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I lay beside my hot wife, Freya, as she finished what I tried to do while she used a realistic-looking and feeling tool we made from my fairly substantial male aspect using a casting kit. She called out the name of her boss and my best friend, David, as her leg twitched, and she squealed with delight, rubbing her naked breast with her other hand. Her legs were pulled back, wearing stockings, a garter belt, and strappy high heels. The pointed stilettos jammed into the satin sheet-covered mattress, leaving deep valleys around them and threatening to rip the satin.

I used to last for her in the beginning when I had time to stroke off the urge, which made me last longer for her. Then, she made me get a job, and that was that. It was silly. I didn’t need to work. She made tons of money. She was a powerful woman. We lived in a huge house with a gardener and a maid. Somehow, she thought I needed to work to have a purpose.

“Oh yes! David! That’s it, baby. Fill me with your passion!”

Her body shuddered and shook, and she gasped for air. Then, all at once, she was done. Her body collapsed, and her legs slid down. She rolled over and hugged her pillow. I got up to shut off the light on her nightstand. Gazing down at her reminded me of when we were in love. She was an incredibly beautiful woman and very intelligent, graduating from MIT. We met when I was tending bar. I was her stress reliever in more ways than one. She asked me to marry her after college when she was offered her job after college. How could I not?

Her full breast heaved against her pillow as she breathed slowly and steadily, her petite but shapely body lying as if posed for a boudoir photo. I shut off the light, moved back to my side of the bed, slid in quietly, and shut off my light.

I lay there in the dark, wondering what was next for us. Did I still love her even though she called out other men’s names as she released her passion with a toy? Did she love me when she only seemed to want me to satisfy her and relieve her tension, as if that was all there was to a relationship? What would this powerful, driven, self-centered wife of mine want next? Would she want to give me a divorce? There was no reason to. I’m not cheating on her. I wouldn’t accept a divorce. If we got one, she’d have to split all her assets and pay me alimony, seeing she’s the primary breadwinner. She’d not want to do that and give all that to me.

I put it aside so I could sleep. There was no point in thinking about it. Things always work out for the best, and this will, too. I was certain of that.
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I hadn’t been able to stay asleep, so I was up early and cooked breakfast. We were on vacation for the week. Freya said she wanted to buy a new wardrobe, and I, of course, had to go and help carry her bags. It was okay by me. I got to see her try on her new sexy outfits for work and some extra sexy ones for lounging around the house when she was in the mood, which was always.

Freya came into the kitchen, clicking in the high heels she wore to bed last night, a short satin robe wrapped around her and tied at the waist, one breast threatening to be free, nipple hard against the satin of the robe. She went to the coffee and poured herself one, then sat at the table, crossed her still-stockinged legs, and bounced a high-heeled foot. “We need to talk, Asher. You were your usual disappointment last night. I had to use David to finish again.”

I felt my blood pressure rise. Stay calm, I told myself. “I’m so sorry, sweetie. You know, if you weren’t as beautiful and sexy as you are, I’d last longer.”

“You used to last.”

“I used to get the monkey off my back a few times a day so I could then. Now that you made me get a job, I don’t have any time to do that.”

“Think about baseball or something. Rub some of that cream on it so it’s numb.”

“I do that already.”

“You do?”

“I’m trying, honey. I truly am.”

“I see. You poor broken little boy with the big dick. I have such pity for you.”

My face flushed. I told myself to stay calm.

“Asher, perhaps we should get a divorce. I’ll give you a few bucks, and you can go on your way.”

“I won’t accept a divorce. If you file for one, I’ll take you to the bank, and you know it. I never cheated on you.” I had to stay strong and calm. I placed her breakfast of French toast, one poached egg, and two slices of crispy bacon before her, poured her fresh-squeezed juice I made her, and then set about cleaning up the kitchen.

She nodded and looked at her food. “Eww, you left a fatty end on the bacon.”

“So sorry, sweetie.” I ripped it off with my finger and ate it.

She smiled and began eating. I finished cleaning up the cooking things and then sat at the table with her and a cup of coffee while she ate. I watched that beautiful face as she chewed her food, seeming happy as a clam and unaffected by what we were talking about. I knew her brain was calculating to enable her to reach her next goal, whatever that was, now that she knew she wouldn’t be able to divorce me without paying dearly for it. I had been her sex toy, and now she thought I was broken.

She finished her plate of food and handed it to me with her fork and knife. I rinsed it and put it in the dishwasher, then sat back down and sipped my coffee, looking at her. “Shopping day?”

“Not sure. I’m thinking.”

“Okay, sweetie.”

I observed her. She slid back from the table so she could cross her leg, and she bounced her foot. She caressed a stockinged leg unconsciously, and her hand kept moving closer to her pantied crotch. She grinned at me. “You know. I wonder if David is as well-hung as you are. I do use the toy made from a mold of yours. It sure would be disappointing if he weren't at least that size. It’s amazing how such a little guy like you could have such a decent dick.”

“You always thought it was a delightful contrast.”

She shrugged. “I guess it is. But David is so much more manly. Bigger, taller, more handsome, probably with a more manly dick, too. I’d love a manly man for a change. Don’t you think women like manly men? Men that are more masculine than feminine in contrast to men like you are?”

My face flushed. “I guess. I don’t know why you married me anymore. I used to know. I was your stress reliever—and not just for sex. We’d talk, and I’d make you happy. I’d pump you up. I helped make you powerful and confident. I thought you loved me, but now I’m not sure. Do you? Did you?”

She shrugged her shoulders. “But you taught me well, and that part is done. You served your purpose. It’s time you leave.”

“I’m not going to. Unless you split all the assets up and pay me alimony.”

“Right. In your dreams.” She nodded and let out a sigh. “Oh well, we’ll have to come to another arrangement then. I’m going to approach David today. I want you to be there, too. We need to meet. I’ll try to set it up for this evening, and hopefully I can get laid properly tonight.”

“You’re going to fuck your boss? Isn’t that against the rules?”

“Not if no one knows.”

“Why would he want to risk his job?”

“Because I have his boss's ear. I was his boss's golden girl ever since I turned around that one division, and they made 38% more profit. If I told his boss to fire him, he probably would. He’s a sweet man.”

I shook my head. “Sounds dangerous, honey. I wouldn’t threaten him. Maybe you should think of another way to be happy. You could let me not work, and I could last longer again.”

“Doesn't sound as interesting. I want a real man now. You’re not a real man. I want David.”

“I see.”

It was a tough day. We didn’t talk much. I felt like shit. Freya set up a dinner date with us and David. How could I sit there with him and have my wife ask him to fuck her? How could he do that to me?
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I sat in the chair in the corner of the bedroom, watching as Freya got dressed. She was a goddess. What was I thinking? Any man would jump at the chance to fuck her, including my good friend…no best friend, David. I was sunk. I should just take any offer she gives me and divorce her. That was too easy. She deserved to pay big for doing this.

She rolled her sheer stockings on her hand, slid them up her legs, and attached them to the garter belt clasps. Next was a pair of black lace crotchless panties, then she slid into her slinky minidress and adjusted her braless boobs in the thin top, her nipples showing. Next was a short crop top that just covered her nipples, if she allowed it to, by buttoning one button. She could get laid in the men’s room in seconds, dressed that way. Finally, she slid into extremely high, strappy, very thin-heeled stilettos. I throbbed in my pants. It was like watching a porn star. I should just fuck her now.

I walked over to her by the dresser, where she was putting on her jewelry. I nuzzled her neck. “You look very sexy, honey. Maybe we should do it before we leave.”

“Why? So you can get me worked up and then be done for the night? No. You can finish yourself off watching us. I want you to see how a real man fucks and makes his woman feel.”

“Freya. That’s so mean.”

“Oh, come now. Don’t be such a baby. You have to watch, or I’d be cheating on you, and you’d have a valid reason for divorce. If you don’t want to watch, take ten grand right now, sign the divorce papers I have written up stating that’s all you want, and leave.”

She stood there checking herself in the full-length mirror and then checked her watch. “It’s time to go.” She slung her purse over her shoulder and smiled a flat-lipped smile. “Seems you want to watch. That’s fine. It’ll be like your own private porn scene you can jerk off too. I’ll bet you’ll love it. Okay, driver, let’s go.”

I led the way to the car. She slid in, and I closed her door and took my seat behind the steering wheel. Would David actually do this? I doubted it. But it was Freya, and she influenced him at work, whether he was her boss or not.

On the way there, Freya bounced a crossed leg and caressed her stockinged thigh as she gazed out the window. Her other hand played with her nipple beneath her crop top. She laughed. “This is funny. My husband is now my driver, taking me on a date with my manly boyfriend. Are you excited for me?” She turned and grinned at me.

I scoffed, rolled my eyes, and kept them on the road.

She laughed.

“Did you drink the tears of children today, Cruella? You’re being so mean.”

“Okay, I’ll up it to fifteen grand.”

I sighed and crushed the steering wheel in my hands.

We arrived, and the valet got an eye full of Freya as he held her car door for her. She beamed at him and waited for me. She looked at me. “Well?”

I held my arm out.

“That’s a good boy.” She took my arm, and we entered. The maitre’d led us to a small round booth facing the windows with bushes covering the view. David was already there. He stood up and exited the booth. “Hello.” He gave Freya a peck on the cheek, then shook my hand. “Hi, Asher. How ya doin’ buddy?”

“Not that great. You’ll see why.”

Freya slapped my shoulder. “Oh, stop your whining, Asher. Have a drink and chill.”

She motioned for David to enter the booth, then slid in next to him. He moved over to the edge to give her space, and she moved closer and crossed her legs so her foot rubbed his calf. She smiled at him. “Nice and cozy.” She placed her hand on his dress pants and rubbed his leg.

I slid in and left the available space between us. A waiter took our drink orders and left.

Freya started right in on David. “Okay, David. The reason I called this meeting is so we’re all upfront about what’s going to happen. I wanted Asher here to show you I’m not cheating on him because he’s here, and he’ll be with us when we play as well. Right, Asher?”

“She wants me to watch.”

David said, “Cheating? You want me to….Do you want this, David?”

“I certainly don’t and don’t want to watch.”

“I don’t want you watching. It’s wrong. How could I do that to my best friend's wife in front of my best friend? How could I even do that without him watching?”

“Right. There. Forget it, Freya. It’s over. Let’s go home.”

Freya became seductive. Her hand went to David’s crotch and rubbed his cock. He glared at her. “It’s easy, David. This thing gets nice and hard, and you put it in me and make me crazy over and over.”

David looked around nervously. Our drinks arrived.

Freya raised her drink and held it out to us. We all clinked. She said, “To getting laid by a real man.”

David looked at me, shaking his head.

I nodded. “I know. So cruel. She drank children’s tears for breakfast.”

“Must have. Freya. This is wrong. I’m not doing it.”

“Then you’ll lose your job, and someone who isn’t a wimp will do it. I’ll be talking to your boss about how much we could save by redistributing some of your work and me taking your job. You know the old man loves me.”

David nodded. He shot his bourbon down and raised his hand to the waiter for another. The waiter ran off for it.

“Freya. You’re making this hard.”

Her hand was rubbing him under the table. “Oh, I don't think it’s that difficult for you because you're already nice and hard in my hand. You know you want to put it in me. That’s why you hired me. Remember? You didn’t know I was married until after.”

David’s eyes flitted to me. “Honest mistake.” He turned back to Freya. “And now I see it was a mistake to hire you, too.”

“Never talk like that around your boss. He’ll can your ass.”

“Right. Uh…”

His drink arrived. He shot it down. Freya and I ordered two more, and David handed the glass to the waiter for another.

Freya placed one of David’s hands on her stockinged thigh and glided it, looking into his eyes. “You want it. Admit it. I’m wet for you right now. Want to see?” She parted her legs and put his hand under her dress. David looked at me while she used his hand and fingers. “See David. All ready for a real man like you.”

She removed his hand and pulled her dress back in place, then grabbed his stiff cock in his pants and stroked it. “Should we eat first or just leave after the next drink?”

David wiped his hand on a napkin and rolled his eyes. “I can’t do this in front of Asher.”

“It has to be that way.”

“But…He’s a good friend.”

“Right. Big deal. You keep your job. Asher stays married and lives the life.”

David looked at me. “Maybe if he wore a mask or something. Something so it wouldn’t seem like he was the same person.”

Freya’s eyes lit up. “Of course! I got it. Damn, this will be good. We’ll have to postpone it then, but tomorrow night will work. It’ll be worth it. Thank you for the idea, David. You’re so creative.”

Our drinks arrived. She sipped hers, smiling and looking me up and down. “Yes. Of course. Asher, you're done as a man. You’ll love the new you. It’ll give you purpose. You can even quit your current job. David won’t even recognize you when you're watching us. You’ll even help.”
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I wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but I didn’t care for it. We ate dinner. Freya had his cock out under the table and played with it on and off as if she owned it. David was helpless. So was I. When we ordered deserts, Freya excused herself. “Now, I want the two of you to come to the lady's room in a few minutes. I have a solution for tonight.” She left the table.

David tucked himself away and slid over to me. “I’m so sorry this is happening, Asher. What can we do? We’re stuck with this.”

“I know. It isn’t your fault. Don’t worry. I’m not jealous anymore. She’s a psychopath. I’ve figured it out. She has no emotion. Now, I just want to get my fair share of the divorce. She offered me fifteen thousand so far. What a joke.”

“Joke is right. She’s worth way more than that. Just hang in there and do everything she wants. We’ll figure this out somehow. You’ll get even.”

The deserts came and were placed. David looked at me. “Shall we?”

We walked to the lady’s room and looked around, then snuck in and locked the door. Freya was seated on the couch in the sitting area, her legs crossed, hair fixed, perfume wafting off her. She beamed at David and stood. She looked into his eyes and was undoing his pants. “Now, just face me. David and Asher can sit on the counter and watch. You can make believe he isn’t even here.”

She grabbed his stiff cock and lifted her leg. David held her bottom and slid his thick cock into her. She gasped and hung onto his neck. “Oh yeah. Real man cock. Fuck me, David. Make me come.”

I watched as my hot wife was fucked by my best friend. Fucked well too. She was in heaven. I got hard watching. It was like live porn, seeing her grasping his ass and him humping into her. She looked over his shoulder at me and winked. Bitch! “Little boy, why not enjoy this? Take your silly cock out and play with it. It won’t take you long.” She laughed.

What the hell? May as well enjoy the show. I took my shaved package out and got into it. Freya saw and winked again. “That’s a good boy. Now David, fuck me already. Make me come.”

He lifted her, then placed her on the couch and pressed her legs back, her dress on her stomach. He took her breasts out and massaged them while she held her legs back and urged him on with her hands on his ass. After a bit of her slipping on the couch with each thrust, he pressed her legs to the sofa by her thighs, and her toes were pointed in her heels above her head as she looked into his eyes. “That’s it, my love. I love your manly cock. Fuck me like I’m your wife.”

And he sure did. He pounded her. She responded by holding back squeals as her toes pointed in her heels, and she came on his cock and then, a few seconds later, came again.

I was jerking myself furiously now. It was quite the hot scene, and I wasn’t the least bit jealous of my best friend fucking that psychopathic bitch. I could see David’s thick, gleaming cock as it dove in and out of her.

She came again on it, and as she did, David held his cock there while he grunted, and I watched it pulse inside her, filling her with his seed. I slid off the counter, came over to my wife’s face, and shot my load into her hair and on her face. David caught his breath. Freya gave me evil eyes as she wiped my come from her eye. “You’ll pay for that.”

She pushed David off, went to the mirror, and cleaned herself up. She dried her hair under the hand drier. She left first, checking the hallway, and then we slid out after her.

David put his hand on my shoulder. “Sorry, buddy. Nice job, though, on making use of the situation and creaming her.” He laughed and patted my back.

“Thanks. Not looking forward to her retribution, though. I can’t imagine what that will be.”

David laughed. “I can just imagine.”
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Freya slept like a well-satisfied king. I couldn’t stay in bed past sunrise, so I got up before her and made breakfast. She came down wearing the underthings from last night, fuzzy mules, and a short black satin robe. She poured coffee and sat at the table, watching me make her plate. I placed it before her.

“Sleep well, honey?” I asked.

“Like a king. It’s so much better to be satisfied by a real man. It seems you enjoyed the show, too, evidenced by how you flooded my face and hair. You’ll pay for that. I'm not sure how yet, but you will.”

I nodded, sat with my coffee, and watched her pretty face eat. It was so ironic. Such a beautiful woman outside and so rotten inside. “I’m paying already by not getting my half of the assets.”

“Poor baby. How’s twenty thousand?”

“Forget it.”

She played with her phone while she ate, and I watched. When she was done with her phone, she placed it on the table and drank her juice. She smiled at me, her eyes flitting my face. “I have a solution to David’s problem with you being there. You will become a new you: hair, clothes, everything. I think you’ll be cute. You’ll probably be better at being the new you than you ever were as a man.”

“What are you talking about?”

“I made an appointment, and we’ll go shopping afterward. Then we come home, and you dress up for dinner with my boyfriend and me.”

“Appointment for what?”

“Haircut, color, style, manicure, pedicure, then a bra fitting, clothes shopping—done. You’ll be so adorable.”

“No way!”

“Okay. You can stop all of this right now. Like I said, twenty grand and sign my papers.”

“No way.”

“Okay. Then clean up the dishes while I shower, and then you shower and use the attachment on your bottom after you’ve done your duty.”

“What?”

“You heard me. After that, I’ll give you a treat. Something you loved me to do in the old days. A nice blow job.”

“Hmm.” I thought about it. Why not? She gave great BJs. “Deal.”

I pooped and showered and cleaned out like she said to, and it actually was a really lovely sensation when it was done, and I felt cleaner than ever. Then I shaved my body of what little hair it had from my eyes down. I was one smooth, slick guy, and it felt wonderful. I already had a hard-on when Freya came in the bathroom with her purse on her shoulder, grinning.

“Oh, how nice. You’re already hard. Why don’t you jerk it for me?”

I stood there jerking it, looking at her.

“Very nice. Turn around now, bend over, and grab your ankles.”

“What?”

“Do it.”

I did, and in a flash, a wet, cold thing was shoved up my ass. I stood up straight. “What did you do?”

“I shoved a butt plug in you. Now, I need to pump it up. You deserve to have some pleasure in all of this, at least. Let me finish and then the BJ follows. I promise.”

“Okay.”

She attached a hose and bulb pump and pumped it until I said to stop. It filled me with strange sensations. Next, she took her phone out and played with it. The plug vibrated silently in me and went through various patterns. I grabbed the wall. “Wow. That does feel nice. A bit intense, though.”

“Good. Hang on. BJ coming.” She put the phone in her purse and knelt before me. She took me into her mouth and looked up while pressing the plug in on and off. She went crazy on me, and I came in seconds, my leg twitching and me whimpering.

I held the wall and caught my breath as my cock softened. The next thing I knew, she slid a ring around my cock and balls, then pressed a cap with a hole in it onto my dick and pressed it down until she attached it to the ring and locked it. “There.”

“What the hell is that?”

“It’s a cage. It’ll prevent you from coming until I let you. That, in turn, will keep you aroused so you can do what you need to do and enjoy it more. I want you to be happy in your new role. Don’t you want to be happy?”

“Of course, I want to be happy.” I stared down at the pink plastic cage, making my cock look tiny and insignificant.

“This will help. You’ll see.” She looked at her watch. “Dry your hair, put it in a ponytail, and get dressed. We need to go.”

I did as I was told. I should take the twenty grand and leave. But for some strange reason, I was enjoying this. The plug hummed away in me, and soon, I was hard in my cage. It was an erotic sensation and one I looked forward to having secretly as we moved about in public today.

I dressed and drove us to my salon appointment. I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but what the heck? It was different.
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I stared at myself in the mirror while my pedicure and manicure with long nails were done, and the girl colored my newly styled hair in layers of shades. It was strange. The plug kept me hard in my cage. When the coloring was washed out, and my hair fluffed dry, my face looked nothing like a man’s. I throbbed in my cage and looked at my long, gleaming fingernails and how my hands had become so feminine. My toenails were a pretty metallic pink like my fingernails. I was enjoying it.

Freya paid and took me to the next store. “My husband needs breasts and a proper bra to give him cleavage. Can you do that?”

The salesgirl looked at me. My face was beet red, I was sure, as it was hot, and my heart pounded. “So you’d like breasts, sir?”

“Uh, yes, please.”

“They’ll look good on you. You have a good body to wear breasts. It’s more girl than man, anyway.”

“My wife says so, too. Thanks.”

I endured and ended up with some kick-ass boobs and substantial cleavage. I loved the way they tugged on my chest and shoulders when I walked and my cleavage jiggled. It was strange to be wearing my guy clothes with them, but by the time we were done shopping, I didn’t have to worry about wearing guy clothes anymore. Freya wanted me to be a girl twenty-four-seven.

At home, she threw my guy clothes out, and we washed and dried what new clothes needed it and put them away. Freya was actually very helpful and seemed to be getting into this new thing. When we had my clothes picked for dinner tonight, we took a break on the patio with an iced tea. She sat next to me on the swing. Maybe this would bring her around.

I caressed her bare leg. “This does feel very nice, honey. I’m very horny like this.”

“Good. I’m happy it feels nice for you.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

“Honey, maybe you can take the cage off, and we can do it.”

“Right. Nope.”

“And honey, how will I go to work now?”

“Oh, that job is done. You can stay home and take care of the house. I fired the maid. It’ll actually save me money because she made more than you did at the grocery store bagging.”

“I see.”

“You can wear her maid’s uniforms. You’re the same size as her.”

“Right. Well, at least I’ll have some privacy being home all day, and I could do what I used to do, and I’d last longer for you, and you won’t need David.”

“Right. Sure. Get fucked by my cuckolded sissy husband? No way. Besides, that cage only comes off when I take it off. You aren’t jerking off all day. You need to be horny as possible. You’ll have things to do you wouldn’t want to do unless you were.”

“I see. Hmm. You’ve really thought this out.”

“I have. Soon, you’ll be getting my boyfriends ready for me and caring for them if I get my period and things. You’ll be a surrogate for them when I can’t. They’ll love fucking your tight ass.”

“Honey!”

“Okay, the offer is now fifteen thousand to sign and leave.”

“That’s less than before.”

“And it will get even less if you whine about things. Be a big girl, and maybe the offer will go up.” She checked her watch. “Us girls need to go inside and get ready for our date. David’s picking us up at six.”

“Wonderful. I’m going to a restaurant as a girl?”

“Why not? You look like one more than you ever looked like a man. Go on now. I’ll help you with your makeup the first time.” She gave me a peck on the cheek. “Run off, princess.”

Upstairs, I took my last boy's clothes off and put them in the hamper, then went into the bedroom to dress. I sat and put on the black lace garter belt, slid the lusciously silky and sensual, sheer, suntan, lace-top thigh-high stockings up my legs, and attached them to the garter strap with the four clasps on each leg. My cock strained in the cage. I was shaking from the utter delight the stockings gave me. I slipped on a pair of black lace panties over my cage.

I took off the bra from the store, put on the black lace bra, placed the gel breast forms in the cups, and adjusted them and the bra to create cleavage. I picked up the shoes, slid the strappy, black patent, five-inch heel stilettos on, and fastened the ankle straps.

Freya stepped into the room and put her hand out to me. “Honey, let’s do your makeup before you put the dress on, princess.”

I almost lost my balance when I stood on the heels and then I found my center of gravity and could walk in tiny steps into the bathroom with Freya. “Good girl! You’re walking so well in those heels. I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks.”

“How do they feel?”

“Very sexy. Do they feel sexy when you wear them?”

“They do. And powerful.”

She took me before the mirror, explained each step, and showed me as she had me do my foundation, blush, contouring, eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, and twenty-four-hour lipstick. I was throbbing in my cage, staring at the pretty girl I was in the mirror. My new hairdo was incredibly sexy and feminine, and with the makeup, there wasn't a hint of a man in the mirror. I wondered if I ever was a man at all. Maybe Freya was right.

“Okay. You’ll do this every day now. Light makeup for the day and maid work, but full makeup for when we have men with us. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Go finish getting ready, little girl.”

Freya dressed while I loaded my jewelry, took out my two stud earrings in each ear, and replaced them with long dangle ones. I laughed. The stud was gone. I guessed I never really was a stud, anyway.

I sat on the bed, slid into the silky, layered, black chiffon V-neck minidress, adjusted my cleavage, and fluffed and straightened the skirt. I stepped in minced steps to the full-length mirror. God, I was sexy! I bathed myself in my new perfume, and it filled me with femininity. I throbbed in my cage. I reached down and grasped it through the dress and shook it repeatedly while looking into my eyes, taking in my sexy legs in heels and stockings and viewing my jiggling cleavage. I whimpered. I wanted to come right there. The plug shot off in me, making it more intense. I oozed in my cage and shook it as best I could. I whimpered again.

Freya put her hand on my arm and stopped me. “Now, now, little girl. Stop that. It’s no use. Besides, you need to keep feeling like this.”

“Honey, please. I’m a nympho. I need to come.”

“Maybe if you’re a good girl, I’ll let you experience being a woman later. Maybe not.”

“What?”

“You know. Being the receptacle for a man. Having a real man deep inside of you while he comes in you.”

“In my bottom!?”

“Where else? Well, of course, you need to learn to suck cock too, but I mean having a real man make love to the cuckolded sissy princess you are now.”

“Honey, no.”

“Five grand and sign papers?”

“Forget it.”

I loaded my purse and slung it over my shoulder. It seems I was to have a more active role in Freya’s sex life than I expected. But sucking cock and getting laid? The plug shot off in me. I wriggled my ass around and practiced walking across the room, swinging my hips, one foot in front of the other. It was wonderful. I was powerful, confident, and sexy as hell.

I wondered how David would react to the new me. I throbbed in my cage. Maybe he'd like me better than Freya. Now, that would be getting even for sure. I needed to seduce him. I wanted to seduce him. I wanted to make him happy. I felt and looked sexier than ever, and he was my best friend.
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Freya insisted we Uber blacked to the restaurant so we could really let our hair down and celebrate the new me. I loved sitting in the back seat with Freya, snuggled together like two girls going out on the town. Her hand caressed my stockinged leg as she gazed almost lovingly at me. “How are you feeling, little girl?”

“Very horny, sexy, feminine, pretty, and excited. You?”

“Happy for you. This fits you. Now, when you watch, you can take part, too. We’ll have to find some boyfriends for you. We can be two girls on the prowl.”

“Not too sure about that.”

“You will be.” She pecked me on the lips and tugged on my cage. “You will.”

Was her attitude toward me changing? Had we renewed our relationship? Did she love me? I didn’t know what was happening, but it all felt good right then. I was sexy, feminine, and horny as hell. Freya was caressing my silky, stockinged leg as I bounced one foot and gazed out the window, throbbing incessantly in my cage. The plug shot off, and I wriggled on it and accidentally emitted a whimper.

“Was that the plug you wriggled on and whimpered at?”

I nodded sheepishly. She held my hand. See how nice it can be having something in there? You’ll be so ready for a real man soon. Maybe you are already.”

I shook my head nervously, imagining it, but it only made me throb more in my cage.

The Uber dropped us at the front door. David was there to greet us. His jaw dropped as he saw me, and a big smile filled his face. He held his hand out to me. “Asher? Oh, my god. You look fabulous. I never would have guessed this could happen. You’re stunning.” His eyes flitted my face, hair, cleavage, and legs. He sniffed my hair. “Mmm, and you smell like a dream, too. How does it feel? Is it pleasant?”

I nodded nervously while he held my hand and gawked.

“Hello! Earth to David.” Freya stood at attention, a grimace on her face.

“Uh, oh yeah. Hi Freya. You did a wonderful thing here. Your Asher is fantastic.”

“Thank you.” She held her arm out for him to take. Are you going to walk us inside or just gush over Asher?”

“Oh yeah, of course.” He held his arms out for us to take, and we went inside.

We were seated in a small round booth facing the fireplace. David sat between Freya and me. We ordered drinks. I sat bouncing a foot, caressing my stockinged thigh while the plug shot off, and I throbbed in my cage. I was filled with desire and immersed in the feminine sensuality of my new being. When would she ever let me come?

Our drinks arrived.

“You’re being awfully quiet, Asher. Something wrong?” Freya asked.

I shook my head and reached my long-nailed fingers to grasp the thin stem of my martini glass daintily. “No. Just enjoying things.”

“Good.” She lifted her drink. “To Asher serving men to her best ability all the time.”

We all clinked and sipped, and David looked at me questioningly. I shrugged. “That doesn’t sound all bad right now. I think I’m beginning to understand my wife better every minute.” I sipped, looking at David’s raised eyebrow and a grin on his face.

Freya leaned over David to me. “Maybe you should start being a good girl by making David feel nice under the table; no one can see.”

“Uh…” I looked around. Freya already had David’s pants unzipped, and she tugged out his entire package. He was obviously nervous, as his cock was limp and lying there. Freya took my hand and wrapped my fingers around it, looking into my eyes. “Now make David feel good, like a good girl should.” I felt his cock grow in my grip. I looked into his eyes. “It’s okay, David. Relax. I’m fine. It’s so nice and velvety.”

He began to grow and harden in my hand. I stroked it tenderly and carefully so as not to hurt him while looking into his eyes. It was beautiful to experience him becoming aroused by me. Even better than me arousing Freya, which was close to impossible anymore. Even when I used to, she’d give no obvious signs like this rock-hard cock in my grip. I ran my thumb over the oozing tip, smoothing his pre-cum over the head and making him gasp and shudder a little. He rolled his eyes, smiled, and sipped his drink while looking around casually.

Freya sat back, enjoying her power over us. “How cute. My husband is dressed like a girl and acting like a girl toward his best friend, who is going to fuck me in front of her later. I think my husband should swallow David’s come so he can last longer for me later. Isn’t that right, Asher? If he comes now, he’ll last longer later. Like you said you used to do.”

“Uh… right.” I gazed into David’s eyes. His hand lovingly caressed my stockinged thigh while his eyes were filled with desire for me. He took a finger and placed it on my lips. “Your lips are so full and sexy.” He took it away and continued caressing my leg.

The waiter came over to check on us. I stopped stroking a bit too late and just left my arm crossed over my breast with my hand under the table in David’s lap. I must have looked like a deer in the headlights.

The waiter smiled and winked at me. “I see things are moving along pleasurably here. Can I bring more drinks or appetizers?”

I looked at my drink. “Yes, I’ll take another, please.” David and Freya also got another, and David ordered eighteen oysters to share. By the time the waiter came back, I had to stop jerking off David so he could rest. He was ready to come. I was dying to come, but that wasn’t possible. Now it made sense why Freya kept me plugged and locked. I’d do anything like this. Even jerk off my best friend, and I knew I wanted to make him come now. I wondered if I’d stay this interested in such things once I had the cage off and be unplugged. Now that the fear was over, I doubted I’d ever not want to do it. I loved the power it gave me. I was becoming more and more like Freya by the minute.

We ate our oysters. David did his best to give Freya some attention, but he couldn’t just sit there and ignore me. Now that I was a girl, I was more interesting to him than Freya was to him. It was comical to me to watch as he tried to appease her. She made it seem she was forcing me to jerk David off for her, but I knew she wanted to be doing it.

David fed us both oysters. I played it up with my begging mouth, rolling my eyes and pushing my tongue into my cheek as if there was a cock in it. I sucked his finger after he slid an oyster into my mouth while looking into his eyes and caressing his hard, oozing cock beneath the table. I was beside myself with desire. I wanted to make him come so badly.

After we finished the oysters, we bought a bottle of wine and had steak tartar and tuna nigiri together as a sort of surf and turf. I was taking breaks from caressing David’s lovely cock frequently now as he was having trouble holding back his come for me. I planned my finale as we ate dessert. I looked around the restaurant nervously, taking tiny bites of my creme brulé. David’s cock resting in the cool air under the table.

Freya was playing on her phone. I checked the space between the table, the seat, and the floor. I could do it. I quickly slid under the table, bringing my napkin to kneel upon. I stared up at David’s semi-hard cock and hairless globes. Grasping his cock in one hand and rolling his globes in my other, I moved my mouth closer and closer, staring at the oozing, thick, purple head. I never thought I’d ever be doing this, and to top it off, wanting to, but I needed it desperately somehow as the plug shot off in me, and my cock throbbed incessantly while oozing in the cage into my panties.

I took the tip into my mouth and ran my tongue around it. David’s hands rested on my head, protecting it from hitting the table. I took as much as I could of it into my mouth, relishing the sensation it gave me. I ran my tongue around it and bobbed my head on it. I have never experienced anything so thrilling and rewarding in my life. That velvety rigid, thick cock in my face was heaven. I could taste his pre-cum and loved knowing I was making it happen. I was driving him wild. David whispered. “The waiter is coming.”

I held myself still, knowing I was out of sight, and stopped bobbing my head. I sucked and ran my tongue around it while my one hand squeezed it on and off, and I rolled his globes in my other palm.

“Would you folks like anything else? Some port, maybe?”

David’s hands held my head steady while I indulged in it in my mouth. “Uh, I think we’re done.”

“Check then? Should I wait until the other young lady returns before I close it?”

“Uh, no thanks. She’s thrilled right now.”

He left. I dove back into service like a true nymphomaniac and sucked and rolled and ran my tongue and flicked the tip and jerked the base, and David’s hands got tighter. I knew he was so close. The plug was shooting off again, and my cock was throbbing and oozing. David’s hands held my head tight. His hips moved. His cock was rock hard, and then it jerked and spasmed in my mouth.

Come gushed into my mouth. I whimpered, struggling to swallow it all, and felt some leak down my chin and onto my dress. I was overwhelmed with gratification and pride at what I had accomplished. It was as if I could feel David’s electric sensations as his cock jerked and spasmed and shot gush after gush. My plug went off, and my cock spewed come from the cage into my panties. My body spasmed and tensed, and I mumbled loud girlie whimpers around his cock as my cock shot gush after gush.

“Here’s the check, sir. Everything okay?”

“Uh, ungh. Uh. Fantastic. Thank you.”

The waiter left, and David’s hips thrust into my face a few more times before he drew his sword from my face.

I dragged myself up to the seat, straightened my dress and hair, and looked around quickly. David planted a kiss on my lips and wiped the come off my chin and my dress.

Freya gave me a flat-lipped smile. “Good girl. See? I knew you’d enjoy this. Now it’s my turn.”

I snuggled as best I could beside David, but Freya stood, and we had to leave.
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David drove us back to our place. Freya changed into a black brocade open-breast corset with gartered black stockings, strappy stilettos, and a tiny triangle g-string. She had me help David undress while she watched, laying back on the bed and twiddling herself while tweaking her nipples. I knelt before David, looking up at him. He patted my head.

“Come here, David. Lie next to me and let me watch my sissy husband get you hard for me. He did. I slid onto the bed, snuggled between his hard hairless legs, and took his limp cock into my mouth. I had come recently, as he had, and yet it was still something I wanted to do. I loved making him hard and feeling his cock grow for me. Unfortunately, my wife had other ideas.

“David, you’re ready. Leave that little cock sucker alone and fuck me.”

He rolled over, spread her legs, pushed them back, her high heels in the air above her, and his cock dove into her while she held the triangle to the side. She gasped and moaned and grabbed his hard ass, making him fuck her hard.

David was intense. It was as if he wanted to get it over with. He grunted and fucked her angrily. Her eyes were wide, and she moaned and squealed. “Oh yes! That’s it. Fuck me, you manly beast.”

I wondered how good that must feel as the plug shot off in me, and my cock throbbed in my wet cage. I had to have a man instead of a plug soon. It called to me. I wanted David to make love to me, not her. As I watched, I knew he was not making love at all. He was taking out his frustrations with her.

It wasn’t a second, and David grunted loudly and shoved hard and held Freya pinned to the bed while I watched his gleaming cock pulsing inside of her, shooting his load into her. As soon as he was done. He collapsed on her.

My wife began beating his back. “You came. You bastard. I wasn’t even close, and you came in me!”

He nodded, breathing hard. “I did. Second time tonight. I’m done.” He lay on top of her as she struggled to get him off. He didn’t budge. A grin was on his face as his head turned to see me. He winked.

I slid off the bed, went into the bathroom, took out my plug, cleaned it, and was going to put it in the drawer, but instead, I set an intention. I wanted David, not a plug and a cage. I threw the plug into the trash.

I wished I knew where my cage key was. I dug in the bathroom drawer and found a thin pair of scissors. Would it work? Would I break the lock and then really be stuck in it?

I played with the scissors in the lock carefully. It popped open. I took it all off, opened the window, and dropped it all in the bushes below. She’d be pissed. But so what? She’s gonna be in a nasty mood anyway after what David did. I laughed.

I went into another bedroom and fell fast asleep.
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When I went downstairs in the morning, David was dressed and cooking breakfast. He turned when he heard my heels on the floor as I made my way in tiny steps toward him.

He held his arms out to me. We hugged. “Don’t worry, buddy. I have a plan. We’ll fix her.”

I leaned back and gazed up into his eyes. “A plan?”

“Yes. Don’t worry about it. You’ll be a Phoenix rising from the ashes.” He pecked me on the forehead. “Sit down and eat.”

We sat, and I began eating daintily, my legs crossed in my heels under the table. I could feel David’s eyes on me. I smiled at him.

“You know Asher. You can return to what you were after we’ve executed the plan, but…”

I nodded and finished chewing as I held up a finger. “I know. The only thing is, I like the new me. A lot! I’m more confident, sexy, and sensual, and I even feel more powerful. I think this part of Freya’s plan was well worth doing.”

“Good. I was hoping you’d want to stay this way. It suits you very well. You’re quite alluring like this.”

“Thank you. I appreciate the compliment.”

David shifted in his seat. “Just looking at your face makes me hard now. After your ministrations last night, I couldn’t stop thinking of you. You were fantastic.”

“Well, thanks. It was a pleasure for me as well. I came when you did, even wearing that silly cage. It was intense. I felt proud after that I’d given you such immense pleasure.” I throbbed in my panties, wanting to do it again.

“Well, I’m very glad to hear that. Maybe we both can enjoy that again sometime.”

I looked at the clock. “She rarely gets up on days off before ten. Maybe after breakfast, you could give me some protein for dessert.” I licked my lips, my head down, and my eyes up.

“Oh god, yes.” He laughed. “Would you ever let me make love to you?”

“Of course. That plug she had me wear taught me things feel good down there. I’d love nothing more than to be connected to you like that. We can’t do that now, though. I haven’t done my new morning routine yet.”

“Okay. We’ll have that for another time, then. I’ll be looking forward to it. I want to return the pleasure you’ve been giving me.”

I nodded and continued eating while bouncing a foot, and my hard cock throbbed.

“So Asher. You graduated from MIT, too, right?”

“I did.”

“And why didn’t you get a job after?”

“It seemed pointless with Freya working, and I lacked confidence then. I'm a geeky little guy with a high voice in the business world.”

“Would you be interested in one now? As you are? With your newfound confidence and presentation? I think there might be an opportunity for you at our company shortly. You’d start well above entry level.”

“Really? Like Freya?”

“Like Freya. Yes.”

“Wow. I’d be interested for sure. Right now, Freya’s plan is for me to be her maid and servant as her cuckolded, feminized husband. She’d keep me caged and plugged.”

“Super. Just play along with her, and my plan will work.”

David stood, took our plates away, and began cleaning up while I sipped my coffee, watching him. He was wonderful—my best friend, soon to be my lover, and my knight in shining armor. Not to mention well off financially and handsome and manly as hell.

When David finished cleaning up, I stood and went over to him. I rubbed the hardness in his pants. “May I harvest a little treat from you?” I smiled, licked my lips, and laughed.

He looked at the clock. “Still have time. Why not?”

I knelt on the floor before him as he undid his pants and took that wonderful, monumental cock out. He smelled sweet from his shower and cologne. I grabbed it with both hands and looked up at him while stroking the entire length of it.

I slid one hand down and tugged on his silky globes and rolled them in my hand while stroking with my other hand and taking the top portion into my mouth. I bobbed my head on it and rolled my eyes, then locked eyes with him, my tongue running circles around his cock, my jaw spread open wide.

“Oh god, yes, Asher. You are so gorgeous this way.” His hands rested on my head. His fingers wrapped in my hair and tugged on my scalp, sending pleasant sensations into me. I throbbed in my panties under my dress. “It’s too bad you're caged. You could do you too, and we could come together.”

I mumbled around his cock and shook my head. I let go of his balls and lifted my dress, pulled aside my panties and wrapped my hard cock in the dress, and stroked.

“You got the cage off. That a girl. Come with me.”

I nodded and mumbled. He tightened his grip on my hair and squeezed my skull tight. His hips thrust into my face, his eyes locked on me and mine on him. I loved how taken he was with me. How absorbed in me he was.

I sped up my tongue, circling and flicking the hole. He let out a guttural groan. Oh god, Asher. I can’t hold back any longer.

I sped up, jerking myself, and became fervent on his cock. His hands were squeezing my skull tighter as he fucked my face, our eyes locked on each other. His cock seemed ready to burst; it was so hard, and then he let out a groan and held his cock and my head still, and his cock jerked around in my mouth, shooting gush after gush into me. My eyes blinked rapidly, looking at him as I struggled to swallow it all.

I came profusely into the silky fabric of my dress, soaking it. I whimpered, and my leg twitched, clattering my shoe on the floor. David thrust his cock slowly into my mouth and caressed my hair, gazing lovingly into my eyes. “Oh my, that was heavenly. An Angel has kissed me.”

He lifted me to my feet and gave me a deep kiss, tasting his semen in my mouth as our tongues danced.

“Good morning!” Freya called as she came into the kitchen. I turned to her, exposing David’s softening cock. She glared at it and came over to me. She wiped a drip of come off my chin. “I see you’ve already indulged in your new favorite pastime. We’ll need to get you laid soon so you can come. Maybe we’ll have to uncage and unplug you, too. Your libido may be too high now.”

“I took it off last night and unplugged it, too. You were indisposed.”

“I was stuck under this beast that paid no attention to my needs and just used me like his whore.” She slapped David’s arm, his cock all put away again. “And I thought I might make use of your morning wood, but I see your little cocksucker girl husband of mine has beaten me to it. Oh well, be on your way, David. I need to find other lovers with a more considerate demeanor.”

“Of course. Sorry, Freya. I couldn’t hold back. You’re too sexy for me.”

“Right.”

“I know some other young men you’d like if you’re interested.”

“Oh yeah. I may. Who might that be?”

“The guys that work for you. They all think you're hot.”

“Of course they do, but they work for me.”

“I think they might be discreet. Have you ever made any gestures or things with any of them?”

“Hmm. I may have. I rubbed my ass on Pete in the copy room. I bumped Joe with my breasts a few times.”

“Right. Recently?”

“Ever since I started. I’m always teasing them one way or another.”

“Any complaints?”

“Not yet.”

“Well, let me set something up. How about this weekend?”

“Sure. A nice gang bang would be great. Maybe Asher can get laid, too.”

David looked at me, and I winked at him. David grinned. “I think that can be arranged, too. Okay. Saturday night? Here?”

“It’s a date.”
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Freya got over me throwing the cage out the window and trashing the plug. She agreed I didn’t need that to increase my libido for me to please men anymore, anyway. We went shopping like she originally wanted to spend the vacation doing, but I think I found more sexy clothes for me than she did for her. We did kind of make a good team shopping. I wasn’t looking forward to being her maid, though.

David filled me in on his plan through texts here and there. I was nervous. It was nasty, but it would work. Freya was looking forward to her first-ever gang bang. I talked her into being a Dom for it, and we found everything she needed to look like one completely. She’d be barking orders to her dominated men who worked for her. It should be interesting. I talked her into letting me wear a mask for the event. I told her I was too shy to serve the men and be her maid for it without it, and she consented nicely.

I was trepidatious about David’s plan. It was cruel, but it was the only way to regain control of my life again. I was thankful she had done what she had for me, transforming me into something better. I already felt like a Phoenix rising from the ashes, but David’s plan to have me rise further would make me whole and set my true life in motion. Freya would survive. She always survives. Maybe I’d get the divorce and half the assets after all.
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“Asher? Have you seen my whip?”

“It was on the floor under your thigh-high boots in the closet.”

“Thanks, sweetie.”

I slid on the wonderfully sensual sheer black gartered stockings with lace tops and attached them to the garter belt, my cock dancing before me. I slid on the crotchless, ruffled panties that lifted and framed my proud, rigid package. I put on the bra, filled it with gel breast forms, and adjusted them to make cleavage. I slid the maid dress up and zipped the side of the corseted top, which left my matching bra exposed for maximum cleavage. Beneath the dress, I stepped into a silky chiffon-crinoline and smoothed the dress over it. My cock was dancing in the silky fluff, and no one could tell.

Sitting down, I slipped on the dainty, strappy, black-patent stilettos with a five-inch heel and fastened the ankle straps. Walking over to the dresser in tiny, minced steps filled me with sexiness and vulnerability. I knew David would be there for me, and I was beside myself. I hung my feather duster on my waist and put my jewelry on. I bathed in perfume and took one last look at my hair with the maid’s hairpiece on top and my face, which was soon to be covered. I didn’t want to wear the mask, but I had to for my future. It was important nobody knew who I was. I was just a maid.

Freya entered the bedroom. “What do ya think? Dominant enough?” She laughed.

What a sight she was. Thigh-high black-patent, stiletto, open-toe, laced boots, a pair of black patent crotchless panties, and a sheer black miniskirt barely hiding it. A black patent corset with openings where her hard nipples showed through and silver nooses were attached to them and to a silver chain that went around her neck and then draped down to the breasts. Her makeup was done with a dramatic flare. Her hair was fluffed and sprayed, and she had long silver-chain, dangling earrings in each ear. Silver snake bracelets were on her biceps, skull rings, snake rings, and no wedding ring.

“Where’s your wedding ring?”

”It didn’t match.”

“Ah. For a second, I thought you were going to slip me the assets and set up my alimony.”

“No way. Ha! So how do I look?”

“It looks like you’ll scare the heck out of the guys who work for you. I still can't believe you’re doing this. It's so risky. Are you sure you want to?”

“Damn right. They all want to fuck me. It’ll be great. I’ll have a team available for gang bangs now.”

She approached me and felt the front of my maid’s dress. “Hmm, seems you’re aroused, little girl.”

“I am. Can’t wait.”

“You don’t have your mask on.”

“Oh shit. Right.” I ran off in little steps to the closet and brought it over to the mirror. It was one of those rubber women’s faces like a rubber sex doll with the lips shaped in a circle over my mouth. It was weird. I pulled my hair out of the top and draped it around it. I laughed when I looked in the mirror. The face didn’t laugh. It just looked like its normal silly, surprised-looking self. I turned to Freya.

She burst out laughing. “It’s perfect. You look like an electrocuted sex doll. You should wear that all the time. It’s a true cocksucker face.” She laughed, holding her belly. I laughed, and yet I, of course, had no expression.

I checked my watch. “Time to go greet. They’ll be arriving soon.” I put my phone in my purse and slung it on my shoulder, cross-body.

I checked myself in the full-length, three-way mirror once more. My crinoline was fluffy and held the maid’s dress out femininely, covering my hard-on beneath. The tops of the gartered stockings showed just at the start of where the ruffles of the crinoline began. My breasts were full and cleavage substantial. The five-inch-heel stilettos made my feet look tiny and shaped like a Barbie doll and made me take tiny little steps that immersed me in feminine vulnerability and sensuality with each step. I loved everything about my outfit except for the darn mask. Oh well. It was only for this party then I could trash it.

I navigated the stairs, hanging on fast to the railing until I reached the floor. The doorbell rang. I took the feather duster from my waist and held it in a bent wrist as I answered the door with my expressionless, ready-to-suck-cock face. “Hello, gentlemen. Your master awaits you in the great room. Right this way, please.”

I led them, shaking my hips and taking tiny steps in front of them. I could feel their eyes on me. Freya was seated at the bar, her legs crossed in her thigh-high boots. I went behind the bar and mixed drinks for everyone. David was grinning at me when I gave him his drink. “Interesting mask.”

“I know, huh?” I laughed, and my face didn’t. He laughed. He leaned into me and whispered. “Have your phone? Remember to take a video of her giving orders.”

“Right.”

Freya was the center of attention. David whispered, “They all want to fuck her. None of them like her because she’s such a bitch, so they all planned on coming as fast as they could so get them all really, really ready for her, so they do.”

“No problem. I’ll take that challenge.” I laughed, stuck my tongue through the round mask lips, and laughed again.

David laughed and patted my shoulder. He turned to the group and watched. Freya already had one of them massaging her breast while another fingered her, and she sipped her drink. Damn. I already missed her giving those orders. I ensured everyone had their drinks, then went to the side to wait.

I took my phone out and put it on video. Freya called over a guy with her hand. I started videoing “Pete. Stop chatting and come here and eat your boss out. You want a good raise, don’t you? Get on your knees, Pete.”

He did, looking reluctant. It was perfect. I put my phone back into my purse and watched for more opportunities.

Freya barked an order to me. “Maid! Get us some appetizers!”

I diligently ran off and returned, placing them on the bar, then mixed more drinks. When I was done with the drinks, Freya barked. “Maid, suck Pete and get him ready to fuck me. Oh heck. Just do the rest of them, too, while I snack. Line up for the maid guys and take out your cocks.” I saw David out of the way, videoing that.

I knelt on a pillow, and they all circled me with their cocks in their hands. It was a cornucopia of cock in which I indulged delightedly, doing my best to make eye contact and be diligent in my ministrations. I wondered what they thought about my expressionless face as I stared up at them. They all were grinning.

When I was on one of them, a shorter, geeky type of guy like I used to be, but with a tiny cock, cradled my head and said. “You look like a sex doll. It’s kinda hot. Almost surreal.”

Another guy said, “Yeah. I like it. It’s like you’re a robot or something. Heck, you could be a guy for all we know.”

I shook my head vigorously and mumbled a no around his cock. When I slurped off it to go to the next one, I said, “Bite your tongue, or I’ll bite your cock. I’m all girl.”

“Sorry, maid. Sorry.”

I was throbbing and dancing under my dress in the mountain of fluff beneath it as I savored all the cocks I was making hard and lustful for me. I had to get them all to the edge so they wouldn’t last for Freya.

Freya had set up a thick comforter on the floor in the middle of the room. She shot down her drink and walked over to it. She arranged pillows and then lay down, posing. I could see David ready to video from his place on the side where he was seated, his phone out of Freya’s sight.

“Pete! Get your ass over here and strip. Joe, Bob, William, Steve, Mike, all of you. Strip and get ready to please me. Now!” She laughed, and the guys dashed over and hurriedly stripped. They were all hot guys with no body hair. I went over to them and kept sucking them one after the other.

Freya gave orders: “Pete, you get the back door under me. Joe is on top. Steve, in my mouth. Now, please your boss, and maybe you’ll keep your job. Move it!”

Freya was having a ball, bossing everyone around. Little did she know how bad this would be for her. It didn’t take long for Freya to be moaning around Steve’s cock in her mouth. Then I saw Steve’s cock pulsing in Freya’s face as he held her head tight. Pete was humping up into her ass, and he grunted and stopped and held it there while he dumped his load into her. Joe gave a guttural groan and held his cock deep in her as his body tensed, his feet pointed out behind him, and his cock pulsed in her. He collapsed upon them.

Freya struggled to swallow Steve’s emissions, then shoved him away and barked at them. “You bastards. You didn’t even last as long as a teenager could! Get off of me!”

I had the other guys right to the edge and barely holding off. Freya shouted to them, “Bob, William, Mike! Take their places and make me come.”

The men scurried around her like musical chairs until they all found a hole. They fucked wildly like adolescents into a pillow, and in seconds, they had all flooded her with their relief. A couple of them laughed. Mike fled from her face, he had covered with white pearls. Bob was trying to get out from under her, and she held William tight inside of her, her legs back and her fingernails digging into his hard ass. “No way. I’m not letting you go. Fuck me. Get hard again and fuck me, both of you.”

They halfheartedly tried to stuff her until one after the other popped out after they got too soft. “You fucking babies.” She let them go. They all left. Freya lay there, covered in spunk, unsatisfied, angry, depressed. She looked awful. Now that they were gone, I could take off my mask, so I did. I went over to Freya and sat beside her Indian style. “Seems they all had the problem I had been having. Maybe I had them too ready for you, huh?”

She shook her head. “Oh well. So much for a gang bang group. What a bunch of babies work for me.”

David came over, sat down, and put his arm around me. “Freya, before Asher and I leave to go to my place, there’s something you should know.”

She wrinkled her face. “What? I thought at least you’d be making me come.”

“That’s just it, Freya. I don’t have to anymore. No one does.”

She sat up and crossed her thigh-high boots, Indian-style. She smirked and wiped a drip off her eyebrow before it got into her eye. She licked it off her finger. “What are you talking about? I could have you fired in a second.”

“Uh… tables have turned, my sweet.” He held up his phone and began playing one video with her barking orders. He kissed me on the forehead. “The guys are filing a sexual harassment complaint with my boss, your sugar daddy. He won’t be your sugar daddy anymore. He’s gonna have to fire your horny ass.”

She looked just like the mask I had been wearing now. She was in total shock. Her mouth was in a perfect circle, hanging open. She looked at me. “Asher, you were a part of this too, weren’t you?”

“You could have just divorced me and given me my due.”

David nodded. “Right. The guys could file a civil suit, too, against you. You could lose everything. Maybe they’ll be nice, though, and not do it. Maybe their new boss will influence them to be merciful.”

“Their new boss?”

“Right. Asher. She’s going to take your job. Same degree from MIT. The old man will love her. I’m sure she’ll outperform you since she won’t be grabbing ass all the time on the security cameras at work. Those videos are already backed up on a cloud drive for the presentation of the sexual harassment complaints along with these videos. The guys signed the papers before they came over tonight.”

“It’s not true. I didn’t make them do anything. It was consensual. If they didn’t want to, they didn’t have to.”

“Oh, they wanted to ever since you took all the credit for the 38% profitability increase you all worked on together. They literally wanted to stick it to you. Besides, with you being the Dom and barking orders at them tonight, it totally cinched the case shut. You’re done, Freya. Find a new job.”

She hung her head and cried. It was terrible to see her like this. She was broken. We sat there while she got through it. When she calmed down, she lifted her head. “I’m sorry, Asher.”

“It’s okay. It couldn’t be helped. You are who you are just as much as I am what I am now. I thank you for that part.”

She nodded. “You’ll have your divorce. Half and half. If we went to court, I’d lose everything.”

“Hmm…”

“Asher, don’t take it all. Please?”

“Okay. I do owe you for making me into me. If you want, you can keep the house. Just give me cash for my half. I’m moving in with David.”

She nodded. “I see.”

David helped me to my feet. I looked down at my wife. “I’ll pack a few bags and return for the rest later. We’ll be gone in a few minutes.”

Her head hung low, and she nodded to the floor. “Okay.”
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David helped me pack quickly. I threw on a long trench coat to cover my maid uniform, took off the headpiece and feather duster, and left it on Freya’s nightstand. I opened her drawer and took out the realistic rubber casting of my cock, and placed it next to them. I chuckled, though I felt guilty.

We left down the back stairs to the garage and out.

At David’s house, he mixed us drinks, took some chilled shrimp and hard-smoked sausage, and placed them on the bar on the covered patio. It was a beautiful night, yet I was feeling down. I guess because it had ended so brutally.

David made me a pretty martini with an edible flower floating in it. He sat beside me. “I thought this drink would suit you better than the beers you used to drink. It's a pretty drink for a pretty lady.” He held his bourbon neat up to me.

I grasped the thin stem between my shiny, long-nailed fingers, tapped it gingerly to his drink, and sipped.

“What? No toast?”

I shrugged and sipped, looking at him over the glass.

“You look so sad, Asher.”

I nodded and sipped. “It was rough. I feel like I hurt her.”

“It was inevitable. You know she needed this lesson.”

“I know.”

“Besides, you should be so happy to be getting the divorce and being able to work with me in your new, confident, powerful self in what you went to school for. You’re not a short, smart, geeky guy anymore, but a smart, confident, powerful woman. Poor Stevie is like you were, and he struggles daily with his self-esteem and how people look at him like he’s a kid or something.”

“Yeah. That was Steve, huh?”

“Yup. Stevie, we call him.”

“I know. It’s great, I guess.” I sipped my drink. David’s hand glided on my stockinged leg. I placed my hand on his and gazed into his eyes. “I could see where Stevie would have it tough. That’s what I stayed away from. But now, I’m not sure I’m cut out for being the boss and doing that kind of work, anyway.”

David nodded. Gave me a peck on the forehead. “You don’t have to take Freya’s job. I just thought you’d want it as the new you. You’ll have her cash, and you’ll be living with me, so you have time to decide.”

I nodded and sipped.

“And, I hope I’m not saying this too soon, but… I’d like to marry you if you were willing. Then you’d never have to work if you didn’t want to.”

“What would I do?”

“Shop, be pretty. Eat lunch with me.”

“Sounds boring. Being a maid or working at the grocery store at least would give me something to do.”

“What else would you want to do? What would make you happy?”

“I’d like to make other people happy. People like me before I went through this change.”

“Like Stevie?”

“Hmm, I guess. Yeah. Like Stevie.” I laughed. “Wouldn’t that be wonderful? To create more happy girls like me?”

David nodded and raised his eyebrows. “I’ll bet there are a lot that would appreciate that.”

“I’ll bet Stevie would.”

“Right. Hmm. Okay. What do you say you marry me, and we work on making more girls like you? Do you want implants?”

“Of course.”

Then let’s do that and then we’ll see about Stevie. We’ll go to dinner and do things with him. Help him and see if he wants to.”

My eyes lit up. I placed my hand on his leg. “Really? You’d do that?”

“He could live with us. Or she, that is. If you didn’t mind.”

“Mind? Heck, I kinda like just watching sometimes now. I’d love to watch you have pleasure. If you didn’t mind me watching.”

He laughed. “Wow. Ha! Not sure I could handle two of you.”

“No pressure.”

“Okay. But you didn’t say we’d get married. Will you marry me? If you do, we can do anything we want together. At this point, I’ll be ready to retire anytime I want. We could travel to find these girls and help them, too. But will you marry me?”

“Okay, okay. I’ll marry my best friend. Who wouldn’t want to do that?” I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him deeply while I rubbed his hard cock in his pants.

David lifted me from the seat and carried me with my arms wrapped around his neck and his arms under my legs and shoulders. I sniffed his cologne. He climbed the stairs into the massive bedroom. He dropped me onto the satin comforter of the bed and stripped hurriedly. His cock shot up from his pants like a missile in a silo. I wanted to take it into my mouth so badly, but then I realized. That thing was going to go inside my bottom and probably pop out of my throat.

He looked down at me lovingly as he took the lube from the drawer and stroked his cock with it, looking at me. “God, you’re gorgeous. So hot. A little love doll.”

“Should we go get the mask?”

He laughed. “Maybe another time.”

He slid onto the bed, and I maneuvered to the top and lay back on a pillow. I lifted the fluff of the crinoline and tucked it up out of the way. My cock was dancing.

David stared at it.

“Is something wrong?”

“No, sweetie. Not at all. I just never knew you were so big. It’s…it’s…”

“Huge. I know. Should I have it chopped off?”

“Hell no.” He came forward, grasped it with his hand, stroked it, and looked into my eyes. “It’s gorgeous.”

“Thank you.”

“Can you hold it out of the way?”

“Sure.” I stroked it, watching him.

He pressed my legs back, and I helped hold them with my butt pushed forward and up. He pressed the thick head against my begging hole and pushed while looking into my eyes.

I nodded. “That’s it, Push.”

“It’s so tight. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“You won’t. Push.”

He went in short jabs until finally I gasped, and it made it past the gate.

“You okay?”

“Fabulous.” I grabbed his ass and pulled him into me. My cock oozed. It was incredible. It filled me with pleasure, pride, and love. I was stroking my cock delightfully. “Oh god, David, this is wonderful. Make love to me.”

And he did. He pressed my thighs to the bed, my feet in their high heels in the air above me, shaking with each thrust. My toes pointed in their heels, and I whimpered a girly whimper of pleasure. “So, good.” I kissed his neck, his breathing heavy.

“I love you, Asher. I love you so much, my wife.”

“I love you too, my husband. Now, fuck me hard and come whenever you want. I’m ready anytime.”

And he fucked me hard. I let go of my cock, and it flailed between us, flinging drips of pearls off it.

I dug my nails into his hard ass. He pounded; I squealed and whimpered like a little girl. It was as if I was beside myself; my voice was disembodied and not mine. It was a young girl’s voice entirely, a young lady in passionate bliss.

David grunted and shoved, and my body shook as it seemed an electric current was flowing through his cock into me. “Oh god, David. Yes! Give me your love.”

He shoved and held it there, and it squirmed and jerked inside of me, spewing his seed in me. My legs tensed, and my cock shot off, shooting my come between us while he dumped his into my soul.

He collapsed upon me. I stroked his back with my hands and kissed his neck, breathing in his cologne. I was in heaven as his cock deflated within me, and mine fell into wetness. He rolled off, leaving me empty. I pulled the crinoline over me.

That was heavenly, Asher. Heavenly.”

“It truly was. Thank you. And I should thank Freya, too.”

“I will, too. Thank you, Freya.”

“What’s next?”

“Movie, popcorn, and cuddles?”

“Sounds fantastic. Let me rinse off first.”

“We can do that together if you want. It’s a four-head walk-in.”

“Perfect. Are we off tomorrow?”

“Yes.”

“Do you think we can take Stevie to dinner? I don’t want Freya’s job. I’d rather do something nicer for people.”

“Sure. Maybe I’ll submit my retirement, too.”

I rolled onto him, his body big, mine small, our legs gliding on one another. I reached down and grabbed his soft cock. “Maybe he’ll wake up in the shower. Mine might too. Maybe we should go out for a drink. It’s still early. I’ll wear something really sexy for you.”

“Mmm. I can see if Stevie wants a drink, too.”

A smile went from ear to ear on my face. “I love you.”


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or blog about it. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to:

Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
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