looked over to me and winked with a grin. "Oh, you don't need to worry about that. You're my bitch now, ain't

	"Yes! Yes! I'm yours, I'm yours!" She panted, her back arching and her head now bucking wildly as she rode his dick. The scream she let out must travelled across our village, must have woken the dead. “So fucking good!"

	Again, Markus' head turned to me. "This pussy belongs to me now, and I decide what goes in it, is that clear, sissy?"

	"Yes Sir." I mumbled.[image: Image]

	"The cage stays on. You're done with her now." Then he turned back to her. "Is that clear? I'm fucking serious, bitch, you do not let your limp-dick husband cum in this pussy!"

	Her eyes glowed and she nodded with absolute certainty. "Never, I would never!" For a moment I thought she meant she would never abandon me in such a cruel way, but I was naive. "l would never let him in me again, I already decided that when I felt you. Fuck! I just wouldn't enjoy him. What's the point? He can wank once in a while."

	"Oh, I'm sure there are better uses for him." He laughed.

	Using both his hands, he lifted my wife into the air and off his dick, much to her disappointment. As he did so, I noticed the two windows in our room, the scaffolding blocked out by the five men watching my wife turn into a slut for Markus, I'm sure a sight they'd seen before, given the grins they were wearing.

	Debbie didn't need to be disappointed for long as he placed her on her hands and knees, re-entering her from behind. I knew this man could move his hips, I knew he could fuck, despite his obesity. Even as his fat belly juddered, his hips moved like lightening, thrusting in and out of her whilst he used her long hair like reins. Her neck bent backwards awkwardly but she didn't seem to mind as it forced her to take his cock even deeper. However, I knew from experience that if I ever tried similar, it would earn me a yelp and a slap from her, not Markus.

	Two more loud orgasms later, she was on her back and he was pounding her even harder, their eyes locked on one another as his hand squeezed her breasts brutally, treating her like meat. But then he did something I knew she hated, a [image: Image]trauma from a previous boyfriend meant she hated things around her neck. She even hated rollneck sweaters. Markus' hand grabbed her throat and held it, and I just knew she'd explode with anger.

	I was wrong. She grinned and grabbed his wrist, pulling on it, daring him to tighten. I watched him smirk as he clenched around her neck and her eyes closed, head pressing into the pillow as she struggled for air. I panicked, wondering if I should stop him, but then just watched as both hands squeezed her neck now as he pumped faster, his own orgasm getting closer.

	Her body shook, an orgasm trying to come out but forced to hold inside by the fact she couldn't breathe or speak, and still he clenched harder until finally with a roar, he sprang up, letting go and thrusting one last time hard inside her. Her eyes burst open as she took a huge breath in and her body lifted off the bed, back arching as she let out the longest, deepest moan I'd ever heard in my life. Her whole body shook, the bed shaking with her, before she flopped back onto the bed and grinned, sucking her fingers and moving on the bed.

	“Oh my god, oh my god." She kept on murmuring. "Oh my god."

	Markus' eyes connected with mine as he clicked his fingers, pointing at her used pussy. I moved towards it and lowered my mouth and finding a metric tonne of cum inside. Moments later, I felt her fingers in my hair, and when I raised my eyes, I saw her looking directly at me, victory and understanding in them.

	[image: Image]"It's time for you to show your wife why." Markus stated. I pulled my head back to look at what he was talking about, and right by my face was his softening dick, dripping with cum. Debbie sat up on her elbows and watched on, confused and a little intrigued. I gave him one look, a begging look, but he simply jutted his dick, making a point.

	"Do it, Tim." I heard my wife whisper. "Just do it."

	"He's done it before, more than once." Markus told her, and she gasped, shocked, but not moving.

	Resigned to my fate, I opened my mouth and took him in, sucking him. My eyes moved to the side and I saw my wife grinning. As I sucked, Markus told her everything about how he found the panties in the attic and used them to bring this out. He told her he had been working and manipulating me to this point, because he knew men like me and he knew that I wouldn't be happy until I had this life.

	"Why did you have the panties?" She asked me, but I was too busy gagging and deepthroating the erect penis.

	"Because he wanted to experience it, to become a sissy." Explained Markus. "But he was too scared to move forward. To scared of your reaction."

	Suddenly, Debbie's face was next to mine, and she was kissing my cheek. "Well there's no need to be afraid anymore. I'm going to give you everything you wanted. You're my sissy, and Markus is my lover. It's what you want, isn't it?" She asked with a soft smile, and I blinked in acknowledgement. It was indeed what I wanted.


Epilogue

	Markus didn't do dates. He didn't do dinner with the wives. He fucked, he used, and he arranged dates for them. We didn't know about that last part, not for some time anyway. Until then, Markus would stop by in the morning before Debbie left for work, to make sure she was properly used, then he'd be back in the evening to service her again. Weekends were mostly spent the two of them in bed whilst I served them.

	The lock in the cage was removed and replaced with a push-in perma-lock. Both were plastic so it could easily be broken off, but that would totally break the cage, in which case, I'd have some explaining to do. It was purely symbolic, her way of saying I didn't need it removed anymore. And why was that?

	That day when I was forced to come clean to Debbie about my dalliances with Markus, she also got to see how five construction workers got to use me on a regular basis. She watched with a mixture of shock, awe, and glee, as the men continuously used and abuse my mouth and anus, filling me with so much cum that she understood why the condoms were a waste of time. Thankfully, Markus assured her that he made sure he and all his workers were tested regularly. I just didn't realise that when he said workers, he wasn't just talking about construction workers.

	After a month of sexing Debbie up, Markus told her that it was time that I came clean to everyone I knew about the fact that I was trans. That meant getting rid of my male persona for good. She agreed, and to celebrate, she burned my male clothes.

	"You dress as a sissy pretty much full-time anyway." She told me. "What's the point in pretending you're not some of the time?" It was a decent point.

	A short time after that, Markus' visits became less frequent. The roof was finished, so there was little point. This left a bit of a gap in our love-lives. For Debbie, she was inconsolable; it was like she'd just come off heroin, she couldn't be without him. For me, I suddenly wasn't getting fucked on a daily basis, wasn't taking cock, and just like Debbie, this became an addiction I couldn't quash.

	One Saturday, Markus came over. Debbie was like crazy all day, knowing he would come, doing her make-up extra special, going all out on new lingerie, anything to convince him to come by more regularly.

	They fucked and just like every other time, Debbie became a different person during sex, but this time, Markus stopped halfway through and said, "l have friend who needs helping out tomorrow night. He left his wife and is getting a bit lonely." He told her.

	"Uh-huh." She replied, desperate for Markus to keep fucking her.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"l need you to go to him tomorrow, spend the night with him. He's a brother like me, needs to company of a sexy white lady."

	"Sure, sure! Anything!" She gasped.

	"Good girl. Knew I could count on you." He grinned, giving me a wink.

	I didn't think anything of it, and neither did Debbie, until the next morning when Markus sent her a text with the address and telling her what to wear. Suddenly, Debbie remembered what she had promised and felt a little nervous about it. She wrote back and asked if it was a good idea, to which Markus told her that she'd better do it if she wanted to keep getting his dick.

	"You don't need to do this." I told her. "Spending the night with some random guy seems dangerous."

	She shrugged, preparing for her date. "No, if he's a friend of Markus..." She muttered, though with little conviction.

	Eventually, I watched her leave. That evening, she sent me small updates, that the man was fat, fatter than Markus, but friendly, that he'd cooked her dinner. After that, there was a bit of radio silence, but then photos began to arrive. Her were a huge black dick in her mouth. Her with it in her pussy, cum on her, cock in her arse, her with tears down her face after being choked by his dick.

	When she finally arrived home the next morning, she was cheerful and chipper, although visibly exhausted. "l need to get ready for work, but I'll tell you all about it tonight." She said, slapping my face gently.

	It turned out that she'd had a great time, and for that I was relieved. Which was about my only relief, because I was caged, but no longer able to masturbate, I was no longer being fucked, and I was no longer taking dick in my mouth. In fact, the best I had was pegging myself with a dildo whilst fingering my perinium.

	The requests to visit Markus' "friends" became more frequent for Debbie, to the point where she had visits arranged five times per week. On top of that, she needed to regularly visit the doctor for mandated tests by Markus.[image: Image]

	Eventually, I sat Debbie down, just as she was preparing for another visit, this one just a couple of hours with some guy.

	She'd been told to wear a black latex micro-skirt and a rubber bra for this one, and she looked just like a whore.

	"You realise this is what Markus does, right?" I asked her.

	She ignored me, painting her lips with a bright hot-pink lipstick.

	"You realise he's getting paid for these dates right? He's whoring you out. Do you realise that?"

	She continued to ignore me, finishing her lips before reaching to her cigarette packet and lighting one, something she did a lot now. Finally, she turned to me and blew out the smoke into my face. “I know." She said. "l get thirty-five percent."

	She laughed. "l've known that I'm a whore for a while, but I've accepted it, and I really wish you would."

	"Because he's controlling it. I'm not fucking any mini-dicks like you. Only black guys, and only ones with huge dicks. You're only jealous because nobody's dicked you in a while." She inhaled, blew the smoke in my face again, then turned the cigarette for me to suck on. "Smoke." She said, and I dared not say no. "Listen, if you want me to stop all of this, then I will. I won't be happy about it, but I love you and this is our marriage. That said, I think you want this as much as I do. One day, we'll be older, maybe have kids, then we'll settle. For now, I'm having fun. Try not to read into it too much. Markus has told me that if I want to stop I can, that no-one is forcing me to do anything."

	Did I want to stop this? She was getting fucked regularly, sometimes she brought customers home and they allowed me to watch, but none offered to fuck me, or let me suck them. Perhaps she was right, perhaps I was just jealous.

	"Don't worry though. Remember Jacek?" She asked.

	"Yeah?" I said.

	"The lease on his apartment is coming to an end, and Markus promised him a place to stay rent free."

	"Really? Where?"[image: Image]

	"Our spare room..." She grinned. "Your new room. Jacek will be your boyfriend."

	I licked my lips, processing everything she just said, and then I grinned. Yes, I think I was beginning to really enjoy my new life. "What about you and Markus?" I asked her.

	Debbie frowned. "l only see him once a week." She sulked. "But Jaime, his number two, he's also got a huge dick and fucks like Markus. Jaime might be coming over too. He needs a place to crash a few times per week, and I kindly offered your old side of the bed. Isn't that nice of me?"

	"Wonderful." I smiled.

	THE END
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