
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Prologue

	"Don't forget I have yoga after work." My wife Tiffany told me, reaching up a little to kiss me on the lips with a loving smile. Yoga, the secret to that smoking hot body after two kids. The guys at work were so lucky to be sharing office space [image: Image]with a cute, slender brunette with massive natural D-cup breasts swelling out of that tight red dress. An arse so tiny yet round that she sometimes was able to shop in the kids' section for jeans. I knew I was a lucky man to have her. At the age of forty, this woman was still a goddess who could steal the hearts of anyone.

	Tiffany and I had been married for eighteen years. I'd like to say it was eighteen years of pure bliss, but that would be a lie. We had our ups and downs like most couples did, but we got through them and came out better for it. When COVID hit and our friend's marriages suffered, ours got stronger, and with our son and daughter, we had a great time as a unit.

	Since then, things had been great. Sure, our sex life was a little on the slow side, once a week at the weekend, but at our age, it was normal. We had work, kids, pets, things are not synchronised, but that was fine. Neither of us complained, why would we? We were happy.

	In fact, I made the point of communicating with Tiffany, asking if she was happy, and she always told me she was, and I knew they weren't just empty words, she gave me running examples of things which make her proud to call me her husband. Things were perfect.

	Tiffany did yoga three times a week. A couple of times in the past, she asked me to go with her, to which I told her the last thing I wanted to do was share a room with a bunch of men and women, stretching in ways I couldn't, and farting out the air. She enjoyed it, she did it.

	Tonight, the kids were at a sleepover, and I was going out with Nige, one of my friends.

	After Tiffany left for work, I stretched and did a bit of a workout myself in the home gym, before opening up my laptop and doing some coding. I worked from home as a private contractor working on blockchains for a virtual coin operation from Germany. The hours were flexible, I got paid a nice amount of money, and I was given a tonne of coin as a bonus which had since increased one thousand times its value. If I sold now, I could pay off the mortgage, but I knew that the new features I was developing in would mean the value would shoot up.

	At around noon, I received a ping over Facebook messenger from Nige to say where he'd meet me and when. He wrote seven pm, which annoyed me a bit. Given Tiff was at yoga from five-thirty till six-thirty, I was hoping Nige could meet sooner. What surprised me though, was Nigel's response.

	"l have a yoga class from five-thirty." He wrote. I double-checked the name to make sure I wasn't accidentally talking to my wife...again...and realised I wasn't.

	"l didn't know you do yoga?" I wrote, wondering if I ever told him that Tiff did yoga too.

	"Oh yeah," he wrote. "Needed to because of my back problems." Nige wasn't old, but he had a bad car accident when he was younger. He was fine for a while after, but more recently, he suffered from stiffness and pain.

	"Where do you go?" I asked.

	"The Bamboo Forest Spa." He wrote, and my eyes widened. How was it that he was going to the same Yoga studio as my wife, who he knew really well, and hadn't seen her there. Obviously, if he had seen her, he would say something.

	"Are there more classes there at the same time?" I asked him.

	"What? Yoga?" He wrote back.[image: Image]

	"Yes."

	"No. Only one room for yoga. The rest is massages and stuff."

	For a long moment, I thought about how long Tiff had been going to yoga. She began about two years before COVID, stopped for a bit during COVID, obviously, then began a bit into it, whilst most places were still in lockdown. In fact, she told me they were breaking the rules but to keep it a secret.

	"Did you used to go during COVID?" I wrote to him.

	"No, the place was closed. They were dead strict." He wrote back.

	Tiff had been lying to me. This whole time, Tiff was not going to yoga, she'd been lying. Immediately, the one possible thing to lie about came to mind. Tiff was having an affair. She had to be.

	Still, not wanting to go to a dark place so quickly, I decided to give Tiff the benefit of the doubt, after all, she was my wife and we were happy together. Why cheat? Perhaps she'd changed yoga studios and hadn't told me.

	I pinged Tiff and asked the name of the yoga studio she goes to, as I was trying to remember if they did massages or not.

	She wrote back immediately.

	"The Bamboo Forest, and yeah, they do massages, just not whilst the yoga is there." She wrote. "If you want to go, I can ask when they have something free and book you in. Tomorrow perhaps?"

	Picking up the phone, I called the Bamboo Forest and asked if they had a spot free for a Thai Massage from five till six or six till seven. The heavily accented woman told me they had one spot open from five till six, the rest was fully booked. I accepted the spot. I would get there and I would see first hand if my wife was there or not. "Thanks." I wrote back to Tiff. "It wasn't for me. Nige was asking because of his back."

	"Oh, okay. Cool."

	I couldn't focus on work the rest of the day. I tried, obviously, but something as huge as this was too much for my brain to comprehend. Look, I am not exactly the best lover in the world, I know. I'm average in the size space, I squirt too fast, sometimes my erections faulter. I'm human. Stresses and life get to you. But an affair?

	Still, another thought circled around my brain. It was 2025, COVID was long over, and she started this yoga journey two years prior to COVID. So, did she meet someone at yoga, then quit and use that time, or was yoga always just a cover?

	Clearly, she was fucking the guy during COVID, so maybe before then?

	Seven years. She'd been having...possibly having, or likely having an affair for seven years. Our marriage was strong, no one suggested leaving or a divorce. She wasn't distant, and we still went on holidays together. If she was having an affair, was it damaging our relationship? It didn't seem to be, but then again, I didn't know if one day she wouldn't come home and say, "Sorry, I've met someone else and I'm leaving you." At my age, well, it wasn't the best age to start over, but also not the worst. Now would be a decent time to know, before I'd become reliant on Viagra and disappointing some sexy blonde bimbo after my money.

	The most torturous thing about all this was the not knowing. It was the fact that she was doing something behind my back and I didn't know. Did her friends know? Did mine? Nige clearly didn't but was he in the minority? What if everyone was laughing at me behind my back? What if Tiff's hot friends saw me at the Christmas party last year and were gossiping, calling me at cuckold. [image: Image]

	I felt my cock swell in my pants as I imagined the four hotties, as I called them, the tall ex-model friends of Tiff's, the one with the Onlyfans, giggling, talking about what a useless lover I was. Holy fucking shit, was this turning me on? What the actual fuckity fuck?

	Yeah, I'd cum in my pants. What a fucking dick.[image: Image]

	Obviously, before my massage, I showered and changed, putting on clean, non-cummy underwear, and headed out. The Bamboo Forest Spa was a pretty little place on the outskirts of town, made to look like a Japanese zen garden, with several bamboo buildings where you could receive different treatments. As I passed the workout hall, I saw a group doing some sort of weird fast moving yoga moves, it looked like the worst of yoga on speed. The board said Power Yoga, to me it sounded like it defeated the purpose.

	The massage with the professional Thai masseuse was great. Her name was Jun, and she was extremely pretty, probably around my age, but she was strong, powerful. Like most traditional Thai massages, hers was painful, and like a lot of the

	Thai masseuses, she had a bit of a sense of humour, especially when I cried out in pain sometimes.

	"Oh, hurt? Yes? Man up, yes? Ow, ow like little girl?" She joked. "Or you like the pain, huh? Ow, ow, oh?"

	"Ha, very funny." I replied.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Oh, joke, you funny guy, huh? You like joke?"

	Still, my reason for being there was less the Thai torture session, and more the chance to spy on my wife. Once my [image: Image]session was complete, I dressed, tipped the lady and left the little hut, walking through the zen garden to the training hall. There, I looked inside and tried to find my wife. Everyone was in some sort of weird, impossible yoga stretch, but there was definitely no sign of Tiff. Who I did see though, was Nige, who spotted me too and gave me a look of confusion.

	I gave Nige a signal that I was there for a massage and that I'd see him later, to which he nodded in understanding.[image: Image]

	Once I was back in my car, instead of going anywhere, I opened Find My and waited for it to load. Under my wife's phone, I saw what I expected to see; Location Not Shared. She'd turned off location sharing. My suspicions were now one hundred percent confirmed. Tiffany was having an affair.

	I arrived at the pub a half hour before the agreed time with Nige because I needed to get my head straight. Should I tell him my concerns? Should I confront Tiff? Would that do any of us any good?

	If it was true that Tiff had been having an affair for this long, the fact of the matter would be that she would have left if she was going to leave. If she was torn between two lovers, then she would behave differently around me, she would be emotionally stressed, and like it or not, if you are emotionally stressed, you don't behave so happy and relaxed. Yes, there were people who could put on masks, but I do not believe that Tiff is that good of a liar to cover emotions.[image: Image]

	By the time Nige arrived, I had reasoned in my head that confronting Tiffany would not solve anything, and would just [image: Image]create friction. The best thing to do, to keep this great life we had, would be to ignore everything. It was best for the kids, for her, and for me. It was just best. So she was fucking someone else? Did that really matter if she came home to me after?[image: Image]

	When Nige arrived though, he could tell something was off. First, he asked why I was at the yoga place, and whilst I said I was there for a massage, he asked about my questions from earlier, and then asked me what was really going on. So I told him everything.

	"What I can tell you is this." He began. "l joined that place in 2019, just before COVID. Tiff was not there. During COVID, not only did the place shut, it almost went bankrupt and it was taken over. I came back the first day it opened. I know this, because I got private yoga lessons at home with the instructor, who was doing home visits. No, she didn't have an alternate studio. If you ask me, yes, Tiff is having an affair." Nige frowned. But then he nodded and said, "And then I can tell you that the moment I found out Marie was having an affair, and I confronted her on it, that was when my marriage fell apart." I nodded. Marie, Nigel's first wife, left him ten years ago for a man she'd been seeing at work. "She left you." I said softly.

	"Yes, but the question is, would she have left if I hadn't confronted her? I'll never know. Maybe it would've petered out. Maybe it was just sex, but the moment I told her I knew and asked her to end it, was the moment she looked for any reason to end things with me. My spine injury." He said slowly, "it didn't make things good for us. The yoga helps me, together with, you know, Viagra, but back then, things weren't working for me. I was struggling emotionally, and well, I was in a pit of self-despair. She tried to help me, offered me advice, hell, the yoga was her idea initially, and I dismissed it."

	I remembered. I remembered how angry Nige was, how much he blamed the driver of the other car to the point he hunted down where the guy lived, wanted to do to him what the accident did to Nige. He was bitter, angry, blamed everyone but himself. At the end of the day, Nige was the one who jumped the light when it was just turning green, the other driver had just gone on the fringe of amber. It was stupidity on both parts.

	Thankfully, since then, since the divorce, Nige had woken up to his issues, sought help, even had a girlfriend.[image: Image]

	"I'm just saying," Nige said softly. "1f you don't have any problems at home, maybe let her have her fun. You're not kids anymore. Does it really matter?"

	I had already reached the same conclusion. After being married for this long, it really didn't matter anymore. What was important was maintaining what we had at home.

	[image: Image]Nige couldn't stay out long, so we enjoyed a couple of pints and some pub grub before heading home. I arrived to find Tiff lounging in a towel robe on the sofa, flicking through Netflix trying to find something to watch. She greeted me with a warm smile and then puckered her lips expectantly. I gave her a kiss, to which she smiled sweetly again, and then asked me about my day and how Nige was doing.

	After I told her everything, leaving out the massage and the yoga studio, I decided to push my luck. "We're alone." I said [image: Image]with a cheeky grin. "Wanna fuck?"

	"Oh...on a Monday of all days!" She giggled. "Yes please sailor!" She laughed, switching off the TV. Then she grabbed my hand and still laughing, pulled me upstairs, where she dropped the robe to reveal her sexy porcelain skin, her smooth waxed pussy, and pulled me in for a kiss. Then I dropped down and moved between her legs, looking at her labia, how red they were, as if recently rubbed, then licked, thinking about the fact that I was licking where another man was. The taste was fresh, clean, recently washed. I tried to discern anything unusual, latex from a condom, lubricant, cum. but nothing. It was clean.

	And yet, after licking her to an orgasm, knowing that she was cheating on me, I still found myself placing my shaft [image: Image]inside her. As I entered her, she cocked her head and looked at me with no small amount of surprise, a smile on her face.

	[image: Image]"Wow, you're hard today!" She giggled. "You're like a fucking rock! What's gotten into you?"

	"Dunno. Just you. You're hot."

	"Mmm...you're the best!" She purred, pulling me for a kiss. Was I though? Or was her lover? And as I thought about [image: Image]that, I came. Not more then four strokes in. I was so embarrassed, but she didn't seem to mind, telling me she loved our connection.



	



	One

	Over the next month, the yoga lessons continued, but there was a huge change too. After every lesson, I was so horny that I couldn't hold back. She would come home and the first thing I would do was take her to bed and fuck her for all of twenty seconds. I would lick her first, of course, and as usual, she tasted fresh and clean, recently showered, which she said she did after yoga.

	At first, she questioned the change in me, to which I said that I guessed my testosterone was changing, probably from the working out I was doing. She loved that, of course. Then, over time, everything became automatic. She came home from yoga, took my hand, and we went upstairs and fucked. It was our new routine and we loved it.[image: Image]

	Throughout that first month though, the thought of Tiffany cheating on me was eating me up inside, but not jealousy that she was doing it, but rather jealousy that I couldn't watch, to be there with her, to know about it. I desperately wanted her to know I was okay with it, but that then put at risk a far darker fantasy that was building inside me. I wanted everyone else to know but me. I wanted people to talk about it, to look at me, even to laugh at me.

	Obviously, based on my job description, I'm not an idiot. I knew that I was developing a fetish, and the fetish was clearly a coping mechanism for the fact that I was letting my wife cheat on me. I could and should have gone to see an official therapist, but for now, I wanted to see if I could make this all work for me.

	I did some research on men who enjoyed the cheating wife fetish, and obviously I discovered the rabbit hole that was the cuckold fetish. A lot of the stories that were purely about cuckolding and dominant wives I loved, but the moment it started to get darker, about sissies and forced bisexuality, I stopped reading. I'm not going to lie and say I didn't get turned on, but I just found it all so far-fetched that I couldn't get into it.

	At the end of the day, my wife was coming back to me, not as a dominant bitch, but as a loving wife. Nothing had changed in that respect. Yes, I allowed my thoughts to drift into the unknown, to think about all the people who knew, who were laughing at me, but still, I didn't let her know that.

	Then came our spring garden party. It was something we did every year. Initially it was for the kids to pay with the other kids, but since they were older and more focused on the dating game, and video games, they didn't care for the party anymore, so it was really an excuse to use the first warm weather to barbecue and to drink.[image: Image]

	Of course, the four hotties were there, two had brought boyfriends who were nice enough. The one hottie who I did get on with though, was Carmen. A tall, gorgeous black woman, former model, as mentioned, turned professional psychiatrist.

	No, she wasn't a therapist, but rather a woman who worked with the deeply sick.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Carmen was someone who was very easy to talk to, and always had an interest in me, asking how I was, and so forth. On more than one occasion, I overheard Carmen telling Tiffany how proud she must be of me and what I've achieved. It was nice to hear when Tiff's friends spoke nicely of me.

	So when Carmen approached me, wine glass in hand, I was looking forward to a nice chat with her. Imagine my surprise [image: Image]when she took my arm and led me away from the group to 'talk'.

	"Okay, what's going on?" She asked me sternly.

	"What's what, what?" I asked.

	"You know what. Tiff thinks you are having an affair. I told her she's stupid, am I right?" She looked, her head tilted in a firm questioning manner.

	"What? Me? I'm the one having an affair?" I asked. "Why would she think that?"

	"Because apparently you're horny all the time. You have a different vibe about you, and I'll tell you something, as a psychology Ph.D. it tracks."

	I smiled at her and shook my head. I tried to process what I was hearing, tried to understand and reply in a way that didn't ruin everything. However, as I said, she was a clever woman, she knew how to read people, and my smile, mixed with my indecision told her volumes about what I was going through.

	Recognition slowly dawned on her face, and she began smiling too, biting her lip, before saying, "Oh Tom. Oh I'm sorry." She sighed softly. "How long have you known?"

	"About a month." I replied. "You?"[image: Image]

	"Seven years. She loves you, but you know that." She said, nodding. "You're getting off on it."

	"Yeah, little bit." I chuckled. "Look, erm, I had a choice. I worked out it was about seven years, and I reasoned that my [image: Image]life isn't worse for it. If she was going to leave me, she would."

	"She won't though. She made that clear to him."

	"l guessed that." I said, shrugging. "The moment I decided not to confront her about it, I started to see the positives.

	Yeah, it makes me horny."

	She smiled and nodded, as if this was nothing new to her, but at the same time, she sighed. "I'll tell you what I told her.

	At some point, you will need to talk to one another about it. You can't live a lie."

	"l know. But she's had this for seven years and had a lot of fun. Now I want to have my fun with it."

	That made Carmen laugh, her hazelnut eyes sparkling and her curly dyed light brown hair dancing. "What do you get out of it? What's the turn on?"

	"l don't know. I guess knowing she's getting laid, creating the pictures in my head. Then there is a darker element."

	"Humiliation." She said. "Not an uncommon fetish."

	"So I've discovered. The internet is a wasteland of information. Some a little darker..."[image: Image]

	"Yes. Interesting." She mused, cocking her head again, studying me. "Oh my god, I've just realised something." She gasped, chuckling. "It turns you on that I know. That the girls all know. It turns you on that we all have known, and you didn't."

	My face blushed hot red and she had her answer. It was humiliating for me, embarrassing, and even more so that she now knew that was my kink. But suddenly, she too blushed. "1'm not going to tell Tiff that you know." She told me, but then her eyes darkened slightly, "but I'm going to tell the girls that you know. I'm going to tell them not to tell Tiff, and we're going to have a good laugh about it."

	Inside my trousers, I felt my dick swell in an instant. I groaned and twisted my legs. Carmen looked down and saw the [image: Image]tent, saw how erect I was. It just served to push her further. "Maybe I'll tell others here at the party. Tell them how much you want your wife to get fucked by another man's cock. How she gets it three times a week, how her lover fills her with cum and send her home to you. I hear you eat her pussy the moment she comes home." Then her eyes widened again and genuine surprise appeared on her face. "Oh my god, you dirty little slut!" She gasped in a hushed voice. "You've been hoping she came home with his cum! You want to eat her cream pie! Oh, wow! You are such a dirty bitch!" She laughed, "oh my god, wait until the girls hear this. I'm going to tell them..." She leaned close to my ear, lips almost touch them, and I shuddered with excitement. "Right...fucking...now..." She purred.

	I came. Copious amounts of cum filling my trousers. She took a step back and looked, seeing the wet patch form, then giggled.

	"Walk right behind me to the house, don't stop for anyone." She said. "Then run in."

	"Okay. Erm, thanks." I said, feeling the embarrassment flood my body.

	She giggled. "Oh this has been all my pleasure, trust me."

	We walked, ignoring everyone, we me literally a half a metre behind, and then near the back door to the house, she peeled off to someone and I ran inside and up the stairs to the bedroom, where I changed into shorts.[image: Image]

	"It's not that warm!" Tiff said to me when I got back outside.

	"Oh, you know how it is near the barbecue." I said.

	"Hmm." She shrugged, then returned to a conversation with the neighbours.

	As I walked back towards the grill, I looked over at Carmen, hoping to thank her, but what I saw shocked me. The four hotties were together, all looking at me with a knowing smile, giggling, and Carmen gave me a wink. Teri, a pretty girl with black hair from the group, made a signal with her finger, a penis going flaccid to hard. I looked down at my shorts and saw that Carmen had done it again. I was erect once more.

	A half-hour later, Carmen was back with me at the grill again, but this time she asked me if I really didn't mind that she'd told the girls. I told her that I didn't and I thanked her for engaging in my weird fetish.

	"Don't flatter yourself. It's not such a weird fetish, and we all think it is super cool of you to let Tiff have a lover. We're more than happy to mess around with you. It's not as if we're fucking you." She shrugged, taking a sip of wine.

	We stood in silence as I moved meat around the large grill, then I turned to her, wondering if I should ask her the question on my lips or not. Once again, Carmen and her intelligence got the better of me.

	"Are you sure you want to know? Will it improve your fetish, or ruin it?" She asked. "l think it would be nice to have a face to the fantasy." I said. "Is it someone I've met."

	"Yes." She said. "Oh, a few times."

	"So it's someone she works with?"

	"Yes." Carmen admitted slowly, smiling. "Damian..." She said softly, but I shrugged, I knew a tonne of Damians.

	"Damian Marsh."

	I nodded. I knew Damian Marsh, and it made sense that it would be him. Born to a white father and black mother, he was quiet, friendly. I'd say that in the looks department he was okay, not a super stunner, but a nice guy. About the same height as me, definitely more muscles, but other than that, average. Same age. He worked with Tiff at ICCL in HR, and if I remembered correct, at one point he was her boss for a bit, albeit temporarily.

	"He's married though, right?" I asked.

	"Yes." Replied Carmen again, slowly, reading my eyes and nodding. "But his wife knows everything."[image: Image]

	"Who is his wife?"

	For a moment, Carmen stared at me. She cocked her head again and then leaned forward, as if pushing me to put two and two together. A small smile formed on her face. "Really?" She asked.

	"l don't get it." I shrugged.

	Carmen sighed. "What's my name, Tom?" I looked at her and shrugged. "Carmen."

	"Carmen..." She said again.[image: Image]

	The penny dropped. "She's fucking your husband?" I gasped.

	She nodded again. "Uh-huh."

	"And you don't mind?"

	[image: Image]"Uh-uh." She laughed. "l set them up." What the fuck? Why? Why would she do that? "Tom, Tiff came to me crying. She loved you to bits but you weren't getting her off. She was tired of just masturbating. Initially, she talked about the fact that was going to look for someone to have an affair with, and I knew that was dangerous. About the same time, me and

	Damian was going through our own problems. He was having an affair with some bimbo he met somewhere, and I caught [image: Image]him. We were about to break up when I realised that perhaps a compromise would work. Given they already worked together, you know, that's how I found her the job way back when, I put them together."

	It made more sense than I had given her credit for. But now I had a thousand other questions in my head and again, my dick was hard. Thankfully, she blocked it from view, and also reminded me I had meat cooking on the grill.

	"But aren't you worried they'll get together, leave both of us?" I asked her.

	"Of course!" She said, "But at least I talk to both about this, rather than something hidden, and both seem happy to continue like this, for now." She shrugged. "Honestly though, there was a problem about a year ago when Damian admitted that he'd fallen in love with her, but she put him in his place, and I told him he could love everyone, for all I cared, so long as he didn't fall out of love with me. He promised he wouldn't."

	"Fuck Carmen." I sighed. "Wait, but if she is having an affair with your husband, why did you confront me about my nonexistent one?"

	"Because she's scared!"

	"She's scared? Bit of an oxymoron isn't it?"

	"Yeah, but she doesn't want you seeing anyone else."

	Holy shit, but that statement made me even harder, and I actually had to catch myself because my legs shook. Again, she grinned, knowing what I was going through.

	"You have to promise me you won't tell her." I said.

	"l promise, but I need to reassure her somehow you aren't having an affair."

	That was true, somehow I needed my wife to trust that I was doing this out of the blue. "Tell her that I'm seeing a therapist."

	"A therapist?" She grinned. "When?"

	"During work hours. Online."[image: Image]

	Again, Carmen studied me, then nodded. "l know a woman, she specialises in sexual therapy, that sort of thing. She can't be your official therapist, that would be unethical, but she can cover for you. And given the shit she's into, I think she'll have no problem doing that. Give me your phone."

	As I fiddled with the meat, she looked up a name from her phone and typed it into mine. Yvonne Keech, therapist, and her phone number.

	She handed the phone back to me. "Call her and get friendly. Give her details, talk to her. Actually, don't call her, wait for me to tell you to call her. I'll need to speak to her first, fill her in."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]"What's she like? Maybe I should setup a proper appointment." I suggested.[image: Image]

	"No, don't do that!" Carmen said. "Yvonne is way too much fun and kinky to make this official. She'll want in on the game and she can't legally do that if she is your therapist. Let me talk to her."

	"Fine. Thanks. I appreciate you indulging in my kinks." "The least that I can do given that I started all this."

	"By the way, why isn't Damian here?" She rolled her eyes. "He's scared of you."

	"Jeez. He's bigger than me."

	"Don't worry. He's a pussycat really."

	Before I could continue the conversation, Tiff showed up, asking how long with the meat. Of course, she also wanted to know why Carmen was dominating my time, to which Carmen said that we were talking professional stuff. Tiff raised a single eyebrow in confusion. This was going to fall on me now.

	"l have been hiding something." I said, causing Carmen to roll her eyes at me and Tiff to gasp. Heck, I could play with her too.

	"l knew it!" Tiff gasped.

	"I've been seeing someone." I told my wife, and tears formed in her eyes.

	"Who?" She cried.

	"Oh for fuck's sake!" Carmen laughed. "A therapist. He's been seeing an online therapist who has been helping deal with his sexual anxiety. There. Done."

	The confused expression on my wife's face made me snort out a laugh. She punched my arm. "Dick! So that's why you've been, you know, so horny?"

	"Yes." I lied. "Sorry."

	"Why didn't you just tell me?"

	"l was going to, but I still needed to sort some things out in my head."

	Rather than question me further, Tiff grabbed me and pulled me into a tight hug. As we held each other tightly, I looked up at Carmen, giving her a look of thanks. She grinned back at me, then pointed a finger and laughed silently before winking. I felt Tiff slightly, my erection prodding her.

	"Bedroom?" Tiff whispered to me.

	"Yes please." "Let's run."

	 


Two

	On Monday, during the day, I received a message from Carmen telling me that not only was Yvonne game, but she was looking forward to speaking to me. I struggled to understand what additional dynamic Yvonne could bring to the table, other than provide me with a cover story, but as they say, never look a gift horse in the anus...wait...in the... What the fuck is a gift horse?

	Anyway, I texted Yvonne and introduced myself but heard nothing back for two hours, then received a message, "Quick Facetime now? I'm free for the next half hour. Y."[image: Image]

	Facetime? I thought a call might suffice, but she wanted to see me, so I had to believe it was to read my expressions. She [image: Image]was a therapist after all.

	"First things first." She said after introductions. "I'm not your therapist. If your wife asks, I'll say yes, but anyone else, no. I can't lose my license."

	"No problem." I replied.[image: Image]

	Yvonne was nothing like I imagined. I don't know what I was expecting, but not a tanned woman with jet black hair, [image: Image]slightly enlarged lips, high-cheekbones, wearing black leather. "First, I'm not really a therapist, per se, I'm a sexologist. I help couples with intimacy issues, and men with erectile dysfunction." She explained. I could see that. Just looking at this hottie was make me hard. "But, I'm a proud member of the BDSM community. I have worked as a profession dominatrix in the past, and I run an Onlyfans account where I work as a financial dominatrix, so I understand the kink community well." "That's...that's interesting." I nodded.

	"Carmen has told me what you are interested in, and what has been going on with your wife." She said. "l like that you have accepted your role as the cuckold, and understand your feelings of humiliation."

	"Well...understand is maybe a stretch." I said, but she continued.

	"Needing humiliation is a natural progression into the journey of submission, and one day your wife will understand your need too."

	"Again, wouldn't really call it a need, per se..."

	"Now, I have asked Carmen to instruct Damian to begin recording or photographing his sessions with your wife, Tiffany, wasn't it?"

	"Right." I said, then, "1'd like to circle back to this need comment."

	"Don't interrupt." She snapped.

	"Sorry."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She continued. "Carmen will begin distributing the pictures and videos to you for your viewing pleasure, but I want you to understand that this is not for you to wank to, but for you to understand just why she is cheating on you in the first place. Now, I want you to say it. Why is your wife cheating on you?"

	I gulped. This would be the first time I say this out loud. "Because I'm not satisfying her."

	"And why is that?"

	"Because I can't maintain an erection, my dick is not good enough, and I shoot too fast." I said, feeling my dick swell up. "You are a failure as a man, aren't you?" She asked. "I'm sure in your professional life, you are very good, very successful, very powerful, but that doesn't make you a man, does it?"[image: Image]

	"No. No it doesn't." I admitted.

	"Very good." She said. There seemed no room to breathe with her, it was like a machine gun from her mouth, one sentence after another. "Now, say it. Say you are a failure as a man." "I'm a failure as a man."

	"Say you are a loser." She smiled. My cock was straining now.

	"I'm a loser."

	"Very good." She sang. "Now, I want you to go upstairs and strip. Look at yourself in the mirror and masturbate. When you feel you might cum. stop and walk away. Once you have calmed, do the same thing over and over. Do not cum! Whilst [image: Image]you look at yourself in the mirror, tell yourself you are a loser, that you are failure as a man, that you wished your cock would never work again so that your wife could always be with Damian. Make sure to say Damian's name. Do not cum. Is that understood?"

	"Yes Yvonne." I said, though I wasn't sure why. I wasn't sure why I wasn't telling this woman to go fuck herself. I wasn't sure why I was so erect just listening to her smooth sensuous voice.

	"Good bye, Tom. I will speak to you tomorrow to check on progress. Do not fail me."

	The call ended and I stared at the phone, dazed and confused as to how she had just manipulated me into saying such things, promising such things. This was a complete stranger to me, and yet I had just promised to masturbate and call myself a loser.

	And yet still, I did as she ordered. I stripped down and knelt in front of the damned mirror, and masturbated, calling myself a loser, a failure as a man, and wishing my cock didn't work so that Damian would keep fucking her. I then stopped myself, taking a brief break, before continuing. It got me hot, it got me horny. I felt ridiculous, but that just served to turn me on further.

	Unfortunately, it seemed Yvonne's advice not to cum had a reason and wasn't just to torture me. The urge to masturbate and not stop was too high, and after edging for the fifth time, I brought myself off. Rather than feel good though, I looked at myself and began sobbing. I looked at the cum on the floor, at my own reflection, and thought about my words. "Fuck, I'm a loser. I'm such an idiot! What am doing?" I said. The words which had been the source of my pleasure, had turned into the source of my pain.

	Thankfully, a half hour later and I was feeling better, so I tried again, this time being tough and edging without [image: Image]climaxing.

	The kids came home from school at five, had their dinner, then disappeared to do homework and I assume text with friends. I hardly saw them anyway. As usual, Tiff came home at seven, grabbing my hand and pulling me to the bedroom. [image: Image]Given my afternoon of edging, I was ready to go, so dived in and began licking her recently washed pussy, before fucking her. I lasted two strokes, which she found hilarious.

	Obviously, I was emotionally a mess, but with her there, I tried to put on a brave face. If there was ever a time I needed a therapist, it was right then.

	The next day, I spoke to Yvonne again. "Obviously, you are not a loser." She told me. "What I tried to do was fetishise your need to be humiliated, to make you feel sexually excited by the slur. That way, rather than hate it, you will use it to your advantage. It will take time, but inside, you need to recognise that being a loser as we all it here, makes you win sexually. Try not to let it consume you.

	"As to why climaxing makes you feel bad, that's just a libido problem. Over time, your libido will adjust as you normalise your fetish. Acceptance is key. Rather than get upset, push yourself to realise that there is nothing wrong with you. Force your shell to break." She explained.

	"How do I do that?"

	"Tonight, I want you to fuck her again. But this time, don't lick her before, but lick her after you cum in her." She told

	"After?" That was pretty gross, I thought, but then Yvonne reminded me that it was my own cum, and that plenty of people swallow cum, it wasn't going to kill me.

	"Keep edging, keep calling yourself a loser into the mirror, all the same things. If you cum, force yourself to lick it up. I [image: Image]want you to make yourself do it. Eventually, you will be grateful."

	"Thank you, Yvonne." I told her.

	Again, I did as she told and edged myself whenever I had a free moment. Then at around two in the afternoon, I received messages from Carmen, pictures and videos of Damian and his big black cock fucking my wife. Of course, I came and felt embarrassed and sad. However, looking at the cum on the wood floor, I remembered Yvonne's words, then shaking, I bent down and licked up the cum.

	[image: Image]Nothing happened. I didn't feel sick. I didn't feel anything. In fact, I felt a little stupid for feeling stupid.

	The day before, after I came, I was sad for a half hour. I felt sick with disgust at myself. This time it lasted only as long as [image: Image]it took to lick up my own cum from the floor, and instead of feeling stupid about it, I just laughed and shrugged. Nobody saw me, nobody cared, and it was fine. Fuck it.

	Perhaps Yvonne knew what she was doing.

	That evening, once we were in bed, I began kissing and cuddling with my wife. She giggled, asking what had gotten into me as we never fucked on a Tuesday, but I just ignored her remembering the videos Carmen had forwarded to me.

	Of course, as soon as I entered her, I remembered the four hotties laughing at me. I remembered the fact that I was a loser, a failure as a man, and I found myself wishing she was calling me that. I came, with my wife giggling below. She was about to get up as she usually did after sex to clean up, but I stopped her, lowering myself and licking her used pussy.

	"Tom!" She gasped, "What's gotten into you?"[image: Image]

	I didn't respond, but I didn't need to lick long, this time, she came fast, as I swallowed my load. Yes, this was definitely an exciting new chapter in our marriage. I imagined it wasn't my load, that it was Damian's, in fact, I found myself wishing that it was his, and it was as I was doing that, that something remarkable happened. I was hard again.

	After her climax, I climbed back up her, and pushed in again. Tiff gasped and grinned with glee. "Cleaning up my dirty pussy turned you on so much?" She asked me with a smile.

	"Yes!" I hissed, my mind all over the place. I so wanted to tell her the truth, but at the same time, I wanted her to just do it to me. "l love it!"

	"Mmm...then do it as much as you like!" She giggled.

	After climaxing once, my need to cum was reduced, meaning I could actually fuck. But then my mind began to focus on my need to be humiliated and insulted, and rather than get more excited, I began to overthink things, I found myself wishing she would say something, be more vocal.

	"Please..." I gasped.

	"Please what?" She asked, looking at me queerly.

	"Please tell me you wish my cock was bigger."

	For a moment, she looked confused, weirded out, but then she smiled, understanding that I was being kinky. "Oh I do. I wish it was way bigger. God, you cock is so small!" And as she said it, my dick grew and got rock hard. She felt it, of course, and her eyes widened in delight. "Such a tiny cock. Not really much of one, right?"

	"No. Not at all. It's a loser's cock, isn't it?" I asked, again confusing her, maybe even frightening her a bit, but she knew something was going on.[image: Image]

	"Yes it is." She said softly, not wanting to say the words.

	"Call me a loser."

	"Why? You're not..."

	"No! It's a game, just, please, trust me."

	She bit her lip, then said, "It is a loser's cock." It was soft, almost a whisper, as if she didn't want to say it, but wanted to see my reaction. She didn't see it, she felt it; I grew exponentially to the point that she gasped in delight. Now she was getting it. "It's a loser's cock, why?" She asked, panting, getting into it more.

	"Because I'm a loser." I said out loud, and my cock grew again.[image: Image]

	"Yes! Yes you are. A failure, a loser, a nobody."

	"Not a real man, am l?"[image: Image]

	"No. A waste of space. A loser. Say it." She grinned, feeling my dick turn to steel inside her, my thrusting now hitting all the right spots inside her.

	"I'm a fucking loser and you deserve a real man."

	"What?" She gasped, her breathing laboured now, her eyes glazing over.

	"You deserve a real man, don't you? Say it. Say you deserve to be fucked every fucking day by a proper dick, not a loser's dick."

	"Yes! Yes goddamn you! Yes!" She screamed, "l need a real man...oooohhhh fuck!" Her back arched, and for the first time in well over a decade, my wife came from my dick, and I still hadn't cum. Her eyes refocused on mine in shock as I continued to thrust in her.

	"Keep going, I'm so close!" I said, "Please, tell me, tell me you want a lover."

	"l do! I want a lover!" She smiled.

	"Tell me you'll find one. Tell me you'll tell all your friends that you have one, and you all laugh at me."

	"We already are honey. We're already laughing at what a loser you are." She giggled. "Loser piece of shit, aren't you?"

	[image: Image][image: Image]I came. I came fucking hard. I was so noisy that Tiff was laughing and trying to shush me at the same time. Then I collapsed, panting, whilst Tiff continued to chuckle, but asked me what all that was about. Ignoring her, I dropped down and began licking.

	"No, no, stop. I can't anymore." She said.

	"Let me clean you though." I said. "Let me clean your lover's cum from you."

	That stopped her laughter. Her eyes held mine as I licked, cleaned. They were eyes which were asking me, what do you know? I tried to act dumb, but then she leaned her head back and placed a hand on my head and said, "yes, get his cum out of my dirty pussy." And of course, I brought her to another orgasm.[image: Image]

	This all led to questions, and whilst I wanted to play completely dumb, I turned it on its head a little and said, "l had another session with my therapist, and she told me that I should not me ashamed of the things that turn me on."

	Tiffany pulled me to her into a tight hug. "She's right. You can tell me anything, and I'd be happy to play them out to you. But why do you think you are a loser?"

	"Oh, I don't." I said quickly. "It's not that I think that I'm a loser, I know I'm not. I want you to think I'm a loser during sex. That I can't satisfy you, but when you tell me that in a playful way, well, it makes me feel submissive."[image: Image]

	Suddenly, it clicked for Tiff. The cheeky grin that appeared on her face meant that she understood what I was feeling.

	[image: Image]"You want to be my submissive?" She purred. "In bed?"

	"Yes. In bed, yes."

	"And that's what you've been thinking about? That's why you brought in the idea of a lover, someone to make you feel smaller, weaker? A big strong man?" She asked.

	"Yes." I practically whispered.

	Her lips touched my forehead. "1 love you so much, and yes, I'll be happy to roleplay with you."

	I fell asleep that night feeling the most refreshed I'd felt in a long, long time. We were clearly moving closer to the truth, and once it came out, I hoped that by then we'd both be in a place where no tough conversation was needed.

	 


Three

	Things continued on this path for the next three weeks, with the roleplay part of our daily routine. We never went further than roleplaying though, and she was still returning from yoga with a clean pussy, even though I saw from the videos that he was not wearing a condom. The videos kept on coming, so I knew what was going on.

	I spoke to Yvonne every other day because she had quite a full calendar, and only for a few minutes, but her words of encouragement helped me to normalise a huge number of things in my life.

	By the end of two weeks, Yvonne broached the idea of chastity. I had read about it, and I wasn't against it, but I didn't [image: Image]know how to raise it with Tiffany. Thankfully, Yvonne was on-hand to guide me. I ordered a black composite nano-cage from Amazon, then hid it in my office. When I finally raised the topic with Tiff, I phrased it like this; "I've been reading up on chastity, and I find that I masturbate too much. If I want to be a better lover for you, then I think you should control when and how I cum. Therefore, I've ordered a chastity cage."

	I needn't have worried because Tiffany loved the idea. In fact, she was so happy with the added spice in our relationship, it might have been having a negative effect. I'll get to that in a moment.

	Tiff helped me with the cage, locking me up using the correct ring, then checking every few minutes that my balls and cock weren't turning blue. In fact, during the night, she woke up to actually lift the blanket and make sure I was okay.

	On Saturday, she would take the cage off and watch me become erect, fuck me, have me lick her clean whilst she talked dirty about it being her lover's cum, then we fucked again. On the second fuck, I always made her cum, then the cage went back on.

	Now, I said this was beginning to have a negative impact. The unexpected happened on Monday. Rather than going to [image: Image]yoga she came straight home from work. I asked why and she shrugged, saying she wasn't feeling yoga today and wanted to be with me.

	It clicked. She had taken a lover because our sex life sucked, but our sex life didn't suck anymore, because she'd taken a lover. I needed to fix this. I needed to get her back with Damian.

	The next day, I called Carmen and explained everything. She sighed and agreed that it would become a nuisance for her too, because he would end up looking elsewhere, beyond her control. The easiest way to fix it would be to tell the truth, but that might lead somewhere negative too. Thankfully, Carmen had an idea.[image: Image]

	"Weren't you planning another garden party?" She asked me.

	"Week after next." I said, wondering where she was going with this.

	"Okay." She said slowly. "1'm going to need you to trust me on something." "Go on."

	"If I invite Damian, he won't come. He'll make some excuse again." She said.

	"Okay..."

	"But if I tell Damian that you know everything, and get off on it, then I think I can convince him to attend, and to help." The hairs on my hand stood up. There was huge risk to him knowing, that perhaps he would be angry, tell her everything, but that would be very hypocritical of him, given that he was using my wife. "Okay, tell him."

	"Okay. Don't worry, I'll be sensitive to your needs." Carmen said. "But I'll need to tell him you get off on others laughing at you."

	"That's fine."

	"He'll probably laugh at you too." She said softly.

	"Yeah..." I said, feeling my cock harden in my pants. I opened the zip, pulling my cock out.[image: Image]

	"l mean, I laugh at you. Loser..." She said with a dark tone, making it clear that she'd been talking to Yvonne.

	"l am."

	"Say sorry. Say, I'm sorry, Mistress Carmen, for being such a loser pussy."

	I said it, rubbing my cock as I did.

	"It's your fault my husband is fucking your wife. She wouldn't need it if you weren't such a useless cunt, would she?" She asked, her breathing heavier. She was playing with herself too!

	"No, she wouldn't. I'm sorry Mistress. I'm such a useless piece of shit."

	"Yes, a fucking disgrace. Loser! Loser cunt! Say it!"

	"I'm a loser cunt!"

	"l should tell the others that you want to be called a loser. Get them to whisper it to you at the party. Shouldn't l?"

	"Yes! Please do it!" I gasped, my climax getting closer.

	"Don't you dare cum before I do, pussy!"

	"Yes, I won't. I'll edge."

	"Good! I cum first, you second." She purred and I could hear squishing sounds, the sound of her masturbating. "Maybe I'll make you lick my pussy. Oh, I know, seeing as your wife isn't bringing you any cream pies, maybe I'll bring you one. Or maybe once I tell Damian, he'll convince Tiff to bring you one." She was getting close. "Then maybe I'll piss in your mouth...oh fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!" She moaned, and then I too allowed myself to cum.

	I sat there, listening to her panting, coming down from her climax. I had just had phone sex with my wife's best friend, and it was awesome.

	"When I bring him over," she said, still panting, "take her to the bedroom and fuck her, act really turned on, and tell her that you suddenly fantasised about her fucking Damian. Say it turned you on more than anything. Do not ask her to do it. [image: Image]Don't suggest that she should, but just put the idea of how hot it is in her head. I have a feeling she'll want to keep it going for the fantasy."

	"Yes Mistress." I said, making her giggle.

	"Yeah, you don't really need to call me Mistress." She laughed.

	"Yes...' do, Mistress Carmen." I said very seriously.

	"Hmm." She mused. "l guess you do, slut."

	Wednesday Tiffany went to be with Damian again, and when she came home, I licked her, disappointed to find it still clean. I made sure that the sex was more lively tonight, just to make her feel like she was enabling it.

	On Thursday, more photos and videos arrived from Carmen, and I felt myself wondering where they were meeting. Carmen explained that Damian used the pool house which had a nice big bed in it, whilst Carmen was up in the house.

	"And do you see her after or before?" I asked.

	"Sometimes. Not for long though." Carmen explained.

	"Isn't that weird?"

	"Meh, it used to be, but now it's fine. I guess the one thing that bothers me is that they never asked me to join them." "Did you ask?"

	"No. I don't want to ask." She said, and I understood what she meant. She wanted to be wanted. Crazy, because Carmen was one of the most beautiful girls I'd ever met.

	On Friday I had another conversation with Yvonne, where I filled her in on everything. She told me that the plan was good, but then suggested it was perhaps a good idea to invite her. I asked her if it was normal to invite your therapist to a garden party, to which she suggested that I could explain it was for research. I promised I would talk to Tiff about it, though I wasn't sure.

	Yvonne asked how I was managing chastity. I told her that whilst it was frustrating that I could no longer masturbate, I loved the fact that Tiff was in control of my pleasure and the small flat cage was actually surprisingly comfortable.

	"Have you given any thought to sissification?" Asked Yvonne.

	"l read some stuff about it." I said, "but I can't picture it. I'm not a tranny."

	[image: Image][image: Image]Yvonne chuckled. "It's not about that. It's about giving up your masculinity in a humiliating manner. Sissification basically allows your wife to take away any dominance you have, but it also allows her the space to feel free of the risk of your masculinity. I'm not saying it's for everyone, but I would suggest that at some point, you should discuss it with your wife." That was an interesting point, but like everything else, I didn't want to make the decision. "This is really a decision I would love Tiffany to make. I guess at some point, she'll need to discover it herself." [image: Image]

	"l suppose." Mused Yvonne.

	Friday evening came along and Tiff went out again, but instead of coming home, I received a text from her saying that she was going for a drink with Carmen after yoga. Of course, I texted Carmen to ask if that was true, to which she wrote that of course it wasn't, but she didn't expand further. Something had changed.

	Tiff arrived home at midnight having taken a taxi rather than drive. I asked where her car was and she said at Carmen's because she didn't want to drink and drive. She was very tipsy, but still, I was horny. Something told me she wouldn't be showered this time.

	"l wanna lick you." I asked.

	"Mmm, not tonight." She slurred. "I'm a bit messy. My time maybe coming."

	"l don't care." I told her, pushing her back and hiking up her skirt. She didn't fight me, instead she looked away. Even drunk, she looked nervous, that I was going to discover her secret.

	When I pulled down her little black lace thong, I saw it; a used pussy, filled with cum. It was unmistakable. She'd been fucked, and a lot. I didn't look up, but I could feel her gaze, the quiver of her lip, and I knew she was going to cry, fearing the worst. Without a word, I licked and sucked Damian's cum from her pussy, savouring the taste of knowledge, knowledge that I was eating another man's cum.[image: Image]

	She held my head, moaning, her legs shaking. "Oh yeah, eat me, clean me." She whispered, and I sucked his cum down, feeling her orgasm hit in record time.

	Without a word, I stood and slid my cock into her. Usually, she had something to say, to call me names, to play, but not tonight. Tonight she was too scared of my reaction. Then after I came and ate her, I smiled and said, "l think you're fine.

	Not your time of the month, just a bit sweaty. Didn't shower after yoga today?" I asked.

	"Er...No, not tonight." She said softly, looking at me as if she couldn't believe I hadn't noticed.[image: Image]

	"l like it. I wish you would come home without showering." I told her with a smile. "l like your taste. It's nice." [image: Image]"You...you like the...my taste?" She asked, giggling. "You really want me to come home smelly like this?"

	"l love it." I said kissing her.

	She looked up at my face, smiling. "What did I do to deserve you?" Then she noticed something on my chin. She stifled a laugh, the grabbed it. "Your cum." She said, but I knew this wasn't my cum. I knew his cum was on my chin the whole time. She looked at it, and then visibly tried not to laugh, before taking the cum and rubbing it all over my face. "1 like it, seeing your face covered in cum."

	On Saturday, I quickly texted Carmen when I had space and asked what went down, to which she simply wrote back, "l talked to them about my involvement...videos on Monday."

	So Carmen got her threesome, I thought. I wondered if my wife had eaten her pussy. It wouldn't be the first time Tiffany had eaten pussy. Yes, I had a threesome with Tiff and one other girl when we were younger, and she'd fooled around in college. I wasn't bothered about Tiff fucking Carmen, it wasn't even top on my fetish list, but I was glad that Carmen was happy.

	Our weekend was crazy. Eating cream-pie pussy had made me hornier than ever and seemingly, it made Tiff horny too.

	We fucked whenever we could, and Tiff was very vocal about my fetish.[image: Image]

	"Mmm, loser dreaming about eating cummy pussy huh?" She asked. "l think that's why you liked eating my sweaty pussy, because you think I have a cum-filled pussy, don't you? Is that it?"

	"Yes!" I gasped.

	"Mmm...well, how about I keep my pussy dirty after every yoga class, and we can pretend it's full of cum? Would you like that?"

	"Yes! I'd love that!"

	"I'm sure you would." She smiled confidently.

	Monday came about and the first thing Carmen did was send me the videos. Of course, I got to see my wife eating Carmen's pussy whilst Damian fucked Tiff from behind. But that wasn't all, that wasn't what had changed.

	"Your husband can't satisfy you, so that's why you come to me, isn't it?" Damian said to my wife. "Say it, say it."

	"Yes! Yes! My husband's a loser pussy. He can't satisfy me like you can!" She cried. "Your cock is perfect! Perfect!"

	In the previous videos, Damian hadn't provoked her in such a way. This was different, that was proof that he knew, that Carmen had told him everything. Obviously, if it wasn't for the fucking cage, I'd be whacking away like a horny teen. But I wasn't.


Four

	Tiff held the wooden spoon to my mouth and asked if the salad needed anything. It was perfect, just like her. As usual, I prepared the meat for the grill, whilst Tiff prepared sides and salads. To my knowledge, it was the usual crowd, except for two additions; Damian and Yvonne. Tiff said Damian wouldn't show, as usual, as he was always golfing on weekends, and whilst she was okay with my therapist being there, she said it would have been nice to have been introduced to her first. The neighbours were first over, as usual, followed by friends of the kids, who grabbed food with my kids and then disappeared, not to be seen for the rest of the day. Then came the shock.

	The moment Damian stepped into the house, Tiff's eyes widened. I shook Damian's hand, welcoming him into my home after so long, but when Tiff's back was turned, he gave me a smirk before slapping my back.

	As I worked on the grill, Carmen came over. "l heard you've been enjoying the protein snacks we've been sending you. She still can't believe you haven't clocked that you've been eating cum. But you know she's getting a bit nasty, right? It was her idea to call you loser."

	"l guessed that, but I started it. Actually, your friend Yvonne did."

	"No, it's not that, but this week Tiff laughed at you. Are you okay with that?" She asked, wanting to be sure about what I wanted. Clearly, I'd lost a bit of respect from Tiff, but gained some in a different way, I knew that too. I was fine with it.

	"Good," said Carmen, grinning. "Because today is going to be absolute torture for you."

	I guessed it would be. I guessed the four hotties would be talking, but I was looking forward to it. I was looking forward to being treated badly. But then Yvonne showed up and Carmen turned to me in surprise, but she was grinning as she did

	"You absolute idiot." She said.

	"What?"

	"You invited Yvonne? She's going to destroy you. Oh my god, how stupid! She's going to put ideas in you wife's head.

	Just you wait."

	Perhaps that was dangerous, but perhaps that was a good thing too. I just needed to see what she was going to do, but so far, I was open to almost anything. These past weeks had been a real rollercoaster of emotions and experiences, but with the cage on, I was kept in an almost constant state of arousal. I was game for anything now.[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]Carmen and I walked over to say to the gorgeous therapist. I noted she had chosen the latex mini-skirt and lace crop-top route. She looked like no therapist I'd ever seen, so I worried what my wife might think. But when Tiff walked over to be introduced, Carmen quickly told Tiff that she knew Yvonne, that they had studied together, and that Yvonne was one of the best therapists she knew. That visibly put Tiff's mind at ease.

	I walked back to the meat, leaving Carman and Yvonne with Tiff. As I walked, Damian approached, carrying two beers. "l thought you might need one." He smiled.

	"Life saver." I said, downing half in one go.

	"So, er, listen..." He began nervously.

	"Don't worry. Everything, literally everything Carmen told you, is true."

	The man smiled, then placed a hand on my shoulder. "The humiliation thing?"

	"Everything."

	"That's cool man, because gotta tell ya, your wife is an awesome lay." He chuckled. "1'm glad you're too much of a loser to look after her."

	"Me too." I said, clinking my bottle against his.

	"You honestly don't mind that I'm gonna be speaking like that? I mean, I get it, and it kind of turns me on treating you like this, as the husband, but at the same time, I don't wanna take it too far."

	I thought about that, about where my limits were, and I realised that words were just words. This was the game, and that was how we would play it. "No limits. I know it's part of the game. You, the girls, no limits."

	He grinned. "Works for me...pussy bitch."

	"Yes sir, I am."[image: Image]

	"Sir..." He laughed. "l like that. Sir works, fucking sissy." That was the first time I'd been referred to as a sissy. Was that my destiny? Maybe, but the word turned me on. "You realise at some point she's gonna find out that you know?"

	"l know. By that time, I hope she'll have reached a decision of where I fit in." That reminded me about something, something that Carmen mentioned. "You...you told Tiff that you loved her."

	That clearly touched a nerve. He looked down, away from me, then sighed, "yeah." He said. "Sorry."

	"No, I'm not angry, I get it." I told him.

	He looked up at me. "Really?"

	"Yeah, love's love. But, what did she say in return?"

	Again, he couldn't look me in the eye. "Ah man, you don't wanna know that."

	"l do." I said. The need for humiliation yearned for it, I wanted to hear that she loved another man. I knew she loved me, that wasn't the issue. I placed a hand on his arm. "l really do."

	Staring into my eyes, he acknowledged that my need to hear it was not to check if I had a marriage, but for my own emotional sexual torture. "Of course she told me she loved me. We love each other, we tell each other regularly."

	“Really?”

	"Every time. I love her man, I wish I could be with her, but I can't. Live doesn't give you that. I made my choice, so did she."

	"Between Carmen and Tiff?" I asked.

	He inhaled and looked around, making sure we were alone. "Always Tiff man, I'm sorry." He said, sadness in his eyes.

	"No, I'm sorry." I said. "But, this isn't bad, right?"

	Nodding, he clinked his bottle. "This is great. In fact, after Carmen told me the truth the other week, I think it's even better." He smirked. "Glad you like my cum. Gonna be givin' you plenty more." Then a thought occurred to him, something to cement my submission. "One day, pussy, you gonna be gettin' it from the source. One day." He winked, then walked off toward the three hotties, who had arrived and joined Carmen and Yvonne.

	As I worked the grill, I watch Damian chat to them all. All of them looked over at me and were talking, smiling, then laughing. Helena, the blonde of the group, couldn't help herself. She strolled over to me.

	"How's the cage, pussyboy?" She asked.

	"Fine, thanks."

	"l think, fine, thanks, Mistress Helena is more appropriate, right?" She laughed.

	"Yes, Mistress Helena."

	"Fucking loser." She laughed, but her smile told me she thought differently. "Anyone looking?" She asked quietly.

	I looked over her shoulder. From the outdoor kitchen, there was a narrow field of view. Faced as she was towards me, only a few people could see us, and none could see her. Only the hotties, Damian and Yvonne we facing our direction.[image: Image]

	"No." I said.

	She hocked her mouth a little, then spat into my face. "Oh what a shame, loser." She said, spitting again, then walking back to the others, who were in stitches laughing. They exchanged words, then Teri walked over.

	"l always knew you were a pathetic nobody with a wimpy dick. Yvonne said Tiffany should put you in panties. She's right isn't it, loser? Wanna be a sissy bitch for us all?" She sang nastily.

	"Yes, Mistress Teri." I said, my dick aching in the cage.

	As if reading my mind, Teri whispered, "Does it hurt when it gets hard? The cage?"

	"Yeah, but it's okay."

	"It can't damage you?" This was genuine concern now, not playing.

	"No, it's okay."

	"Good, so you're really okay with this game?" She asked. "Because it's fun but not if you are not into it."

	[image: Image]"No, I really love it. I don't know why, don't ask me, but this is so cool, and that you gorgeous ladies are all into it too is so amazing."

	"Okay, okay. Good." She smiled. "Sorry for breaking character, but I just had to be sure."

	"All good, Mistress Teri."

	"God, I love that. You're so cool." Then again she shook her head. "Okay, character. So, I look forward to the next party, bitch, when you'll be in little pretty dresses, serving us like a good little slave, whilst your wife is off sucking cock. Love it. By the way, hear you're a cum eater now. Pathetic! Fucking loser." Then she smiled and said, "Breaking character again...

	sorry, but yeah, I really do think you're a loser. Say it, say it like you mean it. Say, Mistress Teri, I really mean it, I'm a pathetic, limp-dick loser."

	"Mistress Teri, I'm a pathetic, limp-dick loser." I said, and she grinned, but at the same time, I saw her leg tremble. She was horny. I decided to add to it. "Do you really mean it?"

	"Yes! Of course!" She said, although I could see she was still playing.

	"Because I really want you to mean it." I stepped forward, lowering my voice conspiratively. "1t turns me on more knowing that's what you really think of me."

	With a bite of the lip, I saw her foot move, tightening her pussy. "Well...really?" She gasped.

	"Say it please, say you really mean it. Say I'm a loser."

	"You are." She whispered, her chest rising and falling as she got increasingly aroused. "You really are a loser. A pussy, a wimp. I fucking hate you, pussy loser. I think you deserve to be turned into the dirtiest, must disgusting sissy slave ever, because that's all you deserve."

	"Do you know Carmen threatened to piss in my mouth?" I asked her.

	Teri's mouth open and a small moan crept out. "O-oh, really? Erm, well, yes...yes she should."

	"l think you should first though."

	"Oh god, yes! Yes!"

	Could I really do this? Could I give her something extra? I mean, my wife had been fucking another man for the last seven years, I think I could be allowed to let this hot babe piss in my mouth.

	"Really, do you want to?" I asked her.

	She nodded quickly. "So much."[image: Image]

	"Follow me." I said, then asked Nige to look after the meat. He was the one person who knew something was going on, although he didn't have the details. Thankfully, he knew how to keep schtum.

	The other girls watched as Teri walked gingerly behind me, confusion on their faces. As we entered the house, I saw Helena run after us. Screw it, I thought, let them both do it. I wasn't sure where Tiff was, but she wasn't outside, and she wasn't in the kitchen. I led the girls down into the cellar where I had my games room and private bathroom, and there I asked one more time if they really wanted to do it. Helena had to be quickly briefed, but given how kinky she was, she jumped at the chance.[image: Image]

	I stripped naked on the tiled floor, and both girls took the opportunity to check out the cage, laughing at how my cock was gone with it on. Then they told me to kneel and open my mouth, whilst they stripped off their skirts and panties. [image: Image]It was the first time I'd seen their pussies, and I was surprised to see Teri had a pierced clitoris, something I hadn't seen before.

	Teri went first, letting loose a long stream of yellow piss. I drank as fast as I could, but of course, she missed and some washed over my chest. She was clearly someone who needed to drink more water, but I didn't care. This was an amazing experience.

	[image: Image]As Teri flooded me and Helena watched, the door opened to my shock, but thankfully, it was Carmen with Valeria, the [image: Image]forth hottie, and Yvonne. Carmen complained that she wanted to be the first, as she began stripping off her dress, and Yvonne joined her. They asked Valeria if she was going to join, but whilst she was enjoying the show, she bowed out, as she was the only one in a serious committed monogamous relationship.

	Of course, Carmen didn't wait, neither did Yvonne, and whilst Helena aimed her piss at my mouth, the others drenched [image: Image]me from head to toe, laughing as they did. Finally, they all left me to get cleaned up, except Teri, who stayed behind to watch. When the others left, she came closer.

	"Lick me please." She said softly. "Please, I need it."

	I was only too happy to provide. After she came, she had another quick blast of piss for me, then she left me to shower.

	This was turning into some crazy fucking party, but I was loving it!


Five

	What I didn't know was that whilst this was going on, Tiffany was upstairs in our room with Damian, getting fucked senseless. I was being pissed on, she was being fucked. What a fucking party! If only the neighbours knew.

	After a quick shower, I dressed and headed back out. Tiff was nowhere to be seen but Damian was walking down the stairs. "There's a fresh cream-pie upstairs if you hurry." He laughed.

	There was no hiding this now. If I went up there, it would have to be clear that I knew. Perhaps this was the turning point anyway. So I ran, pushing open the door to my room where I found Tiffany on the bed, panting, her shorts and panties on the ground in a mess, cum pouring from her pussy. She looked up at me in sheer horror.

	"Oh, I heard that someone spilled something on your shorts?" I said, and she gave me a confused look.[image: Image]

	"Babe, I can explain."

	"It's okay," I said, "People are clumsy, spilling stuff like that. I'll help you clean up." And with that, I dived down and licked and sucked, making deliberate moans and sounds.

	Tiffany's confused face was hilarious, but it soon began to dawn on her that I knew everything. "You know." She said, smiling.

	"What do you mean?" I said mockingly. "l just know what a mess some made, and I just know how sweaty you get after yoga. I love cleaning you up though, and well, I don't really understand why all your friends laugh at me..."

	"Huh? Who laughs at you?" She asked, confused.

	"l don't know. I guess you need to ask them. But I'm happy as I am."

	Nodding slowly, she smiled. "Yes, clumsy Damian spilled something on me. But you don't mind cleaning up what he [image: Image]spilled, do you?"

	"Nope."

	She shook her head in awe, smiling at me. "You're amazing. This whole time?"

	"Not the whole time, but yes. But let's just continue as we are, okay?"

	It all clicked, this was the game, me being the dumb idiot, the one she could laugh at behind my back, play dumb. I continued to lick, but then she reached down to her pussy, putting her hand inside her, then with gritted teeth, she rubbed a huge glob of cum over my face, rubbing it all around before standing and pulling on her shorts, leaving off the panties.

	Suddenly, she turned and gave me a confused look. "Why's your hair wet?"

	"Oh, erm, not the only one to have something spilled on them." I chuckled.

	[image: Image]Again, she gave me a confused look, then she realised what I was talking about. "Who?" "Erm, go speak to all your friends." I said.

	Her eyes widened in horror. "All of them? All of them know you know?" She screeched.

	"Yeah...it's been an adventure."

	She stared at me, then she snorted and burst out laughing. "Come here you dingus." She said, kissing me.[image: Image]

	"l think the word you are after is loser."

	"l guess it is. I guess you really are a loser. Huh." She grinned.

	We kissed and hugged again, before I told her I really needed to go help Nige with the meat. She stroked my face and smiled; gratitude written all over it. I could see that like me at the start of this, she had a million and one questions, but she recognised what I needed, so decided the best place to start would be with the girls.

	As we both stepped out into the garden, she pointed at the four hotties and Yvonne, and said, "You lot, with me. You have some explaining to do."

	Before they headed inside, Carmen gave me a questioning look with her eyes and I simply shrugged. I was the oblivious husband, right?

	I took over from Nige and made idle chit-chat with me. He wanted to know why I needed to disappear with the four [image: Image]hotties, and I really wasn't sure I wanted to say it was to drink their piss, so I just told him that I needed to discuss some things in private with them. He didn't press, thankfully.

	In the distance, I saw the girls through the window to the kitchen explaining something to my wife. When I saw Tiff giggle behind her hand, I knew everything was going to be all right, and that if anything, this would make things better. It would be unreasonable for me to believe that we would be able to continue forever without a discussion about things, and I knew that would come sooner rather than later, but for now, I was happy we could continue to play, and she would be a willing character in the game.

	As I was distributing the food, Damian came by and asked if I liked the gift he left me. I smiled and said it was a great gift, and he should leave me a lot more. He promised me that he would. In fact, he looked like he was going to expand on [image: Image]that, but Tiff appeared by my side to help with the food. She had a sparkle in her eyes and a smile that warmed me to the

	"l love you." She told me.

	"l love you too." I said softly.

	One of our neighbours took a plate from Tiff, and as she walked away, Tiff asked me. "How would you fee about me [image: Image]doing yoga on the weekends?"

	"If it was up to me, you'd be doing yoga every day." I told her.

	She turned to look at me, smiling but a seriousness on her face. "Really? Even though I really, really love yoga?"[image: Image]

	"Yes, especially because of that. And I know yoga really loves you too."

	"And you're okay with that?"

	"l love that." I smiled.

	She bit her bottom lip and grinned, fighting to hold back tears. "l don't know what I did to deserve you." She said softly.

	"l wish you knew about...erm...yoga sooner."

	"Probably would affect me the same way." I noted. "l think seven years of yoga proved to me that you were committed.

	To me and the yoga."

	"Yes, definitely. That was never in doubt. If you told me to stop doing yoga, I would."

	"l don't want you to ever stop doing yoga. I fucking love everything to do with yoga, but just like I told you in the past, I will not be doing my own yoga. Not interested."

	"That's good." She grinned. "l really don't want you doing yoga."

	Anyone listening to this conversation would have thought we had a rather unhealthy obsession with yoga. Thankfully nobody was. I liked the fact that we could talk about things without breaking character, even though we both knew what we were talking about.

	Teri came by to pick up a paper plate of food from me, and when I handed it to her, she deliberately allowed it to fall back into the tray. She gasped in a rather exaggerated way, and for a moment, I wondered where this was going. From the look on Tiffany's face, she also wanted to know what this obvious act was.

	"Oh Tom, you utter klutz!" Teri snapped in front of the other hotties. "God, you're useless, aren't you?"

	I gulped, and looked at my wife, who was now watching with a huge smile and wide eyes as that what I'd do. "Yes, I'm sorry."

	"Fuck, what a fucking loser, right girls?" Teri asked, and the others nodded, agreeing. Then turning to my wife. "Jesus

	Tiff, how could you marry such a waste of space? I mean, look at him. I bet he has a really small cock too."

	Tiff put her hand on my shoulder. "Girls, please. Leave him alone." She said softly, confusing me. But then she followed that up with, 'lit's not his fault that his dick is small. Even losers with little dickies deserve love, don't you honey?" "Er, yes Tiff." I said, feeling my dick swell in the cage.

	"Well, Tiff, you just let us know if he doesn't behave. We'll show him who's boss." Said Helena. "God, you're such a failure."

	"Girls, girls," my wife said softly, "come on. It's not his fault he's a failure of a man. I love him all the same, even though he can't satisfy me."

	[image: Image]I groaned, feeling that I was close to a hands-free climax, even though my penis struggled in the cage. This was getting very uncomfortable, and it was about to get worse, because Yvonne stepped into the fray.

	"l had a wimp loser boyfriend once." She said, "1 made sure to remind him every day that his penis couldn't satisfy me." Tiffany made a face that suggested that she was interested to hear more, but something told me all of this was planned out. "0h really. How did you remind him?" Oh-oh... I knew where this was going.

	"l got him his own set of pretty satin panties, as a reminder that only real men wear boxer shorts." Yvonne noted.

	The other girls nodded along, with Carmen saying, "Oh yes. Damian would never need those, obviously, but a wimp like Tom here would look great in pretty panties. Have you ever considered it Tom? You know, given that you aren't really a man, are you?"

	"Well. „ " I began.

	Putting on a stern face, Carmen interrupted me. "Tom, I think I asked you a question. Would you be so kind to answer

	"Wha...what was the question?" I asked, gulping.

	"l said, you're not really a man, are you?" She asked, with a sinister smile.[image: Image]

	Could I really do this in front of my wife, with the girls all there? "No...Mis..." I paused, looking at my wife with nervous eyes, a knowing grin on her face, with her arms crossed, watching me. "No Carmen."

	"What are you?" Chuckled Teri. "Say it. Say the whole thing."

	"I'm a stupid loser nobody, who doesn't deserve a hot wife like Tiffany." "Miss Tiffany." Said Valeria, prompting all of us to give her a surprised stare.

	"M-Miss Tiffany." I nodded. "Sorry, Miss Tiffany."

	"That's quite alright loser...sorry, I mean, Tom." Said my wife with a smile, before kissing my cheek. Then to the others. "l think that'll do for now. I need loser...sorry, gosh, why do I keep doing that? Tom, here, to continue serving the others. In fact, Tom, why don't you go around serving the guests, fill their wine and such."

	"Yes, erm, Miss Tiffany." I said, giving her a quick bow.

	Each of the girls gave me a knowing smile, but it was Yvonne who stayed behind to check on me. She said that whilst it was terribly good fun, she needed to hear from me that I understood it was just a game, and that I wouldn't be traumatised by it. Of course, I understood it was a game, but I appreciated her checking in. [image: Image]

	She told me they had told Tiffany everything, absolutely everything. Tiff now knew that Yvonne was not my therapist, but was guiding me. I assumed that meant that our time together was at an end, but Tiff apparently said that she wanted

	Yvonne around to continue to guide me further towards submission, a welcome surprise.

	"Of course, I'll be speaking to Tiff too, helping her to get this right. It should be a fun journey."

	The sissy aspect of all this was still not something which made me sing and dance with happiness, but I was slowly beginning to get it. Still, I asked Yvonne if she could roll it back a tad, but she shook her head. "If and when Tiff decides to put you in panties, it will be her decision, not mine and certainly not yours. But, I would just ask you to keep an open mind. Sissification can be a lot of fun. Once you try it, I think you'll change your mind. But if you don't, just be honest and tell her. There's no judgment. Consent is crucial."[image: Image]

	That was the common theme I noticed when doing my research on BDSM and female domination, that consent was key. So far, I had consented to everything, but sissification just felt like a step too far. That said, I also read about the traffic light system, and the reason why the word stop was not a good word to use. Sometimes, saying stop was an overreaction, and sometimes, limits and boundaries needed some elasticity. It occurred to me that maybe I was being too rigid on this.

	The party began winding down in the evening, leaving behind those without kids to stay behind for drinks. Someone had brought a little weed with them, which allowed everyone to relax by the patio fire. The four hotties remained, as did Nige with his current partner, Damian, obviously, and a couple of the childless neighbours. Passing around a couple of joints, things began to get a little raunchy, and the subject of kinks popped up somehow, not by us or the hotties.

	"l had a girlfriend who liked to bark like a dog." Said Max, a neighbour. His wife Sally began to blush, causing us to burst out laughing, so she slapped his harm.

	"Woof woof." Said Teri. "Nothing wrong with that."

	"It's silly." Giggled Sally. "l just like dogs, and well, I like puppy play."

	Others shrugged. "Everyone has a kink." Said Pamela, another neighbour. "l like to be blindfolded and to pretend there are more people in the room."

	"l like spanking men." Said Helena, giving me a look.

	Then the others gave Tiff and I a look, expecting us to say something. With a smile, Tiff placed a hand on Damian's thigh and began rubbing it, whilst I said, "l don't think Tiff and I have any kinks, do we honey?" I said, looking at her as Damian pulled her tight and gave her a kiss.

	"Huh? What's that honey?" She said suddenly. "Oh, right, no, no kinks at all. Well, obviously with Tom here being a little bit of a loser in bed, it's hard to have kinks. Isn't that right honey? What is it you are again?"[image: Image]

	"A loser." I repeated.

	"Yes, that was it."

	Sally and Pamela's mouths had dropped right open as they gawked at this show unveiling before their eyes, then they let out hysterical laughs, the others joining them. "Oh my god, this is amazing." Sally said. "So you and you...?" She said, pointing at Damian with my wife, who blinked with a smile. "And then you are just..."

	[image: Image][image: Image]I interrupted her, still smiling. "l really don't know what you're suggesting. My wife is the perfect wife. She does her yoga three times a week, and then we have a lovely time together when she gets home."

	"Yes, yoga..." Breathed Tiff, stroking Damian's face, Carmen giggling next to them. Then Tiff turned to me and rubbed my back. "And hubby is so good with his mouth, especially lately, right after l...get back from yoga."

	My face burned with humiliation, but I was glad this was all out in the open. Again, all the girls laughed, with the boys giving me looks which questioned if I was completely okay in the head. But still, Sally continued, slowly getting her head around things.

	"So, yes, you do yoga, and Tom here, he gets off on..." She stopped herself, and rethought the question, then said, "he understands that he is just a loser who can't satisfy you?"

	"Yes, he does." Tiff noted.

	Sensing this was a good time to show their role in this, Teri leaned forwards towards me. "And we all tell Tiff how that freak loser of a husband doesn't deserve her, how she really shouldn't have to put up with such a failure of a man, but she sticks by him anyway. But the girls and l, we make sure he understands his place, even if Tiff doesn't."

	"Yes, earlier today, we showed him his place, didn't we girls?" Helena asked, and the hotties all agreed, giggling.

	Sally's grin was huge now, so she turned to her husband and nudged him, probably asking why he wasn't kinkier. If looks could kill, the daggers Max stared at me at the moment would have murdered me. Thankfully, he followed it up with a smile and a headshake, then said, "Jesus Tom, I didn't realise you were into this shit. Good for you, I guess. At least we know who wears the pants around here."

	We all had a great laugh, but for me, the highlight was the sexual feeling of pleasure from being outed in such a humiliating way. But the humiliation didn't end there. At every moment, someone managed to find a way to get a quip in, with even Nigel joining in. We were talking about the new film with Nicole Kidman, where she ends up a submissive to her subordinate. "Something like you then Tom," said Nige. "Well, maybe not. She ends up shagging her master, doesn't look [image: Image]like it would be much use in your case."

	"Definitely not." Said Carmen. "Women actually want to feel something when a man fucks them."

	"Hey!" Cried Tiff, heroically running to my defence. "l feel something! It's a tickle, but I feel something, I think." Everyone burst out laughing, and I felt my dick swell in so much that I had to bend forward a bit.

	Finally, the neighbours and Nige left. Valeria followed soon after, but the remaining hotties stayed behind. Damian whispered something to my wife, and both stood, then Tiff turned to me, whilst still holding Damian's hand. "Honey, I just need to show Damian where the toilet is. You can clean up, right? The girls will keep you company." Then turning to Carmen, she asked, "Want to come too?"

	"Sure." Carmen smiled, jumping up.

	Teri and Helena grinned, then stood. They actually helped me carry all the dishes to the kitchen, and I opened the dishwasher to fill it up, but they stopped me.

	"Oh, honey, no." Teri said with a pained voice. "Losers don't get to use a dishwasher. They need to do it themselves." "Don't worry, we'll watch to make sure you do it properly." Said Helena.

	Gulping, I nodded and then began arranging the dirty dishes ready for washing. As I did that, Helena began opening drawers, looking for something, eventually finding a little pink gingham pinny. "0h, perfect." She said, holding it up on me so that Teri could tie it up. "She should protect your clothes."

	However, as they stood back, they mused it together, then whispered something, giggling. "Actually, it's not doing much to cover his clothes." Teri noted.

	"You're right Teri." Helena agreed. "Perhaps take all your clothes off, that will be safer."

	"A...all of them?" I gulped.

	"Yes, sissy loser, all of them." Grinned Helena.[image: Image]

	I pulled off all the clothes, leaving just my boxers, but Teri told me those needed to go too. "After all, you heard Yvonne today. Only real men get to wear men's underwear." She purred.

	Nodding, I pulled them off too, the black cage clearly visible again, making them giggle at the sight of it. I turned back to the washing but they stopped me. "Pinny sissy, come on." Teri said. The pinny apron went back onto my naked body.

	As I washed the dishes, the girls sat down and continued to drink, watching me and giggling, occasionally insulting me or making snide comments about how I had a pretty girl's bottom, or how naturally my little dick fit into such a small cage, that it was more like a clitoris. Then from upstairs, I heard the sound of my wife getting fucked. For a moment, I wondered where the kids were, but then I remembered that they'd left with the neighbour's kids to go to some party. Given their age, we didn't keep them on a tight leash anymore.

	I turned to look at the girls who were giggling. "Sounds like someone is having fun." Helena said. "What if she decides never to take that cage off again?" She said nastily.

	"l wouldn't." Said Teri, grinning.

	"She shouldn't." I said softly, and the girl's eyes widened.

	"Wait, are you serious?" Teri gasped, "would you really like that?"

	"l mean, sort of. I'm so horny, but at the same time, it's like a constant feeling of arousal, right? If l, you know, cum, then it ends for a bit." I explained.

	"That is so hot." She said to Helena. "I'm so jelly right now. Here I am and I can't hold down a relationship."

	Helena rolled her eyes. "Men don't like you doing Onlyfans, I told you."

	"Is it worth it?" I asked Teri.

	Teri was a really clever girl who worked as a model but also graduated studying nuclear physics. She put that career on hold to do modelling, then became a brief reality TV star. When she wanted to return to the thing she studied, she found people couldn't take her seriously. She had plenty of modelling offers, but she didn't really care for them. Someone then suggested porn, so she did a couple of lesbian porn videos, quality stuff actually, I'd seen them. Teri was hot, I knew, but she didn't earn much from the videos. When Onlyfans came about, she decided that she could own how she did stuff.

	"l paid off my mortgage after two months on Onlyfans." Teri said.

	"What sort of stuff do you do?" I asked her, and she gave me a queer look. "What?" I asked.

	"Have you never seen it?" She asked, surprised. "l mean, Tiff has an account, she's seen my stuff."

	"Well I haven't." I said, feeling a little left out.

	"Come here, I'll show you."

	It was a little weird, standing over Teri's hot shoulder, watching porn videos she'd created, but she seemed perfectly comfortable with it. It was mostly masturbation stuff, her showing off her sexy B-cup boobs and her trim muscular body, but there were a couple of videos of her being fucked by some very muscular guy, and some videos of her and another woman. There was one of her eating pussy, and she smiled and pointed at Helena.

	"You can't see her face, but that's Helena's pussy." Teri told me.[image: Image]

	Helena smiled. "I'm famous."

	"Your pussy is." I laughed.

	Teri explained that she made a lot of money from tips and such, but the most money came from sugar daddies throwing money at her in the hope that one day she might meet them. She said she wouldn't because it's a great way to get kidnapped and shipped somewhere, but she did note that there were also a lot of men who just liked to send her money and call her Mistress.

	"Findom." Said Helena. "l did it once to some German guy on Instagram, but I got a bit bored of it. He was too pushy.

	They basically send you money and you insult them. Basically what we are doing to Tom for free."

	Then Teri appeared to have an idea. "What if we didn't need to do it for free?" She mused.

	I laughed, there was no way I was paying them money to dominate me. "No, I'm not saying that. What if I got you to work it off?" Teri asked.

	"Go on. „ " I said, intrigued by where she was going with this.[image: Image]

	"Could be you clean our houses and serve us once a week. Massages, pedicures and stuff." She said. Helena giggled and nodded, she liked where this was going. "But I would want you to do content with me, for my Onlyfans."

	My eyes widened. I got off on the exposure tonight but going global on the internet was way out of my comfort zone. But rather than outright say no, given how flexible they had been to join in my own sex life, I asked her how that would work. When she told me I would wear a mask whilst she dominated me, I actually loosened up to the idea. It would open up my sexual desires, but also help her to earn some extra cash.

	"I'll do it." I told her. "Cleaning your apartments and serving you, yes, no problem, but I want you to confirm Tiff is okay with that. Onlyfans, again, with a mask, and with Tiff's permission, good idea."

	"Oh loser, of course she'll agree. What else is she going to do when she's fucking that stood every day?" Teri said, noting my surprise. "What? You think Tiff didn't tell us that you wanted her to do yoga every day? Pah, you just can't get enough of his cum, can you?"

	"No Mistress." I said.

	"Kneel slave. I need a piss and I can't be bothered to walk anywhere."

	I knelt and clamped my mouth on her pussy as she let loose in my throat, careful not to overfill me too fast. Helena giggled then pulled off her red knickers, and told me to move to her next. This was one strange day, but if they were all like these, I could live with it.


Six

	She was calling my name. Teri and Helena looked up at the ceiling and then smiled, telling me it was clean-up time. I wondered how Tiff was going to manage this with Damian still in the room with her. As I walked up the stairs, in just the pink pinny apron, the girls followed behind. Every so often, they pinched my naked buttocks hard and said, "Mush loser!" As I entered the room and found my wife naked and sweaty on the bed, she looked over at me and giggled at my outfit.

	"Perfect." She mused. "You know what to do, loser."

	"Yes Mistress." I mumbled.

	To my left stood Carmen, her naked black body and huge bosom on full display. And to her side, also naked, stood Damian. His cock was going down, but still, I could see just how big it was. If there was ever a time where I felt that I was definitely a loser in that department, it was at that moment. That dick was huge!

	As I licked at the cum and the others giggled, my wife began telling me a story about how she was showing them some yoga moves and she got all sweaty. Obviously, the others didn't have gym clothes and didn't want to get sweaty, that's why they were naked too.

	"This is how he cleans up my dirty, sweaty pussy." Tiff told them others.

	"Looks like the only way a loser should touch a pussy." Damian replied. "l don't think the loser here should tickle you anymore."

	Tiff looked down at me and grinned. "l agree. It doesn't make much sense for us to fuck, right? Neither of us enjoy it, do we?" She asked. "No Mistress."

	"Good loser."

	As I continued to lick, I felt movement behind me. Knees caused the bed to move, and then I felt a soft hand touch my buttock, caressing it. The hand then moved to my balls, gently feeling them, before squeezing hard, making me wince in pain.[image: Image]

	"l think I should spank him." Teri said, still squeezing my balls. "He didn't finish the washing up. He's very naughty."[image: Image]

	"Yes, he is." My wife agreed. "You should. But blindfold him please."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Carmen handed her a scarf which was tied around my eyes. It wasn't the best blindfold in the world because I could make shapes out through it, but it served some purpose. Then Teri move me to the side of the bed, as my wife turned a little, and that's when I felt the first hit of Teri's hand, followed quickly by Helena's, and then Carmen's. Each giggled as they took turns to spank me.

	In front of me, I saw Damian approach Tiff, and the two kiss, his lips moving down her body to her breasts, before he stood and presented his dick to her mouth. I gasped as she took it all the way in, in one go.

	The girls spanked and watched as Damian began fucking my wife. Behind me, someone had stopped spanking and was [image: Image]getting undressed, as I heard clothes being removed. Then, the spanking continued and more clothes being removed. The girls had undressed, and now I heard kissing and moaning from them too.

	I remained on my hands and knees, even though nobody was spanking me anymore. It was heard to stay where I was [image: Image]because to my side, Damian was fucking Tiff so hard that the bed was shaking. Suddenly, movement to my right forced me [image: Image]onto my side, as the three girls, locked in a passionate lesbian embrace, fell on me.

	Now my head was pressed up against Tiff, and she had her hand on me as she moaned and cried out, her orgasm approaching. "Oh god, Damian, I love your cock, I love it." She said, though I knew that she would deny saying it, after all, I was blindfolded, it could've been anyone, right?

	A mouth touched my balls, a tongue licking it. Suddenly, lips were on mine, kissing me. Given I was closer to my wife's breasts, I had to assume it was one of the hotties, I just didn't know who.

	Then a new sensation. Someone with very long nails was trying to find a way into my anus. The only one with such long nails was Teri, so that meant it was Teri who was sucking on my balls.

	Above me, I heard Damian panting, his breathing getting shallower, which meant only one think. With a loud grunt, he thrust a few more times, before pulling out, and then suddenly, the weight around me shifted. A pussy was on my lips, pouring cum into my mouth.

	"Mmm, yes my darling loser. Clean-up time." My wife whispered to me.

	There was chatter around me and giggling. Someone said something to Tiff who giggled by then said, "No, that's too much."

	I heard the words, "just" and "dick", and suddenly Tiff was lifting off me, then making sure my blindfold was properly in place, before placing her hand over the top of it, holding me down and definitely blocking out my view.

	"One more quick clean-up." Tiff whispered in my ear. "Put out your tongue." She said.

	With my tongue out, I wondered what was coming. Something brushed against my tongue, it was spongy a little, and a small blob of cum dripped out. Was someone feeding me cum from their thumb? But then the thing on my tongue pushed into my mouth a little, and I gasped. My body shook in horror at what they were doing to me, all the girls with their hands on me now, holding my head in position as the penis entered my mouth, in and out.

	I don't know why, but as they held my cheeks and the penis mouthed in my mouth, I closed my lips around it, letting my tongue run against it. All the girls were giggling now, with Teri said, "See, I told you he'd be okay with it."

	Then the object left my mouth and I was allowed up. Something was said, and a female hand took each of mine and left me out of the room, the sound of the door shutting behind me. The blindfold was removed, and I looked at the two smiling hotties. "Come on loser. We're in the spare room." Helena said, leading me to our spare room where they had slept before. The moment we were in the room and alone, the girls put their lips on mine, passing me between them. I felt nervous being alone with them, I had no interest in cheating on Tiff, and I tried to say that, but they calmed me.

	"Hey, hey. We asked her and she said it's okay." Teri explained. "Your penis is locked, but we can use your tongue. It's fine. Let's have fun together. We're all friends here."

	[image: Image]

	"Besides." Said Helena, holding up one of my wife's flesh-coloured dildos. "She gave us a toy too."

	It was quite a bizarre experience for me, after years of being faithful to my wife, of admiring these sexy women but seeing them as Tiffany's unattainable friends. Back when Tiffany modelled, the five women were the wet dream of any young man, but now they were all the wet dream of all men. Sexy, attractive girls with tight firm spankable bums, and dirty minds, and I got to play with four of them.

	We kissed as a throuple in that bed, feeling each other's bodies, but then things got weird. Helena brought the dildo to my mouth and told me to open. Without even thinking, I went with it, too far gone to care anymore. Suddenly, she was not gently allowing me to suck her dildo, she was ramming it down my throat as Teri licked my neck. I gurgled and choked, her hand holding it inside me as she snarled, "Take it! Yeah, choke on that cock!" Then she pulled it out and I gasped for air, tears pouring down my face. I laughed, panting. "Again?" She asked and I grinned, nodding. Fuck it, this was so nasty it was awesome.

	Teri pulled me to her pussy and I licked, and that was when I felt Helena spit on my anus. The dildo was not the longest or fattest one that Tiffany owned, but I had no illusion that it would hurt upon entry. But the girls used me carefully, entering and listening, making sure this experience was not a bad one.

	As Helena began fucking me with the dildo, her hand moving it back and forth, the girls began their tirade of insults.

	"Yeah, take that cock, sissy loser." Helena told me.

	"Mmm, you like it don't you? That's all you're good for now, just a loser cocksucker. Taking one in your mouth, one in your ass, huh?" Teri said.

	"Disgusting excuse of a straight man. You couldn't attract the ugliest woman in the world."

	Teri pulled me up by the hair, pulling me from her pussy. I looked right at me as she slapped me, then spat in my face.

	"Fucking disgusting. Lick, you ugly cunt."

	"Ugly loser shithead."

	[image: Image]And it continued as I moaned and begged for more, for worse, for harder. "Yes, I love it, fucking degrade me, ruin me.

	I'm worthless, I'm nobody, I'm a loser!" And then, without touching my dick, I came; and I came hard!

	At some point during the night, whilst we were making out again, Carmen walked in and blindfolded me, then walked me back to the bedroom where she made me lick Tiff clean again. In my state of arousal and drowsiness, sucking and licking out that cum had become like a drug and this was my way of getting my fix. I know that many won't understand this, why a normal guy suddenly became a submissive slut, but honestly, I no longer felt embarrassed by doing this, I just felt like I was in a very complex and fun game, we were all just having fun, and the moment you realise that, jealousy and concern really disappear.

	"Do you think you can do it again?" Carmen whispered into my ear. "It turned all of us on, but if you can't, we'll understand."

	I knew exactly what she was talking about. I think without the blindfold I would be disgusted with myself, I'd say no, but with the blindfold, I perceived the world differently. This was my place, a loser cuckold, and I had no right to say no. So I nodded.

	Hands moved me around and I opened my mouth. The soft cock slid in easily, it had gone down since, but as I sucked and cleaned, I felt life return. Above me, Damian's deep voice moaned and told the others that I was good, that I was trying; for some reason, that encouraged me to do more. Suddenly, my head was tilting, my mouth was salivating, and I found myself remembering what the girls did with the dildo. Pushing forwards, I breathed through my nose and swallowed, opening my throat, and in a small slide, I felt the head of his penis enter my throat.

	"Ungh!" Damian moaned. "Holy fuck, he's deep throating me."

	I felt warm breath next to my ear again, then a voice saying, "Do you want to finish him?" It wasn't Carmen, it was Tiff.

	"Yes." I panted.

	"Then do it baby, I'm so proud of you." And then she kissed my cheek just as it swelled.

	Moments later, a heavy hand grabbed my head and pulled me in. Damian held me as he shuddered, hot cum filling my [image: Image]mouth. Without hesitating, I pulled back and swallowed, just as I felt soft lips kiss me from both sides.

	As I was led back to the spare room, I sighed, knowing the night was coming to an end. Like a little kid not wanting to go to bed, I wanted to be there with my wife, to watch her get taken by a better lover. And yet, at the same time, I looked forward to falling asleep in the arms of Teri and Helena, two unexpected lovers.

	Upon my return to the room, the blindfold was removed and the door shut. The girls had been watching me the whole time and both looked at me with no small amount of pride, but greater jealousy. Rather than insult me, they both just held me tight and told me how special I was. I didn't feel special, I just felt lucky, but that wasn't what they meant. I guessed as very sexual women, they wanted the ability to find an open and free man. Not that many of us existed, I supposed.

	Neither of them wanted to sleep, this just wanted to make love for as long as possible, which was fine by me. The dildo [image: Image]came into play, and whilst Teri fucked me with it, she told me to imagine it was Damian's. There was no malice to her words, it wasn't that she wanted to humiliate me, but rather she wanted to give me an experience.

	[image: Image]

	"Look how sexy he is," she said, "how he looks at you as he fucks you. You want it don't you? You want his cock. Say it."

	"l want his cock."

	"You want it to fuck you, don't you?"

	"Yes! Fuck me Damian, fuck me."

	It was so easy for women to experiment with bisexuality, and so much harder for men, emotionally. I think it would be unreasonable to assume we were different though. In the days of the Greek and Roman empires, bisexuality was normal, usual. A strong man would fuck a weaker man, because that was the natural order of things. It wasn't until the Abrahamic religions came along do this practice disappear, the idea of same sex relationships banished. But without the societal pressures, would we all be fucking each other like back then? Most likely yes, we are but animals, after all.

	"Would you let him, if he wanted to?" Helena asked me as Teri fucked me. "Not part of the scene now, but honestly."

	"Yes, I would. Maybe just once, but I would try it. What would I lose by saying yes?"

	"What would you lose by saying no?" She asked me.

	"The experience. The knowledge."

	She smiled and kissed me, a full on passionate kiss. This was my new life, and as far as I was concerned, it was the best life ever. However, Helena had one more question, and this would be harder for me, because at the end of the day, it would change who I was internally and externally too.

	"She told me she's considering it." Helena said, "The sissy stuff, I mean. She likes the idea of you in panties instead of boxers, but she wants to know whether to get her hopes up or not. Tell me so I can set expectations."

	"It scares me." I replied.

	"Why?" There was genuine concern in Helena's voice.

	The fear for me stemmed from one moment in my childhood. I was in my teens, and I found a pair of yellow bikini panties; my sister's. I'd picked them up to return them, but the soft satin made me hold them longer. They were so thin, [image: Image]so light, small scallop trim on the edges, but I touched the material to me, to my face, to my dick and I just couldn't let go. "To this day, I wonder what they felt like to put on." I said. "But I didn't. I knew that if I did, I might never go back. I was scared, because at that time, all I heard was phobia and transgender people. Still do today. What if it didn't stop there?

	Bras, dresses, hormones?"

	"What if?" Teri asked, taking the dildo out and lying next to me. The moment had passed and now we were solving a different problem. 'ISO what? You're with people who love you. Tiff will love you as a woman, if you went that far. Your kids are old enough to get it, and they're modern. We will love you as you are, no matter what, so where's the problem?"

	I gulped, I couldn't answer, I didn't know.

	Teri reached down and picked up her little black silk panties from the floor. They were also bikini cut, like my sister's were, though these had a wide band of lace around all the edges. Helena stroked my naked chest as Teri placed the panties on my feet, then pulled them up my legs. I raised my buttocks so she could get them all the way on, and as I felt them touch me, cup me, comfort me, I knew. My body shuddered, and I let out a long breath.

	"Such a pretty sissy." Said Helena softly.

	"So pretty." Teri agreed. "You are our sissy, aren't you?"

	"Yes Mistress." I whispered, my heart racing at a million miles per hour.

	"Say it, say you're a pretty sissy."

	"I'm a pretty sissy."

	"A pretty sissy loser."

	I repeated it, and the girls smiled, before kissing me. "There's no going back sissy. We know what you are, and so do you. Thank you for tell us your story, but now we're going to turn you into what you fear; a tranny, a sissy, not a woman, not a man, just the perfect prissy sissy so that your wife will look at you and laugh. She'll lose all respect for you, what little she has left, and then you're over and done, just a nobody loser, left to serve. Tell us that's what you want."

	"It is." I hissed, still staring at the sexy knickers on me. "Oh yes, god, yes, it is!" I said, and I came. I came in my pretty panties.

	The women looked at each other and smiled, nodding. They lay down next to me and held me, telling me they meant every word this time, no games, no joke. This was best for me, and best for Tiff. "No going back now sissy."

	Seven

	When I awoke, it was just Teri holding me, Helena was not there. Brilliant sunshine shone through the thin curtain, casting a sheen on Teri's perfect soft skin. She moaned a little, her lips parting as she lay on me, cuddling up to me tighter. I tried to shift but she grabbed me and held on. "Don't go Tom. Don't leave me." She mumbled. I thought she was actually talking to me for a moment, but then I realised she was actually dreaming. She was dreaming about me. "Don't go back to her, please, I love you. I'll do anything for you. Please."

	Holy shit. Either she was talking about a different Tom, or Teri had fallen in love with me. I had to admit, it made me feel pretty good about myself, that was until I saw the pretty black underwear on me, slightly crusted by the cum that had dried.

	I was still in two minds about it. Looking at my slim body in the knickers, I thought they went well. Sure they were tighter because I was stretching them out, whereas on Teri they constantly rippled and looked like they were falling down. Heck, it was the same with Tiff. She'd put knickers on and then two seconds later they were halfway down her arse. How did women not find that uncomfortable?

	On other hand, I guess the mixture of the dried cum, then tightness, and the fact that I wasn't set in my mind, meant that the panties felt less comfortable now than they did last night.

	"l love you Tom." She whispered, and I chuckled at her dream, turning to look at her, and seeing her eyes wide open and looking right at me. "I've always loved you. It fucking hate that Tiff got you first at that party. I was shy, she wasn't. But you are my dream man, and not a day goes by that I don't regret not waking up next to you. Waking up here with you now, l...

	it's a dream come true."

	I pulled her to me and we kissed. Her hand was on my cage, pulling it, and I knew she was testing it, trying to see if it might just fall off in the panties, but no such luck.[image: Image]

	"Do you think..." She paused, shaking her head. "No, it's stupid."

	"What? Tell me." I said softly.

	"Do you think Tiff would be willing to share? To let me be with you too?"

	"Ask her." I said honestly. "A few weeks ago I'd say no, but now, just ask her. Teri, you're very special to me. In a way, yes, I love you, more than a friend, and by god, you are a stunning woman. Can I be so lucky to have a polyamorous relationship with two women? I fucking hope so. But will you be willing to share?"

	"I've shared you for the last two decades. I can still share you." She smiled, kissing me. "1 wanna fuck you."

	"You need to ask Tiff for the key. You'll need to tell her why."

	[image: Image]She jumped up and ran out of the door. I honestly couldn't believe that a woman could want me so much that she was willing to risk her friendship over me, especially not a former supermodel. Yet ten minutes later, she was back with Tiff in tow. Tiff was in just a thin satin robe, her tits and swollen nipples making me wonder if she should be walking about the house like that.

	"The kids are out for the whole weekend." She said smiling. Then, "What do you think about this?"

	"Ah-ah, no, this is between you two." I said.

	"No, it's you too." Tiff said. "Babe, pause on the games, we need to have a proper talk." She turned to Teri and stroked her face. "1'm not angry or upset. I get it, but give me some time to talk to my husband because we need to put some things into perspective."

	"Sure." Teri said, looking at me nervously, then walking out.

	Tiff watched the door close, then turned to look at me. She saw Teri's knickers on me, then reached over and felt them.

	"You came?" She giggled.

	"Yeah, without anyone touching me." I laughed, turning red with embarrassment.

	"Cute. I like them on you, not in an condescending way, but let's be honest, boxer shorts are kinda dull, right?"[image: Image]

	"l suppose." I smiled.

	The moment called for a moment to pause, to process what was going on, and then she began. She talked about how she felt when it began, how she was frustrated, and angry, and she was looking to blame me for our bad sex life, when she knew she was just as to blame. I told her that I never knew it had gotten so bad, to which it hadn't, it was just a bad moment for her.

	"l wanted to find someone, it was Carmen who gave me Damian." She said. "She didn't want me falling for someone we didn't know, getting attached, pulled away from you. There was no talking me out of an affair, which I know is selfish, but

	I don't regret it. I think we wouldn't be together right now if she didn't do it."

	"Why?" I asked.

	"Because of me. I was lost, I felt lonely, but it was a world I created. Yes, I would have done something stupid, then I would watch from the distance as you find wife number two, and I'd be living unhappy with someone who didn't fulfil me in other ways. Damian gets me off, you make me whole."

	I nodded. Sometimes marriage, love and relationships are not black and white, there is room to improve, and sometimes, we can't improve, but we can find ways others can make us better. "That makes a lot of sense." "Now you tell me. Why didn't you confront me when you found out?" She asked, tapping my bare leg.

	"What good would it have done? Would we have this, now?" She smiled, remembering last night. "No, probably not."

	"l reasoned that if you were going to leave me, after seven years, then you would have. This wasn't about that, so I[image: Image]

	decided to see how I could put a positive spin on it. Once I did that, I realised that it turned me on, and once I let that happen, then my submission came out."

	"l don't think you're a loser." She said. "Yes you do." I smiled. "Just not in life."

	"l honestly..."

	"Stop. It's okay. I've taken it and fetishised it. I failed you, sexually. Just admit it." I told her. She grinned and I got the feeling she thought I was being kinky, so I placed my hand on hers. "No, stop. No games." She suddenly became serious. "Close your eyes and think about all the times we had sex over the last seven, no longer, years. Thing about my failed erections, the quick spurts, and think about how you honestly felt every single time."

	With closed eyes, she thought back. I watched as tears formed in her eyes, and she opened them and looked at me with sadness.

	"Say it." I said.

	"If I do, then I'm afraid I will lose respect for you."

	"If you respected me, you would have told me about the problem." I said. "You respect me in other ways, but not as a man, not anymore, do you?"

	"No." She said finally, sniffing, holding back tears. "l feel like a monster."

	"You're not. I love you like this. I love you being the cheater, the bitch. I love that you don't want to stop. Marriages evolve and you could easily have just grown bored and treated me like a friend. Now we get to fetishise our feelings and transition to something fun; that's if you want to."

	She glowed, her eyes widening. "0f course I want to. I've loved what this had become, and I love that it's all out in the open. I want this. I love you, yes, but you're right, it's different now. I don't see you like I did."

	"Then say it." I said forcefully. "Tell me how you felt seven years ago, but say it now."

	Once more, she nodded, inhaled and looked away, blowing out her cheeks, then she looked at me with dark sinister eyes, no smile. "This is serious now, no games. This is how I feel. You cannot hold it against me."

	"l promise."

	[image: Image]"Fine. I think you gave up on yourself for a long time. I think you let yourself down, and you lost drive and ambition. [image: Image]Yes, you did well with the work you did on crypto, but really, what you wrote should have been yours, not theirs. You didn't [image: Image]have the balls to start your own coin and take the risk, and at that moment, I wondered why I married such a pussy. When they began making money and you didn't, I could've slapped you. I cried, wondering if I would be the one to make money in this life, or if you would finally get your act together. You didn't, you let everything pass you by because you're a wimp.

	You're a fucking wimp. But, I thought, you've been a great husband, great father, and I hated myself for thinking it.[image: Image]

	"Then that guy crashed into us. It was his fault, but he attacked us. He screamed at me and called me a whore, and you didn't hit him."

	"l don't fight." I said, on top of that, the guy was huge and he would've killed me. What good would it do. "l couldn't have won that one."

	"No, you couldn't, because you're not a man, Tom. I realised it then, and now you've asked me to remember all of that," she sniffed, shaking her head. "You fucking bastard, how could you? After that, you couldn't get hard for me, and I was glad. Because fucking you made me feel physically sick. You fucking loser. Yes, you're a fucking loser. You're not a man, and I should've divorced you back then."

	For a moment, I worried this wasn't going where I wanted to go. Dredging up the past was dangerous.

	She cried, sobbed. "Fuck you Tom. Fuck you." She sobbed. "Fuck you for making me remember all this. Fuck you for being such a fucking failure. You failed me. You failed this family. Fuck you for..." She cried and put her head on my chest. "Fuck you for making me want you again. Fuck you for suddenly turning this all into a good thing. Fuck you for confusing me these past few weeks. I'm done Tom. I'm done with you. You and I as we were, we're over. You're my cuckold now.

	You're my slave. You're a fucking pussy ass loser, who will never have my respect, not anymore." She sniffed, then grinned and laughed, "And my god, I think I love you more than ever. I think you made me realise what an idiot I've been. Yes, I will fuck Damian, but at some point, I will need to let him go, you realise that?"

	I nodded, I did. Carmen wanted kids, so did Damian; Tiff did not. "l know."[image: Image]

	"l don't want lovers, Tom, I want to fall in love. It's risky." She said. "If I fall in love, I will fight to keep you around, but..."

	"He might not want me around."

	"Right." She sniffed.

	I had already worked all this out, but I had a feeling that Tiff wouldn't want to give this up. I had a feeling that removing me from her life would be a deal breaker. But if it wasn't, then there were options. There was Teri.

	She stared into my eyes. "You fucking disgusting loser." She said. "The answer is no. You can't fuck Teri. You won't be [image: Image]fucking women anymore. Losers don't get to do that." Then she slapped my face, hard and left.[image: Image]

	I was alone, processing everything, when Teri walked in. Her eyes were red from tears, then she sat on the bed. "She said no." She told me.

	"l know." I said, grabbing her hand. It was the outcome I had hoped for. I loved Teri, but she didn't need for me to fuck her to know that I loved her, or for her to love me. But it did mean that Tiff cared for me enough to protect what was hers.

	She wasn't going to leave me, no matter what.

	"l guess that's it for us." Teri sniffed, looking down at her hands.

	"Why?" I smiled.

	She shrugged. "l just assume she won't allow us..."

	"Did she say you cannot see me anymore?"

	"Well, no..."

	"It's not you, silly. It's me. But Teri, why does sex with me matter? My dick is not big, it's not even good at getting hard anymore. You don't love me for my dick, same way Tiff doesn't love me for that. Tiff loves me because for all my mistakes, my cautiousness, I have been there for her and the kids. She just remembered all the bad things I did. All of them. But she cried, because that forced her to remember the good things and that made her feel bad. She just gave me what I needed to hear, to turn my fetish into a reality."

	"Are you sure? Because I was listening outside..."

	I smiled and grabbed her hand. "I'm sure. In a second, Carmen is going to come in here, and she's going to tell me that I just played a dangerous game, and I was lucky it worked, but at the end of the day, the role my wife had just taken on, is the role I need, and she needs. It was fantastic to pretend to be ignorant to what was going on, but that game ended the moment she found out I knew. Last night, things changed, I sucked her lover's dick, for crying out loud." I laughed. "Now [image: Image]she'll want to play the next part of the game, and for that, we need to commit."

	Teri stared at me, and then laughed. "You're insane." I smiled at her, and raised my eyebrows confidently.

	A knock at the door signalled the next arrival, the person I'd been expecting. "We're leaving soon. Commitments." Car [image: Image]men said. "Can I just say though, that was pretty stupid what you did?"

	"What?" I asked, knowing full well what.

	"Getting your wife to remember the past. She's excited now, excited to play this crazy fucked-up game, but Jesus, what [image: Image]if she hated you for it? You're fucking lucky!"[image: Image]

	I looked at Teri, and winked. The hottie just stared, open-mouthed.


Eight

	We were finally alone, just the two of us. She was naked except for smooth red panties and a red bra, whereas I was kneeling in front of her, in a pair of her pink lace panties, something she had ordered me to put on. "Pathetic." She sneered, then spat in my face, before continuing to circle me. That was the first word she'd spoken in over three minutes. Clearly, she was working out how to handle the scene, how to do it so she could mentally manage the way she would abuse me. A few hours [image: Image]ago, she had nothing to use, nothing to use against me, but I'd given her plenty to draw upon.

	Her foot connected with my face, pushing me backwards onto the floor. "Suck my dirty toes." She sneered. "Fucking pig."

	I opened my mouth, sucking on each toe. She moved her big toe in and out like a cock fucking my mouth as she grinned sadistically. As I got into it, she ripped it from my mouth and slapped my cheek with the sole of her foot.

	"Watching you suck my lover's cock turned me on." She said, staring down at me like I was a piece of shit. "How did it feel to final feel with a real cock feels like?" I knew better than to answer. She'd made it very clear that she didn't want to hear a sound from me for a while. That a loser shithead like me doesn't deserve to speak to her. "God, I genuinely think I hate you now. Remembering what you did. Who you were. I hate you Tom. How does it feel, knowing the woman you love hates you? Really, honestly, truly hates you?"

	She'd unlocked my cock. She didn't say why, but now she was looking at it jutting with every word out of her mouth.

	Another glob of spit landed on me. "This is going to be how I treat you from now on. Slaves don't deserve anything more. You wanted a bitch, well now you have one. Well, for now. I've decided I'm going to go out tonight, find another lover, one to replace Damian. I'm going to go out and get fucked by a real man, and then maybe, I'll divorce you. Yes, I can't wait to see you cry, like you made me cry." Her foot slammed into my balls. Okay, that might have been why the cage came off.

	She moved away, then sat on the sofa. "Start wanking, don't cum." She said, "slowly!" I couldn't believe my luck, I began to rub myself, as she continued to speak. "Fucking piece of shit. You're right, of course, I hate you Tom. I think you're a fucking coward. Not a real man." She was rubbing her clit now. "Make me really hate you Tom. Never let me forget how much I hated you, so I can always hate you. Because you're pathetic. You're a fucking disgusting pig. A piece of shit filth. [image: Image]God I hate you so much! I hate you, I hate you, '...oh my god!" She came faster than me. I still wasn't there, but she had already cum. "Stop wanking now."

	She walked over with the cage. My erection wouldn't allow it on, but rather than let me cum, she punched me hard, three times in quick succession, into the dick, and it shrunk as I cried in pain. She quickly got the cage on, before saying, [image: Image]"With any luck, I've just damaged it permanently so nobody ever needs to touch that shit again."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The insults continued all day. I was made to cook, clean, and walk around in my panties, whilst she treated me like shit. If I didn't move fast enough, she kicked me, pushed me, once she pushed me over and I fell. As I did, I caught her look and she looked mortified, thinking she'd gone too far. I stood quickly and she tried not to break character, but I could see her checking me to make sure I was okay.

	In the evening, she pissed on me in the shower, then again insulted me and told me how much she hated me, as I licked her pussy. Before joining me in bed. She threw a pink satin nightgown at me.

	"Sissies wear nighties to bed, and you're a fucking sissy, aren't you?" She screamed, slapping my face and spitting in it.

	[image: Image]"Fucking," slap, "aren't," slap, slap, punch in the arm, "you?" punch, slap!

	"Yes Mistress!" I cried, sobbing. Those were the first words I'd spoken since morning.

	She stared at me, laughing, and then masturbated as I cried, and once she'd climaxed, she said, "Pause?"

	"Okay." I nodded.

	"Did I go too far?" She asked softly.

	"No, I loved the whole day."

	"You know there are days when I will want us to just be normal, right?" She said softly. "Are you okay with that?" "Of course. How about a signal?" I asked.

	"Um...okay, if I cook dinner or prepare breakfast for you, then it is a normal day. And if you buy me flowers or sleep in, then I know you want a normal day."

	"Deal."

	She smiled, and kissed me. "l want a normal night now though." She said. "l want to hold you and remember that I love you. I used so much hate today that I really feel hatred towards you." She said softly, pulling me tighter. "l think if we don't have a moment together now, I'll really hate you. Because, I genuinely don't love you anymore, Tom. Really, I mean it. I don't love you. I love Damian, not you." She said, rubbing my cock, then pulling it into her pussy. "No, it's too late Tom, I think you're so disgusting, how can anyone love you? Ha, Teri was only joking, she thinks you're pathetic too. Just like me, you disgusting scumbag. Nobody will ever love you, I know I never did. I hate you, Tom, I really mean it this time. Really.

	I'm not lying."

	"l know." I said, panting as she rode my cock.

	"l mean it. This is a goodbye fuck. I'm going to leave you. This the end. I want to leave you, to see you cry." [image: Image]"Yes."

	"l want to destroy you. I want you to lose everything, your job, your home, the kids."

	"Yes, please! Please!"

	"This is it. Do you want it?"

	"Yes! Ruin me. Destroy me!"

	"Because I'm a loser, that's all I deserve."

	She became serious, looked right at me. "I mean it. Cum in me and I'll really do it. Shall we agree, last cum and then you leave forever? In just this fucking nightie. Really. Shall we?"

	"Yes, yes!"[image: Image]

	"No Tom." She said. She stopped moving. "l really, one hundred percent mean it. Shall I divorce you? End it right now?" "Yes." I whispered.

	"Oh thank god! Because I hate you so much!" She sang, and I came inside her with the loudest roar I've ever made. She began giggling immediately. "0h this is a fun and dangerous game. But I'm going to enjoy playing it with you. Now get down there and lick."

	The next morning, we awoke in each other's arms. She told me she wanted to cook me breakfast, and I knew what that meant. As we sat down together to eat, she looked at me in the satin nightie and asked how I felt in it. I told her that it was a little too tight for me, and then asked if she could order me some for me.

	"You don't mind?" She asked.

	"No, I like it. I'm a sissy." I shrugged. "l want to be a sissy for you."

	"Good, because I want that too. But if we do this," she said, "then I want us to take it seriously. We need to have a conversation with the kids. They'll be going to college soon, sure, but we need to prepare them for the fact that you're not going to be dressing as a man sometimes. They're old enough, I don't want to have to pussyfoot around them."[image: Image]

	"Yes, but we can't expose them to the insults you'll use on me, or the way you'll treat me." I frowned, and she nodded.

	"l get it, but I'm not going to stop being a bully. Sorry, they need to understand that we have needs too. I'll talk to Kelly, you to Zack, and we'll have to sort this out. Babe, you're my slave, and we are working towards something. Days like this, I want them sometimes, but not every week. Most of the time, I'll want to bully you, and I'll need to get into the mindset you want from me too."

	I nodded. On the one hand, I loved that she wanted to do this with me, and enjoyed it too, but on the other, I was scared that one day, she would leave me. I told her this, and I asked her if this was going to remain a game, or if we were going to make it our lives.

	"How do you mean?" She asked, biting into toast.

	"A game has rules. BDSM is about consent, and a female-led relationship is about sharing certain things. A loving relationship." I said.

	"Right, but I don't want a loving relationship with you anymore. I have Damian for that for now, and in the future it will be another lover." She said honestly, and I felt my cock throb in the cage.

	"Right. But if we make this a game, then I could end up playing the card of sleeping in, or buying you flowers, just because I'm scared or uncomfortable. So I'm asking you, what do you want to do? If we keep it a game, then your lover will never be more than that. You will always keep a little distance from him, and I will believe that nothing bad will ever happen, so I don't need to risk or worry."

	[image: Image]She shook her head. "l don't want that."

	"So, my question would be, what's more important to you? These days off, or doing this properly?"[image: Image]

	She stared into my eyes as she chewed. I knew what I was asking was tough, because what I was essentially asking her to do was fall out of love with me. To finally detach herself and treat herself as single. I was asking her to become the ultimate sadist and to actually abuse me.

	"This is very dangerous." She said quietly.

	"l know. But the kids are grown up, and we're still young. If it goes wrong, then..."

	"It goes wrong." She nodded. "This has to be about what I want, and only what I want. If we say that this is it now, no more off days, and that you are really no longer my husband except in legal terms, then we have to do this my way. I can't do this if I'm constantly wondering if this is what we both want. It has to be about me, and only me."

	"That's what I want."[image: Image]

	"Is it? You might hate me."

	"Maybe, but I don't have the right to hate you."

	She nodded. "l want a document first, signed, created by a lawyer, a post-nup or something, that you will give up everything if we divorce. That I get everything, and you get zero. The kids, well, visitation rights are stupid to discuss because they're too old, but I want it in writing. All savings, crypto, money, everything goes to me, no matter what, no contest."

	"Deal."

	"l also want a letter to the kids telling them that you were the one who started this, and it is what you wanted. I want you to lie. Say you cheated, that you were a bad husband. That will be kept with the lawyer. If we divorce, they get the letter. Even if I divorce you."

	"Deal."

	She nodded, then leant back in her chair and opened her robe, rubbing her clit. "Are we really going to do this? It's fucking ridiculous. People will say we're crazy. Carmen will go nuts."

	"l know, but if we always have an out, a stop word, then won't it always be a little wrong?"

	"l was thinking about it yesterday, how much I enjoyed the day, but the whole time, I was thinking, is this what he wants? I don't want to think that anymore."

	"Me neither. I want to hate it sometimes, because it will be the ultimate humiliation."

	Her finger danced on her pussy. "There's a guy at work." She said softly. "Clint. He's about our age, divorced. He comes onto me sometimes, we flirt, nothing more. I considered him for an affair before Carmen stopped me. He's seen you before, keeps saying I should leave you, the pussy, for him." She grinned. "Speak to a lawyer and get me what I asked for, and then let's talk about what's next."

	With a gulp, I nodded. I knew this was a massive risk, and in my heart, I assumed we would break up eventually, but it was going to be fun getting there.

	Nine

	I couldn't use my lawyer to create the papers, he would wonder what the hell was wrong with me. I needed to use a cheap ambulance chaser who took the money and didn't ask questions. That was surprisingly easy. Next, I called Teri and asked her to meet me. I needed to explain what was going on, so she knew not to worry. When I told her, rather than try to talk me out of it, she held my hands and smiled, telling me that I needed to enjoy life, and if this is what I needed, so be it.

	"l met someone last night." She told me. "He's submissive too. I joined a forum and well, we met for a drink. He's not a creep, he's nice, so we'll see where it goes. I decided I can wait for you."

	"I'm glad Teri. Really I am." That was probably for the best. She was my escape route, but with her out of the picture, I'd be more committed to the role. "Please let the others know, so that they don't worry."

	Next I called Yvonne and asked if I could meet her. She gave me a slot that day, and I headed to her office, where we sat down and I told her everything. Listening intently, she made some notes on a pad, and nodded. Finally, she told me her thoughts.

	"Obviously, what you are doing is stupid and dangerous for your relationship, but you are a consenting adult, and it seems this extreme form of domination and humiliation is your thing, so I'm going to do this for you." She paused. "Pay me my hourly rate, and sign a form to say you are my client. I will create a file where you not only talk about this need, but how you became an abusive husband to your wife. Obviously, this will become leverage for Tiffany, if she needs it.

	"Now, when your marriage ends, and I believe it will eventually, come see me, and I will introduce you to the local BDSM community where you can find your next full-time Mistress. If you are lucky though, then your wife will latch on to the idea of total power exchange, which is what this is, and you are a very lucky man. But it rarely works. That said," she shrugged. "l think it's awesome and you both have me as a supporter."[image: Image]

	It was a Wednesday, so that meant Tiffany was out. For the last few days, she wasn't too bitchy to me, not extreme evil like the other day, but she was indifferent to me. She didn't show me any love, any care, it was as if I was a nuisance.

	That night, when she got home, I licked her clean of Damian's cum, then handed her the legal documents. She read through them, smiling, and then nodded, signing without asking if I was sure.

	"This is it." She said. "I'm looking forward to this now. This is how it's going to be from now on. You do not sleep with me anymore. Your room is the spare room. Move your things there. You do not get to touch me, and we will no longer kiss. Is that understood?" "Yes Mistress."

	"If anyone asks from now on, I will say you are my husband, but we are separated. I want you to say that too. I also think it makes sense for us to tell our parents that we are separating, but will continue to stay here to sort things out. That way, it won't be a surprise when we divorce."

	"When? Mistress."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Yes, we need to work with the assumption that we will divorce, and be glad when we don't. In my presence, I don't [image: Image]want to see you in male clothes. You're done with that now. From now on, you will do everything around the house. You will wash, iron, clean. I will do nothing, from now on, is that understood?" "Yes Mistress." I nodded, feeling my dick strain against the cage.

	"You will no longer masturbate your penis, but you will be allowed a dildo for anal play. You will no longer ever touch me again, with nothing."

	"What about licking your pussy?" I asked.

	"Nothing. You and I are done sexually. Don't worry, you will be getting cum. I will put it into a jar from my pussy, and you will drink it, along with my piss, but from this point further, if you so much as lay a finger on me, I will hit you, clear?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	"l will regularly beat you for infractions. You will not speak to me from now, ever, unless I say speak, except to say Yes Mistress or No Mistress. All pictures of you will be removed from our room. You will be referred to as loser, dick, bastard, cunt, anything I want to call you, from now on."

	She leaned forward, and looked right in my face. "This is it. No going back, no changing your mind. I mean it. We have committed to doing this properly. We are over, as a married couple. You are just a slave."

	"Yes Mistress."

	With that, she spat in my face, then telephoned Carmen. "Yeah, it's done. We are officially separated now, so please tell Damian that I love him, and thank you for everything. Good luck both of you."[image: Image]

	I wasn't allowed to look at her anymore, so I looked down, but she could tell I wanted to know what was going on. "l told them both what we were planning. Surprisingly, Carmen understood it all, but then said she didn't want Damian and I seeing each other anymore, because it was too risky. That's fine, because this week I have increased the flirting with Clint, and let him know I might be open to the idea of a date."

	She sighed and then looked at me. "I'm glad we're doing this." She said. "l really don't love you anymore. I mean," she sighed again, "Look, I love you, yes, like you love an old dog that's been with you. But I don't love you like a husband, not anymore. But it turns me on so much to know you love me like crazy. I have been trying the past three days to use that arousal to turn it into something more. I really want to see you as a loser. Really, is that weird? I think it is hot to dehumanise you in such a way, so today at work, I read about it. I've decided to not see you as anything but a loser from now on. You failed in nearly everything you did."[image: Image]

	With a pause, I had a feeling I knew what was coming. "I’ve decided you need to sell your cryptocurrency now. That will be enough to pay off everything and provide me with enough money to have fun. I want you to quit your job, and then I want you to get a job as a cleaner, ideally a street cleaner, or a toilet attendant. Something I can basically look down on you on. Yes, a toilet cleaner, public toilets or a bar or something. I want you to do everything you can to remind me of why I shouldn't respect you."

	"Yes Mistress." I said, once again, feeling my cock swell.

	"Do it tomorrow. I'm going to shower and go to bed. You go to your room."

	The next day, I sold my crypto, making a little over a million euros after tax. That meant after paying off the mortgage, I could transfer nearly nine-hundred thousand to my wife's account. She had setup her own on Monday. Then I let the guys in Germany that I was done. Honestly, these crypto guys were weird, almost always high, and they really didn't pay much attention. I guessed they would still email me with questions, forgetting that I no longer worked for them.

	Next, I looked up jobs as cleaners, finding a few, but one was for sure what she had in mind. It was for a locker room and showers cleaner in a YMCA. Of course, I applied, confused as to why this was turning me on so much.

	In the evening, the twins arrived home, only to just change and run out again, leaving me alone. I sat there in my little pink nightie. The sissy dresses I'd ordered for myself were due any day now from Amazon, so it was only a matter of time anyway.

	It was gone ten in the evening and there was still no sign of my wife. No messages, no calls, nothing. I was not allowed to communicate with my wife except in emergencies, so I didn't write, but I did wonder about what I should do if she got [image: Image]into a problem.

	She finally arrived home at midnight, not saying a word to me, but placing a closed jar in front of me, filled with yellow liquid and floating in it lots of cum. She didn't even watch me as I opened it and drank it down, she just left me alone and went back to her room. I heard her shower and then go to bed.

	The next day, I received an email inviting me to the YMCA. The man seemed surprised that I would apply, stating that it was minimum wage and something he expected an immigrant to do. The man was big, muscular, but spoke with a camp voice. He was clearly gay.

	"Can I be honest?" I asked.

	"Of course."

	"My wife and I are going through something. We have enough money, which I have transferred to her. I quit my job as a developer to do this, because that is what my wife has ordered of me."

	The man stared at me for a long time, then a smile crept on his face. "Okay, clear, it's a kink thing. Long term or short, because I don't want to do this for a week and then have to do it again?" "Long. Maybe forever." I said.

	"Got it." He told me the wage and told me to start on Monday. "It's six days a week, three hours in the morning, three hours in the evening from six. You can have Sunday off, or you can come in and earn overtime." "Yes sir, thank you." I told him.

	The man smiled when I called him sir, a smirk which told me what he liked. I had a feeling he wouldn't be bothered with sexual harassment suits, but he didn't try anything in the interview.

	When I arrived home, I wrote a Post-it note and placed it on the fridge, telling Tiff that I had a job as a cleaner in the YMCA. I wrote out how much I was getting paid, and how often I'd be working.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Once more that night, Tiff was late home. I prepared dinner for her and the kids, but we ended up eating without her, with me sat in the new pink sissy dress. "l guess I should explain why I'm dressed like this." I stuttered out to the kids.

	"We know dad." Kelly said, rolling her eyes.

	"Yeah dad!" Zack snapped. "How could you do it?"

	"Yeah, well...it's difficult to explain."

	"Fucking Mom's best friend! Tell her that Mom meant nothing to you!" "Huh?" This was new. What was this now?

	"Mom and Aunt Teri, Helena and Carmen met us for lunch today. They told us what you did, how you were having an affair with Teri for so long. How you hit Mom!" "1...1..." What the fuck?

	"Is it true?" Asked Kelly. "They all said it was. That this was why Mom was punishing you. Mom said you might be getting a divorce because of it."

	This was going a bit to far, but if there was ever a way to make certain of my ruin, turning my kids against me would be the way to do it. I should have denied everything, I should have said this was going way too far. "Yes, it's true." [image: Image]"And you get fired?" Zack asked.

	"Yes."

	"What are you going to do?" He asked me.

	"l got a new job." I said, then looked ashamed. "I'll be a cleaner in the YMCA."

	They both stared at me, then Zack grabbed his plate and left the room, walking upstairs. Kelly and I ate in silence, then once Kelly finished, she took the plate to the sink and put it there. Usually she automatically use the dishwasher, but not this time. Then she walked back to me and kissed me on the cheek. "You're mental, dad. But whatever floats your boat." [image: Image]She said, smiling.

	"What do you mean?" I asked.

	"Next time, wipe your browser history. I'm eighteen, so yeah, I read porn, dick." She giggled. "Look, I don't really get what you and mom are doing, or why she involved the others. But yeah, do what you both need to do. We'll be out of here in a few weeks." Then she whispered, "They went too far saying you hit mom. You're way too much of a wimp loser to do that." She winked and walked out of the room.

	I was already in bed when Tiff arrived home. "Here, drink this." She said, handing me the cum and piss again. "It's not mine, by the way." This time, she watched me drink the fluid, smiling, then rolling her eyes. "You're fucking sick. God, I'm so glad we don't need to fuck anymore." She sat on the bed. "1 saw your note. You actually went out and got a job as a cleaner? What a fucking loser you really are. I don't see this working out, us, it's only a matter of time until we divorce. Get your dildo and fuck yourself, hard. Don't use lube."[image: Image]

	Reaching to the drawer, I pulled out the dildo, sucking on it a bit before pushing it at my hole.

	"You may talk, but only to say how disgusting you are. I want you to apologise for wasting two decades of my life. Beg me to hate you. Beg me to divorce you. Beg me. Tell me what you really want, and I want you to actually mean it." "Please divorce me." I begged, pushing the cock painfully in and out all in one go. "Please, I failed you, I'm a failure. Force me to move out, then just use me on the weekends. Make me a slave, pierce me, gag me, tattoo me with your name so that nobody else can have me. Move in with your boyfriend and use me as a part-time slave, but forbid me from being with anyone else."

	"Oh I like that! I like that a lot!" She gushed, pushing her hand into her skirt and fingering herself, making sure I couldn't see. "In time, that's definitely what I'll do. Kick you out, then use you just to clean up here, as my cleaner."

	"Yes Mistress! Make sure everyone knows you don't love me anymore."[image: Image]

	"Oh, they all know. Don't worry. I told everyone that we talked and I realised, I don't think I ever really loved you, not that much. But I get pregnant so young, so I couldn't run away. I don't love you Tom, maybe never did. In fact, the more I

	think about you, the more I hate you, and this time, you made me realise that. I mean it Tom."

	"l know you do."

	"But you love me don't you?"

	"Yes Mistress. Forever."

	"l will leave you, but you are not allowed to date, to remarry, is that understood?" "Yes Mistress."

	She grinned, it was dark. "You will be my slave forever." She picked up a small black bag and threw it at me. "You will wear this leather hood in my presence now. Kelly selected it, so they know. I never want to see your face again, understood?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	"l have news. Clint and I are dating. It's good that you asked me to divorce you, because it's what I wanted to let you know. Over the summer, I will spend time with Clint. You won't see much of me. He wants to take me on holiday, so I changed the tickets to include him in your place. I want the kids to get to know him. They were at lunch with me, Clint and the girls today, and they really liked him, but it's early days." She paused and looked down. "Clint is bisexual. He's a top. I've known that for a long time, but he doesn't trust you, and he also doesn't want you to be a fall back. When we get back from the holiday, we will have a cool down time to decide if we want to both take things forward. If we do, then you will need to find somewhere to live. I do not want you changing jobs to afford a place, so make sure it's somewhere you can afford, a dosshouse, or somewhere like that."

	"Yes Mistress."

	"l want things to work. So I've decided I want you to begin divorce proceedings now. Whether it's Clint or another man, I don't want our marriage getting in the way. Is that clear?"

	I groaned in pain. "Yes Mistress." I said, fucking my arse harder.

	She grinned, shaking her head. "You could have just had me as I was. We could have tolerated each other forever, but you chose this. You chose well, I'm glad you did, but you are a real fucking asshole. I'm glad we're divorcing. You don't deserve me. You don't deserve this. You are a loser, really, genuinely. You fucked up everything, and I regret ever marrying you. I should've made you a slave years ago, you fucking cunt."

	I came, my locked cock spraying cum out. She reached out and grabbed it, rubbing it over my face. [image: Image]"Pathetic."

	Epilogue

	I inhaled, pulling the corset tighter. I'd lost so much weight that I was as skinny as Tiffany now. I looked at myself in the black latex catsuit and the pink dress and corset, and smiled. The ballet fetish shoes were crazy and taken me months to master, but now I was an expert, the sound of them clicking on the floor.

	"Are you leaving already?" Asked Nige.

	"l need to help them prepare." I told him.

	"I'll be there at two." He said.

	"Yes sir." I told my master.

	"Slave, suck me."

	I licked my lips. If I sucked him, I'd be late, and Clint would punish me. If I didn't suck Nige, he would punish me. I couldn't say no. I collapsed to my knees and sucked my former best friend, now lover, the latex mask expanding with my skin, and the huge breast forms in the way.

	It had been a strange year. After the divorce and the holiday, Tiffany confirmed that she and Clint were in love and Clint didn't want me there. We agreed that I was to come over in the hours during the days when I worked at the YMCA to clean and prepare food for them. On the weekends, the couple would make fun of me, kick me around, treat me like trash. Then one day, Clint bent me over and fucked me, which Tiff found hilarious. That became a regular thing.

	For a while, I needed a place to stay. Warren, my boss at the YMCA, put me up and of course, he came onto me. We ended up fucking, but I really didn't want to make a thing out of it. Nige had broken up with another girlfriend, so he offered me his place.

	I was no longer allowed to dress as a man, it was one of the terms of the agreement with Tiffany. Given she held the keys to the now metal cage, I didn't want to upset her. Then one day, I came home late and Nige was in a foul mood. I'd promised to go shopping, but with both jobs, I'd forgotten. Rather than argue, Nige threw me on the bed and whipped me with a belt.

	Of course, I was there in my little dress sobbing on the bed, face down, and suddenly, I felt Nige climbing on the bed, fingers in my panties. "What are you doing Nige?" I said.

	"Shut up bitch. You want this. You know you want this." He snarled, pushing his huge hard dick in me.

	After that, it made little sense for me to have my own room. He made it clear that if I wanted to live with him, then I needed to be his bitch, that I'd be his girlfriend, his partner, his slave too. He wasn't always mean, in fact, very quickly, he became a lover, wanting to go for walks hand-in-hand, cuddle in the movies, and more. Six months later, I was coming out to my parents, talking about how much childhood best friend was my boyfriend.

	[image: Image]Today was the summer garden party. It was special because it was the first one with Tiff and Clint as a married couple. I was to be gagged and there serving. The four hotties would be there, of course, as would Yvonne, and Damian. I hadn't heard from any of them for months. I tried to reach out to Teri, but she told me not to ever contact her again. "l don't date [image: Image]or speak to losers." She had written.

	There was something else special about this garden party too, but I'd get to that.

	I arrived late, which meant that Clint and Tiff whipped me, Clint with the crop, Tiff with her trademark bullwhip, me naked and chained up. The most frustrating about all that wasn't that my back would be bleeding and sore, but that I would need to spend ages getting the latex back on. Naked and bleeding from the whipping, Clint fucked me, filling me with his cum, telling Tiff that he couldn't believe that she'd married such a loser cunt.

	"Neither can l." She laughed. "But he'll never be a match for you."

	I pranced around in my outfit serving people. Neighbours who knew me in the past looked at me disgusted that they [image: Image]ever called me a friend; the kinky neighbours laughed and told me I was an idiot, and where in the past Teri and Helena would be friendly, or even take part in my domination, now they didn't even acknowledge me, with their own partners now. Only two people acknowledged me.

	"l know you can't speak, but nodded or shake your head." A very pregnant Carmen asked. "Do you regret anything?" She asked me. I nodded yes. "Do you regret everything?" I shook my head, no. "Do you want to know the truth from what Tiff told me?" I nodded. "She never loved you. I think she was going to dump you, then she got pregnant with the twins. Her parents told her to do the right thing, so she said yes when you asked. She blamed you for getting pregnant, because you bought cheap condoms that broke. But she tolerated you for the kids. Then you quit your job to do this crypto thing. She thought it was you big opportunity. You had the chance to invest a small amount of your cash to become a billionaire later. You didn't. She hated you for that.

	"When she came to me saying she was going to have an affair, she told me that she needed to meet someone so that when the kids moved out, she could divorce you and not be alone." She paused. "She was fucking Clint the whole time. And Damian. Damian and Clint were fucking too, because Damian is also bisexual, that's why I let him play. She told Clint that she was going to divorce you, but this worked out even better. She hates you. Really, genuinely. She blames you for everything, and now, she gets to punish you for it, and do you know what? I'm fucking glad, you dump piece of shit. Because I love my friend, and I hate you." She spat in my face. "Eat shit, loser."

	The second person to talk to me, was Yvonne, but it was just to say, "1t was me who put all these ideas into your head. I'll tell you why. I went to college with Carmen; did you think I never knew Tiff? You fucking idiot. The moment Carmen told me what was happening, that you were turned on by Tiff's cheating, I knew I could make you into a little sissy bitch, and our friends helped us."

	I moaned into the gag, feeling my cock spray into my panties.[image: Image]

	The party ended at ten, and whilst Nige, Clint and Tiff got changed, I washed up. Then, ready, they came down in their leathers and latex, clipped their leashes onto my collar, and led me out to the taxi. For the first time in months, we were all going out together, to a fetish rave where I would be their slave. You see, there were three names on my back. Property of:

	Tiffany, Clint, Nigel We agreed that I would be shared for the rest of my life, but never would I be allowed to be human, just a slave.

	Yes, Nigel and I had nights together, dates together, but I did so as a sissy slave. I would never be allowed to be anything but a loser.

	"Tom." Tiff said to me that night. "Thank you for giving me all this. Thank you for teaching me to become a dominatrix, it was the best thing you gave me since the kids."

	I blinked at her slowly. I hadn't spoken a word to her for months, and I would never again. For I was a latex sissy slave, and a loser waste of space, and not allowed to speak to her, ever again, but I would be her slave forever.

	"Hello you guys!" Said the pretty blonde woman, her sissy slave kneeling by her feet. "So glad you could make it! Sorry

	I missed your party."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"That's okay Julia." Tiff said, kissing her boss on each cheek.

	It was funny, but Tiff didn't know the COO of the company was in a femdom marriage either, until one day when Tiff was out for a walk with Clint, with me on a leash. She'd thought that it was late enough and far enough away that nobody would see us, but there Julia was. Her house was outside the city, by the forest where we were walking, and Julia was outside, smoking. The grin on Julia's face, told us everything, and then when she invited us all in for a drink, we got to meet her husband, her sissy husband.

	After that, Tiff and Julia became great friends. It was Julia who invited us here, and it was Julia who told Tiff to embrace being a dominatrix, and to keep me around. "Being a dominatrix is so much fun, and way more fun than getting rid of him."

	THE END


Author's Postscript

	I hope you enjoyed this true story. I promised to let you know where each of them are, so here goes!

	Tom and Nigel are no longer together. To be honest, the guy who is Nigel could never hold a relationship together, and he had a bit of a drinking problem. In his submissiveness, Tom stuck with Nigel because that was what he thought Tiffany wanted. She didn't. When she found out the Nigel had issues, she asked Tom to move back in with her and Clint.

	[image: Image]The three of them lived together for another six months as their slave, but then at the Pride event last year, he met another man and fell in love. Thankfully, that guy loves the relationship that Tom has with Tiff and Clint, so they are regulars together.

	[image: Image]Of course, Tom no longer has a ban on speaking to Tiff, and these days, they are more like best friends than Mistress and Slave. In fact, they both join me and my girlfriends for drinks sometimes, and Tom is one of the girls!

	I still work with Tiff, she's one of my best friends who I've never fucked, would you believe? Anyway, that was the postscript.

	Like, comment, subscribe and all that malarky. Love you all!

	Jules.
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