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Author’s Note

It’s been a busy month or two. I’m travelling weekly on business trips and with the reorganization happening at work, things are pretty stressful. It was thanks to these trips and the reorg, that I came up with this story.

When I travel, I was try to play. Usually, I don’t play with people I work with, that’s a recipe for disaster, but I do play, even if it is just someone to lick my pussy. But business trips are a way to reignite a spark in the marriage. Yes, I cuckold my husband, as much as possible.

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

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

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

3rd February

My husband and I both worked for the same company, him in sales, me in professional services and development. But what that meant was that he had to travel a lot more and I travelled less. One of the areas where he often travelled was for sales events, and the annual Sales Ramp-up was a big one. One hundred and fifty salespeople and leaders in one room for three days to talk about big plans for the company.

It didn’t make me jealous that I didn’t get to go to these events, frankly I couldn’t imagine anything worse than being stuck in a conference room with people talking about how awesome the company was. I was a little jealous of the parties and fun evening activities though.

We’d both worked for the company since we joined post-college. It was how we met, and how we fell in love. Matty was a fantastic man, and even though I’d had better lovers in college, he made up for his lack of skill in the sack by being an attentive husband. Whilst none of my friends openly suggested I could do better in the looks department, I wasn’t one for looks but rather for companionship and intelligence, and Matty had both in leaps and bounds. Sure, he wasn’t just short in the crotch department, he was only one-hundred and seventy-one centimetres tall, and sure he was really skinny, but we could talk all night and never get bored.

Matty like to say he’d married up, that never had he imagined to date a girl taller than him, with a slender body like mine, and I know it sounds arrogant, I know I’m hot, but again, I go for intelligence, that is what’s important to me. I’m a goth girl. I love black satin and lace, I love my raven-black long hair, my dark brown eyes, the dark make-up I wear, the corsets. I’m in my early thirties now, and I identify as goth, but for some reason, even though Matty is anything but goth, I fell in love with him.

Which is all the more reason why I was so disappointed by what I heard around the office after the Sales Ramp-up. Apparently, my husband had an affair with a junior sales associate named Pamela, and I’m going to ruin him for it.

18th January – Sales Ramp-up, Orlanda, FL, USA

Matty Price hated these events. Being British, he didn’t like doing the whole American woo thing, high-fiving and talking about how awesome the company was, and how amazing the products were. The fact was, the products were shit and in Europe, there was nothing to sell because the product owners in the US didn’t understand that the solutions needed to be ready for European regulation and until then they couldn’t be sold.

“Why have you not sold this product?” They would ask.

“Because it is illegal in Europe.” Matty would reply to blank confused faces.

“But…but…we’re American…”

Then there were the arsekissers. Matty was Area Sales Director – Western Europe, which meant that he either had a great team of people around him, or a second rate team who were on thin ice so decided to suck up a bit to get a bit more time in the role. One of those people was Pamela Wilson, a really attractive young blonde who was a box-pusher and didn’t know how to sell software. Matty couldn’t stand her. She was way too arrogant, constantly sucked up to Matty, but at the same time, he also knew she’d twice tried to go above his head, unsuccessfully. She had two months left on her contract and he wasn’t going to renew.

At the convention, he couldn’t get rid of her. No matter where he was, she was next to him, and it began to get noticed. Fuck, he went for a swim one morning in the hotel, there she was, swimming next to him.

Of course, people began to chat, gossip, and it reached a point when a friend directly asked him if they were banging, to which he had to adamantly say no, he was not. And from there, Matty sought our Ursula Greer, the VP of HR to make sure she fully understood what was going on. Thankfully, Ursula wasn’t stupid and new what was what.

They couldn’t fire Pamela just for wanting to hang out with her boss, but they could make sure he was never alone with her. On top of that, Ursula made sure that everyone in upper management knew that nothing was going on between Matty and Pamela.

At that point, Pamela was beginning to realise that her plan to build up some job protection had gone out of the window quickly, so in return, she decided to punish Matty, but she had to do it carefully.

What Matty hadn’t realised was that when he was in the swimming pool at six in the morning, he hadn’t noticed that Pamela was hidden away in a closet watching Matty change. Now, a week before the trip, Matty had noticed a small mark appear on his right leg, right under his scrotum. It was some sort of blemish, probably nothing, but he hadn’t told his wife about it because he didn’t want her to worry. He checked it with an app which suggested it could be cancer but might not be, which wasn’t really helpful, so he promised to see a doctor upon his return. Pamela had noticed the blemish.

When Pamela realised her plan to back Matty into a corner where he would need her help had gone awry, she decided to tell an office gossip-girl that they’d fucked, and to back it up, she told the girl that Matty had a birthmark under his scrotum. Pamela knew that the gossip would spread upon her return.

3rd February

Of course, at that point, I didn’t know that this was all a ploy. I honestly thought Matty had been cheating on me, and I told a friend in my witch’s circle, which was really an excuse for a group of goth friends to get together and drink. When I told them what had happened, they all told me to divorce the bastard, but I didn’t want to do that, not over what might be a quick shag.

Obviously lots of ideas flew around. Castrate him being the most extreme, feminise him, put him in chastity, whip him, the usual, but the most interesting for me came from my friend Suse. “Have an affair yourself.” She said. I found that idea the most plausible.

I said that I don’t travel much, true, but there were times when, as the head of professional services for the UK, Benelux and DACH, that I had to travel to discuss on-going projects, or attend industry events connected to new technologies. In two weeks, I would need to visit Hamburg for a conference around the use of GraphQL as a replacement for RESTful APIs. It would be two days listening to geeks talking about the implications for our industry, but it would also be a chance to pull someone quickly, who I didn’t work with, and would never have to see again.

Yep, that was my plan, to get laid, and hard. Then I would confront Matty with it and tell him that if he wanted to play stupid games, then he’d win stupid prizes. The bastard!


One

The plane touched down in Hamburg a little harder than I would’ve liked. I wasn’t much of a flyer at the best of times, but with the wind and rain outside, it didn’t make things any better. Thankfully, we were down and I’d survived another flight.

The taxi took me to the conference hotel, which was nothing special, but for these types of events, rarely were. Whilst my husband enjoyed the five-star experience in sales, the best I usually had to look forward to was a Holiday Inn or a Motel One.

Usually, when I came to these events, I wore jeans and a t-shirt, never really going over the top with my goth clothes because I never wanted to attract unwanted attention, or scare off people I needed to speak to. However, this time, I was on a mission to get laid, so I packed my sexiest lingerie, and cutest crop-tops, skirts and dresses. I planned to make men thirsty, want me.

The event itself was boring, a set of speakers talking about how they applied GraphQL, then people talking about applications in rapid data transfer, the use-case in AI, the usual bullshit. After the first day of the event, we had time to freshen up before a buffet dinner and drinks, and that was where I knew I’d make my move.

I turned up at the dinner wearing a black PVC A-line mini-skirt, a shiny white satin wench-top over my C-cup breasts, which were threatening to burst free thanks to the black satin underbust corset I had on. On my legs, seamed black lace-topped stockings, a hint of the lace visible from beneath the skirt when I walked, and then on my feet, buckled ankle boots complete with seven-inch heels.  My long black hair was pulled up and high, with two neat strands pulled down around my face to accentuate my sexy goth make-up. Everything screamed sex.

Within minutes of my arrival, I had men approaching me, but this was a marathon, not a sprint. If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right.

Opportunity arrived in the form of Patrick and Jan, two tall Dutchmen in their, I guess, late thirties, early forties, who sidled up to me and asked what I thought of the conference so far. Both had wedding bands on their fingers, but something told me that they worked to the assumption that what happened at the conference, stayed at the conference. Besides, with their obvious washboard abs and smooth confidence, I doubted their wives lived under the assumption that these men were faithful. They looked like players, but that was what I was after.

“Boring up till now.” I said, pointedly. “And this place is a bit of a snooze.”

“We were going to find a bar in the centre, if you’re up for it?” Said Patrick.

I smirked. “Hmm…is that safe?” I purred.

“We’ll be perfect gentlemen, I swear.” Laughed Jan.

“Oh? Shame.” I mumbled. “Come on then boys, show me the town.”

We took a taxi from the front of the hotel, dropping us at the Reeperbahn, a lively area of Hamburg filled with hookers. It was, of course, the infamous red-light district, but also home to many great bars and clubs.

Initially, we grabbed cocktails at a nice little cocktail bar where the boys told me what they did for work, which went in one ear and out the other, and then talked about what I did, before they built up the courage to ask about how I was dressed. I knew the goth thing attracted attention, I’d been goth all my life.

“So, are you like one of those depressed goths, or an industrial one?” Asked Jan.

“Industrial and fetish.” I explained. “I love electronic body music, Skinny Puppy and Nitzer Ebb, but I love fetishwear too, latex, leather, that sort of thing.”

“Whips and chains.” Laughed Patrick.

“Sort of, though I’ve never tried to be a dominatrix myself. I like reading about it but can’t imagine doing it.” That was true, not for want of trying. I lacked the courage to actually do it because I didn’t want to be isolated to one type of sexual pleasure. I liked a strong man in charge too, but in the end, I settled with Matty, someone I thought would be loyal and loving, without the need to be put into a box, dominant or submissive. How wrong I was!

We sipped on our drinks in silence for a moment, the boys looked nervous, and I knew why. They both worked for big companies, and in today’s world, all it took was for a woman to cry out abuse and these guys would lose everything. Discussing sexual things, whilst a turn-on for all of us, was a huge no-no, so they wanted to be sure I wouldn’t go running and complaining about it.

“So,” I said suddenly, smiling. “You’re both married?”

The men looked at each other and frowned, wondering if they were in trouble. “Erm, yeah, yeah.” They mumbled.

“Best make sure your phones are not pocket-dialling them then,” I giggled. “Wouldn’t want to get you in any trouble.”

Emboldened by my brazenness, Jan said, “We’re just chatting. A man is allowed to have friends isn’t he?”

“Is that what we are, Jan? Friends?” I purred, placing my hand lightly onto the back of his.

He blushed again, then gulped. “I…I think so.”

Things wouldn’t move along in a cocktail bar, not for what I had in mind, clearly these two were wondering which of them I would select for the night, when really, I wanted them both. Go big, or go home, and I sure as hell wasn’t going to go home until these two railed me senseless. So, I decided to get one more cocktail in them before going dancing.

The moment I suggested hitting a club, they were up for it. At the very least, I guess they thought they might get a dance with me and perhaps get to touch me in some way.

When were arrived at the nightclub, I was disappointed to find that whilst it was by no means empty, it wasn’t exactly lively either. Thankfully, it was fairly dark and people were dancing, so at least that, but I didn’t like to be in open spaces of a dancefloor because I felt like people were watching.

To counter this, I ordered three shots of tequila, doing the cheese ritual of salt, drink and lime, before I dragged the boys onto the dancefloor. The music was not pop but rather some form of trance music, which was fine to dance to. At first, we danced alone, each kind of dancing on the spot, but after some time, I realised I was going to need to make the first move if I wanted them to interact with me physically. So, I reached out and place my hand on Jan’s hip as we danced.

My move had a positive and a negative impact. The positive was that Jan smiled and placed his right hand on my hip, moving himself closer to me as we danced. The negative was that Patrick distanced himself, believing to be out of the race for my affection. So as Patrick stepped away a little, I made sure to look over my shoulder and smile at him, and then, reaching back, I pulled him closer.

Confused now, Jan stopped touching me but both went back to dancing close by. It was time to up the ante, and for that, we’d need more alcohol. “Shots!” I called out, and the men shared a look, probably wondering what sort of shape they’d be in in the morning. Still, Jan decided he’d order the tequila this time.

As the barman placed the shots in front of us, the boys reached out to grab the glasses, but I quickly stopped them. “Ah, ah, ah…” I purred. I then grabbed a lime and rubbed it on the side of my neck, then tipped some salt on it. “Lick.” I said to Jan, before placing the lime between my teeth.

The Dutchman grinned with delight, bending down a little to lick the salt from my neck, making sure to lick and suck a little more than necessary. Then he drank his shot before taking the lime from my mouth with a quick kiss. The smirk on his face spoke volumes, but most of all, I think he was starting to understand what I was after.

I spun around and repeated the process with the lime and salt, this time on the other side of my neck. Patrick hopped to it, spending a little less time on my neck, but using his tongue to take the lime from my mouth, making sure it brushed my tongue to show he wanted to kiss. I smiled as he stared into my eyes, pulling the lime from his mouth.

“Ready to go dancing again?” I asked them.

“How…” Patrick said then stopped, weighing if what he was about to say was a good idea. “How about we do one more shot before we dance?” His eyes reached Jan.

“Hold on, before we do,” Jan said, “I need to use the toilet.”

I’m not sure if something was being communicated because I was looking at Patrick, but Patrick then said, “Oh, me too actually. Be right back.”

“I’ll be right here.” I smiled, but the moment they were gone, I ordered a bottle of water which I necked quickly. I really didn’t want to get too drunk.

A few minutes later they were back and Patrick was ordering three more shots. Jan was smiling but dancing on the spot, it looked like something my husband did when he was nervous at a nightclub but didn’t know what else to do.

The shots arrived and I was about to do the same thing with the salt when Patrick stopped me and offered to do it for me. I nodded with a grin then watched as he took a lime and brushed it on both sides of my neck at once. Then, he placed salt on both sides too. It clicked, I knew what was coming.

The feeling of two mouths on my neck was scrumptious, and this time, it wasn’t just a quick lick and suck, but a slow movement from both, gently kissing my neck upwards. Then each downed a shot, and ate their respective lime. Regardless, I knew what they were doing, and I knew what it meant. They had agreed to share.

Without further ado, I was pulled onto the dance floor, but this time, both held me, Jan from the front, holding my hips, and Patrick from behind, holding my waist. As the music became more trancy, they moved closer to me, until both were grinding up against me.

I raised my right arm behind my head and gently felt for Patrick’s curly brown hair, rubbing my hand through it, as my left hand went around Jan’s shoulder. Suddenly, I felt lips touch the nape of my neck, and that was then Jan’s cue to bend down and kiss the other side.

It was important that I let them know that this was what I wanted, that they were making all the right moves, so I moaned and whispered, “Oh, yes boys.” That was all they needed to begin to become more adventurous with their hand movements.

It began with Patrick’s hand grazing the side of my right breast, then Jan stroked my left side, just hinting at nearing my breast but not really getting too near. I lowered my hand to Jan’s buttock and squeezed, so he returned the favour and then held his hand there, cupping and massaging one cheek.

Seeing his chance, Patrick moved his hand directly onto my breast and tentatively held it. When I didn’t push him away, he held it firmer and then squeezed twice. I moaned.

Not wanting to miss an opportunity, Jan moved a hand to my other breast and did the same as Patrick. I kept my eyes closed and just smiled, licking my lips before allowing them to open just a little in a light gasp. Before I knew it, Patrick’s hand was pulling at my blouse, exposing my boob from the top. I opened my eyes to check nobody else from the club was watching, but it was dark and nobody seemed to care, so I closed my eyes again and felt another hand pull the other side of my top down, pulling both boobs out from the corset.

Movement in front of me signalled that Jan was moving closer, and I thought he was going to kiss me, but to my surprise, I felt his lips on my right nipple. Instinctively, I wrapped my hand around his head, encouraging him.

Sure, I was a goth chick, but never had I been so brazen to get my tits out in a nightclub and let people I’d just met suck on them, but there was just something so freeing about this, and not once did I consider Matty and his cheating arse. Fuck him! I was going to get fucked by these big strong Dutchmen, and there wasn’t a thing he could do about it.

Patrick’s hand was moving down my body now, and before I knew it, my skirt was up and his fingers were in my knickers, pushing into my soaked cunt. “She’s so horny.” He mumbled to Jan, who murmured something as he continued to suck my nipples.

I’m not sure if we were even dancing anymore. Instead, I was being fingered and having my breasts sucked. It occurred to me that dark as the club was, by now, people had surely noticed that there was something kinky going on. Upon opening my eyes, I saw that indeed we had attracted the attention of some men and kinky couples who thought that if they danced close to us, that maybe I’d be open to letting them join in too. In fact, one young man with a shaved head, not unattractive, reached out and felt my exposed breast.

“Shall I stop him?” Patrick whispered in my ear as he fingered me.

But I was too far gone, too invested in my approaching orgasm. I just grabbed the arm of the young man and pulled him closer, letting him suck on the breast he had been feeling, whilst another man randomly began kissing me. He too was young, looked okay, nothing special, but when he took my hand and placed it on his crotch, I felt a huge cock in there, so I rubbed it through his jeans.

I was panting now, ready for anything. The hand which was rubbing a cock in jeans, was now being threaded into an open fly and grabbing the dick itself. More men were approaching, looking to get in on the slut who seemed down for anything, and I think that was the wake-up call I needed.

Letting go of the dick, I gently pushed the young lad away and then said, “Let’s go.” Patrick and Jan wasted no time pulling me out from the throng, much to the disappointment of the gathered crowd. Without a word, I was pulled out and thrown into a taxi between the men, who gave our hotel name and then immediately set about kissing me and my neck, feeling me up.

“My room.” I told them. “We go to my room and you fuck me.”

“I don’t have any condoms, do you?” Patrick asked Jan.

“No. Shit.”

“Fuck, I’m on the pill, and I hope you two won’t give me anything, right?” I snarled, wanting to get back to the foreplay.

“No, we’re fine. You’re okay too?” Jan asked.

“Yes, I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Fuck it.” Jan said, and went back to sucking on my breasts.

As the taxi approached the hotel, I was mindful that the other attendees of the event might see us. Whilst I didn’t really care, I really didn’t want a reputation developing, so I told them to walk in front of me, as if we weren’t together. Of course, I made sure my breasts were safely tucked away.

When we finally arrived at my room and with the door safely closed, we scrambled to get naked and into bed. The men didn’t seem concerned about incidental contact with each other as they kissed me from each side. The kissing was fun but now I needed cock, and I needed it fast, so I pushed them both back and sat up, before leaning down over Jan’s huge erection, sucking it down. It was so much bigger than my husband’s, longer, thicker, but as I grabbed and felt for Patrick’s I realised that his was just plain fat. Long, yes, as long as Jan’s, but god, it was wide!

I alternated between the two of them, sucking one, wanking the other, before I told Patrick to do me. He wasted no time in climbing behind me, whilst I sucked on Jan.

As that huge dong slid between my juice-covered folds and began penetrating me, I let out a long guttural moan. This fucking thing was so huge it felt like he was splitting me open, and boy was I game for it.

“Fucking destroy my cunt!” I snarled.

“As the lady wishes.” Laughed Patrick, plunging in hard in one go, making me scream out and buck my hips, which just made me take him deeper. As I giggled at the intrusion, Patrick began moving his hips, thrusting in and out. Yes, this was damned good punishment for my husband. I couldn’t wait to tell him all about it.

For now, I focused on my next task, choking myself on Jan’s huge dick. I don’t think I’d ever been so vocal during sex, but I simply had to moan and beg for cock. It felt so right in my mouth and pussy, so right being treated the way they were treating me.

Jan rearranged his position to get more control over how he used my mouth and I made sure I let him know it was appreciated by purring around his dick as he grabbed my long black hair and skull-fucked me, forcing the cock down my throat and causing my eyes to water and my make-up to run. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror as I took a breath, make-up ruined, eyes puffy, my sweet little arse bouncing as Patrick slammed into my pussy. I looked like a cheap whore, and I loved it!

“My turn before you cum.” Jan told his friend.

“Sure.” Patrick said, panting.

They swapped positions and neither wasted any time in just ramming into me. Patrick’s cock was so big that I thought my throat would never recover, but I really didn’t care, I didn’t care if these two used me until morning, I just wanted to get completely fucked, and so far, it was going far beyond my wildest expectations.

They fucked for another few minutes before Patrick said he wanted to change places again. But I had a better idea. “Lie back Patrick.” I said, then after he did so, I mounted him, before turning to grin at Jan. He knew what I wanted but still he gulped. Whilst he wanted to do it, he also knew that it meant his scrotum touching Patrick’s. Still, in for a penny, he moved forward towards my anus.

“We never talk of this with anyone.” Jan said to Patrick.

“Yeah, like I ever will!” Laughed Patrick.

Truthfully, I’d never been fucked in the arse before, but I reasoned if there was ever a time to do it, now would be it. Jan was careful, making sure to spit on my anus to get a least some lubrication, even though he was very lubricated already from my sopping cunt. Then, very slowly, he pushed into me millimetre by millimetre.

I hissed as a burning sensation came from my rectum. For a moment, he paused and asked if I was okay, but I knew there would be some pain at first, I wasn’t stupid. “Yes, go on, slowly.”

It took him nearly three minutes to get all inside me, moving cautiously as he did so, but once he was in and I was relaxed, I began to enjoy the feeling of fullness in both holes.

The pair exchanged a few words in Dutch and I assumed that meant they were coordinating their movements. Then, they began to build momentum. I’m not going to lie, I was fucking ecstatic! I had never felt so fucking alive in my life, and it was in that moment I began to wonder if it made sense to ever go back to being a faithful wife. It took me barely another two minutes before let out an almighty gasp and my whole body tingled and then spasmed in climax. My vision went fuzzy and for a moment, the room began to spin. Their voices became a background muffle as I experienced the best orgasm of my life.

Had I been fully conscious, I would’ve heard what they had to say, but as it was, I couldn’t, so it was quite the surprise when I suddenly began to feel both of them unload their cum inside me at the same time, and that had the bizarre effect of intensifying an already explosive orgasm.

We collapsed onto the bed, panting, whilst I enjoyed the tickle of cum attempting to pool at the base of both my holes. I just lay there with a huge grin on my face, but unfortunately, the same couldn’t be said about the boys. Sure, they’d enjoyed themselves, but in their post-climactic state, they were beginning to realise what they’d done. My hope of being fucked like that all night disappeared, as they began to sit-up and dress.

“That was amazing, thank you so much Mia.” Jan said, scrambling to put his clothes on.

“Yeah, wow, what a night!” Gasped Patrick, moving equally fast.

I sat bolt upright. “Boys, boys, I thought you would bang me all night!” I laughed.

The men paused and exchanged a glance, questioning if either wanted to continue. Both were blushing, clearly embarrassed by what they’d done, but at the same time, they’d also just banged a tall, gorgeous girl who could be (and was at one point), a model.

“Boys, I promise I won’t tell anyone anything. And if you’ll feel better, I’ll go shower, and Patrick, you get my arse next.” I smiled.

Patrick’s eyes widened, then bolted to Jan, who was now grinning and pulling off his trousers. “Fuck it.” Said Jan, climbing back towards me and kissing my mouth.

“Fuck it!” Laughed Patrick.

The next day, in the cold light of day, I was a little worried Patrick and Jan would distance themselves from me on day two, but I was pleasantly surprised to find they stayed by my side the whole day. They were cordial and friendly, but it was clear they had something else on their mind and without the lubrication of alcohol, they seemed hesitant to ask, so I did it for them. “You’ll be coming by to my room after the conference ends, right?”

“If you’ll have us?” Jan said nervously.

“Oh,” I purred with a smile. “I think you’ll be having me.” Then a slight sting from my anus reminded me of something. “But one of you please pop out to the shop and get some lubricant. I’m gonna need it if you plan to do me in the arse again.”

“We do.” Smiled Patrick.

That afternoon, in a break, I headed back to my room to get changed into something sexy for later, when by a complete coincidence, my husband called. Even after getting shafted by two gorgeous cocks, I still felt a little bitter when I saw my husband’s name and face on the iPhone. But being the dutiful wife I was, I answered the phone and put on a sweet voice when I answered.

“Hey honey, how’s Hamburg?” My husband asked, but he sounded down, sad. I knew he was calling because he wanted to vent, not to hear about how I was, which pissed me off even more.

“Oh, you know, boring event.” I lied. “What about you?”

“Well, erm, well…” He sighed. “Not great babe, actually. Erm, I was at the doctor. I didn’t want to worry you but I had a growth on my leg, erm, beneath my scrotum. It appeared before I went to the US. The doctor removed it today, got a couple of stitches, but he is almost certain it’s a form of cancer.”

My heart sank. I flopped down on the bed, and in that instant, any concern about him cheating really no longer mattered. “Wh-what? Oh my god, Matty!”

“Now, I don’t want you to worry. He gave it a name, said it isn’t the type to spread, that it’s likely an isolated thing, but he’s sent it off of analysis and it will take a couple of days to get the results.”

“Oh Matty!” I cried, feeling tears run down my cheeks. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I just didn’t want you to worry over nothing.”

“But it’s not nothing Matty! It’s your health!”

“Babe, I did enough worrying for the both of us. Honestly, I couldn’t concentrate the whole trip to the US.” He said, then mumbled, “Then there was that bitch Pamela trying to get me into trouble or something. Do you know she was trying to make people believe I was having an affair with her? I had to get Ursula involved to make sure management knew that I wasn’t.”

“What?” I said, my voice deadpan as I realised that perhaps I’d been lied to.

“Yeah, then I heard that when HR got involved, she was telling people that she’d slept with me. Apparently she had proof because she saw the thing I had removed on my leg when I went swimming. Cunt. Well, she’s gone. Fired her yesterday.”

My heart went tight. I’d just cheated on my husband. My loyal, honestly, and now sick husband. He wasn’t the bad one, I was. I had just thrown away my marriage because of a fucking mistake!


Two

Guilt riddled me for two reasons as the plane touched down in Heathrow. One, because I had cheated on my husband who likely had cancer. Two, because I had the chance to turn Jan and Patrick away after I found out the truth, and instead decided that if I was going to go out, I was going to go out with a bang, so skipped the last session, headed to the Reeperbahn where I managed to score some cocaine, then headed back to the hotel where we did copious amounts of a drug I hadn’t done for many years, and fucked until it was time to travel to the airport the next morning. I was disgusting, I knew it.

What was more disgusting was that I couldn’t bring myself to admit the truth to my husband, I just couldn’t tell him. Instead, I just hugged him and told him everything was going to be all right, even though we were not sure it really would be.

For the next two days, we were a bundle of nerves. Inside, I was wracked with guilt, but I didn’t know how to tell him the truth. When I told my friends what had happened, most just hugged me and told me to deny everything, but one, Suse, just told me to own it. My emotions got the better of me, and I took it out on her. “You bitch! It was because of you that I fucked someone else to begin with, and now you’re saying I should throw away my marriage for it?”

Suse took my screaming on the chin. “Just relax, Matty isn’t gonna leave you because you had some strange. He’s not the type, I guarantee it. It may make things uncomfortable, but trust me, it will be worse for you both if you carry this guilt with you. Wait until you find out he’s okay or not with the cancer, and if he is, tell him.”

It made sense, she always made sense, but I still wasn’t sure I could tell Matty the truth.

Then, on a Friday late afternoon, the doctor called Matty with news. I watched as my husband talked with the doctor with bated breath, until he finally said thank you and ended the called, then turned to me. “It’s a very early stage basal cell carcinoma. It’s the safest type and we got it early. He wants to check my body again in six weeks, but for now, all clear and said I should relax.”

I sighed in relief and we hugged each other for a long moment. Then, as we broke, we stared into each other’s eyes. “I had an affair.” I said suddenly.

Matty’s smile of relief began to droop and his eyes curled up in sadness. I felt horrible for breaking it to him like that, but it was burning me up inside, and I had to tell him the truth. He let go of me and flopped onto the sofa, looking in any direction he could for answers.

“I’m sorry. It was a huge mistake, I thought…” I began to sob as I dropped to my knees. “I was told you fucked Pamela.”

“What?” He screeched, his angry eyes focused on me.

“It’s going around the office. Janice spread it. She said that Pamela told her and that she had proof.”

“And you believed her?”

“I heard it from more people!”

“Oh my god, Mia! You know I’d never cheat on you! Oh fuck! Fuck!”

“I’m sorry! Matty, really, I didn’t want to leave you or anything, I just wanted to even the score!”

“Well did you? I mean,” He paused. “I didn’t cheat, so you couldn’t have, but did you get it out of your system?”

“Fuck! Yes Matty! I wouldn’t have done it, I promise, I swear!”

He closed his eyes and blew out a long breath, then nodded and pulled me to him. Not a word was said, he just held me as I cried. “Look, it looks like I beat cancer without even trying,” he said calmly. “In the bigger scheme of things, I guess it doesn’t matter. I mean, I’m pissed at Pamela, but I fired her already, so there’s that. And Janice, yeah, she’s fired.”

“Obviously.” I snorted.

Again, he sighed and kissed my head. “Okay. It was a blip, nothing more.” He said.

“A blip.” I nodded.

For the first time in days, I began to feel relief. My husband was healthy, and he forgave me for fucking Patrick and Jan. Perhaps, in the end, this would make us stronger, more trusting.

“Who did you do it with, by the way? Not anyone from work?” He asked.

“God no! No, I wouldn’t ever.”

“Who was it then?” He asked, and I gulped, wondering if I should lie, but reasoning that would just bring back the guilt.

“Just…” I paused, gulped again, and he stared at me, an accusatory stare. He saw my nervousness and now wondered just how bad it was. “Just a couple of Dutch guys.”

Instantly, his eyes widened in surprise. “A…a couple? You had a threesome with two guys?” He asked, and I nodded slowly, feeling the tears return. “Were they bisexual or something?”

“No.” I muttered quietly.

“So…” He took a moment to gather his thoughts. “So you cheated with not one, but two guys, at the same time?”

“Yes.”

“They fucked your pussy and mouth?”

“Erm…”

Again, his eyes widened in horror. “No! No, no, no! I haven’t fucked you there! Fuck! Oh my fucking…” He gasped, and then the most bizarre thing in the world happened. Matty burst out laughing. “Holy shit Mia, I’m trying to be angry with you, but honestly, I have a begrudging respect for you. I mean, Jesus, you don’t do things by halves right?”

The truth was hard to get out there, but when he began laughing and said that, I believed that everything was going to work out all right. “I mean, go big or go home, right?” I chuckled.

“I assume they had huge cocks too?” He asked.

“I mean…” I shrugged knowingly.

“Wow. Just, wow! Respect, Mia. Respect. I’m genuinely not angry.”

“Really?”

“No. I guess that you had two guys at once is a bit better than just one.” He said, surprising me. I couldn’t see his logic.

“Why?”

“Because with two, it’s genuinely just about the sex. If it’s one, then there would always be the lingering question of whether you fell in love, if you might see that person again, and so on. This, well, this is about getting banged. Was it fun at least?”

I blushed. Did he really want to hear about how I cheated on him? But I couldn’t hide it from him, I owed him that much. “Yeah, it was a lot of fun.” I said, still watching his expressions, scared I might be hurting him. But, he did something even more curious than laugh, he began rubbing my arms, gentle touches to show he was getting horny. My infidelity was turning him on!

“When did you do this? Just the first night?” He asked.

“Erm, and the, erm, second.” I blushed.

“So after I told you the truth, after you found out I hadn’t been unfaithful, you went for round two?” He asked, but he was grinning now.

I nodded, my eyes looking up at him apologetically.

“Jeez! You’re a horny little slut, aren’t you?”

Again, I nodded, but now my hands were doing something else, they were unbuckling his belt and pulling down his jeans. The moment they were down, there was his dick, at full mast. “Yes. I couldn’t say no to those huge dicks. I had to have them again.”

“How many times did they fuck you?” He asked as I stroked him.

“A lot. I lost count. We fucked until morning. We didn’t sleep actually, just fucked.”

“Did they wear condoms?” He asked, but there was something about how he asked, not accusatory, more searching.

I shook my head slowly. “No. I wanted their cum. They were both married men.”

“Gosh, that much sex, you must’ve been filled with cum.”

“I was. It was coming out of my ears. I fucking loved it.” I purred, then leaned down and sucked his cock.

He murmured and savoured my blowjob skills, telling me what a dirty hot wife I was, a filthy slut. In that moment, I felt so grateful to have such an understanding husband, all I wanted to do was reward him. So I let go of his dick and stood, turning around and lowering myself down, grabbing his cock again and aiming it for my sphincter. And in that moment, he said something that I think even he hadn’t expected to say.

“Don’t you want to save that for your lovers?”

I hovered there, unmoving, not sure what to do, but his sentence did more to turn me on in that moment than anything he’d ever said. Fuck, was this roleplay or was he genuinely encouraging me to go fuck other men? Did that turn him on? Had I opened Pandora’s box?

No, it had to be roleplaying, it couldn’t possibly be anything but that. So I simply played along. “Hmm, you’re right honey, you don’t get to put it in there. But you’ve been in my pussy, so you can use that, or should I ban you from there too?” But as I said that, I lowered my pussy onto his cock.

“Maybe you should.” He whispered.

“Maybe I should.” I replied, grinning. I wasn’t sure what to say next. In my mind, there were a million and one thoughts going around, humiliating phrases, but I didn’t dare, I didn’t want to push too hard. Thankfully, Matty was on point to lead me.

“Can you feel me after those huge cocks?” He asked. Of course I could feel him. I took a large cock, not had a baby. “I bet you can’t, right? Not with my little dick.”

Oh shit, yeah, that felt good. “No honey, I can’t feel your little limp dick at all. It’s barely a tickle. Jan and Patrick were huge, like, beer can huge! I don’t think I’ll ever be able to feel you again.”

“Oh that’s so hot. Will you see them again?”

“Sorry babe, doubt it. Or maybe at the next conference, who knows?”

“If you see them again, will you fuck them?”

I was too far gone now, I was getting off on this game. “Yes! Yes, I can’t say no to cocks like that. I want them to rail me, take me over and over. Make me their bitch!”

“Yes, promise me you’ll see them again.”

“Mmhmm.” I said, playing along.

“No! No! Promise me! Tell me you are serious! Promise me you are serious, that you will see them again.”

This was not roleplay, this was dangerous territory. Sure, he was enjoying himself, but after climaxing, men became weird. I turned to look at him. “Are you serious?”

“Yes! Yes! Promise me!”

“Okay, I promise.”

And in that moment, my husband came hard, flooding my pussy and screaming louder than he had ever screamed in his life. I sat there, listening to him panting, not daring to lift off, I simply sat there, feeling his dick go soft. “You know I was just playing, right?” He asked. There it was, the post-coital regret.

“Of course, honey.” I smiled, slapping his thigh and standing, running to the bathroom to clean up. Unfortunately, as I sat on the toilet, I began to wonder just how serious versus playing he really was. In that moment, I decided that the fantasy, and the reality I created, would somehow find itself in regular service during our lovemaking, all the while hoping that perhaps he would say do it.

Why did I really want to continue to cheat on my husband? Doing so, even with his approval, would just introduce risk, and certainly wouldn’t be conducive to a health marriage; and yet, memories of Hamburg flood back, together with the recent memories of my husband just now.

The day continued as if nothing had happened, and yet, sneaking glances from my husband, glances he thought went unnoticed, piqued my interest. Could it really be that he wanted me to take charge, to simply cuckold him as I pleased?

As the day wore on, I could feel that he wanted to talk more about my infidelity but didn’t dare, so I made the move for him. “So you’re really not upset with me that I let two hunks bang me senseless?” I asked.

He gulped and shook his head. “No.” He mouthed.

“Nor that they filled me up with cum, so much that had it pouring out of me?”

“N-no.”

Then I giggled. “I forgot to tell you how I seduced them. So, they took me to this nightclub and I got them drunk on tequila, then made them feel me up on the dancefloor. At one point, they had my boobs out and random men started to suck on my tits and feel me up!” I laughed.

Matty’s jaw dropped open and his eyes practically bulged out of his skull. “Are you serious?” He screeched.

“Yeah.” I smiled.

His cock was out of his pants in seconds and sure enough, I was bent over the sofa and he was fucking me. This time, I decided to put my foot down. “You need to tell me right now if you want me to be a cheating slut. No more games, no more messing around or changing your mind. Do you want me to cheat on you?” I asked him, not allowing him to fuck me. He cock grew.

“Yes.” His dry throat croaked.

“I’m serious. You cannot back out or say you are just playing.”

He was silent for a moment, then said, “I don’t know why I said that. I wasn’t playing, but after coming, I felt embarrassed.”

“Then no matter what you feel after you come, know that I have permission to cheat, no backsies. Know that I love you and won’t leave you, but I have permission to cheat, deal?”

“Deal!” He gasped, then thrusted three times and shot his cum inside me. I giggled at the speed in which he came, but didn’t care; it was proof of just how much he wanted to be my cuckold.

I stared at his horrified face as I stood, the face that told me he had once again changed his mind, and then I laughed, “No backsies, remember?”

“I remember.” He mumbled.

Yes, this was going to be fun. I was going to be able to fuck all the men I wanted, and still have a cute husband to go home to.

“We should discuss rules and boundaries.” He muttered, and I knew he was right, but I certainly wasn’t going to discuss it when he was in this frame of mind, I needed to discuss it when he was normal, or better yet, horny.

“Not now.” I said firmly.

“When?”

“Later.”

Leaving my husband to think about his choices, I grabbed my Kindle eReader and told Matty that I was going to take a bath. He’d shagged me twice that day and whilst I enjoyed the playtime we had together, it was hardly something that got me off. The eReader seemed like a good place to find something interesting to sate my appetite for cuckolding adventures. So, lying in the hot bath, I found a few interesting books to check out, and set off on my journey into the world of cuckolding. I was not disappointed.

Reading the books, I realised quite quickly that cuckold angst was a real problem. Whilst some books were raunchy, they were less realistic in their way of handling a serious psychological issue. The ones that were more about the build-up to becoming a cuckold presented the problem a little better, but rarely provided me with an obvious solution.

The big issue with it was that the man tended to stress and change his mind a lot, which I really didn’t want the hassle of. In my mind, I’d already made a decision that if I felt Matty was suffering, or that I was suffering because of his mood swings, then I simply wouldn’t do it. Yes, I wanted to do it, and yes, I wanted to have fun, but it was hardly worth sacrificing my marriage and sanity over.

One possible solution that came up was chastity, and I’m not going to lie, it turned me on, but at the same time, preventing masturbation was not a solution unless he never came again, it was just delaying the inevitable, and like it or not, I was not willing to deny him for the rest of his life, horny as that might be.

Still, the books turned me on. The two I read in their entirety were hot, purely focused on cuckolding and light female-led relationships, which was what I wanted to go for. So, I masturbated a couple of times, before calling out to my husband. “Matty!” I called. “Come here, p…” I paused, thinking. “Come here!”

Seconds later, Matty was running into the room. “Yes? You okay?”

“Yes.” I said firmly. “Grab a towel and dry me.” I said, pulling the plug and standing in the tub as the water drained.

Matty didn’t even blink, just hopped to it and began drying me. It suddenly occurred to me that this wasn’t some sort of new behaviour in my husband, he’d always been someone to do as I asked, albeit, I was usually polite in the way I asked, but he never said no, he always did as he was told. Maybe subconsciously, I’d always known my husband was submissive. Perhaps he always wanted to be cuckolded and controlled.

“Help me out and then dry my feet properly.” I said.

“Yes Mia.”

“Mistress Mia.” I said quietly.

His eyes darted up to mine and then widened, and then he gulped. “Yes, Mistress Mia.” His lips twitched upwards, just for the briefest of moments, but I’d caught it. My little husband had been hiding something from me.

“You like it, don’t you? Me being in charge?” I smiled.

“Yes Mistress.” He said, eyes downcast in shame. “I… It’s not like I go looking for dominatrices and shit, but, when I see one in a movie or on TV, I sometimes wonder.”

I gently stroked his face as he knelt there at my feet. There was something powerful about standing over a man like that, something that made me want to do more. He looked up at me and in that moment, he looked so vulnerable, so I decided to show my dominance by grabbing him by the hair and pulling him to my pussy. “Lick.”

As he licked, I talked. “I’m going to cuckold you, again, when the time is right, but not right now. One, I need to find someone reliable, but two, I need to make sure that you understand that I would never do anything that would bring about the end of our marriage. If I do this, it’s because I feel you are ready to handle it, not sooner.”

“How will you know…erm, Mistress?” He asked, then went back to licking.

“I’ll know. Look, I might meet someone tomorrow and say, fuck it, I’ll do it. I might not. You’ll never know. I’m funny that way. But know this, I’ll always tell you.”

It didn’t take me long to cum but I wasn’t done there. I made him follow me to the bedroom where I received a tub of body butter and handed it to him before lying on my stomach.

“Massage. I’ll tell you when to stop.” I said.

“Yes Mistress.”

This was going to be interesting, for sure.


Three

In the two weeks that followed, the cuckolding fantasy became a staple in my lovemaking, but it was consistently based on my experience with Jan and Patrick. After some time, I began to feel a bit bored of that story and realised it was time for a new one. Did I feel Matty was ready for me to cuckold him again for real? No, he definitely wasn’t, but things were improving somewhat. He was less weird after climaxing, less nervous, more accepting, but part of me believed that was from the fact that he thought I wouldn’t do it again.

It was time to test the water.

I arranged a night out with Suse and the girls. None of them were aware of what had happened after I came clean, heck, they were living under the assumption that I hadn’t come clean at all. I would break the news to them that night, but first, I needed to get Matty prepared for tonight, and that involved getting him to dress me.

One of the points I’d read in many cuckolding novels was the importance of the husband’s role in dressing the wife, but there was never a more important moment than at the beginning, when sounding out his feelings. Matty knew I was going out with the girls tonight, but he also knew they were a wild bunch, and I made it very clear that my aim tonight, was to get laid by some big-dicked hunk. In truth though, I wasn’t going to fuck anyone, I just wanted to make him think I would.

Step one was to let him pick out what I needed to wear, that way I could see if he really wanted me to get laid or not. I had a lot of sexy stuff at home, most of it black, but I also had some boring stuff too. In this case though, he knew exactly when I needed to wear. He picked out a very long lace dress which opened in a slit on one side of the skirt. It was proper lace, as good as wearing nothing, it was that see-through. Next, he picked a pair of black silk thong panties, matching suspender belt, and black lace-trimmed stockings. That was it. My boobs and nipples would be on full display.

“No bra?” I asked him with a grin.

“I thought this dress is meant to be worn without a bra?” He asked, shrugging. He was right, the dress was meant to be worn without a bra, but that didn’t mean I did, and he knew that. He walked back to the closet and pulled out a black lace shawl. It too did not cover anything, but worn together with the dress, it made my nipples less visible, but could be removed if I wanted to attract a man.

“Someone really wants me to get laid tonight!” I laughed, putting everything on.

There was no response but I knew the truth, he did want me to get laid. Instead, he turned to the closet and fished out the shoes he wanted me to wear; black suede pumps in a five-inch silver metal spike.

Everything about the outfit screamed elegant slut, but I loved that about it, and I loved that about Matty. He wanted me to go out there and get laid, and really, I felt like getting laid. But, at the end of the day, this was a marathon, not a sprint, I needed to pace myself, scope the lay of the land, and make a decision on how I wanted to put myself out there. The last thing I wanted was some idiot, psycho-demon entering my household.

When I said good night to Matty that night, I didn’t think to tell him not to wank. In hindsight, I should have, but more on that later. Instead, I met the girls with excitement and headed out to the first wine-bar, where I confessed what had gone down with Matty after I told him the truth. All but Suse seemed surprised, which made me wonder just what type of relationship she had with her husband.

“Can I be honest?” Suse asked.

“Sure.”

“I always pictured Matty as a submissive cuckold.” Shrugged Suse. “He’s timid, does what he’s told, and yet at work dominant and strong.”

I wondered what his being dominant at work had to do with him being a submissive. “I don’t get what being dominant at work has to do with anything.” I told her.

The other girls seem just as invested in the conversation as I was, and led forward to hear Suse’s explanation. “A lot of men who are dominant in the workplace are usually very stressed and burdened by worries. Many come home and feel a need to be submissive, to have decisions made for them. I’ve seen Matty when he’s working, he had that telco with a customer when we were all on holiday together, and he’s a beast. Confident, powerful, heck, he turned me on. Then I saw how he jumped to anything you said, or blushed when you made a joke about him and it made me curious. The more I watched how you rarely say please and thank you, and the fact that he accepted it without question made me certain that he’s submissive.”

Okay, some of what she said made sense, but she specifically stated submissive cuckold, how could that be? But of course, she had an explanation for that too.

“Remember Stelios, the Greek muscle-man who rented us the villa?” She asked. How could I forget? Not too tall, but an amazing olive-skinned muscular man with the thick black stubble and thick black hair.

“Sure.” I mumbled, wishing Stelios was in the bar that night.

“You were flirting with him like crazy in Greece, and Matty was watching the whole time.”

“Urgh! Was he?” I felt horrible.

“Yes, but the way he was looking at you both, I knew he was erect in that pool. He was visibly turned on.” She said. “So I tried flirting with him.”

What the fuck? “You tried to flirt with my husband?”

“Yes, because I was testing him, and well, he wasn’t interested in flirting at all.”

Okay, there could’ve been a tonne of reasons for that. “Well, he’s faithful.” I stated.

“He is.”

“And maybe he’s not into you.” I told her, but Suse simply smirked. With her curly red hair, her huge swollen boobs, slim pierced belly which she always showed off with her stupidly short satin and lace crop-tops, I knew full well that she could get any man, Matty included. “Okay, fine. Tell me something though.”

“Go on.”

“Chris is timid around you too.” I said. “Is he submissive to you?”

Finally, her smirk became a knowing grin. The other girls cooed and I had my answer. “And yes, I’m fucking other men.”

That made a whole lot of sense. “Okay, so you think I should fuck other men?”

“Definitely, just not yet.” She glanced at her watch. “This is the first night you’ve gone out after telling Matty, and I take it he’s not in chastity yet?”

“No.” I confirmed, making a mental note to circle back to that.

“So, it’s ten. By now, he’s done flicking through all the streaming services you have and has now moved on to gaming, except he won’t know what to play and in about an hour or so, the horniness he’s feeling will pique and he’ll begin masturbating. I reckon he’ll cum less than a minute later, then will feel a debilitating fear that he’ll lose you to whatever man you find. He’ll text you to ask if you’re still with us. You’ll answer yes, to which he’ll ask if any men, and you’ll likely say not yet. And at that point, he’ll beg you not to go through with it. About fifteen minutes later, he’ll get his libido back and will say he actually does want to go through with it, and then he’ll masturbate again and lose his libido…”

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, okay, I get it. Men are fickle.”

“No, men don’t know what they want.” Suse pointed out. “We need to tell them. He’s submissive. Whilst you are with another man, or looking for one, there is no reason why he should cum. Lock it up as fast as possible.”

Of course, I’d be lying if I hadn’t thought about chastity for my husband, but I really didn’t want to force him into something too soon. She was right about men being fickle, but that was all the more reason not to pressure him. Things had to go at a pace that would work for us all, I was sure of it. Anyway, Suse may have been speaking from experience, but that didn’t mean Matty would be the same.

“Okay Suse, you need to let us into your life.” Said my friend Maxine.

So Suse let us in on it. Like me, Suse was goth. In fact, growing up, we were best friends in school and part of the goth clique. Unlike me, whilst I embraced the dress style and the music, she embraced much more. When we both went off to university, she found a place up in Scotland, where she got involved in the BDSM and fetish community. Goth became fetish for her, and she began modelling latex and such, and admitted for the first time that she worked part-time as a dominatrix for some extra cash, to our surprise.

She met her future husband, Derek, at university, but I never realised the hoops he needed to jump through to become her boyfriend. Derek was her slave from day one, and whilst we’d all been on holiday together many times, and hung out with each other regularly, never did we suspect, because they’d kept it private from us.

“But why?” I asked. “I’m your best friend.”

Suse shrugged. “I was scared you’d judge me. I’d rather live the secret than lose you.”

“Oh babes!” I gushed, pulling her to me. “I’d never judge you.” But something was bugging me. If Derek was her slave from day one, then how did she know so much about cuckolding and the angst that men go through?

With a smile, Suse explained. “I didn’t cuckold him from day one. I began cuckolding him about a month before the wedding, so that I could fuck the best man on my wedding night.”

“You fucked Peter on your wedding night?” I gasped, shocked and slightly jealous that she’d fucked that gorgeous hunk of a man.

“Yeah, and he was awesome!” She gushed with a cheeky smirk. “Anyway, I only began cuckolding him for real when I was sure he could handle it. Until then, I just threatened it. Went out with you girls that time.”

Suddenly, I remembered a night out some years ago. She was constantly on her phone, frowning. When I asked her what was up, she said she was going something with Derek. I just thought it was a fight, but it wasn’t at all.

“Yeah, that was the first night.” Suse admitted.

As if by clockwork, I received a text message from Matty. “Hey, where are you guys now? Say hi to the gals for me!” I then received a raised eyebrow from Suse and it finally dawned on me that she was right, that this was indeed going to be a long night.

“Okay.” I began, sighing with resolution. “Tell me what I need to do.”

“Chastity, obviously. If you’re worried that he’ll have a problem with that, don’t. Sure, after a couple of days he’ll hassle you for sex, but don’t give in. He’ll give you excuses like he needs to wash there, but if you get the right cage, he shouldn’t need to. You and you alone needs to be the one to decide if and when he gets released. Release should come as a reward for good behaviour, and by that, I mean him fighting his inner demons.”

I shrugged. “That’s it?” I asked. “Nothing else.”

“I mean, you need to communicate, but sure, nothing else is necessary.”

As the night wore on, events turned out exactly as Suse predicted, but rather than let things escalate, I wrote a very definitive message back to Matty to put him in his place. “Stop masturbating or else! You masturbate and then you panic. I’m not going to leave you, and fucking other men will not make me do so. I will eventually find lovers, maybe not tonight, I don’t know yet, but if you keep texting me and getting jealous, then we’ll go back to how things were and I will be pissed off with you. If we’re going to play, then let’s play properly. If you can’t control yourself, then we can’t do this.”

“I’m sorry.” He wrote back. That was it, and from that point on, I didn’t hear from him all night.

After the wine-bar, we moved on to a club downtown where we could get our groove on. I would’ve preferred something with a darker flavour of music, but whilst Suse and I loved EBM, Maxine and Kath preferred electronic music and pop, and honestly, those two were not dressed for a goth club.

The problem I had with normal clubs and discos was that a group of girls couldn’t just go out dancing without being hit on. We weren’t there five minutes before we were being offered drinks or men were sidling up to us on the dancefloor. I wouldn’t mind so much, but the majority of the men were losers; musclemen in bad clothing who thought they were god’s gift to women, but were just trash.

Still, as I danced with my gals, I was reminded of the last time I was in a club like this, in Hamburg, getting felt up and fingered by strangers, and I felt myself becoming wet. I wished I could experience it again, to let myself go in such a way. It had somehow felt so freeing, so wrong, yes, but in that moment, I just didn’t care. Perhaps it was the company, or perhaps being in a foreign country.

Someone bumped into me hard and it returned me to reality. I spun around, angry, ready to have it out with the clumsy idiot who did it, only to see a cute guy in black shirt carrying four drinks. He was older than me and kind of looked like Matthew McConaughey.

“I’m so sorry.” He said, his voice smooth like butter, well-spoken. “Let me just drop these off with my friends and I’ll buy you whatever you like as an apology.”

“That really isn’t…” I began, but he was gone, only to return moments later.

“I hope I didn’t hurt you. I shouldn’t have had my elbows up like that.” He said, showing genuine concern.

“No, I’m fine. It’s okay, mistakes happen.”

“Let me buy you a drink, please. I’d feel much better.”

“No, really, I’m good.”

“You’re sure?” He asked again, and I smiled and nodded. “Okay then, well, have a good night, and sorry, once again.” And with that, he was off through the throng of people to return to his friends, all smartly dressed men sat around a table chatting enthusiastically about something.

I felt a tap on my shoulder. “He was hot.” It was Suse and I knew what she was doing, but I wasn’t ready to go into it with a third-party, not yet. I needed to test the water some more, didn’t I?

And yet, Kath and Maxine were single ladies and the men at the table were fit. We had no choice but to become wingwomen for the girls. So, we sidled up to the four men and smiled at them. Immediately, I clocked that the person next to the guy who bumped me was married, but there was no ring on the bumper. The other two guys looked surprised to see us approach our table, and rather than look flattered to see us, they seemed put out that we were interrupting their conversation.

“Hey, I thought I’d introduce myself, seeing as you were so apologetic.” I said to bumper. “I’m Mia.”

“Gavin.” The bumper said with a warm smile. “This is Frank.” He pointed to the married man who waved his hand a little. “Phil.” A guy with thick glasses but neatly combed black hair and thick, styled stubble on his face smiled quickly, then seemed to nervously take a gulp of his drink. “Ash.” Ash was a nervous looking black guy with short hair, wire-framed glasses, and hunched shoulders, clearly from sitting in front of a computer all day.

“Kath, Maxine and Suse.” I said.

“Suse?” Asked Ash. “Like short for Susan or like the Linux-based OS?”

I blinked, not knowing what on earth he was talking about, but clearly, Suse did. “Like the OS.” She laughed, and the moment she said it, the man smiled, happy to find a like-minded soul. Unfortunately, that led the other girls to scowl at her as that meant there were only two single guys left for them, and clearly, Gavin seemed interested in me.

“Sit down, join us.” Gavin stated. “If you don’t mind being around AI geeks?”

“AI geeks?” Suse asked.

“We develop AI and robot systems.” Ash said, leaning towards her and smiling, trying to make what they did sound cool, which it absolutely did…but…

“We don’t get around girls much.” Phil said firmly, pushing his glasses up his nose, making it clear he was uncomfortable being around us.

“It’s okay, we don’t bite.” Maxine said. “Besides, my brother is a developer too. I picked up a little from him. Nothing like what you do, but I know my way around Java and Python.”

The nervous and angry exterior around Phil finally broke and he shifted in his seat and set about a conversation with Maxine. I could see Kath getting flustered because Ash and Suse were talking now, and that left Phil and Frank. I decided to go for broke and announce my marital status.

“So Frank, I see the ring. Married too huh?” I said, waving my wedding ring at him.

“Yeah, six years now.” Smiled Frank. “Although I’m not sure how happy Janine would be if she knew we were at a club whilst she’s at home with the baby.” He chuckled.

“You got kids, Mia?” Gavin asked.

“No…no. Not yet.” I blushed, feeling heat flood my pussy whenever Gavin spoke, but I remembered my duty. “What about you?” I asked. “Married?”

“No, single. I’m way too focused on my work to settle down.” Gavin said. Thankfully, Gavin was a clever guy and saw the challenge. He wasn’t interested in Kath, clearly, but he knew how to solve the problem. “Actually though, another friend was supposed to meet us here. He’s kind of our boss. Canadian, nice chap. Let me text see where he is.”

Ten minutes later, a tall man with blonde hair and a chiselled jawline approached. Muscles stretched the white shirt he had on, and immediately, I saw Kath glow with delight. It was at that point that Frank decided to call it a night and leave us altogether, whilst Kath got to know David, the newest arrival.

“I really didn’t deliberately bump into you.” Gavin told me.

“I know.” I laughed, feeling the nervousness oozing from him. These were all attractive men who were intelligent and probably got their looks later in life. It was clear that they hadn’t built up the self-confidence to accompany those looks, well, all of them except David, who was clearly more a leader than a follower.

“So, you’re the wingman tonight huh? Except, Suse is clearly married and so are you, but from the way Suse is coming on to Ash, I’m guessing she’s not happily married?” Asked Gavin.

I sucked on my Gin and Tonic through the thin straw, cursing the damned paper thing for a moment, then smiled as my eyes glanced over to Suse, now standing again, close to Ash, laughing at whatever comment he made and then placing her hand on his wrist. An obvious move. “No, we’re both happily married.” I said, and Gavin’s eyebrows raised in surprise. An interpretation of what I said clicked in my head and I burst out laughing. “Not to each other!”

“Oh!” He chuckled.

“No, we both have husbands, and are both happy, but…” I then told him about Suse’s lifestyle, the fact she was a dominant, and the fact her husband was a cuckold.

“That’s cool. I’ve read, erm, well, stuff about that.” Gavin stated, blushing.

“Porn?” I asked.

“Yeah, porn.”

“Mmm, me too.”

For a moment, he looked over as Ash and Suse began making out and I wasn’t sure if he was judging them or jealous. However, then he turned back to me and made a sharp intake of breath. “And you?” He asked.

I wasn’t sure how to answer him. I hadn’t actually planned to start my journey that night, it was only meant to be a test, but at the same time, if I let this guy get away, the next man might not be so kind. I decided honesty was the best policy and I told him the truth about everything, from the beginning.

“So?” I asked once I finished my story.

After a quiet moment of reflection over my story, Gavin said, “Honestly, I’m a little intimidated by the Dutch chaps now. But, I think it’s fascinating.” He paused and took another sip of his drink. “Would I be too forward by throwing my name in the hat to be a lover?”

The way he said it made me laugh. It was so polite, so nice, just like he was. Rather than answer him with words, I chose a different tack and pulled him to me for a long passionate kiss, before leaning to his ear and asking if he fancied doing me in the toilets.


Four

“Did you wank?” I asked as I stepped into the bedroom.

Matty shook his head rapidly. “Not after you wrote.” He said.

“Is your cock hard?” I asked, stripping down to my knickers.

“Yes.” He nodded.

“Lie back.”

As I pulled my little thong down, I saw a strand of cum follow it down. Matty had to have seen it too because his eyes widened, but he said nothing. My plan was to fuck Matty, to let him feel the cum inside me, but then as his eyes widened, he shuffled further down the bed and opened his mouth.

“What are you doing?” I asked him incredulously.

“I…I thought you wanted me to lick you clean.” He mumbled.

“I have another man’s cum in there.” I laughed, but then it clicked; that was what cuckolds did, they licked their women clean, but surely that was going too far. “Is that what you want to do?” I asked, but then I realised that was the wrong question to ask, so quickly added, “Because I think you should! In fact, I think I should make you do it, shouldn’t I?”

“Whatever you wish, Mistress.”

I needed to be careful, to monitor how I presented my desires, because clearly, he needed to be forced; only that way would he feel like it wasn’t his idea, he was not weird, he was just doing what he was told.

The moment my pussy touched his lips and he began licking, I knew this would be my new favourite thing. Yes, I loved my pussy being licked, but knowing my husband was licking my filthy, cheating cunt made it feel that much better. I felt a power I didn’t even know I had in me, and right at that moment, all I could do was grab a clump of his hair and pull it painfully upwards and snarl at him, “that’s it, bitch! Lick up all that glorious cum from my well-fucked pussy!”

None of this was planned. I hadn’t planned to fuck anyone that night, and yet Gavin fucked me three times. I hadn’t planned to make Matty lick my used pussy at all, but now I was wondering if I could make him do it all the time. I hadn’t planned to deny my husband sex after that night, but after I came from his tongue, I realised I just wanted to shower and sleep, and enjoy the after-glow of a glorious night out, and not worry if him climaxing would lead to remorse and a ruined night.

“We’ll fuck tomorrow, okay?” I said.

“Yes, of course. Um, can I wank?” He asked.

“No. Straight to sleep.”

“Yes Mistress.”

That night, my dreams were filled with cocks. Gavin, Jan, and Patrick filled my mind, and I was back in that club again, but this time, these three were using me, filling me, whilst hands without faces reached out from the dark to touch me. Never had I felt so sexually alive as I did right then, and yet, I didn’t want it to end.

The next morning, I awoke to the smell of bacon and fresh coffee. Matty had cooked me breakfast in bed, and although I hadn’t had that much to drink last night, it still felt like it was needed.

I knew what this was though. It wasn’t just Matty playing the nice husband, it was his excitement at finding out how my night went. Rather than just jump into it though, I made him wait whilst I ate in silence, enjoying the food. Eventually though, even I was too excited to keep it inside.

I began with the revelation about Suse and Derek, and when Matty heard the truth about his friend, he was not altogether surprised. It turned out that Matty had once seen a photo on Derek’s phone by accident of Suse dressed up as a dominatrix wielding a whip. He had thought it was a costume for a party, but now he realised it was their normal life. However, he was surprised that Derek was a cuckold, and if anything, I think I saw some relief on Matty’s face then, and that intrigued me.

It turned out, Matty liked the idea of his close friend having the same interests as him, that it made him feel less ashamed of how turned on he was by my actions. That was definitely a good thing, because a lot of the messages playing in Matty’s head were the types of, “what would they think if they found out?”

I moved on to what happened in the club and I admitted I hadn’t actually planned to fuck anyone that night, but it kind of happened. Matty listened intently, but his cock remained erect the whole time, so I had to reach out and touch it. This led to us fucking as I told him how big Gavin’s cock was, and how good he was at sex. Matty lasted just seconds.

Whilst Matty seemed visibly better about the situation than he had been in previous times, I needed to verify he really was making progress, so after he came, I ordered him to lick me clean. He dropped to it without hesitation.

“Why?” I asked when I spoke to him after.

He shrugged. “When you told me about Derek, I felt better. I feel like, well, if he can do it, I can do it.”

I gave him a big kiss, tasting the salty cum on his tongue. “That’s great honey.” It really was. It made me wonder if this could be possible without chastity. “I was thinking about chastity, but if it isn’t needed…”

“Oh, I need it!” He said immediately.

“What? Why?” I whined.

“Because I can’t control myself. If I can wank, I’ll wank, and yeah, maybe I’ll not bother you, but when my libido is down, it sucks.”

“So you want to be put in chastity?” I asked, quite surprised and to be honest, a little relieved.

“Yes!” He stated, before adding, “not permanently, obviously, but when you’re out with men, yes, definitely.”

“Fine.” I smiled. “Today, we’ll head to a store and get one.” London was good like that, we’d be able to find anything we wanted.

Last night, after I left the club, Gavin shared his number with me, but I did not share mine with him. We agreed to leave it up to me when I called him next, and whilst yes, Gavin was an awesome guy and great fun, he was maybe a bit too nice. In my mind, the best thing for me to do was exchange guys often, to keep it about sex and only sex, whereas Gavin was someone who I could talk to, enjoy, and for that, I had my husband. I really didn’t want Gavin taking over that role.

Matty asked if I’d be seeing Gavin again, to which I said I doubted it. He asked why, so I told him, I openly said I didn’t want any connections, romance or otherwise, and that whilst Gavin was a nice guy and open to playing with us, I felt that he wasn’t a tool. I needed a tool, a person I couldn’t really respect on that level. Matty said he understood, but at the same time, he seemed disappointed.

“I’m just a little worried that you won’t find the right, well, tool.” He explained.

“The Dutch guys were perfect tools.” I explained.

“Yes, but those guys were married.”

That was a good point. They were married. Perhaps that was what I needed to find, a married man.

Later that day, we set out to buy the chastity cage, settling on a plastic-composite one which he could break off in an emergency. It was in the shape of a small penis and fit his little dick well. There were other types there, of course, metal and such, but what intrigued me most were the ones that almost totally eliminated his cock. I asked a member of staff how they worked and she explained that essentially the penis was pushed inside the body, thus making it look like it had been removed. Admittedly, the thought of a cage effectively removing the cock was intriguing, but I feared that such a toy could do damage, so settled for a normal one that held the penis outside the body.

That night, I regular checked on him to make sure he felt comfortable, especially when he awoke with morning wood, something the lady warned might be uncomfortable at the beginning, but was perfectly safe. I researched that on the internet and found that was correct.

Things were calm for the next week, until we received an invitation to come to Suse and Derek’s house for dinner. That wasn’t unusual, we often had dinner together, but what was unusual was that Suse said that she wanted me to see how they lived, to understand what a true female-led relationship looked like. To be honest, that made me a tad nervous, but none more so than it made Matty.

The weirdness began the moment we arrived and the door opened. Standing in front of us in a full latex black and white French maid’s dress, complete with latex gimp mask, stood Derek. We blinked for several minutes before he invited us in using only his hand gestures. Matty stared in shock, whilst I found myself getting a little wet at the idea that she had turned her husband into a hyperfeminine slave.

I don’t know what came over me, but I just burst out laughing and said, “Derek, you look ridiculous. You’re a sad excuse for a man.”

Matty looked at me in horror. “Mia!” He screeched, horrified.

Suse had heard everything from the other room, walking to greet us wearing a latex mini-skirt, latex bra, and lace-up thigh-high boots over lace top self-holding stockings, the lace of which was fully visible. On her right hand, she held a long leather riding crop, the tip of which she tapped on the palm of her left hand. “Oh hush Matty, she’s right.” Suse stated. “And you’re not much better, you pathetic little cuckold! Kneel and kiss my feet! Now!” She snapped, whipping him across the backside with the crop.

In an instant, Matty dropped to his knees and kissed her feet, too scared she’d whip him again, I assumed.

“Crawl behind me.” She told my husband, who obeyed without hesitation. This was certainly different. At work, if anyone treated Matty like that, then there’d be hell to pay, but right at that moment, I felt like Suse could tell him to do anything, and he’d do it. In fact, I was about to bear witness to exactly that. I followed as my husband crawled behind Suse to the kitchen. On the countertop was a glass with some sort of clear/off-yellow liquid. “I just urinated into this glass.” She stated, picking it up. “Drink it all. Now!” She ordered, handing the glass to my husband.

This was interesting. Part of me hoped he threw it at her and told her to go fuck herself, but the bigger part of me hoped he’d drink it. The panicked look Matty gave me made it clear that he didn’t know what to do, that he wanted me to step in and save him. He was confused, clearly, but at the same time, if he was who I thought he was, then I had to assume that this was turning him on more than me.

With a little more hesitation, he moved the glass to his lips, scrunched up his face, and drank in big gulps, only for his face to relax and smile to appear on his lips. I guessed it wasn’t as bad as he thought.

“That’s white wine!” He laughed.

I rolled my eyes as Suse and Derek burst out laughing. “But you were going to drink it anyway!” I pointed out.

“Exactly.” Suse stated. “Proof you’re a pussy slave just like Derek. Admit it, you like women being in charge.”

Sighing, Matty nodded. “I do.”

“Good.” Laughed Suse. “Stand up, you’re a guest. I was just playing.”

As Suse and I chatted in the living room, Matty hanged back in the kitchen to talk to Derek whilst he cooked. Of course, I wanted to understand the need to dress Derek up as a maid, so Suse explained all about sissification and why she did it. Essentially, it was not to debase women or to imply that being feminine was a negative trait, but rather to limit the man’s masculinity. By making that straight male as hyperfeminized male, it was telling him that he was no longer allowed to be a man without permission, that he no longer had that right.

Then Suse showed me more photos of Derek, wearing pinks, satins, lace; girlie party dresses which I would never be seen dead in, and neither would many women, but somehow, on Derek, it kind of looked cute. It made me wonder what Matty would look like, and the more I thought about it, the more it turned me on, to make him my little sissy bitch.

Again, it was that feeling of power, and I told that to Suse. “Wait till you try pegging!” She told me, and that too made my pussy burn with desire.

I realised that whilst I’d always said that I was kink-friendly, I never really engaged in it, thus I was missing out on a world of possibilities. Still, I was just finding my feet with cuckolding, a fetish I never imagined Matty going for, and yet in the space of just a few minutes, I’d discovered that he was willing to kiss feet and drink piss.

To my surprise, Derek ate with us. I’m not sure what I was expecting really, just not for him to sit at the table with us in a latex dress wearing dainty lace gloves and pink fingernails.

“Are you enjoying being a sissy?” I asked Derek.

He smiled at me, the painted lips curving up from the hole in the shiny latex mask. “Yes Mistress, very much so.”

“Why?”

“Because once I handed over power over me to Mistress Suse, I felt much freer. I do better at work, and overall, life feels, well, good. Wearing knickers under my suit everyday is like a constant reminder that I am owned by a wonderful and powerful woman.”

It was terribly sweet, but in my peripheral vision, I caught Matty’s eyeroll. Matty wasn’t one to criticise others for their sexual orientation or fetishes, so I was quite surprised by his reaction. If he found the idea of sissification stupid, that meant there was no way I’d be able to ask him to do it. My heart dropped, but inside, I still held hope that I could convince him.

On the drive home, I asked him what he thought about it and he didn’t hold back. “I know about sissies and sissification, and the whole infantilism thing, and I really can’t understand it. Sure, I get when a man wants to crossdress or become a woman, but debasing themselves in such a way? No, not for me. Look, I’ll gladly be your slave, and I’m open to a lot, but this? No, no way.”

I felt deflated. Hell, I hadn’t even thought about sissification before, but having it taken away from me before we could even begin seemed mean.

When we arrived home, I was pissed, but I really didn’t want to show him I was pissed, because it was a little unfair and I knew it. Matty had given me a lot, and I really had no right to be angry because he wasn’t into one thing. Still, I felt the desire to punish him, and given that I was pissed, I thought, what the hell? Drink piss.

As we stepped into the kitchen, I grabbed a glass and then pulled my skirt up and my panties down, placing the glass under. He stared at me with wide eyes as I urinated into the glass. “Kneel.” I told him, and he dropped in an instant, then I walked over and handed him the warm glass. “Drink it all.”

He gulped and looked at the glass, his chest heaved, but still, he put the glass to his mouth and drank. I saw a range of emotions on his face, but none of them was clearer than what I saw prodding up from his jeans. Yes, he had an erection, and I had a new hobby.


Five

Over the next few days, Matty had to travel on business and I was buried in a project. None of us had the time to think about our sexual adventures, but something interesting happened. Matty was in Belgium visiting a potential customer. That customer was very interested in our systems and given this was the third meeting, Matty was over there with one of my team from the consulting department for a workshop.

Joining Matty and Josie were another company the partner had selected to implement the AI portion of the overall solution, with which our systems would need to integrate. What I hadn’t realised was that Matty would be spending four days with David and Gavin, the two men I’d met the other night, one of whom had fucked me senseless.

On the first day, it was all work and then back to their respective hotels for the night. Then on Tuesday night it was dinner and drinks with the customer. Come Wednesday, they were all very chummy and the four of them ended up out for drinks without the customer.

As the night wore on, things got a little spicier, and they ended up talking about their personal lives. I knew Josie was a bit of a slut, even though she wasn’t much to look at. She was small, a little plump, and had short black messy hair, but she liked raves, and when she got dressed up for those, she actually scrubbed up well. I knew she did drugs, hell, I didn’t care so long if she didn’t get caught, and when she did drugs, she liked orgies.

Josie kicked things off with a story about a sex festival she went to, which was a shock to the boys and they had a tonne of questions. “I think I saw something in Ladbible about that.” Said David.

“Yeah, that was it. I think I fucked like fifty guys and girls there.” Josie laughed. “What about you guys?”

“Well, I had a pretty wild weekend the other weekend.” Said David. “Me, Gav and the boys went out and ran into four women. Well, Gav quite literally. Anyway, I ended up spending the whole weekend in bed with the girl. Cute redhead.”

“Are you seeing her again?” Gavin asked his colleague.

“Yeah, when I get back. She’s pretty hot to be fair.” David said. “What about you and that married chick?”

“She hasn’t called me back.” Sighed Gavin. “I’m not sure if she wasn’t full of bollocks to be honest.”

Leaning forward, Josie grinned. “Married woman?” She giggled. “Sounds like a fun story!”

“Well, it’s kind of funny. Turns out her and her mates are both something like dominatrices, into dominating their husbands.” Gavin said, and suddenly, Matty’s ears pricked up and he began to pay closer attention. “The girl I was talking to was hot, but she only just started to cuckold her husband.” Suddenly, Gavin’s eyes were wide, and he began to wonder if this was the man I’d met in the bar.

“Cuckolding huh?” Josie giggled. “Kinky! I love it! My type of woman!”

“Yeah, well, we er, made love…” Gavin said nervously.

“Fucked.” Said Josie.

“Yeah, fucked in the toilets, three times.” Said Gavin, and at that point, Matty knew and suddenly he felt he had to say something to stop Gavin, which was his biggest mistake.

“Maybe we should talk about something else.” Said Matty.

Josie burst out laughing. “Jeez Matt, don’t be a prude! Your wife isn’t. She’s a real hoot when she’s out.” She said, pushing Matty a little. Then she turned to the others. “Honestly, Matt bagged a hottie. Mia’s my boss, but if she wasn’t, I’d be all over her. She’s goth, so dresses in all these hot clothes.”

Frowning a little, Gavin took a gulp of beer and gave what she said some thought, and to Matty’s annoyance, said, “Huh, that’s a coincidence.”

“What is?” Asked Josie.

“The girl I met. The married one; her name’s Mia, and she was very goth too.”

By then, Matty’s face was burning with embarrassment as he realised that his secret was about to come out. Had he kept his mouth shut, my name wouldn’t have been mentioned. Others were putting two and two together and looking at Matty who had turned crimson.

“Oh my god, Matty!” Josie cried out, hands in front of her mouth.

“Mate, I’m so sorry.” Said Gavin. “Fuck, I didn’t know.”

“No, it’s fine.” Matty sighed. “How could you know? It’s all new.”

“Oh! Matty! I need to know more!” Josie gushed excitedly.

So, Matty told her everything, making her promise not to share it with anyone. When Matty told her about what happened with Pamela, she said she remembered the story but didn’t believe it, and was quite surprised that I had. Yeah, I was an idiot. Anyway, then they talked about Hamburg and Josie whooped once again and talked about how jealous she was.

“Are you going to see her again?” Josie asked Gavin.

“No!” He snapped suddenly, looking at Matty nervously.

Sighing, Matty shrugged. “I honestly don’t mind if you do, but I don’t think Mia wants to.”

That surprised Gavin and even made him frown in disappointment. “What? Why? Doesn’t she like me?”

“No, it’s not that. The opposite in fact.” Matty explained. “She doesn’t want to fall in love.”

“Oh, well, that makes sense.” Gavin admitted, but still frowned. “I feel a little silly though, sitting here with you and feeling bad that I don’t get to see your wife again.”

Finally, after sitting quietly, David burst out laughing and slapped Gavin on the back. “Matty, I’m dating your wife’s friend Kathy now, so I guess we’ll be seeing each other sometimes.”

“I guess so.” Matty smiled.

“Small world.”

The group drank more, more than they should have, and after moving bars a couple of times, they were more than a little tipsy when they called me on speakerphone.

“Hey honey!” Matty called out, slurring a little.

“Hey babe.” I giggled. “What’s up? Sounds like you’re having fun.”

“I am. Listen, remember I told you we’ll need to work with an AI company on this project?”

“Yeah?”

“Well, say hello to Gavin and David. They’re on speakerphone. I think you’ve met them both.”

Gavin leaned forward. “Hi Mia! So why didn’t you call me?”

My heart froze as I realised just who Matty was with. Was that possible? Would I need to work with this guy? “G-Gavin? What the fuck?” I gasped. Then it occurred to me that one of my consultants was there. “Oh my god, please tell me Josie isn’t there!”

“Hi girlfriend!” Josie sang.

“Oh my fucking god!” I screamed. “Matty, take me off fucking speakerphone!”

The phone clicked. “I’m here.” He said.

“Matty, how could you?”

“It wasn’t me. We were all talking and Gavin put two and two together, and…”

“Okay, okay,” I sighed. “I get it. Fuck, fuck.” But why was he putting Gavin on the line too. Why didn’t he tell Gavin why I didn’t want to see him anymore? “Matty, put Gavin on the line.”

I heard the two talking, then, “Hello?”

“Gavin, I really like you, but I can’t see you that way again, especially now.” I told him.

“Why not?”

“One, I don’t want to have feelings for another man other than my husband. If I see you regularly, I’m worried that might complicate things. Two, you’re going to be working with us, me included, if this project pans out. I’m sorry, but we can’t have sex again. I hope you understand.”

“Sure, but it’s a shame.”

“It is.” I sighed, remembering his magnificent dick. “Put Matty back on.”

Eventually, Matty came back on the line and I needed to make a decision. Finally, I said, “Go to bed. You’ve had enough to drink, but before you go, I want you to tell Josie that you are sorry for dragging her into this conversation, and that you feel very guilty. When you get home, you will be punished, is that understood?”

“Yes, I’m sorry.” He mumbled.

I took a deep breath, remembering who he was with, then said, “Yes what?”

“C’mon. Really?” He asked in a hushed whisper.

“Nice and loud, Matty. Yes what?”

“Yes Mistress.”

I could hear a scream of laughter from Josie in the background as I ended the call. A few minutes later, my phone pinged, a message from Josie. “He told us that you have ordered him to bed and that he’s going to be punished.”

“True.” I wrote back.

“Want me to punish him for you? I’ll whip him.”

“You have a whip with you?”

“Well, no, but he has a belt I can use.” I had to giggle as I read that, but I didn’t know Josie well enough personally to subject my husband to that, so instead, I told her another time, but thanked her. Still, she had one more message to send. “I want to tell you though, I think you’re awesome, and I am so glad you’re my boss.”

“Thanks Josie.” I wrote. “Let’s have a drink when you’re back.”

After throwing my phone on the sideboard next to my bed, I sighed and looked over at the little black chastity device sat next to Matty’s side of the bed. He hadn’t worn it for fear it would cause a problem in the 3D scanners at Heathrow, but I wished he had. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust him to behave, I knew he would, and I really didn’t care if he wanked before bed, but I just would feel better knowing he was locked up.

It was funny, but knowing that he had met Gavin did something for me. I should’ve felt embarrassed or scared, but there was a certain kinkiness about knowing that my husband was chatting to a man who I had been unfaithful with. And I should have been concerned that my subordinate knew about my lifestyle, and a gossip at that, but I wasn’t, why?

I tried to close my eyes to sleep, but in my head, I was imagining Josie being Josie. She was going around the office telling people that I dominated the big sales head, that I owned his ass, and that I could fuck who I wanted, and rather than make me nervous, I smiled at the humiliation my husband was about to feel. The only concern I had was that it would make Matty less effective at his job, in which case, that would be very bad indeed.

Sleep didn’t come to me, instead, my fingers found my clit and I was masturbating. Before I knew it, my other hand was back on my phone, and I was texting.

“Did Matty go to bed?” I wrote.

“Yes.” Came the answer.

“Maybe in the future we can fuck again. TBC.”

“Sounds like a plan. Good night.” Gavin wrote.

“Good night to you too.”

My fingers danced furiously over my clit, rubbing it whilst the other hand fingered my hole, reaching for my g-spot, until I erupted in a loud climax. Images flashed in my head, Gavin taking me, using me, as my husband watched, dressed in one of the sissy dresses I’d seen.

I’d masturbated a lot that day, and in my thoughts, I kept picturing my husband, the little sissy maid, and the more I saw it, the more I wanted it. Control was important because I knew I couldn’t force him to become something he didn’t want to be, and yet, the thought of it just took over me.

The next day I worked from home because I knew Matty was coming home, but that was a bad idea. I ended up looking at sissy porn, reading sissy books, even looking at some hardcore stuff where the sissy took hormones and let herself be castrated, and that got me off too. By the time Matty arrived home, I’d masturbated so much to the dark porno, that I felt guilty, and that meant pushing away from all the BDSM stuff and being the wife I no longer wanted to be, submissive, meek, and willing to do anything for Matty.

Clearly, Matty didn’t want me to be that wife anymore either, because he kept forcing the narrative, making me talk about Gavin, especially now that he had a visual reference for his desires.

By the late evening, when we were fucking for the fourth time, I was indulging the fantasy and letting it take over me. I was screaming out Gavin’s name, telling Matty that I was going to make him watch as Gavin railed me, something that got him off too. And as my climax hit, I let myself go too far. “And I’m going to fucking put you in a sissy dress and humiliate you in front of him, so that he knows what a fucking sissy fucking faggot pussy you really fucking are, you disgusting piece of shit!” And I screamed out my loudest orgasm ever, my back arching further than it had ever gone.

Matty stared at me in horror, taking in my disturbing words, but before he could admonish me for saying such terrible things, they took control of his thoughts too, and he came hard, his eyes rolled back, his breathing stopped, until he let out a long deep roar.

I rolled onto my back, determined not to apologise for my outburst, trying to take it in my stride, but then Matty did something unexpected; he began to sob. The problem for him was, after such a huge orgasm, his libido was essentially drained to the minimum, and now he was feeling pretty bad about himself. I had a choice now, I could tell him to suck it up, or I could hug him and tell him it was just fantasy. I chose the latter.

“I feel stupid.” He said.

“Why?” I asked. “I don’t find you stupid, I find you fun. This is all good fun. Try to relax.”

Sleep eventually found us both, but him sooner than me. My brain was too busy travelling at a million miles per hour, trying to work out how to convince my husband to embrace this lifestyle without hating himself.

As he slept next to me, I scrolled through my phone, somehow finding my way to Aliexpress where I searched sissy clothes. Panties were the big thing, and there was a huge selection on there, even stuff I would enjoy wearing to be fair. The prices were ridiculously low, so much so that even though I knew I’d never convince him to wear them, I ordered them anyway.

Somehow on Friday, I found myself back on Aliexpress, and for some reason, that became my new addiction, looking at sissy outfits and ordering them for my husband, even though I knew they’d never find a use with him, but knowing I’d have them at home for him made me feel good. It was bizarre though, why did I feel the need to transform the love of my life? I did love him, but in my head, I was telling myself that it was because I loved him, that I wanted to turn him into the man who could genuinely give me everything. Sex with hot men, serving me like a maid, and occasionally, my best girlfriend. It was my cake…could I eat it too?


Six

The gossip mill began immediately. I knew Josie couldn’t keep her mouth shut, she was just one of those girls who blabbed, such is life. By Tuesday the following week, I was having lunch with Marianne, my opposite number who headed up Support for the UK, and she immediately began digging into what cuckolding was like, and how Matty took it. In Matty’s case, he heard it from his boss in the US, who wanted to know if it was anything HR needed to deal with.

Ursula Greer, the head of HR, phoned Matty on Tuesday evening on the way home, and I was in the car with him, so she spoke to both of us. First, Ursula wanted to know if we had been outed against our intentions, to which we said no, even though we had. Neither of us wanted to get Josie into trouble. Then Ursula asked if there was a chance business might be hurt by this being public knowledge, to which we said no, if anything, the opposite was true. And once Ursula was satisfied that there was no reason for her to get involved, she switched to girl-mode and began to ask all the questions we’d already been asked, the difference was, Ursula seemed to know a damned sight more than most about the lifestyle.

“Have you got him in chastity yet?” She asked.

“Yes.” I replied, not really bothering to lie, but earning a side-eye from Matty all the same.

“Have you pegged him?”

“Not yet, but I guess I will one day.”

“It’s a lot of fun!” She giggled. “Got him in panties yet?”

That was Matty’s cue to cut in, clearly uncomfortable with the direction the conversation was going. “I’m going to stop you there Ursula. Sorry.”

“Oh, boo!” Ursula laughed. “Okay guys, just know you can come to me with any concerns.”

“Sure.” I replied.

“Or for ideas.” The HR executive added.

“Bye!” Matty called out, reaching to end the call. “Well that was uncomfortable. Fuck, how am I supposed to do my job now? I’m a laughing stock.”

I rolled my eyes. “Don’t be silly. You’re the boss still, and like it or not, they need you to be effective. So you’re kinky? So what?”

The frown on his face told me he wasn’t convinced, but he let it go. I let my eyes trace down to his crotch and found that he was not soft in the cage.

“Does that hurt?” I asked.

“No, it’s just weird. The bottom of my cock gets hard, but the top stays soft.”

As the week continued, the gossip began to die down, mainly because there was only so far you could take such things before something more interesting came your way. The interest came the following week when Matty received an email from the huge opportunity in Belgium, stating they were interested in discussing contractual terms. That was a sign that the customer was interested in purchasing our products, if we could meet timelines and commitments. That fell on me.

“We’ll need to go to Belgium.” Matty told me. It wasn’t the first time we’d worked together on a deal, in fact, it was standard in the company, given our respective positions, but things just felt different this time. There was a reason for that.

“Gavin will be there, right?” I asked.

“Yes, because they’ve already signed ArtecAI for the AI portion of the platform. They’ll want to hammer down the integration details.”

I licked my lips. A week in Ghent together with Gavin too seemed like an enticing proposition, a chance to say fuck it, let’s fuck; but at the same time, this was business, and mixing business and pleasure together could get messy. “What do you think?” I asked my husband, expecting him to say it was up to me, or to say it was a bad idea.

“I think you should fuck him.” He said immediately. “I think you should get all the sex you can from him, to turn this trip into fun.”

“Are you serious?”

“Deadly.”

“Then okay. I’ll text him and make arrangements, set some ground rules.” I said. “What if he wants to share a room with me the whole week?”

“Then do it.”

“Okay. But you stay locked. We’ll deal with the airport together.”

“What about Josie?” He asked.

“Let me handle that.”

He sighed, frowned and then nodded.

When I texted Gavin to tell him I wanted us to see each other during the trip, I was expecting an enthusiastic response, but to my surprise, he wrote that he didn’t think it was a good idea and to keep things professional. My go-to answer should have been, “sure, you’re right, of course,” but it wasn’t. I felt let down and became like a petulant little child. Immediately, I called him.

“Why?” I whined.

My whining made him chuckle for a moment, but then he sighed. “Look, I had a lot of time to think about what Matty said about why you didn’t want to meet, and well, you might be right. I have been obsessing over you since we met, you’ve been stuck in my dreams, and well, I began to wonder what role Matty fit into that. Before I met him, I pretty much pushed him aside, thought that I could win you, get you to dump him, but now that I’ve met him, I can’t possibly do that.”

“I wouldn’t allow that.” I said.

“Sure, and I get that, but you had concerns too. So after I met him, things changed.”

“Changed how?”

He was silent for a moment. “Changed in the way that he was there.”

My lips curled up as I began to get naughty. “Gavin,” I purred, “were you having gay fantasies?”

“No! Not like that. Well, not really. I looked up cuckolding stuff, and yeah, the husband sucking the bull off, fine, I get it, it’s a power thing, but yeah, I began to imagine him being in the room. I began to imagine bullying him.”

“What’s wrong with that?” I asked, getting turned on by the thought of it myself.

“I need to work with him, Mia. What if after I can’t work with him?”

It was a valid concern but at the same time, if you can’t separate work from pleasure, then what’s the point of anything. “Knowing what you know about him, and the fact that we have already fucked, can you still work with him?” I asked.

I could practically hear his frown. “Yes.” He admitted.

“Do you think less or more of him?”

“More.” He admitted.

“Let that sink in.” I said. “See you in Belgium.”

Of course, I hid nothing from my husband and told him all about the call. I thought he’d agree with Gavin, tell me that getting that deep into things could screw things up for Matty’s career, but after the way he’d been outed in the office and the fact that nothing really happened, he seemed to be more chill about things.

“Want me to speak to him?” He asked, surprising me.

I kissed him on the cheek and smiled. “No, it’ll either happen or it won’t.”

When we arrived home that evening, a few packages were waiting for me. For a moment, I couldn’t understand what the little grey plastic pouches were, until I opened one in front of Matty and the frilly satin panties fell out. Matty picked one up and looking at it. By coincidence, the one he picked up had text written on the buttocks, Sissy Cuckold. He frowned at me. “No.” He said firmly, throwing the item on the counter and stomping away.

“I know, I know!” I said, “I got them when I was horny. They were mega cheap and I was lost in my world.”

“It’s a waste. I’m not going to wear them.” He said. “I think I’m a good husband. I’ve accepted a lot. I’m enjoying this what we’re doing, but I don’t see a need for us to go this far. Hell, I drink your piss regularly now, and I don’t have a problem with it. When is enough, enough?”

I held up my hands in surrender. “You’re right, and I’m sorry. Really, it was an impulse thing.”

“Fine.” He said, and went to take a shower. I gathered up the packages and placed them in a box, hidden away in the cupboard. I was just glad the dresses and nighties hadn’t arrived yet!

We had one more day left in the working week, and whilst Matty worked from home some Fridays, I could not. The whole day, I tried to concentrate on work, readying myself for the meeting in Belgium, but my thoughts were consumed by the realisation that I’d left Matty at home alone when packages were due to arrive. More panties for certain, but extravagant nighties and sissy dresses? I was in for an angry phone call, I was sure.

But the phone call never came, and when I arrived home, I found the packages waiting, one of them open to reveal a pink satin with white-lace overlay short babydoll. I sighed, knowing that he’d be pissed. However, as I cleared the packages into the box, I saw something unusual. The box had been moved, quite clearly, and one of the pink satin panties had been stuff back into a package. Had he just been looking at them?

I pulled out the satin briefs and looked at them, and saw that they looked stretched a little. They’d been worn, I felt sure of it. Then I saw a tell-tale spot, a little white dot on the crotch, and I’d realised that not only had they been worn, but he’d cum in them too. He didn’t want to wear them, he said, and yet he’d tried them.

In that moment, I made a mental resolution. Whether he wanted or not, he’d at least be wearing panties, but hopefully, I’d make him my sissy.

As I put them back, a thought crossed my mind. I opened my handbag to confirm the cage keys were still there. He was caged, no key for the lock, so how had he cum. It was definitely cum in there, not precum, so how had he done it? The annoying thing was that I couldn’t come out and ask him, that would scare him off. No, he’d found a way to cum and I needed to understand how.

The following Saturday, I told him I was going shopping for clothes with Suse, but what I hadn’t told him was that I’d left my webcam on in the bedroom and covered the little light. I’d be out with Suse, sure, but we’d be watching what Matty was getting up to.

For a good hour or so, nothing happened. He was working on something in the garden so we didn’t see much of him. It was only when he came in to shower that things happened.

After drying himself, he walked into the bedroom with a towel around his waist, but his eyes glanced over at the cupboard where I had the packages. Again, he shook his head and moved to do his hair, but then he stopped and looked over again, then he checked his phone.

“What’s he doing?” Suse asked.

“He’s checking Find My to see where I am?” I giggled as we watched on my phone from the Starbucks.

Satisfied I was far away, he scurried to the cupboard and pulled out the same pink panties and then found the nightie. In an instant, he threw the towel onto the bed and then put on the lingerie, both items, before climbing onto the bed. This was it, we were going to see how he was getting the cage off. My guess was lubricant.

To my shock and delight, I discovered he wasn’t getting the cage off at all. He pulled out my vibrator from the drawer and switched it on, resting it on the cage, whilst he used his index finger to rub the satin on his perineum. He was masturbating like a woman!

“Oh my fucking god!” Suse gasped. “I didn’t know they could masturbate like that.”

“Neither did I. Fuck, he’s clever!”

So engrossed were we in what we were doing, we didn’t notice one of the clean-up staff look at the video. The young girl leaned closer. “Are you watching porn?” She whispered.

“Er, not really.” I mumbled. “It’s my husband.”

“Wow! Is he masturbating like a woman?” The girl asked. “Why?”

“He’s caged.” Explained Suse.

With the vibrator and the rubbing, it didn’t take him long to cum, and after grabbing some tissues and wiping up, I was surprised to see him check the phone again, before setting an alarm and closing his eyes for a power nap. I closed the phone.

“Holy shit.” I told Suse. “He didn’t even change. He just lay there in the nightie. I can’t believe this. I want to make him a sissy, and he says no, then he fucking does it himself behind my back. I’m angry.”

“Hold on Mia.” Suse warned. “Just because he’s experimenting, doesn’t mean he wants this. There is a lot more to becoming a sissy, and it carries with it a negativity that makes men very fragile. He might enjoy these little things, but in his mind, he’s worried that you will realise he’s not the man you expected and wants out. I would be very careful about how you bring this up.”

She was right, but I had a good idea. I wouldn’t bring it up at all, I’d force it on him. “Forced feminisation.” I said. “It’s a kink lots of men have because it takes away the responsibility of their actions.”

Suse grinned at me. “Clever girl.” She purred.

I played dumb the rest of the weekend, much as I wanted to say something. On Sunday, we both packed our respective cases for the trip, but then I put my plan to action. When he was in the living room watching television, I told him I was going to take a bath. However, as I was preparing my bath, I quietly opened his suitcase and removed all his boxer shorts, replacing them with pretty panties. I even through in some stockings and a suspender-belt, as well as the pink nightie, which was so puffy I had to squeeze the case shut. Now I had to hope he didn’t open it until the hotel.

I grinned at my deviousness, and hoped he wouldn’t just go out and buy new underwear in Belgium, but I doubted it. Matty was a clever guy, but he was still a guy, which meant he was stupid sometimes too.


Seven

I couldn’t fall asleep. Our alarm was set for five in the morning, and still, sleep wouldn’t come to me, I was far too horny. My suitcase was packed with a tonne of sexy lingerie and sleepwear, well, sleepwear, read fuckwear. I needed to get Gavin to fuck me, I needed him to do me in front of my sissy hubby.

Then there was the trick I played on my husband. I just hoped he wouldn’t kill me for it. I couldn’t wait to see his face when we arrived.

Coffee was my friend the next morning. When Josie met us in Stansted, she stared at me blankly and asked if I had slept at all recently, to which I simply growled at her. Thankfully, Josie didn’t bring up any sexual topics, and for the best, after she blabbed the last time.

As we walked through the whole-body scanners, I knew that Josie would have something else to talk about, but as Matty stepped through, I was surprised to find that the cage was not picked up. That was actually a little disappointing, but I could see the visible relief on Matty’s face.

It was as we were waiting by the gate that we bumped into Gavin and David, both on the same flight as us. Josie made an uh-oh, sound, but I told her to shut up. Everyone was very professional, but as Gavin sat down to my right, he made a point of allowing his little finger to gentle trail along my black lace skirt. I turned and gave him a smile which he returned. Game on.

The day was boring. Usual business chat, but whilst David and Matty were off talking commercials with the customer, and Josie was with the technician in the lab, I was left with Gavin and the CTO of the customer, to talk technical deliverables. Of course, that meant that Gavin and I were alone some of the time.

“So, tonight?” I asked him when we had the chance.

Gavin’s hand landed on my leg. “What about your husband?” He asked.

“He can wait in the room.” I said.

“What if he didn’t?” He mused, putting it out there.

I licked my lips. Could I really do that? Could I really put Matty through that torment? “I’d need to check with him.”

“Check, let me know. I’d come to your room.”

Part of me had hoped for time alone with Gavin, time to get back into the feel of being with another man, but when I told him that, he shook his head. “If Matty says no, then sure, but if he says yes, I’d prefer that.”

“Why?” I asked.

His explanation made a lot of sense to me. Essentially, it boiled down to the fact that he was a toy for me and my husband, and he accepted that. If I was going to cuckold my husband, then might as well do it right.

“What if you don’t like it?” I asked him.

“Then we don’t do it again.”

“With him?”

“At all.” He said, though he grabbed my thigh as he said it, giving it a soft squeeze. Before I knew what was happening, his lips with on mine and his hand was moving up my skirt and into my knickers. Anyone could come in at that moment, but I was beyond caring, I just needed to get laid. “We have twenty minutes until his conf call is over. Bend over the desk.”

I didn’t hesitate. I bent over the shiny white conference table and pulled up my mini-skirt to reveal the lacy stockings and suspender-belt. Seconds later, he was trusting into me with his glorious cock, pounding me whilst I bit into my hand to stop from screaming. God, this man could reach me in places no other man could, but knowing that we were fucking in a potential client’s boardroom was even better. It was so wrong, so dirty, so risky, but I loved it.

By the time the client returned, we were done and I was cleaned up, but my face was still flushed. Thankfully, the client said the room got stuffy and the air-conditioning was rubbish, and just opened a window. That was for the best, because I could still smell sex in the air.

I decided not to tell Matty about that bit of fun. Whilst I was sure he’d be fine I had sex, he would not be fine we did it in the boardroom of a future multi-million Euro customer.

That evening, when we headed back to the hotel room, I filled Matty in on what was discussed. He sat on the bed and blew out his cheeks, but a smile crept on his face. “I mean, it makes sense right?” He said. “If we want to make this about us, not about you falling in love, then it makes sense to involve me in the game. That way, he gets to have sex, as do you, and I’m there as a reminder of why.”

I nodded. “Okay, but there are rules. You cannot change your mind midway. If you don’t like it, then look away or leave. Then after, we decide whether or not to stop. I don’t want this becoming weird with Gavin and ruining future work together. If you don’t like it, then after we’re done, we smile and say thanks, and then end things with Gavin.”

“Deal.”

With that, Matty stood and picked up his case, plopping it on one of the holders and unzipping. I suddenly remembered what was to come and my eyes widened. Perhaps there wouldn’t be anything with Gavin tonight at all.

The moment the case was open, the lacy nightie popped into view. Matty turned to me and raised an eyebrow and then turned back to check the rest. “Oh babe, not cool.” He whined, finding I’d replaced all his underwear with panties. “I need to be on my game for these negotiations, not worried my panties will be showing.”

“You’ll be fine. I know you said you didn’t want this, but I decided a trip a way was as good a time as any to back you into a corner. I want you to try wearing this stuff and then we’ll decide on what to do next.” I told him.

He sighed and shook his head, but didn’t seem as angry about it as I thought he would be. “So not okay. I’m not wearing this tonight when Gavin’s here.” He told me firmly, and I reasoned that was as good a concession as any. Besides, it was going to be a long week. But I did have one thought.

“Wear the panties under your trousers. He won’t see them, and with the soft material touching your balls, you might feel good.”

Matty gave me a curious look, but then nodded and sighed. “Fine.” He said, though I think his reluctance was just a tad affected.

We ate dinner together, then had a few drinks in the bar to steady our nerves, before heading back upstairs. I showered and then asked Matty to help me prepare. He rolled the stockings up my legs, clipping them in place on the suspender-belt, then helped me with the black lacy bra, and then finally the lace robe, not bothering with panties.

“Ready?” I asked.

He gulped, then nodded. “Ready.”

I texted Gavin, then had Matty place the door to our room on the latch so Gavin didn’t need to knock or hang around in the hallway. Five minutes later, we heard the sound of the door go.

The lights were turned to their lowest, just reading lights over the bed. Matty sat in a chair in the corner by the window, and as Gavin walked in nervously, he nodded at Matty, who nodded back. Then Gavin looked over at me and smiled as I lay there in my lingerie, legs akimbo.

“You look amazing.” He said.

“Take your robe off.” I told him seductively.

Nodding, Gavin allowed the towel robe to fall to the floor, revealing his muscular body and his soft yet long cock. I saw Matty lean to the right a bit to get a better look and it made me smile. Without letting the awkwardness of the situation stew for long, I sat forward and took his cock into my mouth, not waiting for a kiss or any sort of instruction. He was uncircumcised, as most British men were, but his dick tasted clean, recently washed. There was no hair, he groomed himself, just like my husband, and I was glad, because I hated pulling hair from my mouth.

In the corner of my eye, I could see Matty gently rub between his legs, stroking his perineum. That meant he was enjoying himself, and somehow, that turned me on just a bit more. I found myself moaning as I deep-throated that eight-inches of delight, and found myself grabbing at Gavin’s firm buttocks.

Hands pushed be back onto the bed and Gavin crawled onto me, pushing his lips to mine. I moaned again as our tongues danced, he was an amazing kisser. When we broke, I panted, our eyes locked on one-another, as he readied his cock at my entrance. Slowly, I felt my pussy part as he moved inside. “Oh fuck, yes Gavin!” I cried.

Again, my eyes caught Matty’s and he had a crazed look on his face which concerned me at first, until I realised that he was massively getting off on what he was seeing. He wasn’t about to call time or run away, he wanted me to do more. He wanted me to be Mistress, the cuckold-queen.

“He’s so big baby.” I said, looking at my husband with sinister eyes. He grinned back at me but said nothing in return. “Fucking so much bigger than you.”

I hadn’t expected Gavin to say anything, after all, he was normally so shy, and yet, to my surprise, he said, “She’s so tight man! Do you fuck her at all?”

Matty’s eyes shot to look at Gavin, who himself was watching his own cock slide into me. But rather than be upset, Matty just smiled wildly. “I don’t have a monster like yours, Sir.”

I whelped in surprise. “Oh I love it!” I cried out. “Yes, Matty, yes! What a good little slave bitch you are! What a good little cucky!”

“Thank you, Mistress!”

This also seemed to do something for Gavin, because I swear he grew inside me. He began to thrust harder, confidence building. “Fuck, she’s so hot. Fuck, you have to be some kind of pussy to let her fuck me like this.” He told Matty.

“I am Sir. I’m a pussy.”

All this humiliation of my husband was turning me on, and seeing Matty rubbing his crotch made me turned on even more. “You’d feel better if you weren’t in your pants.” I told Matty with an evil grin.

Matty gave me a wide-eyed stare. He knew I was threatening to out him for being a sissy, but I wouldn’t do that, not yet. I needed him to make that decision himself.

After fucking me in the missionary position for several minutes, Gavin spun me around to face Matty and made me get on all fours. Matty leaned forward and held my hand as Gavin rammed into me, fucking me hard and fast. I stared into my husband’s eyes as he smiled, open-mouthed, taking in the scene in front of him, listening to sounds and expletives he’d never heard from me before.

“You like this?” I snarled, “you like seeing your cheating, slut wife taking big hard cock, whilst yours is locked away? Huh?”

“Yes Mistress! Yes, I love it!”

“You want me to keep doing it? Huh?”

“Yes! Yes Mistress, yes!” He gasped.

“Then pull your panties down and rub yourself. Do it or we will never do this again.” I smiled.

His eyes went into panic mode. He began shaking with nerves. “Please Mistress.” He complained.

“Gavin, it looks like we’re need to stop…” I began. Thankfully, Gavin knew a trick when he saw it, whereas my husband was too horny to see that I was bluffing.

“Okay! Okay! God, Sir, please don’t think less of me.” He said.

“Don’t worry.” Gavin laughed. “I already know you’re a pussy cuckold.”

Matty stood and with shaking hands, he opened his black trousers and let them fall to his ankles, revealing the shiny hot-pink satin briefs, complete with think pink ruffles. I burst out laughing in an affected way and Gavin joined me.

“So you’re a sissy too! Awesome!” Gavin laughed. “Just think, I’ll know you’ll be in panties tomorrow.”

The look on Matty’s face was priceless. It was a combination of humiliation, hurt, embarrassment, and arousal. “Yes Sir.” He mumbled.

I was going to say something too, but as Matty sat back down and began rubbing himself through the silky knickers, my first orgasm hit, and it was a huge one. Suddenly, all the hurt and humiliation on Matty’s face dissipated, replaced by awe and wonder as I grabbed at his bare leg and squeezed. “Fuck!” I screamed.

As Gavin pounded me harder, I realised he was doing something. He was edging me closer to my husband. Fearing I might fall, Matty shuffled the chair to the edge of the bed, and soon I found my head and breasts in his lap. Matty held me tight as I screamed and moaned, with the new position turning Gavin on more, because he increased his pace.

“That’s it,” Gavin panted. “Hold your wife whilst I take her. Use her.”

“Yes Sir! Fuck her! Fuck her hard!”

“Oh, I will. I’ll be fucking her a whole lot from now on, won’t I?”

“Yes Sir! Anytime you want!” My husband gasped, grinning with delight.

“You’ll never stop me, will you?”

“Never!”

The conversation was sending me into overdrive, and suddenly, once again, I cried out another orgasm. Two in quick succession, that he never happened to me before.

“Lie on the bed.” Gavin said, and for a moment, I thought he was talking to me, but instantly, Matty stood. “Take off your shirt. Leave the knickers.”

Gulping, Matty nodded, then lay on the bed. Gavin told him to slide down, which he did, then he positioned me so that I was over Matty, my crotch over his face, my mouth over his panties. Suddenly, Matty had a bird’s eye view of Gavin’s huge cock thrusting into my cunt over and over, his heavy balls just millimetres over my husband’s mouth. I felt a mini-orgasm hit as I realised what Gavin was doing. My hands moved over my husband’s panties, rubbing them, rubbing his perineum.

“I’m gonna cum!” Gavin cried out, and stream after stream of hot cum flooded my pussy. It was pure heaven, and I never wanted it to end.

I looked back at them, at my husband panting and staring in shock and awe. Gavin, still panting himself, pulled his cock out of me, and it flopped onto Matty’s face for a second. I chuckled as Matty turned away. Then as Gavin moved back, I sat myself upright and planted my used pussy onto my husband’s mouth. I’m not sure he was expecting me to do that in front of Gavin, but I no longer cared. Instead, as my husband licked me clean, I kissed Gavin.

“I enjoyed that a lot more than I thought I would.” He said. “A lot more.”

“That was the best sex I’ve ever had.” I told him, enjoying the feeling of my husband reaching inside me with his tongue to get as much of Gavin’s seed as possible.

“Would you like me to go, or want to go for round two?” Gavin asked.

I wanted round two, but I also needed to speak to my husband and to find out how he was. “Um, how about, you clean up and I’ll let you know after?” I asked.

Gavin understood fully. “Sure.”

Once the bathroom door was closed, I climbed off my husband, then bent down to kiss him before he could say anything. I then asked him how he was feeling, to which he said that it was the single most amazing experience of his life.

“Except for the panties.” I laughed.

“Yes, definitely.” He blushed, but made no move to take them off.

“You’ll wear them because I said so, is that understood, slut?” I said firmly, though smiling as I did so. But then something evil took over. “Otherwise, I might need to tell your friends and sister you wear panties. You don’t want me doing that, do you?”

His eyes went wide and he sat up on his elbows. “Promise me you wouldn’t.”

“Promise me you’ll do what you are told, when you are told.”

“I promise!” He gasped, panting with fear.

“Then I won’t tell your friends. But you need to stop with this fear of sissy clothes. It’s for our fun, I don’t see the problem.”

“I just don’t like it.” He mumbled.

“Uh-huh. Okay. Well I do. Suck it up, buttercup.” I kissed him again. “Round two or reassessment?” I asked.

My husband grinned at me. “Round two for sure!”

“That’s a good boy.”

When Gavin stepped out of the bathroom, his huge cock dangling around, waving, I lay back on my husband and then pulled Gavin to me and we kissed. I knew that Gavin’s cock was rubbing up against Matty’s panties, but I didn’t care; if anything, it turned me on more. It turned Gavin on too, because the moment he was hard, he was fucking me as Matty held me. This was an awesome night.


Eight

Matty whined and moaned when I ordered him to put on a fresh pair of knickers the next morning. I reminded him that I could easily tell his friends, but in the cold light of the morning, the threat seemed to have little effect. So, rather than put up with his whining, I stomped over to his suitcase and pulled out a pair of pink stockings, and a pink suspender-belt, then pushed him face-first on the bed and began spanking him over and over with my hairbrush. He cried and whined, begging for me to stop, but I just ignored him, beating him with the wood paddle-like implement until he said he would wear the panties.

“And the matching suspender-belt and stockings. You can wear socks over them if you are nervous.” I said. He was about to complain, but I raised the brush again and that made him think twice. “Pick a friend or relative you don’t mind so much finding out about this. You have until noon. If you don’t then I’ll choose.”

“Why?” He asked, rolling up a stocking.

“Because I warned you, whine or complain, and I will out you. So, I will.”

“But I said I’ll do it.”

“Yes, but you broke the rules. I told you.”

“Please! Please Mistress, don’t! I’ll do anything, please!” He begged, dropping to his knees.

I ignored him. “Get dressed. Give me a name by noon, or I’ll pick one for you, and you might not be so happy.”

Of course, I wasn’t really going to out him, but I wanted him to stew for a bit, to recognise I would get what I wanted.

The cage was big enough to allow me to see when he was turned on, and once he was dressed in the lingerie, I could tell his dick was trying to get hard. There was no denying it, forcing him into the lingerie was the right choice, but it did make me wonder just how far I could take him. I would test that tonight.

During the day, whenever I was with my husband in the same room, he seemed uncomfortable. The lingerie was putting him off his game, that was clear, but I wondered if that would remain. By the afternoon, though, he was back to form and the lingerie seemed forgotten.

Gavin was clever enough to remain professional throughout the day, and I appreciated that. The last thing I wanted was for him to confuse play and work. However, a challenge arose when David and Josie asked if we had plans for the evening. They wanted to go out for dinner and drinks, whereas we just wanted to fuck. In the end, we knew we needed to maintain an exterior of innocence, so agreed to bar food, hoping that would be faster than fine dining.

“How are you?” I asked my husband later.

“Actually, better now. By the way, I know I said I’d get the name to you by noon, but I was so busy…”

I’d completely forgotten too, I was that busy. “I had time to think,” I told him, “and I decided to give you one last chance. From now on though, do not argue with me, or else, is that clear?”

“On anything?”

“No, just the clothes.”

“Fine.” He nodded, breathing a sigh of relief. “Thank you.”

We had hoped dinner and drinks would be brief, but Josie was lonely and didn’t want to spend a night alone in her room, so in the end, the evening out lasted longer than we would have liked. By ten thirty, I faked a yawn and said that I needed to sleep. Matty said he would join me, and Gavin then said that it was getting late for him too and made to move.

“Stop!” Josie called out. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

The three of us shared a look, whilst David just looked confused. “What?” I asked, innocently.

“You know what!”

I sighed and looked away, heat creeping up my face. “Josie, this time you cannot say anything!” I told her. “It was bad enough after you blabbed last time.”

“Then I want in.”

“No!” I screeched. “What? Like, what would you do?”

“You.” She said, and that finally made David turn to look at her, then at us. Finally, he stood and said he was going to bed and bid us good night.

My husband stared on in horror, but Gavin was grinning. He saw where this was going and he was all for it, but for my husband, the worst thing in the world, was Josie finding out that he wore lingerie.

“You cannot tell a soul. I mean it.” I warned Josie.

“Honey!” Matty cried out.

I turned to look at Matty sternly. “Hush!” Then I turned back to Josie. “Understand?”

“Yes.”

I sighed, and then nodded. “Come on then.”

As we headed upstairs, Matty tried his best to tell me it wasn’t a good idea to involve a colleague, especially one who didn’t know the meaning of the word silence. But frankly, my pussy was already throbbing at the idea of little Josie’s involvement. It had been a while since I’d eaten pussy, and frankly, after the events in Hamburg, a change of scenery might be nice.

Still, Matty was shaking with nerves, something that didn’t go unmissed by Josie. “I have some brownies in my room that will calm you, if you want?”

“What sort of brownies?”

“Hash.” She said.

“Fine.” My husband sighed.

“I’ll grab it and be right there. Which room?” She asked, and I told her.

“Er, Josie?” I asked.

“Yes?” She sang with a smile.

“Got any coke?”

“Nope. Sorry. Picked up these brownies from a geezer who got them from the Netherlands yesterday.”

“Okay.”

Once the three of us were alone in my room, my husband begged to be able to take the lingerie off. For once, I felt sorry for him and agreed, telling him that he would stay naked, which he said he preferred. He still couldn’t believe I’d allowed Josie into our little sex game, but really, what was I supposed to do? Anyway, perhaps involving her would get her to keep that little trap shut…however unlikely.

By the time Josie arrived with the brownies, I was already on my knees sucking cock. Matty immediately began gobbling on a brownie, as Josie handed one to me and another to Gavin.

“Easy with those.” Josie warned, but Matty didn’t seem to care. He finished one, moved on to another.

In a swift movement, I pulled Josie down to me and presented her with the long cock. She sucked on it before handing it back to me, then standing to strip. In her baggie clothes, I had always assumed she was pudgy, but actually, Josie had a nice body for her height. Sure, she had a big bum, but it was firm and smooth. Her clit, nipples and belly were pierced, something I had always wanted to have done to myself, but only went with the belly, nose and ears. I knew that Suse was quite heavily pierced too.

Above me, I heard the sound of kissing and saw Gavin and Josie together, then she broke off and walked over to my husband and crouched down in front of him, examining his cage, then tutted, crouched up using his legs, and then planted her lips on his, kissing him, much to Matty’s surprise. His eyes found mine, panicking, trying to make it clear that it wasn’t intentional. I smiled and blinked with the cock in my mouth, telling him to go with it. Matty’s eyes closed and he leaned into the kiss, and then Josie dropped back to her knees and sucked his balls, before moving back over to me.

Kissing Josie felt strangely natural. It shouldn’t have. She wasn’t my usual type of person, but she was an awesome kisser, and her huge boobs were firm and cuddly.

As Gavin put me on all fours and entered me, Josie grinned cheekily and then spread her legs. The little strip of blonde hair above her pussy was neatly trimmed, but her pussy was tight and very symmetrical. It was odd just how hot she was naked, because she didn’t present herself that way when she was dressed. Her cunt was so inviting that I looked forward to eating it.

Ten minutes of Gavin fucking me, one orgasm for me, one for Josie as I ate her, and something was happening to my naked husband. The brownies were beginning to work, and what had become fundamentally clear was that two were one and a half too many. Suddenly, he was on his knees next to me, apologising for being such a pussy about wearing the lingerie.

“Oh my god, you’re sissifying him?” Josie cried out. “Yes! Yes girl, yes!”

Now was my opportunity. Matty was high. “Matty, darling, put the lingerie back on, then put the nightie on.”

“Yes Mistress.” He chuckled.

I came once more, then told Josie to switch with me so that I could help my husband, who was clearly struggling to deal with the drugs. As Gavin fucked the small woman, we both noticed something interesting about Josie; she was really fucking vocal. “Oh, oh, yeah, yeah, fuck, yeah, take me, oh yeah, oh, oh, oh, eee, eee, eee!” But it wasn’t annoying, if anything, I found it kind of cute.

Last clip in place, I stepped back and let Matty put his panties on, then the nightie. He giggled and swung his hips in a very girlie fashion. I smiled but my pussy was soaked. Then I had an idea. Grabbing my phone, I took photos of him as he posed, then switched to video and asked him to pose in a girlie way, which he did. Without waiting, I sent it all to Suse and asked her to hang onto them.

I jumped on the bed and joined the couple whilst Matty lay on the other side and watched. Josie leaned over and kissed him, but I soon put a stop to that as I sat my pussy on her mouth.

Gavin had amazing self-control. He fucked Josie to two orgasms, but then told me to get on all fours over my husband like the day before. Once again, his cock entered me over my husband’s face. Matty grinned like a lunatic, his eyes like saucers. I rubbed Matty’s satin covered body, whilst Josie kissed me and then sucked my tits.

I too was feeling the drugs now and honestly, whilst I wasn’t as baked as Matty, I felt really pretty fucking good. I felt like I could do anything.

“Will you clean his cock baby?” I asked my husband, rubbing his cage-covered cock.

“Okay…” He breathed.

A few more thrusts, Gavin came. Immediately, he pulled out and allowed the cock to drop on Matty’s face, then chuckled as Matty took it in his mouth and sucked it. Sure, he didn’t suck for long, but my husband had just sucked his first cock in front of me and Josie, and it was one of the hottest things I’d ever seen.

The debauchery continued until two in the morning, and whilst Matty licked up Gavin’s cum a few times during that time, I didn’t make him suck the cock again. It wasn’t that I didn’t want to, I was just scared of pushing Matty too far too soon.

We fell asleep in each other’s arms, me with Gavin and Josie holding Matty. None of this was planned, we had previously agreed that Gavin would return to his room, but each of us was too high to remember that.

I awoke the next morning to my husband panicking whilst Josie simply laughed. “No, no.” Matty said, “This was all too far! Fuck! Josie, we shouldn’t have done this!”

“Matt, chill!” Josie laughed. “You look fucking cute, and I had fun. I think you did too. Gav? Did you?”

“Yep! Lots of fun.” He said, squeezing me and making me giggle.

“Matty, please.” I said, sleepily. “Try not to worry so much. We are all consenting adults, and nobody will say a word outside this room, will they Josie?”

“This time, I mean it. I’m sorry about last time, but I swear, not one word.” Josie stated.

Matty stared at us, then sighed and nodded. “It was fun.” He admitted with a smile.

It was a hell of a lot of fun. And seeing as Gavin was already there… “Matty, go give Josie an orgasm. Gavin here is going to fuck me.”


Nine

The third day was different. One, given we had all slept together except David and the clients, obviously, there was a slight tension that David picked up on, thankfully, the client didn’t. Then two, I wanted to fuck almost all day. I tried hard to ignore my desires but I couldn’t stop it. Gavin was busy, so when I told Josie I needed the toilet and asked if she wanted to go with me, I didn’t waste any time in pushing her into a stall and pressing my lips on hers.

“You do not tell anyone.” I said between kisses. “If you do, this ends.”

“Wait, are you suggesting we’ll fuck when we get back?”

“I thought that was implied. You get to be my office bitch if you want?”

“Fuck yeah!” She gasped, dropping to her knees and pushing up my skirt.

I tapped her on the shoulder. “Josie, seriously. If someone finds out, we both could be fired.” I said seriously.

“I got it. I promise.”

She licked me to climax and then I returned the favour. I honestly found her desperately attractive, something I hadn’t noticed before, so maybe this could work. Josie as my girl, Gavin as my boy, and Matty as my sissy, yes, this could definitely work.

That evening we had a dinner with the client, so there was no sex until after we got back from dinner, which was after midnight. Given how tired we were, we just had a quickie threesome whilst Matty watched, dressed in his lingerie and the nightie.

Thursday was our last evening. Josie went out and got a gram of coke that we all shared, and we fucked all night. Getting Matty into the nightie was easier now, like he was resigned to it, and I was glad, because there was something special about having a sissy next to us. But I needed something more than a nightie on him, I needed him in maid’s dresses, but that would need to wait.

Josie wanted us all to meet on the weekend, but I told her that I had to catch-up with Matty and be husband and wife for a bit. Thankfully, she understood. Really though, I wanted to work on Matty’s feminisation.

Getting home Friday, we flopped down on the sofa and breathed a sigh of relief. It wasn’t relief from finally being home, or alone, but for the way everything seemed to work out in the end.

“It was amazing.” Matty admitted.

“Made better by the clothes you wore for your role.” I told him. He gave me a look as I tapped his thigh. “You’re going to be my sissy.” I said firmly but with a smile.

“But we agreed we weren’t going to do that.” He mumbled. “You promised.”

“I lied.” I said. “I took pictures of you when you were high, saved them to my cloud, and I sent them to Suse.”

“You sent pictures of me in lingerie to Suse?” He screeched angrily.

“Yes.” I replied, completely calm. “I will send them to others if you don’t do as you are told.”

His face turned crimson with anger. “That’s blackmail!” He snapped. “And the fundamentals of BDSM are that you can’t do anything without consent.”

“Yes! You’re right.” I said, smiling, “but you won’t consent because you’re scared. You’re scared that you’ll end up as a permanent sissy.”

“Won’t I?” He screamed.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe, maybe not, but that’s no longer your concern.”

Again, he flopped down on the sofa, shaking his head. “Fine, then I want a divorce.” He said softly.

“Excuse me?” I laughed.

“You heard me.”

Now I was getting angry. This was bullshit. He wasn’t going to divorce me. “Get upstairs, get undressed to your lingerie and wait on your hands and knees.” I seethed through clenched teeth.

“Didn’t you hear what I said?” He mumbled.

“Now!” I screamed, louder than I had ever screamed.

Without a word, he darted upstairs. Whilst he did that, I walked slowly over my horse-riding closet, then picked up a crop. I found my husband waiting as I told him, shaking with nerves. If there was one thing I wasn’t going to accept was anyone idly throwing around the D-word. We loved each other and we’d find a compromise, but this was a nuclear button I wasn’t going to accept.

“Your safe word is poppycock.” I then proceed to lay into him as hard as I could for as long as I could. He sobbed beneath me but tried not to scream, tried to remain tough, until finally he broke.

“Okay, okay! I’m sorry, I won’t divorce you! I will wear what you want!” He cried, but I noticed one other thing; he hadn’t said his safe word. I ignored him and continued to lay into him, strands of blood began to appear on his rump but I ignored it and continued until he was purple and black. Finally, I stopped, and when I did, I found cum drizzling from the front of his thong.

I threw the crop down to the floor and sat back on the bed, pulling him to me as he cried. “You don’t need to wear the sissy clothes all the time, just when we play.” I said.

“Oh.”

“But I want to play a lot. Us being together, is playing.”

“Right.” He said softly, a little confused.

“But we work together, and I don’t expect you’ll be able to wear sissy clothes to work.”

“Oh.”

“But, I love you to high-hell and we have been through a lot. If you ever say the D-word again, I will take you up on it, and all of this, everything we’ve created, will be over, do you understand that?” I asked, looking down into his eyes.

“I do. I’m sorry. I just thought that because you are blackmailing me, I could back.”

“Honey, if your friends find out you dress up and have a kinky lifestyle with me, where we have four or more-somes, and get to watch lesbian sex when you essentially watch, they may call you pussy, but do you know what will really be going through their heads?”

He looked at me, confused, then shook his head. “No.”

“What would you think?”

A range of thoughts crossed his face, until finally he realised. It would be jealousy. Sure, these men liked to prove they were straight and would never do anything like wear knickers, but if they were offered the chance of an amazing sex life with multiple women, they would jump to it.

“Besides,” I said, “You married a goth girl who rides horses. How many times have they asked you if I used the crop on you?”

“A lot.” He admitted.

“How many times have they secretly called me dominatrix?”

He laughed and nodded. “A lot. Shit, Mia, I’m sorry, I’ve been an idiot.”

“You have, but you’re entitled to be sometimes. Just don’t fucking mention divorce again. Till death us do part, and I mean it. I fucked around and you didn’t leave me, I think that means we can survive anything. Deal?”

“Deal.”

We kissed and then I decided to treat him after the beating. I reached for my handbag and pulled out the keys to his cage, unlocking him and watching his dick rise to attention. He was in me in seconds, and given that he had just cum, it meant that he could go for a good few minutes. Sex with Gavin and others was fun, but making love to my husband was nice too.

The weekend was chill. We went to the cinema, a walk in the park, and a few beers in the pub with Suse and Derek, but it was a normal weekend, a weekend where we tried to distance ourselves from the bizarre week we’d had.

What was surprising, albeit positively, was that Matty continued to wear the panties I’d put in his drawer. I felt like asking him why, given that he had a choice to wear the others, but I was afraid that pointing it out would make him self-conscious, so I said nothing.

On Monday as he prepared for work, he put on stockings and a suspender-belt before sliding the panties up his legs. Again, I found that unusual because I hadn’t ordered him to do so, but didn’t ask. However, when he did it again on Tuesday, I just had to know.

“I thought you said I had to wear them from now on.” He asked, confused.

“No, I said when we were in Belgium. Not that I’m criticising.” I said quickly.

“Wait, so I don’t need to wear them?” He asked.

“Do you like wearing them?”

His face turned crimson with embarrassment and I could tell he was enjoying it. “No.” He said with little conviction.

“Keep wearing them. That’s an order.” I said.

He nodded but then paused and asked, “What will you do if I say no?”

My lips curled up into a smile as I realised what he was doing. The blackmail part which he claimed to hate so much, which led him to utter the D-word, had become fetishised in his mind and now he couldn’t do without it. “If you don’t wear panties and stockings every day, then I’ll out you to…” I thought of a person who would be less problematic if I did send them pictures. “Your sister Marcy.”

His eyes widened. “Oh, okay, okay! I’ll keep wearing them.” He said, but at the same time, the cage in his panties sprang upright. It was getting a little cumbersome, and to be honest, being caged, I really felt it should be smaller.

“We need to get you a better cage.” I told him with a frown.

“Yeah, this one isn’t great to be honest.” He admitted. “Something tighter that tugs less would be better.”

“Agreed. I’ll stop by after work. By the way, Josie is coming over tonight.”

Ah yes, that was a Monday thing. My day was mostly normal, dull stuff, meetings, stand-ups, documentation. Then in the afternoon, Josie followed me to the toilet where, after checking we were alone, she molested me. Her hands were all over me, her lips were begging to be kissed. Whilst I would’ve loved to, I was in my work zone and in no mood to play, so to calm her, I told her to come over to my place to hang out on Tuesday night. Hang out also meant I needed to remind her of the rules.

Still, when I told my husband, he didn’t seem to mind. In fact, he said, “Awesome. What about Gavin?”

Yes, what about Gavin? We’d been texting all weekend. He called me on Monday to chat about something work related, which, of course, led to some kinky chit-chat. And yeah, my pussy was already missing him. But at the same time, I knew I needed to be cautious. Running back into bed with him so soon would be challenging psychologically, mainly because I could feel myself becoming addicted, and I really didn’t want that.

“Maybe Friday.” I told my husband, though I hoped he would beg me to make it sooner. He didn’t.

My mind travelled back to watching Matty put on the lingerie set, and something occurred to me. “Hold on.” I said.

“What?” He replied, already doing up his belt.

“Take it all off and put boxer shorts on.”

“Why?” He asked, confused, and did I detect disappointment there?

“Because you have squash and gym after work with Daniel.”

“Holy shit! I do!” He gasped, scrambling to get changed. “Thank fuck you reminded me.”

“It’s no biggie. You’d just cancel, but honestly, I was thinking about how your body looks, your long flat belly, and I like you have that toned feminine shape. The lingerie actually looks really cute on you.”

I thought Matty would tell me off for saying such a thing, but instead, he twisted his bum around to show the knickers and how they hugged him and said, “I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t noticed. I was quite surprised at how passable my body is. If I had boobs, that is.”

Smiling, I walked over and kissed him, then gently slapped his face. “One day, honey, one day.” Yeah, he didn’t like that.

I met Josie after work and drove her with me. Matty and I had taken separate cars because he had a meeting outside of London. I let Josie know that I needed to make a stop along the way, stopping off at the adult toy store to pick up a new cage for Matty. While we were there though, Josie suggested we make some other purchases. We ended up leaving with two strap-on dildoes, nipple clamps, and a selection of butt-plugs for training Matty.

When we arrived home, Matty was already preparing dinner. Rather boldly, Josie walked over to my husband and kissed him with a passion that even I didn’t kiss him. “O-kay…” I said. I put the bag of toys on the table. “We went shopping. Got you a new cock cage.” I told him, pulling out the tiny black nub. He looked it over.

“When I said tighter, I didn’t mean gone.” He laughed.

“I was reading online and most men claim this is actually the most comfortable for long-term wear.”

“Really?” He asked. “Huh.” He then looked at the buttplug set. “I was going to suggest these. I see you also got a strap-on, but I read that training my hole would be advisable.”

“Definitely.” Said Josie. “Trust me on that, but that doesn’t mean we won’t be able to get a dildo into you. It’ll just hurt more to begin with.”

After dinner where we chatted way more about work than I would’ve liked, we moved to the bedroom where we told Matty to strip. Once he was down to his lacy peach lingerie, Josie and I knelt in front of him and made quick work of swapping out his cock cage. Then, I took the keys and for the first time, added them to my usual necklace.

“What if someone knows what they’re for?” Matty asked.

I grinned and said, “Then they’re our type of people. Now, take off the lingerie and come with me to the bathroom.”

In the bathroom, I handed him a shower attachment that I used for cleaning my anus and explained how to use it. He gave me a nervous look as he held it before I gave him a kiss and told him it’ll be fine. “Pegging is really popular now for a reason. Don’t read too much into it.” I said, and he nodded. Pegging, once a taboo, had since gone mainstream, and for good reason, it felt good for the man.

After he dressed back into his lingerie, I picked out one of the nighties I’d ordered out of the cupboard. It was a pink chiffon babydoll, very sixties style, short, with thick black lace trim on the bottom, and pink lace on the top. “Put that on for tonight,” I said, throwing it at him; but then added, “Or else,” before giving him a wink and a smile.

As he dressed, Josie and I put on our respective strap-on dildoes, and I found our tub of lubricant that we normally used for anal play.

“On all fours.” I said, pointing to the bed.

I took a glob of lube and began to move a finger around and in his anus, and whilst I did that, Josie presented her dildo to his mouth, which he opened dutifully and without hesitation.

My husband moaned as I fingered him, placing more fingers in and trying to stretch him as much as possible. When I deemed him ready, I pulled out and was about to push my dildo in, when Josie leaned over to get her bag. “I brought something from home I thought might be useful.” She giggled, pulling out a small brown bottle. “Here, sniff this, long and deep.” She told me husband. “Now the other nostril, then hold it.” When she was done with that, she gave me the nod and I pushed forward whilst Matty breathed out.

“Ohhhh, fuck!” He moaned, and just like that, I slid in and he didn’t yelp. “Oh, man…oh…”

“Poppers. Millions of gay guys can’t be wrong.” Josie giggled.

I smiled and inched myself inside him, before reaching the hilt and thrusting. Matty moaned and cooed, begging me to fuck him, telling us how amazing it felt. As I fucked, he slobbered over Josie’s dildo, sucking and licking it.

“Such a good little sissy, aren’t you baby?” Josie said in an infantile voice.

“Yes Mistress Josie, I am a good little sissy.” He breathed.

“Good girl! Take that fucking cock! Mmm, feels so good to be fucked, doesn’t it?”

“Yes! So much! So much!”

“You like it that much honey?” I asked, getting into it myself, enjoying the power I had over him.

“Yes! It’s amazing.”

Josie lowered the poppers to his nose again and told him to sniff some more, which he did. “Good sissy, sniff the poppers, make yourself a bimbo.”

That got me thinking. “Honey, I think you should start wearing your new sissy dresses at home, don’t you?” I asked.

“Yes Mistress. I’ll be your sissy! I’ll be anything you want me to be.” He sighed as I upped my tempo.

“All the time? Forever? Not just sometimes, anytime you are home?”

“Yes Mistress! I’ll wear it anytime!”

“Good sissy. I’ll hold you to it.” I told him.

Fucking my husband in the arsehole woke something back up in me, the desire to feminise him. I know, I know, it’s wrong of me to do that after I promised I wouldn’t, but I don’t know why but I just had this burning desire to make him a permanent sissy. The problem with that was money. I earned good money in my position, sure, but he earned great money. Could we survive on just my salary? In London, no fucking way. Could we survive on just his salary? Yes.

Josie and I fucked my husband for nearly thirty minutes, until he came, and then he passed out asleep, so Josie and I left him and moved to a spare room to make out. After eating each other out to two consecutive orgasms, we lay back in each other’s arms and we spoke. I had planned to tell her how I wanted her to dial it back at work, but the first words out of my mouth turned out to be something very different.

“I want to feminise my husband.” I said.

She looked at me with a smile. “I thought you were.”

“No, I mean, really feminise. Boobs, permanently feminise him.”

Josie shrugged. She was not the type of girl to give a damn about the consequences of doing such a thing, but I certainly was. “Okay, so? Do it?”

“Not that simple. One, he doesn’t even want to dress up for me. Two, even if I did manage to convince him to go the whole way, then he’d lose his job.”

“Why? I don’t think legally they could fire him for that.”

“Trans-rights are not what they should be. You see what is happening in the US, and you saw the recent UK ruling. But even if they don’t fire him, they’ll make it so he wants to leave.”

Josie shook her head. “I think you should talk to Ursula about that. I don’t think it would be so bad. Anyway, I think with that body and that face, Matty could make a hot woman.”

“Right??” I practically screeched. “But convincing him…”

Again that shrug. “Then don’t tell him. Put him on hormones without his knowledge.”

“He’d kill me.”

“He’d thank you eventually.” She giggled, “And honestly, I find forced feminisation hot.”

“It’s hot but it’s dangerous.”

She rolled her eyes. “Puhlease. It’s not dangerous. Matt’s a healthy guy isn’t he?”

“Yes. Fit, always exercising, blood pressure good, cholesterol low, liver good.”

“So, he’ll be fine.” She turned on her side and grinned at me, her soft hand trailing down my skin. “Tell you what. I do, well, drugs, and I know people. Let me ask how easy it would be to get feminising hormones on the downlow, okay?”

“Safe ones. With instructions.”

“Yeah, yeah, of course. Doesn’t mean you have to use them, just let me see. Your mission, then, is to call Ursula and ask her what would happen to Matty.”

“What if Ursula tells Matty?”

The look Josie gave me made me chuckle. Yeah, the moment I said it, I wanted to laugh. Ursula was head of global human resources, but she was a dirty half-German who liked anything to do with kink. Sexual harassment claims were dealt with well, but interoffice flings were gently swept under the rug.

I turned to look at my mobile. It was nearly eleven, which was about four in San Francisco where Ursula was based. “Fuck it.” I said, and dialled Ursula’s contact.

“Mia! Hey, what’s up girl?” Ursula practical screeched down the line.

“Hi Ursula, not a bad time is it?”

“No, I’m done with meetings for the day. Pegged Matty yet?” She asked conspiratively.

I grinned. “Yeah, Josie and I did it just now.”

“Josie?”

“My backend consultant.”

“Oh that Josie. Backend consultant. Wow!” She laughed. “Worthy of the title I see.”

I hadn’t noticed the connection until then and burst out laughing. “Hey, listen, it’s actually Matty I’m calling you about.”

“Go on.”

“How do you feel about forced feminisation?” I asked, and then the line went silent for a moment, until I heard a chuckle.

“Okay, okay. I’m not your HR head here, I’m your friend. As your friend, I say fucking do it!”

“Oh. Right.”

“As your HR head though, I say…” She paused. “Fucking do it.”

“Okay…”

She laughed the joke off. “Look, I get what you’re saying, and I guess you ain’t calling me because you want my blessing. What’s your concern?”

“Will Matty be fired for becoming trans?”

There was no hesitation in her answer. “No.” She said with finality. “Definitely not. I wouldn’t allow it. But, what might happen is, we assess whether or not he, or she, would fit in the current role, given the outward facing responsibilities, and then we would decide whether or not another role might not be a better fit.”

“If it was up to me, she’d become a receptionist or assistant.” I said, and again, she giggled.

“That can be arranged, but not for the pay he’s on, and I’m assuming that would put a dent in the family budget.”

I frowned, it would indeed, I thought.

She continued. “But what if you became the breadwinner?” She mused.

That was interesting. “Go on…”

It was at that point that Ursula let me into a secret. The US branch of the business was not doing well, whereas Europe was doing great. With all the mess around tariffs and the screwed up market, the board were seriously considering moving the headquarters of the company to the UK, and delisting from the US stock exchange, relisting on the FTSE. As part of that would be a mass-termination program, which they needed to do anyway. One of the first out of the door would be the Global EVP of Professional Services. “Your name has already been passed around as the new EVP, it just needs to get over the line.”

“So, Bill is definitely out?” I asked, surprised to hear that my boss’ boss would be let go.

“Coordinated retirement.” She said, but I could hear the smile. Basically, it was, here’s a load of money, fuck off.

“Why would Tristan not get the role? He has seniority.” Tristan was my boss, EMEA head of PS. “Or Yan-Ju?” Tristan’s opposite number for APAC and Aus/NZ.

“Yan-Ju? Seriously?” She asked. Yan-Ju was known for his temper, but given he was a little Asian guy, he kind of reminded everyone of Ben Chang in Community. Nobody could take him seriously. “As to Tristan, yeah, his name came up too. It’s between you and him, but you have one thing going for you.”

“Oh yeah? What’s that?”

“You’re a woman. Currently, it’s a bit of a sausage-fest. I’m the only C-level woman, and on an EVP level, there are none. The board want to change that. And, well, Tristan is Tristan. He’s a bit of a wet blanket.”

“Yeah, he’s a pushover, I’ll give you that.” I muttered, but in my mind, I was already considering the implications of becoming EVP. “It would solve my money concerns.” I said.

The CRO laughed. “Well if now you are earning one fuck-tonne, then you’d be earning four fuck-tonnes.”

“Four fuck-tonnes is a lot…” I mused.

“I have one condition.” She said firmly.

I had a feeling I knew what that condition was. “Go on.” I smiled.

“I want to be a part of Matt’s feminisation.”

“Done.” I purred. “It’s just a shame you don’t live here.”

“Honey, if this plan goes ahead, I’ll be moving to the UK, so get ready bitch, because if you wanna play, we’ll play.” She told me.

Ursula was a hottie, half German, half Nigerian, raised in the US for most of her life, she was a really cutie-pie. “You’re on, slut.”

“God, you’re gettin’ me hot right now.” Ursula sighed.

The call ended shortly after and I filled Josie in on everything. Of course, this time, she really knew to keep her mouth shut, because I promised her a promotion if she did. Yeah, ethically, that wasn’t okay, but honestly, she deserved it. She worked hard and got great results, and she’d been there a long time too.

It all led to one thing though, one definitive. If it became certain that I was getting promoted, then my husband was going to become a shemale sissy slut.


Ten

I had work to do, planning. Things in my life were about to change, and that raised a question, what would I do for sex?  I hadn’t planned on cheating on Matty, but I did so as revenge. That said, I didn’t really like the hassle of going out to find lovers. Gavin was a lucky find, but I felt sure my next find wouldn’t be so nice. Gavin… Could Gavin become my permanent lover? Would he go for that? For now, this was all hypothetical, after all, I didn’t know if I even had the job.

Josie came over once more that week, on Thursday, where we fucked my husband in the arse once more. Then on Friday, Gavin was due over. For that event, I wanted everything to be right, and that meant, Matty needed to be the serving girl.

“Tonight you’ll wear the maid’s dress for the first time. I do not expect arguments, or I will inform your sister.” I told him.

“Y-yes Mistress.” He said, grimacing.

“I’ll buy a wig for you on the way home today, and I’ll do your make-up.” I told him. “Tonight needs to be perfect, or we don’t do this at home anymore and you won’t be a part of my play with Gavin. Nobody wants that, do they?”

“No Mistress.” He replied.

That Friday afternoon, I received a phone call from Ursula. She said she needed to keep it brief, but she confirmed that the board agreed with the plan, now they needed to circulate the idea with the shareholders. Essentially, they needed to be okay with the idea of a share-swap from the US stock market. “There will be some who will hold out, but we only need to get fifty-point-one percent approval.”

“What about me? Any news?” I asked.

“Nothing yet, but I’ve been having private conversations and the consensus seems to be that Tristan will be skipped over. There was one argument for Yan-Ju, but that was from someone who didn’t know him. The others will talk to him. Be patient. I think be this time next week, we’ll have our answer.”

Something crossed my mind, one spanner in the works. “If the move doesn’t happen, then am I still in contention?”

The pause told me all I needed to know. “I mean, a move to the US would be required…” Muttered Ursula, but I knew what that meant, the cost-benefit wouldn’t work.

Regardless, I had to remain hopeful, so on the way home, I bought the wig and when I arrived home, I found my husband already dressed in the puffy pink satin maid’s dress, the skirt propped up ridiculously using the stiff petticoat underneath which exposed his pretty pink knickers and stockings. I tried not to giggle when I saw him, but he really did look silly.

However, there was something very special about him. In that dress, he already looked feminine. The fake bosom, the tiny waist, he already had the beginnings of looking passable. Then I did his make-up and put the wig on, and I was blown away. I stared at the gorgeous woman sat in front of me and gasped. He wasn’t just pretty, he was supermodel hot. His eyes had become huge and seductive, smoky, his cheekbones sharp and defined, his lips thick and lustful. He wasn’t just passable, he was perfect.

“Have a look at yourself.” I said.

“I don’t want to,” he sighed, looking completely dejected.

“Why not?”

“Because I already know what I’ll look like.” He said, his voice sad.

“No, no, you don’t realise…”

“That I’ll look hot?” He said. “That I’ll be the prettiest girl you’ve ever seen? That,” he made a girlie voice, “all the boys will love me?” His shoulders drooped.

My mouth sat open and I stared at the sissy. This wasn’t what I had been expecting, but clearly, I had been missing something. I thought back to his reaction when I said I’d out him to his sister, a reaction that I thought was a bit over the top given how cool Marcy was.

And then it clicked.

“You’ve dressed before.” I gasped. “Did Marcy feminise you?”

He looked down, away from my eyes, and I know. “Mum and dad left Marcy in charge.” He said. “She used to make me wear her knickers, then her dresses. She was older, stronger. Later it became make-up, and to her annoyance, she found I was prettier than her. She dressed me up so often that mum eventually found out, saw how pretty I was, so began buying me girl’s clothing. Soon, all my boy underwear was gone, replaced by knickers. People noticed at school, and I was bullied for it, but mum wouldn’t change her mind.”

“What about your dad?”

“He was never around, travelling, but eventually he found out that I was wearing girl’s clothes, told me I was a puffter. I tried to tell him mum and Marcy forced me, but they denied it, so it continued until I was old enough to buy my own things.”

I closed my eyes and in that moment, I felt horrible. He’d been tormented by them all his life, and I was perpetuating it. “I’m sorry honey.” I said, but he shook his head and sighed.

“No, it’s me. I’m stupid.”

“What? Why?”

“I’m stupid because I loved dressing up as a kid, but I hated it too. I don’t know how to describe it. I think when I bought my own things, Marcy had given up forcing me by then and mum just accepted it, I don’t know, I was a little disappointed.”

“That they didn’t push you further.” I said, nodding. Suddenly, I felt a little better about my plan. “I understand.”

“Yeah, so you blackmailing me, forcing me, it’s kind of cool, but scary, and I don’t know how to take it.”

“It’s fine honey. But you’re my good girl now, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“And I’m sorry for what I’m going to do next.” I said, picking up my phone and Facetiming Marcy. He looked at me in horror, begging no, shaking his beautiful head. “Marcy hi! I want you to say hello to an old friend of yours.” I flipped the camera.

“Barbie!” She cried out.

“Barbie???” I mouthed and giggled, then I said, “Why Barbie?”

“Mum never bought me a Barbie doll, even when I wanted one. So I made Matty into my own Barbie doll. We had so much fun together, doing make-overs, painting our nails, massaging my feet, she was the perfect little girlfriend!”

“Well, Barbie is now my little sissy slave, isn’t that nice?” I sang.

“Wonderful! Oh, mom will be so happy. She loved Barbie too!”

We talked a little longer about how we got here and to Matty’s annoyance, I admitted that I was sleeping with someone else, which Marcy found hilarious. I sent Barbie off to clean the downstairs before Gavin’s arrival and then shut the door, before continuing with Marcy. “I’m going to feminise him for real. Hormones.” I told his sister.

“Good. He’s wasted as a man. He’s too beautiful as a woman. Honestly, mom and I agreed that he could’ve been a supermodel. He’s that pretty.”

It was true. Matty just looked too perfect as a woman to ignore. The sound of the doorbell alerted me to Gavin’s arrival, so I told Marcy I’d call her another day, then ended. I realised that I’d spent so long on Matty that I hadn’t prepared myself, so quickly put on a black lace corset and stockings, then ran downstairs.

Gavin was stood in the kitchen sipping on a can of beer, staring at Matty as he worked. From the look on Gavin’s face, I could see he confused by what he was feeling. In fact, I had to click my fingers to get Gavin’s attention.

“He’s fucking gorgeous.” Gavin whispered to me outside the room.

“Right?”

“Fuck! I swear, you’re beautiful, but he’s…”

“I get it,” I smiled. “Listen, I need to talk to you about something.” I then poked my head around the kitchen wall. “Barbie, make sure this room is spick and span, then you can join us upstairs. Remember to knock before entering.”

“Yes Mistress.”

The moment Gavin and I were alone together, he began stripping with an increased intensity and I couldn’t tell if that was connected to the length of time we’d been apart, or the fact that my husband had turned him on. Both were fine, but the latter was just a little hotter.

“I need to ask you something.” I said.

“Sure.”

“I’m going to feminise Matty, like, properly. Hormones and stuff.”

“Oh, nice. He’s okay with that?”

“He doesn’t know yet.”

The look he gave me was a little off, but I guessed that was his manhood that was taking the hit. It turned out it was. “I wouldn’t want that, but I won’t deny the idea is hot.”

“Good, but I’m thinking, sex is going to be more important for me and on hormones, I’m guessing Matty won’t be able to give it to me.”

He grinned. “And you don’t want a few different lovers?” He asked, kissing my body as he moved over me. “You want me to be a regular lover?”

“Ideally.” He replied, kissing him.

“How regular?”

“How regular would you like?”

He grinned at me and then moved down and kissed my pussy. Oh yes, very regularly, I thought.

As Gavin moved to push his huge dick inside me, I heard the knock on the door. I could’ve let Matty in, but I decided to let him wait, to enjoy my time with Gavin. That huge log slid inside me and I let out a long guttural moan. My hands grabbed at his stone buttocks, buttocks I could bounce a penny off.

The whole week, I’d been texting with Gavin. For the most part, we had exchange jokes, memes, or interesting titbits of information, but each day, our texting descended into sexting. Each night we texted good night with each other. Now I was holding Gavin in my arms and I was kissing that smooth muscular skin, smelling that gorgeous musk, and I realised something; I was falling in love with this man.

Another knocked and I grinned sinisterly. “Wait outside bitch!” I shouted. Then I whispered into Gavin’s ear. “I want to enjoy just you and me for now.”

“I want that too.” He whispered back as he moved in and out of me. There was no pounding right now, just an expression of our intimacy, the feeling of skin on skin. “Are you not worried?”

“About?”

“You were worried about feelings for each other.”

“I’ve stopped worrying.”

“I’m glad.”

“Why?”

“Because I have feelings for you.” He said. It should’ve scared me off, but instead, my body shivered with excitement.

“I do too.” I breathed, kissing his cheek.

“But we should let him in.”

“Fine.” I sighed, then I shouted, “Barbie, come in.”

The sissy ran in and then dropped to his knees next to the bed. I clicked my fingers at him and pointed at the chair in the corner of the room. He shuffled there nervously and sat down, the huge skirt pluming around him with a rustle.

As Gavin rode me softly, making love to me, kissing me, I looked at Barbie with a side eye. I loved Matty, I really did, but I so wanted him to serve me, to worship me, and to worship Gavin. Gavin was just so tough, dominant, strong, and yet he was a geek like me inside. It was like two of the best worlds rolled into one.

“You feel so good.” Gavin whispered.

“I love your cock.” I whispered back.

“I wish I could be inside you all the time.”

“Me too.”

Again we kissed, but as we did, my eyes caught the sissy’s. There was something new there, excitement yes, but fear too, anxiety, and in some sort of bizarre sadism, it turned me on even more. I smiled as I held Gavin tighter.

“Will you stay the weekend with me?” I asked him.

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“What about Matty?”

“You don’t mind, do you Barbie? You’ll be our servant for the weekend, right?”

Matty’s eyes widened in surprise, especially given we were meant to have Suse and Derek over Saturday night, but I had plans. I’d text Suse and tell her to bring Ash, Gavin’s friend, who I knew she had been seeing. Derek could come in his sissy dress. “Y-yes Mistress.”

As we continued to make love, Gavin began to fuck me harder, which made me have my first orgasm. It was something he always seemed able to do, always made me cum. Two more orgasms and he came inside me. With a click of my fingers, Matty ran over and licked me out as Gavin sat there watching, but as I watched Matty, or Barbie, I reasoned those sexy feminine lips would be better suited around a cock. I bent over and grabbed my husband and pushed him to Gavin’s softening, glistening cock.

“Suck it.” I said firmly.

“Mistress, no.” He argued, pushing back against me.

“Suck it now!” I snapped.

Above me, Gavin grinned. He knew what was what, and he was all for it. Finally, Matty’s fight ended and the cock slid in his mouth. A tear ran down his face. When he was high, he didn’t care, but sober and it was a problem. Well, I wasn’t having it. He was a sissy, so he could suck cock.

His reticence annoyed me though, he wasn’t making an effort, and for a moment, I felt like beating him, but then I remembered the little brown bottle Josie had left in the drawer. I got it out, opened it and placed it under his nostrils. He sniffed it down and seconds later, he was not only slobbering over that cock, but moaned along with it.

“Give me some of that.” Gavin laughed, sniffing on the poppers and passing it back to me. I’d never sniffed poppers so gave it a try. Holy shit! That buzz was hard to beat.

Feeling pretty good, I grabbed my strap-on and the lubricant. Seeing Matty’s sissy arse waving around made me want to fuck it. I pulled down the panties and found the little pink buttplug in there. Pulling it out, I pushed my fingers in, mashing lubricant inside him.

Gavin gave Matty some more poppers, and as he did, I pushed the dildo inside Matty, and once more, Matty let out a huge moan.

“Yeah, fuck that sissy!” Gavin cried out, his hand resting on my husband’s head as it bounced up and down Gavin’s now stiff shaft like it was the best lollipop ever.

“Do you like his cock in your mouth now honey?” I sang.

“Mmm-hmm.” Matty murmured.

This three-way went on for over ten minutes, long after the poppers had worn off, but Matty’s enthusiasm for sucking cock didn’t fade. I could see Gavin panting, his orgasm getting closer.

“I’m gonna cum.” Gasped Gavin, removing his hand from Matty’s head, expecting him to pull off, but Matty just continued until Gavin let out a long guttural moan, and unloaded in my husband’s mouth. Even as his orgasm abated, Matty continued to suck until finally, he let the cock go, panting and staring at it with a hint of pride.

“Good girl!” I told him. “You made him cum so well!”

“One of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had.” Gavin stated, and Matty did something really unexpected; he grinned.


Eleven

Matty slept in the spare room to give Gavin and I space. It wasn’t that we didn’t want him there, but our bed wasn’t the widest and it was Matty’s idea to use the spare room. I was fine with it, because I got to make love to Gavin one more time before sleep, and boy, was it making love. In fact, it was so good, I wanted to say I loved him, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it.

The next morning, I was surprised by Matty bringing us breakfast in bed. As the two of us ate, Matty showered and changed lingerie, before putting on a fresh sissy dress and then sitting down at the make-up table.

Gavin and I shared a look, wondering just how well this would turn out. What I hadn’t realised was that as a child, when his mother and sister were sissifying him, he had to learn to put on make-up; another secret. He was not only good at putting on make-up, he did it better than I did. When he was done, we both gasped. Yeah, he was the perfect fucking girl, but the blonde wig I bought was wrong. I needed to get him a black one.

I wondered something though. Last night, he’d sucked my lover’s cock, but it took some force and poppers to do it. But I wondered if now that he’d done it, he would be less anxious about it.

“Honey?” I said.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Suck Gavin’s cock.”

Matty gave me a look, a questioning one, but then he nodded. “Yes Mistress.” And that was it, he climbed under the duvet and began sucking. Excellent.

That morning, I called Suse and told her the plan for the evening. After hearing that Matty was now a cocksucker, just like her husband, she was only too happy to call Ash and invite him, though she wasn’t sure how he would take the idea of Gavin being there.

Around noon, she texted to say that Ash was coming, but I already knew. Gavin had called him and sent pictures of my sissy. When he saw just how sexy my husband was as a girl, of course he came over. Fuck, I mean, he was the spitting image of Ashleigh Good.

The sissy dress on my husband was awesome for serving us, but I had a different plan for him tonight. I pulled out a gorgeous red and black lace silk dress. Then, selecting a luxurious lacy black corset, panties, and stockings, I handed them to him, along with the dress.

“You don’t want me to be a maid, Mistress?” He asked.

“Not tonight. Tonight you’re one of the girls.”

The finishing touches on his ensemble? Short black lace gloves, a gorgeous necklace, and black high-heeled pumps. He then sat down and did his make-up, matching it to his outfit. When he was done, he was absolutely perfect. He even styled his wig to be extra sexy.

When Gavin saw him, he couldn’t help himself. He pulled Matty to him and placed his lips on Matty’s mouth. My cunt throbbed with desire as the two men kissed, and then even more as Matty dropped to his knees without prompting, and pulled Gavin’s huge cock out and began sucking.

As Gavin was getting closer to climax, the doorbell went. I ran down to open it, seeing as Matty was busy to find Suse and Ash, together with Derek in a pale blue and white sissy dress. After kissing Suse on each cheek, and Ash on the lips, I invited them inside and asked if they wanted a drink. “Oh, Ash, Gavin is upstairs getting a blowjob from my husband if you want one too?”

Knowing what my husband looked like as a sissy, Ash bolted upstairs like lightning, leaving us girls giggling. Derek gave his wife a look. “Go on!” Suse laughed.

“Thank you Mistress.” He said, running after Ash, or rather, trotting quickly in his heels.

Over wine, I told Suse all about the plan, right down to the new job. Of course, Suse was all for it and even said she had been considering the same for Derek. “Though he doesn’t make half the pretty girl Matty does.”

“I’m sure with hormones he’ll soften right out and look perfect.” I noted.

“True.” Nodded Suse. “You know, I have a friend in Thailand who can get me all the hormones I need. He’ll tell me which ones we need too.”

The piqued my interest. I’m sure Josie could source something, but I didn’t really trust it to be quality or safe. “The friend in Thailand. That Alan from school?”

“The one and only.” She smiled.

Alan was our friend in school, he was goth like us, but was gay as the day is long. Loved all things ladyboy, went to medical school, graduated, then moved to Thailand where he landed a job and a couple of ladyboy partners. Heck, the guy had an Instagram page where he posted memes and funny videos with his girlfriends. You may have seen them. Anyway, Thailand was a bit more relaxed on such things as medicines, so that meant a message to Alan and we could be set.

“Write to him.” I said.

Grinning, Suse pulled me to her and kissed me with a passion not shared by normal friends. “Are we really going to do this?” She giggled.

“Yes. We are. Big bad bitches. We’re going to force feminise our husbands.”

“I love it!”

She pulled out her phone and dropped a long message to Alan, then we grabbed our glasses and went upstairs to see what was happening. Imagine my surprise to find my husband bent over with a cock in his arse.

“What the fuck?” I cried out. “How did you convince him to do that?”

Gavin was fucking him at the time. “Bit hard for him to complain when he’s gagging on Ash’s dick.” Gavin shrugged.

I turned to look at Ash, who had Derek bent over with layers of skirt and petticoat spread down, and Ash was pummelling Derek’s backside through Derek’s crotchless satin sissy panties. “This is amazing!” I laughed, looking back at my husband. His face was streaked from old tears and running make-up, but he certainly wasn’t crying now. He was in throws of ecstasy, begging Gavin for harder and deeper. You can deny your sexuality all you like, but when a cock hits the G-spot, it’s very hard to say no.

Suse giggled next to me, something told me this wasn’t the first time she’d seen her husband take it up the arse, and maybe not even the first time from Ash. It was clear that whilst my own little story was going on with Matty and Gavin, Suse and Ash were creating their own.

Still, I never imagined it would be this easy to turn my husband bisexual, and it did make me wonder if there wasn’t more to his past than he was letting on.

I moved to the foot of the bed and sat down, stroking Matty’s wig-covered head whilst he panted with each thrust, mouth wide open. I felt his head drop to my lap as he was roughly shoved back and forth by Gavin.

“You’re my lover’s fucktoy now, aren’t you?” I said softly, stroking his back.

“Yes Mistress. Yes.”

Lips found mine and I leaned into the soft embrace of my best friend. My hands reached up and gently cupped Suse’s breasts, feeling the piercing tickle my palm. She guided my head to an exposed nipple and I sucked on it like a baby finding her first teat, whilst she pushed my hand down to her crotch. It was dripping with desire.

Somehow, the poppers bottle was being passed around and each of us took a sniff, before Suse took out a baggie of coke. The night of debauchery was well and truly underway.

I saw things I never expected to see that night. Not only did I see my husband get used repeatedly by Gavin and Ash, but whilst Gavin was fucking me, Ash surprised his friend by pushing his black cock inside him, essentially fucking me via him. Gavin hadn’t been expecting it, of course, but he wasn’t against it, and truly, he too began moaning and even feeling behind for Ash to lean back and kiss. It was a night that changed all of us, but most of all, it was the night that I decided that come what may, I would be transforming my husband, whether he liked it or not.

Our little bed was a mess of bodies come morning. Somehow, we all slept together, arms and legs tangled with each other. As we each awoke in the morning light, memories of what we did came back to us, and for a moment, I thought we’d all erupt into panic, but to my surprise, everyone just started kissing and moving as if picking up where we left off. Suddenly, I felt Ash inside me, pushing his cock in me, as Gavin entered Suse. My eyes trailed up and there was Matty, in a nightie now, his mouth buried between Gavin’s cheeks, tonguing his anus.

That morning, I saw something else new. I saw Gavin urinate into my husband’s mouth, and my husband just kneel there in the bathroom and take it. A giddiness overtook me as I realised that my life was about to become a non-stop orgy.

“Al can send the drugs needed.” Suse told me on Monday.

“Excellent.” I laughed. We’d met for lunch because I wanted to talk to her about my observations from the weekend. The whole event made me wonder if I could life that life full-time. Sure, people would say you can’t let your life revolve around sex, but why not? If it is available to you, can you not just use it? I pointed that out to Suse who smiled down at the table, then reached out for my hand.

“I’ve been thinking the exact same thing.” She purred, rubbing me gently. “What if we all moved in together and just fucked? I talked to Ash about it yesterday. He’s pretty much with me all the time anyway.”

“How did he feel about being with Gavin?”

She shrugged. “He’s like me. Sex is sex. If it’s fun, then do it.” Again, she smiled at me. “You realise, I’ve been swinging and fucking around for years? This isn’t new to me. Trust me, you go down this rabbit hole, and you’ll experience things you’ve never experienced. Bizarre shit that I just know you’ll love.”

The thought of being part of some sexy clique turned me on, but I did have reservations of course, mainly about maintaining a healthy lifestyle, psychologically. I pointed that out to her.

“You think I don’t do normal shit?” She asked. “I go out with Derek. We go to the flicks, theatre, that sort of thing. Then we get home, I strap-on, and rape his ass for an hour. Or I beat him with a whip. Or I tie him up and let a few gay friends rail him. Whatever I fucking want.”

“Wow.” I gasped, my panties soaked now.

“You make what you want out of life.”

She had a good point. Still, even though I’d made a decision, I didn’t like the unknown around my job. That would be solved by Wednesday, when Ursula called me and asked if I knew of any good estate agents in London.

“Does that mean you’re moving?” I squealed.

“Hell, I’m moving, and you’re movin’ on up.” She whispered. “The board confirmed they want you as EVP. The share buyout is on-going, but they’ll hit fifty percent by Friday. Honey, it’s gonna happen.”

“Eeeee!” I screamed. “Oh my god, I’m so happy.”

“And not only that, I’ve kind of been dropping hints that I know of a sales exec who is going to be transitioning. They’ve all been asking if this is going to be a guy in a dress or someone passable. I could do with some pictures to know how to answer that.”

“Give me a sec.” I said, then went to photos and sent several pictures of Matty dressed up for the party this weekend. I even added a photo of Matty getting spit-roasted by Ash and Gavin. “Sent. I sent something just for you too.”

“Got them. Holy shit! She’s a looker!”

“Right?”

Then I heard snorting and laughter. “Oh my god, them boys railed her six ways from Sunday!”

“Ha! You should’ve been there.”

“Is that an invite baby?”

“It sure is. If you’re down for some batshit crazy debauchery?”

“Hell, what is it you think us executives do? See that Coldplay cam shit? No way the wife didn’t fuckin’ know. Hell, she was probably tied up at home waiting for them.”

“Probably.” I chuckled. “Then be prepared, because I’m so looking forward to eating your pussy.”

“I’ll make sure to be properly waxed baby.” She purred. “I’ll call you after Friday with an update.”

“Thanks.”

Once the call ended, I danced with glee. I wished I could tell Matty, I wished I could tell everyone in the office, but I needed to keep things to myself. I needed to pretend I didn’t know a thing.

I looked out of the small window of my office to the open-plan floor on the other side, and into the other office where my boss Tristan sat. He’d be pissed but he wouldn’t say anything. He was one of those types who just went with whatever the bosses said. He was pushover, and I knew he fancied the shit out of me but was too much of a pussy to act on it. He wasn’t unattractive, one of those college-boy types with hair that curled at the back, spent most of his time in the gym, bought a Ferrari with his first big pay-packet. He was a playboy, I knew that, but at work, he didn’t rock boats, which was why he was being passed over for top leadership.

The news made me horny, and whilst there wasn’t a cock nearby who could take me, there was a tongue. I marched over to Josie and said toilets, and she knew what I wanted immediately. Two women going to the toilets together was nothing out of the ordinary and didn’t raise eyebrows.

As soon as we were in the cubicle together our lips were on one another. Sure, I’d take some kissing, but I knew what I really wanted, so I pushed her down to her knees and pulled up my skirt. As she licked, I pulled out my phone and texted Gavin. “My place, tonight.”

“I’ll be there.” He wrote back immediately.

My hand found Josie’s head and I held her as she licked. “You’re coming home with me tonight.” I told her, and that made her intensify her ministrations as she became more excited. Yes, tonight, she was going to watch my lover fuck the shit out of my fag husband.


Twelve

The phone call hadn’t come from Ursula. Instead, it was Adrian Kowalski, our CEO, who called me at midnight on a Friday night. I wasn’t asleep, no way, but I was in the middle of getting jackhammered by Ash, whilst Josie was pegging Derek, Suse was being fucked by Gavin, and Matty was licking Ash’s arse. Obviously, I didn’t have Adrian Kowalski’s name saved on my phone, but Apple was kind enough to tell me so thanks to the iPhone sharing functionality.

“Shit!” I cried out as the phone rang, causing everyone to freeze-frame in what they were doing. “It’s Adrian!”

“Why’s Adrian calling you? At this hour?” Matty asked, confused.

I jumped to my feet and grabbed the phone, answering. “Adrian! What a pleasant surprise.” I said, walking into the corridor.

“Mia, lovely to speak to you again after all this time. I hope this is a good time?” The Canadian CEO stated.

“Of course, how can I help?”

“Well, I think it’s good news. I wanted to give you advanced heads-up. There’s going to be a few changes in the organisation. Basically, we’re going to be moving the headquarters away from the US to the UK. I’ll be moving, as will Ursula and Jeff.” The CFO, Jeff Fisher. “One of those who won’t be making the move is Bill Reichart. Honestly, we want a fresh perspective on things, and bringing Bill along wouldn’t work. We really like what you’ve done in Europe with the organisation.”

I decided it would be prudent to be humble. “Oh, it’s the team, really, and Tristan of course.”

“Hmm, Tristan, he’s a good man, but I just don’t feel he has the drive just yet. As such, we would like to offer you the role of Chief Technology Officer.” My heart froze. We never talked about CTO, that was a huge undertaking. EVP of Professional Services, sure, but the CTO role was purposely left empty. My belief that CTO would eventually go to the head of Product Management. “Sir, erm, Adrian, that’s amazing, it would be an honour, of course. But, erm, Bill was EVP of PS…” I left my train of thought hang there for him.

“The CTO role was divided up between Bill and Kenny in Product. But Product Management has been geared towards the US primarily and that isn’t going to work. So we agreed that the CTO role should be brought back with a more global application to it. Kenny will be made regional CTO under you for North America.”

“It’s fantastic. I won’t let you down.”

I could hear his warm smile down the line. Even though he was a silver fox, Adrian was a good-looking guy in his early fifties. He married a hot young model because he could have who he wanted. “I know you won’t. Now, a little bird told me that your husband is going to come out as trans soon. Ursula showed me a picture; very pretty. She mentioned your heart was set on making her a receptionist or such like, but I’m gonna be honest, Matt’s a great salesman, and looking like that, I think she’ll be a great saleswoman. My view, she keeps her role, if that’s okay with you?”

To be honest, I couldn’t believe I was having this conversation with a billionaire CEO. “Sure boss.”

“But, erm, we’ll keep a blind eye to how you choose to discipline her.”

I laughed. “Thanks.”

“Have fun and let’s talk Monday. Over the weekend, you’ll receive a formal offer and a draft contract. Give it a read.”

“I will. And thank you again. This is wonderful.”

When I walked into the room, nobody had moved. They were all just sat there waiting to hear what was going on, none more so than Barbie. However, I decided to make them wait, just walked in and kissed Suse, then told Ash he could continue. Nobody moved, but Suse had a knowing smile on her face.

“Tell us!” Matty cried out.

“Oh, you wanna know what Adrian wanted?” I asked, faking surprise.

“Yes!”

“Um, okay, well, they’re shutting down the US headquarters of the company, moving it to London, moving the shareholdings from the DJ to the FTSE, and they’re sending Bill into mandatory retirement, and moving Kenny into a North America only role.”

“Wow!” Gasped Matty, looking down at the bed as he tried to work out what the implications were for him. “Wait,” he said suddenly, looking back up at me. “Why did he call you?”

“Oh! Right, yeah. I’m the new CTO.”

His sexy feminine face went even paler than it was. “Holy fucking shit! Mia! That’s fucking amazing! Oh my god! Congratulations!” He screamed, pouncing on me to hug me tight, as did others. “Wow! That’s going to piss Tristan off.”

“He’ll be fine.”

Josie kissed me too. “I thought they were thinking EVP of PS?” She said.

“Yeah, they decided to bring back the CTO position and unify PS and PM.” I told her.

Matty watched this interaction, and that was when he realised I already knew something was coming. “You knew?”

“I didn’t know exactly. Ursula mentioned something was coming and that she was wangling me in for the EVP role. I didn’t know CTO was in contention.”

But Matty was putting two and two together. He wasn’t an idiot, and he knew something was up. When I saw him look at himself in the mirror, he nodded. He knew I had something planned with Ursula. “Please tell me not something stupid like receptionist.” He sighed, the fight had left him, he knew there was no point.

“Adrian things you’re an amazing salesperson, and you will be an even better one as a woman.” I said.

“Adrian knows?”

“He’s seen photos, yes.”

There was no anger in his look, just rejection and dejection. He’d given up fighting me on this, it was clear that I wanted to feminise him, but I had the feeling he didn’t know just how far I was willing to go.

The truth was, I started him on the hormones on Thursday. I made him a protein shake after a workout and ground them into it. Suse had taken a different tack with Derek, she openly placed the pills on his tongue and told him he was being feminised fully. He accepted it, I knew Matty would not have.

Alan had sent a three-month supply of pills needed to deal with his testosterone and add oestrogen. He would send more when he could, but for now, it was enough to get Matty started. We paid him via Paypal. He warned us not to expect dramatic results, certainly not fast, but I already knew that.

Over the coming days, would need to become more creative with how I gave him his pills, until I finally just put them into different types of vitamin case and told him to take each every day.

There were other changes coming for Matty too. After signing the contract for the CTO position, I made arrangements with Gavin that he should be spending more time at our place. So, when he began to arrive almost daily and bring clothes across, Matt didn’t think anything of it, just that we were playing more, after all, Josie was over more often too, as was Suse, Derek and Ash. But then Matty began to notice things.

For a while now, Matty no longer had an underwear drawer for male underwear, just female. Then, I began to remove his socks, after all, he would soon begin the transition at work, why did he need socks anymore? Then I began moving some of his lingerie into the spare room and gave a couple of drawers to Gavin. Then the suits moved, then more began to move.

By the time Ursula moved to the UK and I was starting officially as CTO, Matty had finally worked out that Gavin had moved in and he was relegated to the spare room. Of course, he was heartbroken, crying, and very emotional; more emotional than he’d ever been, and he then began to complain that he felt fat, and everything was just shit, and his nipples hurt.

It clicked. I saw it clicked. I knew it had clicked, but he said nothing. The crying stopped, the complaining stopped. He said nothing, he just trotted around as Barbie, cleaning and behaving as normal.

Actually, I lied. He did say one thing. “Gavin, what did you do with your apartment?”

“I handed it back to the landlord.” Gavin smiled, making sure that Matty understood that he was there full-time now.

“I understand, Sir.” Matty replied.

When Matty dressed for work the next day, I watched him prepare. To date, he hadn’t been dressing in female clothes to work, but the groundwork had been done and people had be quietly warned that it was to come. Today would be that day. I watched as he dressed putting on a black lace bra over a slightly swollen chest, wrapping a black suspender-belt around that narrow waist, sliding black silk stockings over those smooth thin legs, and pulling a silky tanga knicker up around his tight, rounding out arse, an arse I just wanted to bite, so I did, earning a giggle from my sissy.

I watched as he slid on a shiny black vegan-leather pencil skirt onto his legs, one that ended just below the knees, nice and tight, and then pulled on a shiny black tank-top and over that a black lace blouse. It seemed my goth style was rubbing off on him, but that wasn’t what surprised me. From a cupboard, he pulled an old dusty box.

“I had this upstairs in the attic.” He said. Opening it up, I was shocked to find old lingerie and clothes, as well as a packaged black wig. “This is my old stuff from when I was a kid.”

“I thought you threw it out.” I gasped.

“No. I just couldn’t, I don’t know why. Anyway, I like the blonde, but I look better with black hair.” He said as he fanned out the long black wig. It was clearly an expensive one, no party wig like I’d bought. I watched him put a hair net on, then sit down to do his make-up, blending the net and expertly preparing his face, before putting on the real-hair wig and styling it.

“Oh honey.” I cried. “You’re so beautiful.”

He, no, she smiled at me warmly. “Thank you, Mistress.”

After slipping on black high-heeled lace ankle boots, he put on his jewellery, including the old piercings in his ears which he had once told me were from his wild days. Now I knew, they were from when he was Barbie.

Downstairs, Barbie kissed Gavin good morning, leaving Gavin standing there speechless. Honestly, I was proud of how I looked, but I’m not going to lie, next to Barbie, I was a fucking dog. She was so perfect that it scared me just how beautiful she was.

Still, I had to pull myself together. I then reached up to the cabinet and pulled out the pills. “Open up Barbie, time for your next dose.” I told her.

She gave me a nervous half-smile. “Vitamins, Mistress?”

“I think we know that you’re not taking vitamins. I’m turning you into the woman you should be.” I told her firmly.

“Yes Mistress.” She said, hands in front of her, head bowed.

“You maybe beautiful and sexy, but you are our slave, is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Do you have a problem with that?”

“No Mistress.” She said, looking up and smiling warmly.

“And around us, you are still just a sissy, got that?”

“Yes Mistress.” She sang, hips swinging with glee.

When we arrived at the office, everyone was checking Barbie out. Most hadn’t yet clicked who it was, so men were sidling up to her like vultures to a dead body, offering her coffee, a biscuit or whatever. However, when they finally realised who Barbie was, they were not dismissive of her, but rather curious. The sales team who reported to her began to smile as they realised that given how hot Barbie was, sales might just become a little easier.

I stared with pride at my husband, the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen, but she was still missing something. Even with the push-up bra, she had no breasts. On her frame, she didn’t need huge breasts, B-cups on her would look huge, but she needed them all the same. So, I decided to research breast implants. Now the cat was out of the bag regarding the hormones, it was time to finalise the transformation.


Epilogue

A year had passed since the day that Matty finally became Barbie permanently, and so much had changed. Barbie remained in sales but voluntarily stepped down from leadership after a month or so.  It wasn’t that she felt that she lost the respect of her piers or anything like that, because others really got on with her, but it was rather that my promiscuous lifestyle was rubbing off on her and she wanted to embrace her submissiveness more too, and being a leader didn’t allow for that.

We took Barbie for breast enhancement surgery about two months after her start as Barbie at work, opting for a B-cup, believing the hormones wouldn’t really kick in on her boobs. They were working wonders for her skin, face, and body, but the boobs just sort of stayed little peaks. However, about two months after surgery, something happened and her boobs took off, growing another two sizes to D-cups. I was worried such big breasts on her frame would be comical, but honestly, I loved them, and so did she.

Weekends at our house became orgies of utter debauchery. At first it was the usual, Ash, Derek, Suse, Josie, joining our fun, but then Ursula joined with her husband Karl, a big German man with a huge dick, and was open to anything. Watching Karl use my trans-husband was a delight, because he was so tough, so dominant, and he didn’t give a shit about Barbie, just that he wanted to pound her as hard as he could.

In that year, Barbie also found a boyfriend who was willing to join in our games. Barbie wasn’t looking for a big man, she was looking for an effeminate man with a big dick, one that would be open to being sissified and transformed, but keep his dick. Well, open, or rather feminised slowly without recognising it, like I did to Barbie. Funnily enough, Barbie’s partner was Tristan, my former boss turn subordinate.

Tristan spend a lot of time at our place, fucking Barbie. He had claimed he wasn’t gay, that Barbie was so hot that he didn’t care that she still had a penis locked away in the little cage. But then came the time when Tristan felt Gavin’s cock enter him, whilst Barbie and I held him tight. He tried to say no, begged Gavin to stop, and I knew what we were doing was wrong, but we also knew the outcome. Thank fuck we were right. Within a minute, he was begging for more.

“Tristan darling.” Barbie asked one day. “Would you do something kinky for me?”

“Anything!” Tristan grinned.

“Wear a pair of my panties to work.” She told him with a naughty grin.

Tristan smiled, accepting the little pink sissy briefs. “Sure, anything for you darling.” It was the beginning, and I was looking forward to owning two sissies.

The only person I ever slept with on a normal night was Gavin. He was the person I said I love you too, he was the person I went to when I was down. Barbie wasn’t that person, Barbie was my friend, and my sex slave, and my maid, but she was no longer the person I loved as a husband. There was a point where I thought Barbie was going to leave to be with Tristan and I was surprised to find that it only disappointed me because I was worried I might lose the person who cooked and cleaned, nothing more. Yes, I loved that we included her in our sex lives, but she was no longer my love, Gavin was.

So when after a year, Gavin took me out and proposed, I gushed with happiness and said yes. I loved Gavin so much, nothing would change that. But Gavin had conditions for the marriage. “You cannot get rid of Barbie.” He said. “She’s part of our lives, and I want her there. In her own way, I love her too, even though I know you no longer feel the same way for her.”

I felt bad, because I never wanted to turn this way, but at the same time, I felt like Gavin had got it wrong. “It’s not that I don’t love her, it’s just that she’s no longer Matty, and well, I loved Matty for Matty. I love Barbie now, but it’s a different love. It’s like Suse; I love her in the same way. She’s my gal, so is Barbie. But yes, I don’t want Barbie to leave either.”

When I arrived home and showed Barbie the engagement ring, she burst into tears. She still loved me, still saw me as her wife, but I no longer saw her that way. We held each other and I made it clear that she was going nowhere, but I got the feeling she didn’t trust me.

I decided I needed some sort of ceremony to prove just how I saw Barbie, how Gavin and I saw Barbie. Speaking to Suse and Ursula, we brainstormed ideas, until finally, we got what made sense. To do it, I decided to involve one person who I never thought I’d involve.

The divorce was confirmed quickly, given that all assets were transferred to me and Barbie didn’t contest. On the day the divorce was confirmed, I made Barbie put on her prettiest pink satin and lace sissy dress, and then we bundled her into the car and drove into East London.

The venue for the ceremony I had planned was in an old converted factory. The dark red-brick building was illuminated in the night to make it look gloomier than it would in the day. Inside, a couple of hundred people stood in various forms of BDSM or fetish dress. I wondered where Suse found these people but she told me that the venue was often used for BDSM and Femdom parties, and we just decided to combine the two.

Barbie was in awe of the place, setup like a dark dance-club, but interspersed with torture equipment. In the crowd, she spotted the usual, Derek as Diane the Sissy in a purple sissy maid dress; Ursula and Karl, Ash, Suse, along with Kath and David, Maxine and her latest fling, and Tristan, for the first time also in a sissy dress, looking rather embarrassed and nervous, whilst simultaneously reaching back to his exposed backside, heavily marked by the severe whipping I’d given him earlier at work when I made him dress. Stood there next to a very confused looking man, was Marcy, Barbie’s sister who she hadn’t seen for years.

Marcy introduced Barbie to Ethan, her husband. “I always knew you’d make a beautiful woman.” She said to my now ex-husband.

The crowd parted and we moved up front to an altar, where I told Barbie to kneel. Gavin approached with a red pillow, and on it was a pretty pink and diamond-encrusted collar.

A door opened to the side and from it walked a man with silver grey hair, dressed in leather pants and a leather harness, and a mask on his face, and joining him was a pretty blonde, also in a mask, in a red latex bra and panties. The man approached the altar and we looked up. I smiled and the man smiled back, before he removed his mask. Barbie gasped at the sight of our CEO, Adrian.

“I haven’t been involved in Mistress Mia’s lifestyle.” Adrian said, addressing the huge hall. “I’m not blind to it, and I have had experiences of my own, but I have remained as professional as I could for it. But when Mia asked me to take charge of this ceremony, I felt it an honour. She explained that it was the moves we took as a company that made her comfortable with the decisions she made when she decided to feminise Matty to become Barbie, and for that, she is eternally grateful; as we are to her for what she has done for us.

“But now as her marriage to Matty comes to an end, a new life for her begins, and a new life for Barbie begins. Mia is marrying Gavin later this year, and they will live as husband and wife, in a loving relationship, but they cannot extend the same vows to Barbie. Instead, they have asked for different vows.”

Gavin stepped up and stood to the right of the kneeling Barbie.

“Barbie,” Adrian said. “Do you accept Gavin and Mia as your rightful owners? Do you submit to complete and total sexual slavery, to be in their service, to live and serve them, as long as you all shall live?”

Barbie beamed as a little tear trickled down her cheek. “I do!” She gasped.

Adrian chuckled. “Do you promise to serve the company and increase sales output seven percent year-on-year?”

Laughing, Barbie said, “Seven percent? Not sure about that!”

“Worth a shot.” Adrian said, then turned to Gavin. “Gavin, do you promise to care for, discipline, and control your slave, Barbie, for as long as you shall live?”

“I do.” Gavin smiled.

Then to me. “Mia, do you promise to protect, care for, love, discipline, and control your slave, Barbie, for as long as you shall live?”

“I do.” I said without hesitation.

“Please collar and lock your slave.”

I took the collar and buckled it around Barbie’s neck, then Gavin padlocked it and removed the keys, handing them to Adrian, who then pocketed them, along with keys I was already familiar with, keys Mia had been wearing on a chain. Finally, a leash was attached to the collar.

“By the power vested in me by the East London BDSM Society, I pronounce you, Barbie, slave number three-two-eight-six-nine-slash-B, the property of Mistress Mia, and Master Gavin.” Adrian smiled, then he turned and kissed his wife, the hot blonde. “We should do you next.” He said.

“Yes Sir.” The blonde replied with an excited grin.

I said my thanks to Adrian, kissing him on the lips briefly, then led Barbie away to talk. She was over the moon, of course, and happy with how things ended up. She’d believed that she wouldn’t be a part of my life, that I wanted an attempt at normality with Gavin, to which I stated quite openly that there would never be normality in my life. I wanted to focus on work during work time, and sex during private time.

“Look Barbie, Gavin knows I’m never going to be faithful to him, and I know he’ll never be faithful to me. I don’t want faithful, I don’t want normal, I want insanity. I want sex with people I won’t see ever again. I love sex, and I love craziness. This journey, it’s made me realise that I have one life to live, but so do you, and you live it better as Barbie than as Matty. You didn’t deserve to be Matty, so I made sure you weren’t. Do you forgive me?”

“Of course. I forgave you ages ago.” She told me. “Now, I think Mistress, that the soppy stuff is over. No more being nice to me. I’m your slave, for now and forever.”

“You are.” I grinned.

That night, we partied in the club and drank, playing with the torture devices. I got to see my CEO whip his wife whilst she was in the stocks, but then she got to see me take her husband’s cock up my rectum. I never imagined that I would have sex with my boss, but given how insane the night was, it just didn’t matter anymore.

In the end, all our friends, Adrian and Cara included, joined us back home for a huge orgy. All the men had the chance to fuck Barbie, with Adrian suggesting to Ursula that maybe it made sense to have the occasional private meeting at work, where my slave could be put to better use. Ursula, as kinky as me, was fully on board with that idea.

“So my slave.” I said in the morning whilst others slept. “How’s it feel to be a fuckslut to everyone now?”

Barbie grinned at me. “You tell me, Mistress.”

She was right, of course, I’d been banged by everyone there six-ways from Sunday, plus a few randoms at the party. Yep, I was a slut, a proper slut, but I was proud to have turned my husband into one too.

THE END
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