
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Author's Note

	Munches are a great source of inspiration, I think I already mentioned that. This is a story I heard about when I attended a munch in London. The lady in question was talking about how she got into cuckolding her husband, both of whom were new to the BDSM scene. It turned out that a friend of a friend had told them about cuckolding, and neither believed it. But like all good ideas, it festered in their brains until both decided to try it and see.

	I took that story and embellished it, as I like to do. In all honestly, it is my fantasy, to fully feminise my husband and take a live-in lover. But, alas, when you are in a position in a large corporation where they hire investigators to assess risk, you are limited in what you can say or do. My employers know my kinks, they tolerate them, but I don't like to push them. One day, maybe.

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

	By the way — some twat gave one of my books a one-star rating (if someone can fix that on Sissy Cuckold, Femboy Bull, please!), then posted elsewhere that the book was sick. I think I try to set a theme about my books and well, if you don't like the theme, maybe don't rate the book. If you genuinely think the book is written that badly, sure, but I'm fucking Dickens. I write smut, kinky smut at that. Anyway. If you like the book, give me a decent rating, otherwise, you know, use logic...or I'll spank you!

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

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

	Kalvin Dent was my best friend at college. A tall, muscular black man, he could get any girl he wanted, and regularly did. He was my polar opposite in so many ways. I was a skinny little white guy who struggled to speak to women, but Kalvin was the perfect wingman, and regularly made sure to include me when we went out. He never looked for an individual woman, rather a couple to make sure there was someone for me. Then, he would talk about how awesome I was, how one day I was going to be as rich a Bill Gates.

	It was thanks to Kal and his antics that I met Tiffany. She was a very attractive brunette, long hair, large breasts, glasses and a bigger bum. In fact, she wasn't fat, but she was, well, plump. I didn't care because she was genuinely a lovely woman.

	Also a student at my university, Tiffany and I became increasingly close, but the closer we became the more my friendship dynamic changed with Kal. Soon, it was me and Tiffany telling Kal to settle down, to find someone, to stop shagging random birds, until finally, he backed down and met Sara, a half-Spanish, half-Jamaican girl.

	I proposed to Tiffany about three years after we left university. Yes, it was quite a long time to wait but we had both agreed to settle first, to find work and get a house, that sort of thing. Kal was my best man, of course, as was I at his wedding. But as he welcomed his first child into the world, Tiff and I struggled. This meant that Kal and Sara began hanging out with other mothers and fathers, whereas we were still part of the childless group, and as such, we began to see less of our friends, until we reached a point where we are calling once a month.[image: Image]

	From our side, Tiff and I continued to try for a baby for over a year, before finally going to see a doctor. After several tests, the results came back as positive and negative. It seemed we both were producing what we need to produce, but for some reason, Tiff's uterus was an unhospitable environment for my sperm. In other words, we were literally incompatible.

	Of course, this depressed us, and it even reached a point where I asked her if she wanted to continue with me. Here's the thing though, we never fought, we had fun together, and we literally were like best friends. I loved her so much that I didn't want to lose her, and as it turned out, she felt the same way. So, we talked about adoption, even added ourselves to a list, but then came the rigmarole around it all, so we ended up withdrawing.

	Instead of having a kid, we focused on other things, work, travel and improving our small home. We ended up having a great social life, learning new skills, cooking, and really trying to make every single day worth it. But the one thing to suffer was our sex life. Instead of living it up and just enjoying sex for sex, it sort of seemed like something fairly pointless, so it began to matter, well, less, until it almost felt like a chore. That's not to say that I didn't get horny, but really, I could [image: Image]satisfy myself, masturbate to porn, that sort of thing, so I didn't care too much.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The times we saw Kal and Sara were few and far between, in fact, I think the last time I saw him was in a supermarket where we promised to get a beer together, and we really meant it, but our lives were so different now, I knew neither of us would remember to call the other and arrange it.

	Our lives continued that way, until I hit thirty. It was a big number, so Tiff threw me a big party, and of course, Kal and Sara were invited. For the first time in a while, I got the chance to catch-up with Kal, and what he had to say shocked me.

	"I'm having an affair." He said quietly.

	"What the hell man?" I said. “I thought you were done with that shit?"

	“I know, I know, but I went on a business trip with a colleague and shit just sort of happened. She's married too, but her husband is kind of into her fucking around, so it works out."

	"And if your wife finds out?" I said snidely. Besides, what kind of husband was okay with his wife fucking other guys? I wondered.

	"If Sara finds out then she'll cut my balls off. There's just something about Anna though, the girl. She's this kinky little blonde, really dirty, and well, I couldn't say no."

	I sighed, shaking my head. "Your life man." I said.

	For a moment, we both supped on our beers, then he looked over at my wife, eyeing her for a bit. Normally, I wouldn't [image: Image]care, he was our friend, but after telling me he was doing some guy's wife, I decided to tell him to stop ogling my wife. "I'm not ogling your wife." He laughed, punching my shoulder. "I'm just realising how much she's changed since we first met her."

	Tiffany had changed. Not having a kid changed her. Given our social life, she invested into herself rather than a kid, which meant going to the gym regularly and buying more expensive clothes. She had laser eye surgery, so gone with the glasses, and her previously flabby body was now tight, hard, a tiny little backside, but still had those huge DD breasts. Her lacklustre dark brown hair was now gleaming, flowing and thick. I'd married up, I realised that.

	I'd talked to Tiffany about how amazing she looked, but she never really recognised it in herself, telling me that I was her husband, it was my job to tell her how good she looked.

	For my part, I too invested in myself, and looked okay. I was still skinny, but I too toned myself, so had muscles now, although small to look at, I could deadlift far more than my own weight. But I wasn't ever going to bulk up, not on the diet I led, and I was fine with that, I didn't need to be huge.

	As the party wound down, we said goodbye to everyone, with me promising to see Kal again soon, and as usual, meaning it. However, once everyone had left, Tiff approached me with a grin and asked, "Why does Sara think you have been hanging out with Kal a lot recently?" Tiff wasn't stupid, and she knew Kal very well, hence the smile. The question really could have been phrased, "What whore is Kal seeing behind his wife's back?"

	"Kal's screwing some girl from work." I told her.

	"Wow, he's gone back to being college Kal, huh?" She chuckled.

	"Yep. She's married."

	"Even better."

	"Apparently the husband knows and is cool with it."

	Tiffany snorted and laughed incredulously. "Yeah right! Whatever he needs to hear to justify his behaviour, right? Arse." I shrugged. It was entirely possible that he had somehow run into a woman who had a husband who didn't care for her, so didn't get jealous, I supposed, but Tiff didn't agree.

	"If a husband is okay with his wife fucking someone else, it's because he is fucking someone else." She snorted.

	"Um, I wouldn't be so black and white, but I suppose in most cases, that's true."[image: Image]

	She shook her head. "All cases."

	There was a bluntness to her view which rubbed me the wrong way. I really didn't need to argue Kal's case here, but I also felt that there had to be other reasons, after-all, polyamory was getting increasingly popular. “I don't know babe. If you came to me and said you wanted to have an affair with another guy, just as a blunt tool, one off or something, and wanted my permission, then I would be open to discussing it with you, within certain rules."

	Again, she smirked. "Yeah? What sort of rules?"

	“I don't know. That you couldn't fall in love, for example. And you always need to wear a condom."

	"That's a given. I'm not on birth control." She reminded me. "Anyway, you say all this, and let's pretend I did it, you'd be so jealous that we'd fight."

	"When did we last fight?" I asked, knowing we didn't argue like that.

	"Okay, even worse." She laughed.

	"How so?"

	"Because it would eat you up from the inside out, and you'd leave me in the dead of night and never come back." 

	"I'm not a pussy." I told her.

	[image: Image]”I didn't say you were, but let's call a spade a spade, you'd be hurting. Look, it's all conjecture anyway, because I wouldn't fuck someone else, and you don't really want me to anyway. But fine, I see where you are coming from, I guess there maybe men out there who are okay with it."

	We ended the discussion there and moved on, but in my mind, I still needed to prove my point, so in the end, I went online and researched a little about husbands who don't mind having wives that cheat. That led me to husbands who want their wives to cheat, and in turn, I discovered the cuckolding and hot wife fetishes.

	Of course, I showed this to Tiffany, who again scoffed at it. "Okay, so you discovered porn for horny men with kinks."

	She told me. “I promise you, people don't really do this."

	Three weeks after the party, on a Tuesday evening, the doorbell rang. I opened the door to find a rather glum-looking Kal stood there, a suitcase at his feet. I looked at him and he looked at me and no words needed to be said. I stood aside and he walked in.

	"You idiot." Said Tiffany, the moment she saw him.

	“I can go to a hotel if you want?" He replied.

	"Don't be stupid." She said, then wrapped her arms around him in a hug. "You absolute plonker."

	“I know."

	Sara had found out everything. How? Well, the husband of Kal's lover had an attack of jealousy, fearing Anna might leave him. They argued and in order to punish Anna, the guy tracked down Kal, found out who his wife was, and told her.

	The explanation seemed to vindicate the discussion I'd had with Tiff, who blew me a raspberry as a result.

	"Sara was pissed off." He said.

	"Obviously." Shrugged Tiff.

	"For many reasons, but two stood out."

	"Go on."

	"One, she didn't like me fucking another woman..."

	"Duh... Go on."

	"Two, she didn't like our race being used as some blonde woman's fetish."

	"Huh?" Asked Tiff, looking confused.

	"Well it turned out that Anna's kink was fucking black man, and cuckolding her husband. It was meant to be his kink too, but he couldn't get over himself."

	We told Kal to stay with us until he could patch things up with Sara. Marriages did go through blips and we were sure

	Sara would forgive him eventually, after all, Kal did love her, and that's all that mattered.

	 


One

	Kal spent the first week with us begging his wife to take him back. Of course, Tiff tried to reason with her too, but Sara wasn't listening; as far as she was concerned, Kal was a scumbag. It was only after that week, that Tiff finally convinced Sara to go for a glass of wine to talk, and that was where she was that evening, whilst I stayed home with Kal playing on the XBOX.

	The ferocity in the way that Tiff stamped inside when she arrived home from the drink with Sara told me that not only did it not go well, but that she had found out more bad news. It turned out that she had.

	"You fucking wanker!" She screamed at Kal, picking up a pillow from the sofa and throwing it at him. "You utter bellend!"[image: Image]

	"Er..." Kal began.

	"Yeah! She told me about the fucking others!" She screamed, then she turned to me. "So this isn't the first time, right? He's been fucking other women too."

	I turned to look at my friend. "Tit!" I snapped. He shrugged.

	"Cuckoldsforum.com?" She asked him. Then she turned back to me. "So, how did he get started with Anna? He was on a business trip with her, and told her that he meets women on a forum, or sometimes he meets the husbands, and they introduce him to their wives. Men who get off on watching their wives with other men, especially black men. Anna thought that was huge coincidence, because her husband was into that fantasy as a kink. Except what happened then, Kal?"

	The huge black man shrunk, sulking, his shoulders drooping. "Turned out he was just into the fantasy and couldn't handle the real thing."

	It turned out this was the last straw for Sara and she'd had enough. She'd tolerated his philandering for far too long, but breaking up a marriage with a colleague was just too far for her.

	Again, Kal offered to leave, to find a hotel, but much as we both thought he was an idiot for doing what he did, he was our best friend and we wouldn't dare throw him out, telling him to stay as long as he needed. He promised to find a flat, but we told him not to rush, just help out at home whilst he was there.

	[image: Image]I worked in Al and big data for a large consulting company, so I rarely had the chance to work from home, whereas Tiffany worked as a process manager for a large software company in Germany. The company in Germany had an office in the UK too, but had more employees than desks, so that meant that she worked from home four days out of five, hot desking like the rest of the employees. I mention this because Kal worked in sales, but his HQ was far away, so he too worked from home when he wasn't travelling.

	Most days of the week, I came home to find Tiff and Kal laughing together as they cooked, or already drinking wine, and so forth. They began to go to the gym together, and really, they were clearly becoming closer. At first, I didn't think anything of it, after all, we were all friends for so long. But then I began to remember why Kal was with us in the first place, and something inside me clicked.

	It was whilst I was at work that I began looking into the cuckold forum that Tiff had mentioned, which in turn led me to stories online about cuckolding. I was trying to understand the rationale for a husband actively telling his wife to fuck someone else, but the more I read, the more I realised that I was getting turned on. Like Anna's husband though, the fantasy seemed fine, but I couldn't imagine the incredible pain that I would feel if Tiff decided to leave me.[image: Image]

	Over the next few days, I continuously read cuckold fetish stories on Kindle, using my phone to read rather than the eReader that might get found at home. The more I read, the more turned on I got, to the point that when I found time to wank, I began doing so looking for cuckold porn videos on Pornhub.

	I had thought cuckolding was just about watching the wife fuck another man, but I began to realise there was more to it.

	It was about power and humiliation, and that was where I began to learn about BDSM and female domination.

	Obviously, I knew about BDSM, knew about whipping, spanking and such, and knew that a little pain could be quite erotic. I never realised though that pain can also be derived from psychological sources, notably the pain of humiliation, and the pain of fear.

	Soon, I was imagining how I might feel if Tiffany told me she had a lover, that her lover was huge, stretched her, that my little dick was not good enough. The thoughts began to take over my desires, and suddenly, that was all I could think about, her laughing at me, bullying me, talking sexily to her lover, and then belittling me. But her lover needed a face. I tried so hard for it to be anyone but Kal, anyone but my best friend, but my brain forced him in there.[image: Image]

	I came home to them together, laughing, cooking, drinking, making jokes; touching each other, playfully spanking each other; and I found myself getting desperately excited. My cock straining beyond belief.

	I needed to put this desire to good use, so I told Kal I needed to talk to my wife, then dragged her upstairs and threw her on the bed. She realised I was horny and rather than question it, scrambled to undress. The moment we were naked, I was on her, fucking her as hard as I could with my five-inch erection, and she moaned and yelped, giggling at the sudden surge [image: Image]in my sex-drive. I came fast, faster than I would like, but she didn't mind, instead enjoying the sudden intimacy.

	The sessions continued. I would come home, see them together, get horny, and then fuck her. She didn't question it, not once. There was one problem with it all. The more I fucked her, the more desired she felt by me, her husband, and the more tight and cuddly she became with me, which meant she was less touchy-feely with him. Not that there was anything sexual about what she was doing with him, but she became that much more clingy towards me.

	To counter that, I began creating fantasies of them together in my head as I fucked her. Eventually, I needed fuel for new fantasies, so began reading more books, dirtier books, darker ones. My thoughts were so disturbing for me after I came, that I constantly promised myself that I would stop reading the books, stop thinking of my wife as some sort of sex toy for my friend, and eventually, I felt like I was making progress. I went back to lesbian porn, fed my desires by imagining

	Tiffany with other women, a nice, healthy obsession.

	"What's this?" I heard Tiff ask as she walked by Kal's open bedroom door.

	"What's what?" Kal called out next to me on the sofa.

	Tiff walked into the living room hold what looked like a tiny little metal cage of some sort. Obviously, having delved [image: Image]into some books on chastity, I knew exactly what it was, but not why Kal had it.[image: Image]

	"Oh," Kal said. “I was going to throw that away. It's a chastity cage."

	Tiffany burst out laughing. "Don't tell me you were going to wear this to prove to Sara that you'd be faithful."

	He let out a laugh. "Ha, no. I bought that for Anna to give to her husband, but never got round to giving it to her. My dick wouldn't fit in that! It's a nano, so designed to push the cock inside and shrink it."

	Still holding the cage, Tiffany continued to look it over. Her laughed had disappeared. "How would anyone's cock fit in it? What happened if he got an erection?"

	"Nothing. It would try to get hard, then would go soft again." Kal explained.[image: Image]

	Again, she worked it in her hands, working out how it fit, how the ring went behind the balls. "Nobody's worn this then?" She asked.

	"No."

	Her eyes turned to me and whilst I felt my cock get hard, I hid it as best I could. "No." I said firmly.

	"Come on, just try it. I just want to see what it looks like. Aren't you a little bit curious?" She whined.

	[image: Image]I sighed. "Fine, but in our room."

	As I stood to follow her upstairs, I heard a knowing deep chuckle from behind me. I turned to give my friend an angry glare. "This is how it begins." He told me, but I ignored him, following my wife to our bedroom.

	Of course, my erection meant that she couldn't get it on me. She did wonder why I was erect, and I explained it off as being kind of sexual, so I was turned on, which she said was true. So, we fucked, the cage visible next to us, and that meant I came in record time. The downside of that meant that I really didn't want to put on the cage. It took some more convincing and pleading, until finally I said fine and she began to work the ring over my balls.

	"How does it feel?" She asked once it was in place.

	"Actually, not uncomfortable." I said. I had expected it to feel strange, painful, or tight, but really, it felt like wearing tight underpants, like my penis was being safely held and cupped.

	She grinned at me. "It's kind of hot, right? Knowing that I hold the key to your cock?"

	I chuckled, "Yeah, a bit."

	"Wanna keep it on?" She asked.

	I did want to keep it on. I wanted her to want me to keep it on. I wanted her to tell me to keep it on, or else. I wanted her to refuse to take it off. But she'd given me a choice, and I'm a man, so instinctively, I said, "Pah! No!"

	Rolling her eyes, she unlocked it and slid it off, placing it on the sideboard next to the bed. I asked if she was going to return it to Kal, but she waved it off. "He was going to throw it away anyway. We can keep it for some kinky sex games."

	She grinned.

	When we arrived back downstairs, Kal gave me a look, one that asked if I was still wearing it. I rolled my eyes and flopped down and he gave me a chuckle. "One day, she'll put it on you, you'll see." He told me, in front of my wife.

	"Keep dreaming." I told him.

	"She kept it though, didn't she?"

	I felt my wife's hands run down my shoulders to my chest. “I did." She said, kissing my cheek.

	 


Two

	My fantasies didn't stop. The chastity cage brought them back and then some, like petrol to a dying flame. Soon, it became so much that I was waking up horny before work, which meant I'd gone from fucking my wife once a week, to nightly, to twice a day. I pretended that she wasn't wondering why I was so horny, but realistically, I knew was busy putting two and two together, but she never said anything.

	Two weeks passed like that, everything continuing in the new normal, and the chastity cage wasn't mentioned. Instead, she placed it in a drawer somewhere. But then something happened, something changed, and all of a sudden, the chastity cage was in my underwear drawer. My mind began going at a million miles per hour. Had she placed it there for a reason? Was she trying to tell me something? Or did she just move it there because she didn't want it with her things? Had Kal moved it as a joke? I decided to ignore it, pretend it didn't matter to me.

	Three days later, the cage was gone from the drawer. Why? Because now it was in plain sight on the sideboard next to my side of the bed. Still, Tiffany didn't tell me to put it on.

	Whilst Tiffany read from her Kindle in bed, I decided to read from my books too. I opened my phone and opened my app, reading the book I had opened. Once that ended, I closed it, returned it to Kindle Unlimited, and then went to see what else I had in my reading list. As I did so, a book cover popped up, downloading. The Keyholder's Desire: A femdom [image: Image]chastity cuckold adventure. It wasn't a book that I had read, nor one that I had ordered. Why was that on my app?

	I gulped, someone had access to my account. Surely not Tiffany? That Kindle was on a different account. However, as I [image: Image]went into my settings and saw that I had family sharing of my content enabled.[image: Image]

	Lowering my phone, I turned to look at my wife who was still reading the kindle, but now had a smirk on her face. "Put the cage on, honey. I know you want to." She said without looking up.

	"But, you realise it's just fantasy, right?" I said.

	“I know. But we can play. Put the cage on. Be a good boy and do as mistress says."

	My hands shook as I put the cage on, watching as my cock began to get hard. I had to move fast, so I fitted it and cringed as my dick tried hard to get hard, then failed. When turned back, my wife's hand was held out. I placed the keys there and [image: Image]watched as she leaned over and placed them next to her.

	Nothing more was said about it.

	Over the next few days, my active sex life continued. She unlocked me, we fucked, then she locked me back up. She didn't ask me how it felt, if it bothered me, because she assumed that if there was a problem, I'd say something.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"You haven't told Kal, right?" I asked her that weekend.

	"No. It's our secret." She said. I don't know why, but that disappointed me. Still, I said nothing and continued to read, but then she said, "Unless you think I should?" Clearly, she was still thinking about it.[image: Image]

	"No, no. It's fine as it is."

	"Right." She nodded, chewing her lip, reading on. Then she dropped the kindle down and said, "It's just that some women wear them on a necklace. I was thinking about doing that."

	"Oh. Erm. Well, then, if you want to?" 

	"You don't mind?" She asked.

	"You...you're in charge." I told her,

	She grinned and then nodded. "Honey, of course, but I don't want to do something you will feel embarrassed about. It's our game, so if you don't want to, then I won't."[image: Image]

	I gulped, inhaled and then nodded. “I...I want you to be in charge and make these decisions."

	"No punishment later. No running away from me?”

	“Honey, anything I don't like, we can talk about."

	"Okay."

	The following morning, the keys became a permanent fixture on her neck, and when Kal saw them, he gave me a look that said, told you so. The cage was fun, it was fine, but to be completely honest, whenever I said I wanted to fuck, she immediately took the cage off and we fucked. I said that I needed to clean myself in the shower, when really, I could still clean myself with it on, but she took it off. Heck, I think if I said I wanted to wank, she'd take it off. She wasn't the best keyholder, not at the start.

	There was one thing to change though and that was Kal's attitude. He didn't suddenly become dominant and arrogant, but he was certainly a lot more playful around my wife. She seemed to brush it off as Kal being Kal, and maybe she was [image: Image]right, maybe I was dreaming things, but it fuelled my desires even further.

	One thing I did begin to notice was that I was not the only one reading cuckolding stories now. In fact, she was going through the stories at a similar tempo to me. It was clear that she was getting off on the fantasy too now, but neither of us wanted to confront the truth.

	The following Friday night, we had an event planned with a few friends. It was all couples out drinking and chatting at an expensive bar, a classy place you had to dress up for. We would have invited Kal along with us, but he would have been a third-wheel, and he knew it.

	Tiffany dressed up in a stunning, shiny black silk wrap-around dress, over a sexy black lace bra, black suspender-belt, and black stockings, with a tiny black shiny thong completing the ensemble. I wore a white shirt with a charcoal Dior suit.

	When Kal saw my wife in the dress, his jaw literally dropped. "Holy fuck, Tiff! You look amazing!"[image: Image]

	Tiffany blushed and smiled, thanking him, but there was something different about that blush. I'd see her receive compliments from him before and she brushed them off like nothing, but this was something far different, and I felt it in my cage.

	The event was fine, boring, general chit-chat with people we knew, but nothing of interest. More interesting for me was watching my wife in that slinky, shiny dress, and seeing her chat with men. More than once, she caught me looking, and as she drank, I saw her get a little more flirty with some of the men there, when their partners weren't watching.

	"Are you flirting?" I asked her.

	"Nothing wrong with a little flirting." She purred. "Makes a girl feel special. Why? Jealous?"

	"No...not at all." I whispered, kissing her cheek. "Makes you even hotter."

	"Turns you on, does it?"

	"Seeing you flirt? I fucking love it."

	She kissed me and backed away to talk to a female friend of ours, but then I saw her move to Giles, a rich CEO friend, and watched as she laughed at his comments, resting her hand on him as he spoke to her. Occasionally, her eyes would dart to mine, making sure I was looking. The keys to my cage were visible around her neck, and I knew some people had to know what they were, but nobody asked.

	In the taxi home, she was hot and horny, kissing me, telling me she couldn't wait to get the cage off me. But when we arrived back, we found Kal sat there watching television, several beer bottles empty on the table in front of him. His eyes looked red, bloodshot, and it looked like he had been crying.

	"Talk to him. I'll wait upstairs." My wife whispered.

	I sat down and opened a beer, and listened to him tell me that Sara had sent the divorce papers through already. He told me that it wasn't that he missed Sara, per se, but he did mess Jason, his son. The poor guy was hurting, but thankfully, Sara wasn't being difficult or trying to cut him out. The finality of everything was beginning to hit him.

	"I'll start looking for that flat next week." He said, "Get out of your hair."

	"No hurry mate." I said. The truth was, I really didn't want him to leave. He was the one that restarted our sex life.

	Now, my wife was a little tipsy after the night out. She was tipsy and horny, and had spent nearly a half-hour waiting for me. If she had been sober, she wouldn't have done what she did, but she was tipsy...[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]I was alerted to my wife's presence behind me by Kal's wide eyes. "Holy fuck." He gasped. I turned to look at what he was looking at, and saw Tiffany stood there in the lingerie, now sans-dress.

	"Are you coming to fuck me or not?" She asked firmly.

	"Are you talking to me or him?" Asked Kal.

	She pointed at me. "Him. Although, he's kept me waiting so long that I'm beginning to wonder."

	"It's my fault. I've been pouring my heart out to him." Kal said, defending me as usual. "Sara sent the divorce papers.”

	“Oh honey!" She cried out, stopping over in the bedroom heels she was in. "Come here, give me a hug."

	It was a genuine, heartfelt hug, but as I said, she was a little drunk, otherwise she wouldn't have done it in sexy lingerie, especially with boobs ready to pop open that thin lace. I sat there, watching as he stood and the two hugged, her rubbing his back gently, almost motherly. But then my eyes caught hers and she saw my expression, the look of lust on my face. At first, she questioned it, but then she began to smirk, an evil, knowing smirk.

	"Poor baby." She purred, looking right into my eyes, but now pulling him tighter. "Poor Kal." She said, and her right foot stepped one step forward, pulling her crotch against him.

	Kal was a few beers in too, and he was also a horny guy. His hand lowered on her back, down her skin and now it rested on the curve above her buttock. However, his little finger moved, touching it slightly, as if testing what she might do.

	"Mmm...poor baby." She sighed, now resting her head in the nape of his neck. Suddenly, he felt emboldened, his hand dropped five centimetres lower, now on top of her buttock, and when she sighed again, he cupped it completely and held [image: Image]it.

	She pulled her head back a bit, still looking at me, as he turned and looked at me too. Again I gulped, my hands clammy, my body cold, shivering in the warm room. I said nothing.

	He then turned to look at her, as she looked at him, their eyes interlocked. His hand was massaging her buttock now, squeezing and kneading it. I thought they might kiss, I wanted them to kiss, but he simply let go of her and she, almost reluctantly, let go of him.

	"Thanks." He said.

	"No problem." She said, her chest heaving now.

	When she stepped away and reached out for my hand, I caught a glimpse of his crotch in the sweatpants. His erection jutted out, stretching the soft material in ways that I could only dream of doing. He was huge and she must have felt it.

	We fucked three times that night. Not once did either of us address what had happened, probably because we were too scared to admit what we really felt, but we sure as hell used it to fuel our sex that night. Little did I know that something had awoken in both of them.

	 


Three

	Both were quiet on the following Saturday. In fact, if anything, Kal found any reason possible to be out. With me, Tiffany used any moment of conversation to talk about anything other than sex or our new sex life. She brought up news she was reading, or we talked about holiday plans, the garden, anything, but anything remotely sexual. And yet, by late afternoon, I was once again reading porn on my phone, and I caught my wife reading her kindle too.[image: Image]

	I decided to check what she was reading, and to my surprise, found she was reading femdom book about a prim and proper wife who becomes a whore for a group of black guys, and turns her husband into a tranny maid. In all my time reading cuckolding books those past weeks, I had managed to avoid sissification novels, but it seemed my wife had not. For now, this was something that not only seemed to confuse me, but also scared me too. The idea of becoming a transvestite for my wife just opened up a huge number of questions, namely, what would happen if people found out.[image: Image]

	Deciding not to worry myself with such things, I did what I always did, ignored it. However, that my wife was getting deeper into the fantasy made me feel a little more excited. Clearly, throughout the day, she was embarrassed about her behaviour the previous night. The conversations we had been having were all connected to do with the future, our future. The news conversations were about the war in Ukraine, and what if it spreads further. She wanted to know my thoughts on where we would run to, together, she added.

	Then the holiday conversations. We should go to Japan this year. And do you know where I'd like to go with you one day?

	Australia.

	Then the garden. She talked about things we could do in the garden, so that we would have somewhere nice to sit down and relax. Then she talked about growing old together, and having a nice big garden we could look after, together.

	She was scared I was going to leave her.

	"Honey," I said suddenly that evening. "You know that no matter what, for better or worse, we will be together forever?"

	Her eyes found mine. They began to sparkle, water forming slightly. “I...I know. I just want to be sure."

	“I love you, and no matter what, nothing, nothing you do will ever change that. I have found the perfect life partner."

	"Me too." She smiled, love written across her face.

	Whilst I couldn't openly admit my fantasies, I decided to go for broke. "Last night was so much fun." I said.

	"Yeah, it was a nice party." She admitted, but her eyes searched mine.

	"No, I meant after." I paused and watched as the corners of her lips twitched a little. "With you, I mean."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Sure. I had fun too." She replied, softly.

	We didn't go further than that, but over dinner together, with Kal still out, I opened a bottle of red wine, pouring two glasses, putting a little more in hers. I know getting someone drunk to get ones way sexually is a huge no-no, but at the same time, I knew she would be more relaxed with some alcohol in her.

	By eight, we were already down a bottle. “I think I might change into something more comfortable." She said, something she regularly said, usually meaning sweatpants and a t-shirt. This time though, she was gone a little longer than usual. By the time she came back, she had changed into red, lace-topped, self-holding stockings, a short red satin and red lace nightie, and a matching mini-robe. I gulped when I saw her. "Too much?" She asked, a nervous tremble in her voice.

	"For us? At home? Never."

	She sat down next to me, and I pulled her to me, watching her curl up her legs under her. I put a tv show on the television and we sat like that, drinking more wine and watching.

	It was around ten when Kal arrived home. His eyes went wide when he saw my wife in the sexy lingerie, but he said nothing, sitting down on the other sofa.

	"Want a glass of wine?" I asked.

	"Uf, I shouldn't. I've been drinking beer, but go on."

	As I went to the kitchen to get a glass, I heard Tiff ask him what he did all day, listening to him talk about how he did a bit of shopping, saw a movie by himself, then went to get a bite to eat and a drink with a friend. I don't know why, but I took my time getting the glass, instead holding it, waiting, listening. Tiff asked him about the divorce papers, what he was planning to do in terms of a lawyer. I think he just wanted to get his head away from the divorce, so her raising it wasn't [image: Image]the best idea, I thought, but as he voiced his worries about his sone, I heard the sound of shuffling and I thought she had moved next to him.

	When I arrived back in the room with the glass, I found him sat in my place. She hadn't moved at all, he had. However, he wasn't touching her or holding her. Instead, she had her arm around him and was rubbing his arm. I handed him the wine and he thanked me.

	“I should probably go to bed, let you have an evening to yourself." He said.

	"Nonsense!" My wife said immediately. "Stay here with us. Watch a movie with us."

	"Are you sure?" He asked, but he looked at me.

	"Sure." I shrugged, not daring to admit more than that.

	My wife flicked through the channels, and I was about to suggest finding something on Netflix, when we found Basic Instinct had just started. Tiffany said something about loving Sharon Stone in the movie, so we ended up settling on that.[image: Image]

	About ten minutes in, Tiffany complained about it being too bright and told me to turn the light out. My nervous hand found the switch, and as soon as it was off, she moved into a new position, the one she had been in with me previously.

	Her eyes flicked to mine briefly, checking me, making sure I was okay, and then she snuggled closer to Kal, effectively forcing his arm around her. "Bit chilly." She whispered, leaning to grab a blanket and throwing it over herself and Kal. Nothing seemed to happen for a while, but the moment the first big erotic scene came about, I saw Kal pull her tighter.

	She purred a little, then moved her hand and saw it disappear under the blanket near his crotch.

	Once more, her eyes met mine, checking that I was watching. I licked my lips and she smiled a little, grinned. But for Kal's part, he seemed nervous, uncomfortable and I knew why. He wanted to do more with her, but he was scared of losing me as a friend.

	With Kal's eyes glued to the screen, Tiffany once more looked at me, but now she mouthed something at me. I'm not the best at cues, so didn't really get what she was saying. She rolled her eyes, tried again, but I just shrugged.[image: Image]

	"Jack, didn't you say you wanted an early night?" She said.

	“I..." Suddenly it clicked, she wanted me gone.

	Before I could say anything, Kal said, "If I'm keeping you both up..."

	"No!" She said suddenly. "No, Jack was complaining about a headache earlier, that he didn't sleep well last night.”

	“Erm, yeah." I said, unsure what to do. My stomach was going mental. Was my wife really going to do it? Was she going to fuck our friend? “I think I will head up. You stay and finish the movie."

	"Are you sure?" She asked.

	"Yes, no problem."

	I said good night, kissing my wife on the cheek as she lay there on my best friend, and then I headed upstairs. However, the moment I was far enough up, I stopped and listened. For a few minutes, there was only the sound of the movie, but then I heard his voice say something, something I couldn't quite make out.

	"I'm sure." She replied in a hushed voice. "Just cuddle, maybe kiss a bit, but nothing more."

	"...my friend...wouldn't...want to...breasts...god help me." I heard, missing most of what he was saying.

	"No sex. Can't do it." I heard her say.

	"Of course."

	"He's been looking at cuckold stories. Me too."

	A deep chuckle. "The cage..."

	[image: Image]"Before then. I like it, but, I'm scared."

	The talking stopped, then more silence. Finally, I heard clicking, lips smacking, then a moan. They were kissing. "Can I touch…" I heard some of his sentence.

	"Yes, go ahead."

	"They're so big."

	"Mmm, so's this. Two hands and it's still bigger."

	I gulped and my dick swelled harder, painfully, in my cage. I shuffled to avoid the pain but that caused the step to click a bit. Fearing I'd been heard, I tiptoed to the bathroom where I cleaned my teeth, then tucked myself into bed and waited, listening hard for any sound. Five minutes later, the door opened and Tiffany stepped inside, closing the door behind her.

	"I'm tired." She whispered. She pulled the necklace off and lowered the key to my crotch.

	"Stop." I said, grabbing her hand. She gave me a nervous look. "I'm fucking hot. But...I don't think we should do it tonight."

	"Why not?" She asked, fear in her eyes.

	“I want to feel like this for the night. If I cum, I'm worried my libido will suffer. I want to dream of you...with him."

	“I didn't do anything." She told me, almost apologetically.

	"You kissed him?"

	"Yes." She nodded, her searching eyes staring deep into mine. "He touched my breasts, and I held his, erm, his erection. He's really big."

	"If you wanted to..."

	She reached out and placed a hand on my forearm. "Stop. I know I could, and I think you'd be okay with it. But, I like this too. I like this feeling of not quite getting there. I like that we have us. But you're right, I would prefer to keep you locked tonight. You can lick me."

	"Yes!" I said, jumping upright. "Yes, please!"

	Biting her lip, she thought about something. "What if I didn't unlock you so much anymore? What if you licked me regularly and we try in a week?"

	"Mistress, if you decide to never unlock me, then I'd love that too."

	“I don't know. Maybe. '...yes, probably we can do that, but I don't know yet."

	I licked her to two orgasms that night before we fell asleep, with her sweet taste on my mouth. That night, I dreamt of my wife in the arms of my best friend, of him never moving out, of him moving into my bed. The last thing I remembered, was the thought of her telling him how much she loved him. I came in my sleep.

	 


Four

	We didn't see much of Kal on Sunday as he had a day with his son, then Sara invited him for dinner and to talk over the divorce. Of course, she set the expectation that there would be zero chance on reconciliation. When he arrived home, he told us everything.

	Given we all had a hard Monday ahead of us, we didn't do anything playful, instead, we had an early night. I licked Tiff to an orgasm, then we fell asleep.

	Still, whilst my Monday at work was busy, my mind kept flashing back to the weekend, and to the fact that this was the first time I hadn't been unlocked from my cage for an extended period. For now, I was okay, but I wondered if I would last the week.

	At five, just as I was about to leave, Max, my boss, popped his head around the door to my office and asked if I could join a quick meeting with the US office. I sighed and said I could, before texting Tiff to say I'd be late home. The meeting lasted until eight.

	When I finally arrived home at nine, I found Tiff in a black lacy nightie and robe, cuddled up against Kal, who was under a blanket, his jeans on the floor nearby. My mouth dropped open in surprise, whilst Tiff had a wide, naughty smile on her face. But then my eyes traced down, movement beneath the blanket, and there I saw it. As her eyes stared into mine, I watched her move her hands up and down his erection.

	"Your dinner is in the kitchen." She said softly. "Go eat." I nodded backing away. "In there. Go eat in the kitchen. Then wash up."

	"Sure." I mumbled.

	My heart raced and my stomach was tight as I tried to eat the onigirazu she'd made. Just behind that wall my wife was wanking off my friend, likely blowing him. I was jealous, scared, but most of all, I just wanted to go watch.

	As I was washing up, she walked into the kitchen and moved me out of the way. I watched her washing her hands, washing thick loads of male cum from them. She's wanked him off.

	“I didn't fuck him." She whispered.

	“I know."

	"I'm not going to. That would be too far, wouldn't it?"

	I swallowed, then shrugged. "Did you suck him?"

	For a moment, she was quiet, unsure how to respond. "Yes. Briefly, but just to try."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Did you like it?" I asked.

	"He's big." She replied.

	"That wasn't what I asked." I said, pulling her to me. "Of course I liked it." She purred. "But I'm worried..." [image: Image]"Stop." I said. “I don't want to talk about it. I'm happy."

	"Good. Me too. But we won't fuck. I promise."

	"Okay. Whatever you like."

	The next day, I arrived home at my usual time, and found them both in the kitchen, cooking and joking around as usual. However, now, he was very open about spanking her, squeezing her bum, or her doing the same to him, but nothing more than that happened, and then after dinner, he had work to do, so headed off to his bedroom to do it.

	Of course, Tiffany demanded I lick her out, and when I did, I found her totally soaked, the most I'd ever seen her. "Someone's horny." I laughed.

	"God, you have no idea!" She gasped.

	"Um," I showed her the cage.

	"Okay, maybe you do."

	Their flirting continued every day, and each evening, she made sure to dress-up in some sort of sexy lingerie and cuddle with him, rather than me. With each evening, they seemed to get more hands on, more touchy-feely. Then on Saturday, we had a lazy day at home, so Tiff decided to wear sexy clothes at home, tight things, then lingerie in the evening, but throughout the day, she flirted with him, making herself very hands-on whenever I was watching.

	Saturday evening, we were watching a movie again with the lights off, and during the course of the movie, I saw her hands on his cock under the blanket. He leaned down and whispered something to her, and then she looked over at me, before turning back and nodding at him. Slowly, she slid under the blanket and I watched her head bob up and down, the sound of slurping and sucking coming from underneath.

	"This part is good." Kal said, pointing at the screen. "You should watch it, Jack."

	"Oh, yeah." I said, getting the message.

	The sounds of sucking continued, now mingled with his moans. "You have an amazing mouth." He told her, and I heard her moan. Finally, he moaned out, "Oh fuck, yeah gonna..." She didn't stop. His hips lifted up and he let out a long sigh.

	Eventually she came up, then turned to look at me and I watched her swallow with an, "Ah!"

	After that, we went to bed, where I was ordered to lick her out, and after she came, she pulled me up and hugged me.

	We didn't speak, nor did she ask if I was okay. We just held each other and fell asleep like that.

	The next morning, I was awakened to the feeling of hands on my cock. The cage was off, and my wife was bending over to suck it. I tried to tell her she didn't need to, but she wouldn't hear of it. She just continued to suck me until I came, and then just like she did with Kal, she swallowed, before putting the cage back on me.

	"Good morning baby." She smiled.

	"And what a good morning!" I laughed.

	"No hard feelings?" She asked, a nervous smile.

	"Are you kidding? I fucking loved it."

	"Me too." She gasped in relief. "Are we crazy?"

	"No, just having fun."

	"That's how I see it too."

	I held her for a moment, then I turned, kissed her, and suggested that maybe someone else needs waking up too. She didn't even hesitate, jumping to her feet, she ran to the bathroom, brushed her teeth and then ran from the room. Minutes later, I heard the sound of his moaning from across the landing, but then something new, a different sound, my wife, moaning, gasping. Was he fucking her? God, I kind of hoped he was, but at the same time, I really hoped he wasn't.

	"Gonna cum!" He cried out. "Swallow me, slut."[image: Image]

	"Keep eating me!" She snapped. Oh, they were 69ing.

	After she climaxed, she came back into the bedroom, looked at me sheepishly like she wanted to say something, but instead giggled and ran to the bathroom to shower.

	During that Sunday, she blew him a number of times. Once I caught them, when I walked in from cutting the grass, finding her on her knees with the cock buried down her throat. Her eyes caught mine and held them as she gobbled and slurped, bobbing on that massive, fat dick. Me being there seemed to do something to him, and suddenly, he was climaxing. But as she pulled off, he whispered something her. She stood and he whispered in her ear. I saw her eyes go wide, but then she smiled and strode purposefully to me.

	She wouldn't, I thought, surely not, not in front of my friend. I knew from the stories that it would come, that but I [image: Image]simply didn't consider it. However, with each step forward, I felt not only my pulse race, but my dick swell in my cage. Then, my wife placed her lips on mine and forced them open with her tongue, the hot cum followed, lots of it, and then she pulled back and grinned.

	"Swallow honey." She purred.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I gulped the salty liquid down, looking at the sexy knowing grin on her face. She knew what this was doing to me. She knew what step we had taken, and she knew there was no point in going back.[image: Image]

	That evening, as we watched a movie, she sucked him again on the sofa, but this time, without a blanket over her.

	As she did, I watched as his fingers entered her, fucking her with the fat black fingers, bringing her to climax, before he then creamed her mouth. After filling my mouth with the cum, she took my hand and said good night to him, leading me upstairs.

	We said nothing for several minutes, just following our usual routine, but then after some time in bed, she turned to me and said, “I want to fuck him." She was nervous as she said it. "If you say no, then I won't do it, obviously, but I want to."[image: Image]

	“I guess we should discuss rules then." I said.

	"Yes."

	"No spending the night with him." I told her.

	"Okay."

	"No fucking him when I'm not here."

	"Um...okay. But I don't want you to watch for the first time. I'll be nervous enough as it is."

	"Fine." I replied. "And well, I'd say don't fall in love, but I don't think that's under your control, is it?"

	The frown on her face gave me the answer I needed, and quite frankly, the thought of her falling in love with him kind of got me hot too.

	“I have a request though." I began.

	"Of course."

	"Femdom. Female domination."

	“I know what it is. Yes, I do expect you to be subservient to me when I cuckold you."

	"Good."

	I left it at that. She told me she didn't know when she would do it, that she might not do it at all, that by tomorrow she might have changed her mind, but I knew that wouldn't be the case.

	Whilst I heard the rhythmic sound of sleeping coming from my wife soon after, I couldn't fall asleep, my heart was racing too hard. Thousands of thoughts ran through my mind, so I got up and walked to Kal's room and knocked.

	"Yeah?" I heard.

	I stepped inside. “I didn't wake you, I hope?"

	"Nah man, reading. You okay?" He asked.

	"Yes, great. Erm, I wanted to talk to you about, well, this." I began. "She wants to fuck you."

	“I know." He nodded. “I mean, she didn't say so, but I guessed it. I didn't want to do this, well, I do, because she's hot, [image: Image]but I don't want to lose you as a friend."

	Shaking my head, I waved my hand. "Rather you than someone I don't know." I said, but that wasn't what I wanted to talk about. “I need to go slowly into this. Don't fuck her when I'm not here, not yet anyway."

	"Fine by me."

	"And, well, I'm still learning. I don't know what I like."

	He chuckled. "Man, try to relax and trust me. I promise, you'll both have a lot of fun."

	"Thanks."

	As I began to leave, he followed up with, “I have started to look for a place to live, but the pickings are decidedly slim."

	I paused, looking at him, then said, "Stop looking."

	"Ah, I can't overstay..."

	"Do me a favour. Stay."

	He stared at me for a moment, then a smile formed on his face, a wide smirk. "Good night, Jack."


Five

	I could hardly concentrate on work the next day, but once again, I needed to work late, and when I got home, I found the two of them cuddled up together, with my wife in just her black silk robe and black stockings. Whilst I ate, this time in the dining room where I could see them, I watched the two kiss. It was the first time that I had seen them make out, even though I knew they had. Then I watched her rub his cock, before sucking it for several minutes.

	Standing, she pulled off her robe to reveal her otherwise naked body, then climbed over his lap and pulled his cock towards her pussy. She was going to fuck him, but something was itching at me, bothering me. Something was amiss. Then as the cock entered her, I called out.

	"Condom!" I said.

	She grinned at me. "You didn't mention that in your rules, honey. Sorry."

	"But you could get pregnant."

	“I know." She said, as she bounced a little on him, lowering herself further. "Now go to bed babe."

	"But..."

	"Bed."

	"Yes, okay.”

	“Yes, what, slave?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	I gulped, gathering the plates and taking them to the kitchen. By the time I made my way to the stairs, they were kissing again and she was riding him solidly. I stood and watched for a moment as they broke the kiss and she held his shoulders, moving on him. Then she climbed off and got on all fours, as he mounted her. She saw me and grinned, blowing me a kiss.

	"Good night babe."

	The sounds of fucking were loud and raw. My wife became more vocal than I had ever heard, and I loved every second.

	Each expletive, each beg for more, to be made a whore, was just music to my ears.

	It was gone midnight when she came back to me, and she looked bruised and sweaty. Drunk with lust, she walked right over to me and sat on my face, ordering me to lick like the good pussy-licker cuckold that I was. "Get it all out, otherwise you'll really become a daddy."

	She showered and then came back to bed and battered her eyes at me. Gone was the dominance of a few moments ago, now was the reality of what she had done. She needed reassurance, certainty that she had been wrong in her original assessment that no husband could ever want this.

	“I fucking loved it." I told her.

	"Really?" She asked, hope in her voice.

	"Yes, I loved it. But I want to be able to watch."

	"One day, I promise." She licked her lips. "Kal told me you told him to stop looking for a place."

	“I did. What did you tell him?"

	“I told him that we'd see after tonight, but I would like that too." She kissed me once again, then pulled back, a serious look on her face. "But I want to ask you one favour, just one."

	"Okay."

	"Please allow me to fuck him when you're not here."

	"Because it's hard to stop myself. I don't want to go behind your back. I promise I'll always tell you I am doing it, but you [image: Image]can't always be here."

	I inhaled, then sighed out. “I'm worried you might fall in love."

	My hand was enveloped by hers. She looked down at it with sad, nervous eyes, contemplating her next words. "Honey, if you didn't want me to fall in love with him, then we shouldn't have done this. He's our best friend, and we already love him. There is a real possibility that this could become romantic." But then she looked up and smiled at me. "But you already knew that. You knew that when you asked him to stay, and you knew that because you read it in your stories. Don't worry, the thought turns me on too."[image: Image]

	She was right, of course, but it didn't make me any less scared. "What about the condoms?"[image: Image]

	"I'm not going to start having sex with condoms, sorry. I want to feel him in me, to feel his cum in me. I...I want a baby, Jack, you know that. If I become pregnant, then so be it."

	"He's okay with that?"

	"We talked about it, he's likes the idea."

	"Okay. Then I'm fine with it too."

	We kissed once more, and then she unlocked my cage and instantly my cock hardened. She then climbed up on me. I tried to tell her she didn't need to, but she shushed me, telling me that she absolutely needed to.

	"Is it in?" She asked, knowing full well that it was.

	"I'm sorry Mistress."

	"Why are you sorry?" She grinned, riding me.

	"Because it's so small. Because you deserve big cock."

	"Big black cock?"

	"Yes."

	"Kal's sexy cock?"

	"Yes."

	"Say it."[image: Image]

	"Say what?" I asked.

	"Kal's sexy cock."

	I gulped. "Kal's sexy cock." I cried out, climaxing instantly.

	Without hesitation, she moved off my little dick and over my mouth, lowering herself to me. I sucked and licked, cleaning her, and squeezing one last orgasm from her, before kissing her, watching her put the cage back on, with the promise it wouldn't come off for a while.

	When I awoke the next morning, I found my bed empty. Fearing she had run to Kal's for a morning shag, I walked out of the room, only to hear the sizzle of bacon frying. She was cooking breakfast. After I showered and dressed, I joined her downstairs, where she stood in her little black nightie, cooking.

	"Are you okay?" I asked her.

	She smiled. “I wanted to ask you the same question. I'm worried. I pushed you too hard. You must hate me."

	"No!" I laughed, kissing her. “I promise, I loved it!”

	“Really?"

	"Yes, really. And yes, fuck him as often as you like. Whenever."

	"Really?"

	"Really!"

	My day at work was crazy. So crazy that I didn't even have time to even think, which was probably a good thing, otherwise I would've been unproductive. However, at least I didn't need to work late. I rushed home, knowing that they could've been fucking the whole time. When I walked in, I found my suspicions confirmed.[image: Image]

	Tiffany was in his bed, their door open, screaming and begging for more, deeper. I stood there watching, and Tiff's eyes found mine, her hand reaching up for me to come closer. As I approached and took her hand, she had me kneel as I watched her panting and moaning. The rhythmic slapping of skin was almost hypnotic, and I found myself pining for the keys dangling around her neck. She looked positively pornographic, my perfect wife, now a whore for my best friend's amusement.

	Looking at her, she looked used, soaked from sweat, her hair and body a mess. How many times had they fucked that day? How many times had he used her?

	Before I could think much harder about that, she cried out, her hand squeezing mine tight, forcing me to feel her orgasm through the pain of a crushed hand. And still Kal continued.

	"Fucking love my cock, don't you babe?" He boomed.

	"Yes, fuck, yes Kal! It's the best! The fucking best!" She cried. He flipped her on the back as her stinging words continued. "I've never felt like this in my life! Never felt this fulfilled, this satisfied."

	"How often have you fucked?" I asked her.

	"All day. All...oh my god...all day." She panted. All day? Did she not work? Did he not? Fuck, why was that so hot? Kal increased his intensity now. "Nnn, nnn, nnn." She moaned, the slapping harder now, until finally, Kal roared out. “Oh fuck,

	Kal, fill me again! Put a baby in me!"

	The two eventually fell onto each other like a crumpled mess and began kissing, her arms wrapping around him. She giggled as she felt him begin to withdraw, then rolled her head back to look at me.

	"You know what to do, cuckold." She sneered.

	"Yes Mistress." I said, swallowing, realising my best friend was about to see me do something so humiliating.

	I moved between her legs as he pulled back, then began licking. "Such a good cumslut. Such a good little cuckold slave." She said, stroking my hair. "Who knew I married such a wimp cuckold?" Her words hurt, but they hurt so nicely. It was humiliating, but just as I had assumed, the humiliation somehow felt good.

	Kal gave us some space to talk, and finally I got to hear about their day. It was true that they both called in sick that day, using it to fuck, but Tiff admitted that wasn't something they would be doing again, rather it was something they needed to get off their chests. I told her that I didn't mind, but I wanted them to be a least somewhat responsible, to which she agreed they would.

	She asked me how I felt, knowing that she would be fucking Kal when I wasn't there, and I admitted that it was the worst part of the jealousy, that it was a struggle, but internally, it was also brutally hot. It would take time, but I was strong enough to deal with it. The biggest aspect was trust that this was all just a game, an adult game, nothing more.

	The one good thing about them fucking during the day was that she was all fucked out by the evening. When it came to sitting and watching the telly that evening, I managed to get my usual seat back, thinking that she would join me when she came down. Kal took the other sofa. However, I was a little surprised and disappointed to see her walk in, look at me, then place herself next to Kal. That hurt more than the sex, and watching them kiss and make-out, burned.

	“I didn't like that." I told her in bed that night. “I know. I knew you wouldn't." She replied.

	"So why did you do it?"

	She looked off into the distance, then turned to look at me. "What are your expectations? Do you want me to be dominant sometimes, or all the time? I thought I would be dominant whenever Kal is around."

	That was a good question, and I could see her concern. If I began dictating when she could and couldn't be dominant with me, then what was the point? "I'm sorry, Mistress." I said, trying to show that it was indeed her decision to make. She licked her lips. "How do you want to deal with punishment?" She asked. "Because I think we will need to punish you sometimes, but I don't want to seriously hurt you."

	"Can I suggest you research it? I...I want to trust you to do it right."

	"Good, I will." Again, she thought for a moment, then said, “I don't know if I can stop this now. If you ever want me to, that is. I mean, I guess I could, but I'd be upset."

	“I don't want you to."

	“I know. I just wanted you to know my headspace."

	Over the next few days and nights, the two fucked a lot, to the point where I got the feeling that all we did was fuck. I [image: Image]say we, because at least I was allowed to watch now, but I came home from work, they'd fucked a couple of times during the day, we had dinner, then we spent the whole night playing sex games.

	Then, on Saturday, Tiffany told me she was ready to punish me for questioning her motives the other night, that she had decided on a punishment she liked. "You need to trust me though, and promise me that you will accept the punishment.”

	“I promise."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Get undressed, spread your legs, and arms behind your back." She said. The moment I did as she said, I felt Kal grab my arms, holding them tight, whilst she unlocked my cage. "Ready?" She asked me, as she got into position.[image: Image]

	This was going to hurt. I had seen ballbusting videos, and I had been kicked in the balls before, I knew how painful it was, but I also knew it was a common practice in femdom. "Ready." I said, panting.

	Tiff skipped between her legs for a moment, balancing and lining up, and then on a hop to the left, she swung her right leg up hard and smashed her foot into my cock and balls. The pain was so brutally excruciating that I cried out, tears streaming down my face. I wanted to collapse to the ground, but Kal held me up. Before I had chance to catch my breath, she hit again, faster, harder. She laughed out loud as I screamed, cried.

	"Get up. Stop whining. Eight more to go." She said. "Come on pussy, man up!"

	Bam! Another hit, followed swiftly by two more.

	"See, five more to go!" She laughed. Two more, then she paused, grabbing my erect cock. "Oh, look, little dickie likes the pain!" She said, then punched my balls hard, before kicking them three times in a row. "And you're done! See, that [image: Image]wasn't so bad, was it?"

	"N...no...no Mistress." I gasped.

	"Good. Oh look, your useless balls are purple! Nice!" She giggled. "Go put some ice on them, then put your cage back on.”

	By the time I was done with that, I arrived back to see them fucking again. That Saturday, that was all they did, fuck, fuck, fuck. I loved it, but at the same time, I wondered just when the magic and newness would wear off, when this would become just an occasional thing. Or whether it ever would.

	 


Six

	In the two weeks that followed, the two continued their romp at the same tempo. I appreciated the fact that I had agreed that as long as he was around, she would be dominant, but he was always around. Then he began buying her lingerie, being her things. They were constantly touching and giggling. In fact, I was beginning to feel like the third wheel in the house, but the annoying thing was, instead of making me sad, it just turned me on more.

	Then came a problem. I needed to go away on a business trip for three nights. The cage would be a problem, and seeing as we didn't have a plastic one, it was agreed that I could travel without the cage. This was great for me, as it meant that I [image: Image]got to masturbate, and trust me, I masturbated more in those three days, than for a year.

	Post-climatic remorse no longer seemed an issue, because I was so fucking horny all the time, that any remorse I had lasted about three seconds before I was hard again. And with the videos and photos she was sending me, I had more than enough to keep me hard for a long time. Tiffany didn't ignore me during those three days, using every free moment to tell me what she was doing, how she was getting fucked by my best friend. I had to appreciate that, she wanted to keep me involved.

	However, one thing became clear from the videos. They were fucking in our marital bed. Finally, it clicked; I wasn't there, so she was spending the night with him. That was the first broken rule, so how would I deal with it?

	Well, I wouldn't. You see, there were two issues. One, that she broke the rule made me fucking hot as fuck, but more importantly, two, she could say that she didn't think I meant times when I was on trips, which would be sort-of fair, I supposed. The better test would be how they reacted upon my return.

	When I got back, the cage went back on, but there was no sex between them. She took me for dinner, just the two of us, and we talked about life and everything, other than sex. We walked through the city, hand in hand, and behaved like a normal husband and wife. Then when we came home, she took me to bed, unlocked me, and we fucked like we did in the past. This was our night, and she wanted me to remember that.[image: Image]

	The following day was Saturday. In the morning, she cooked me breakfast, then told me about something she wanted to do in the garden that day, and how she'd need both of our help to pick up some plants. When Kal came downstairs, she walked over to him and they two embraced, kissing him the way she kissed me.

	After I ate, I showered. When I came out, I found the two of them on our bed, where he was fucking her doggystyle. There was something about the fact that they were openly fucking on my bed that should have angered me, but instead, I felt hot, ready to pop in my cage.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She beckoned me over, and then out of nowhere, I felt her hot mouth on my balls, biting them, sucking, licking. She moaned with her mouth full, and her ministrations were turning me on so much that I really couldn't hold back. My cock dribbled cum from the cage, landing on her nose, causing her to giggle.

	Without hesitation, I bent down and licked her clean. "Good doggy." She laughed.

	The two climaxed together, and I bent down to lick her clean. However, something new happened this time. Kal stayed nearby, his cock just centimetres from my face. I don't know why he needed to watch me clean her so closely this time, but he made no attempt to move. My answer came moments later.

	"Honey?" Tiffany whispered. "I'm not the only one that needs cleaning."

	No fucking way. Not my best friend. Not a cock. This was too much, too far. Sure, I know in some books they do that, but that wasn't me. I didn't move a muscle, but her hands moved me, and weirdly, I didn't dare fight her.

	“I swear, it won't change what I think of you." She said, trying to reassure me. “I just want you to be a bigger part of this now, and I think this is right. Kal's fine with it, aren't you Kal?"

	"I've done this with other husbands, it's okay." Kal said.

	I gulped, staring at the comically large black cock, feeling her hands guiding me towards it, and I opened my mouth, resolving to just get it over with. As the dick entered my mouth, I licked and cleaned, listening to my cooing wife telling me what a good little slave I was, a good little cumslut, a good little cocksucker, and strangely, it just made me want to do a better job. Soon, I was bobbing on it, but he was post-coital, and this was about cleaning him, not sucking him off. So as the cock softened, he pulled out and told me what a great job I did.

	We were finally alone whilst he went to shower.

	"How do you feel?" She asked.

	"Stupid. I mean, are you not worried I'm a wimp or something?"

	Tiff burst out laughing, then grabbed my face and kissed me. "First of all, you're a wimp with me, so no need to worry, I already know you are a wimp. Second, I like you are a wimp. I like that we have discovered this fetish together and that we both love it. Third, I like where this is all going."

	"But where is it going?" I asked her.

	She inhaled and looked at me. “I think you know, in your heart. You asked him to stay. He's going to be part of our life for some time."

	There was a truth to what she was saying, a truth that was inside me but I had refused to let out. Yes, I had asked him to stay, and yes, I wanted them to keep fucking, but what about us? Where did that leave the two of us? The wimp in me refused to ask her the question, for fear of hearing the truth. So I kissed her and ended the conversation there, letting her go clean up for the day.

	They didn't fuck the whole day because she kept all of us working in the damned garden. I hated gardening, so I would've preferred it if they just fucked all the time. In the evening, we relaxed, drank, ate and then they cuddled up under the blanket and we watched a movie. However, this time, as things began to heat up, she turned to me and said, "Good night, Jack. I'll see you in the morning."

	"But we..." I wanted to remind her of the rule.

	"What Jack? What are you going to say?" She grinned. “I'm sleeping with Kal tonight, do you have anything to say about that?"

	I stared at her, watching her massage his cock, seeing the grin on his face, the one that told me he knew the outcome of this conversation. "No Mistress.”

	“Then good night. Go to sleep."

	"Yes Mistress." But as I turned to leave, she stopped me again. "Give his beautiful shaft a good night suck."

	"Ex...excuse me."[image: Image]

	“I said come here and suck his cock."

	I gulped. It was one thing to clean his cock, completely the other to bend over and suck him off. And yet I fell to my knees and sucked, bobbing as she rubbed my back. Then the two kissed as I continued. I thought it would just be a short thing, but I ended up sucking him for over ten minutes, until I felt his hot cum spurt into my mouth, filling me.

	"Show me." She said. I opened my mouth, showing her the copious amount of grey cum in there. "Very good, cocksucker. Now swallow. Don't bother cleaning your teeth, I want you to savour the taste."

	When I awoke the next morning, they were still fast asleep, the door to the small spare room, now his room, firmly shut. I headed down and began preparing breakfast. The sound of banging pots and pans awoke Kal, so he came downstairs.

	"Hey." He said, walking to the coffee pot. He seemed nervous. "Erm, I hope we're okay?"

	"We're fine Kal."

	“I know we broke the rule. She was testing you, you get that, right?"

	“I got that." I said, still cooking. But then I turned and asked him directly. "Is this going to be a frequent thing? The nights?”

	[image: Image]He drank the coffee, leaning on the breakfast bar, and then nodded. "Yes. She wants to sleep with me sometimes. Half the time."

	"Because she knows it turns you on. I know it turns you on."

	"Where does it end?"

	"End is the wrong word." He cautioned me.

	"You know what I mean!" I snapped.

	"Dude, you know where this ends." He snapped back. "Look, if you want this to stop, you need to talk to her and stop it. If you want me to stop it, I will. I'm doing this partially for you too, because I think you want it."

	“I do!"

	"Then you know where this ends. Say it.”

	“No!" I said. “I don't know."

	He stepped forward. "Yes, you do. Say it!"

	"No!"

	His face was inches from mine. He reached over and turned the hob off. "Get down on your knees and pull my cock out."

	He said firmly. "I'm fucking your wife. She's my bitch now, and you are hers, so that means, I own you now, doesn't it?" I gulped, fear, anxiety, and that damned feeling of massive sexual ecstasy rising through my body. "Yes Sir." I said.

	"Get down and suck."

	I collapsed to the floor, reaching into the boxer shorts and pulling out the cock. I sucked, taking it in, feeling it grown in my mouth. Above me, I saw him reach from the neck of the t-shirt, pulling out a necklace, with one key, one key to my cage.

	"You know where this ends, and you know you want it too. It ends with me living in your bed, and you in the guest [image: Image]bedroom, as our servant. You knew that when you asked me to stay. You know me, you knew I would not stay here as a part time lover, that I would want my girl by my side. You might not be ready for it now, but you will be, in time. And you know it, don't you?"

	My eyes stared into his dark brown ones, then I blinked once. Yes, I knew it.

	Footsteps approached. "Mmm, that's where I like to see my wimp slave, on his knees serving his Master." Tiffany said, holding her lover. "Good morning baby." She said to Kal.

	"Good morning sweetheart. I'm just giving your husband his morning protein shake."

	"Very nice." She then crouched down next to me. "What a fucking wimp disappointment you turned out to be." She spat [image: Image]in my face, then walked to the coffee machine. My cock came in my underpants.

	 


Seven

	"This is the last chance to change your mind, to say I've gone too far." She told me. “If we definitely do this, then that's it, [image: Image]decision made."

	I picked up the last packed case and nodded. "Yeah, I think we've reached that point. You were right, and I'm sorry for delaying the inevitable."

	"It's fine. We both needed to reach the point where we knew it was for the best."[image: Image]

	It had been six weeks since that night when they slept together in one bed the whole night, and in that time, it happened with increasing frequency. Then, about two weeks ago, they somehow ended up on our bed, and told me it would be easier if I took the spare room for that night. I didn't argue, so that was how it became three nights a week, until eventually, Tiff took me to dinner and sat me down.

	“I love you Jack." She began. "And as you know, I love Kal." Yes, they had began telling each other that they loved one another. "So, I've decided now is the right time for you to move out of the master bedroom, into the spare room, and for Kal to move in. I will sleep with you in the spare room on some weeknights, but the weekends will be reserved exclusively for Kal."

	I nodded slowly, processing what she was saying, and then I agreed.

	“I need you to understand that you are not going anywhere, and neither am l. We will live together and we will still have date nights. Heck, I'll still fuck you." We were, admittedly, still fucking. But that was not her idea, it was Kal's. She had wanted to cut me off completely, but Kal wouldn't hear of it.

	"Trust me, I get the fetish, and ideally, you would ban him from entering your pussy, but in reality, it will drive a wedge between you and eventually, he'll get bored and leave." Kal had explained.

	We were fucking once a week now, which was how often we fucked before all this started. The difference was, sex was a chore for us both back then, now it was something like a vent on a pressure cooker, a way to release the sexual tension created inside me.

	“I would prefer not to fuck you anymore though." She said at that dinner. “I would prefer to keep you caged, permanently. And, if you are okay with it, I may have a solution for us both, that will help."

	"What solution?" I asked.

	"Pegging. Milking."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I had heard about it, read about it, but I still didn't feel like I was there yet. "We can try it, but for now, I would appreciate the sex once a week. It is the only intimacy I have with you."

	"That's the reason I do it." She said. “I do like that feeling with you, but I'd like to try pegging because I think we can get that intimacy, without you penetrating, well, me. If it works, then we can fuck more than once a week."

	"Fine." I said. "But after the move."[image: Image]

	"Of course."

	And so, I was moving into the spare room, and my best friend was moving in with my wife. Whilst Tiffany was looking forward to peg me, she wanted that night to celebrate her new live-in partner. They fucked like crazy in that room, and I listened to them, knowing that there was not one thing of mine in that room anymore; all my things were in the spare [image: Image]room, my room now.

	The next night, with candles prepared in my bedroom, and lubricant on the nightstand, Tiffany entered the room in sexy black lacy lingerie, and with a huge eight-inch black dick strapped to her crotch. Behind her stood Kal, in his boxer shorts, ready to watch his lover take me up the arse. I had requested we do this alone, but Tiffany assured me that she needed him there, to help make the experience as pleasurable as possible for me, to make sure he guided her in the process.

	"Suck it." She told me, and I crawled over, sucking the huge dick, only slightly smaller than Kal's real one. I was used to sucking cock now, I did it on an almost daily basis anyway, so this was nothing new, although Kal's felt and tasted better than this latex one. "Turn around, present your arse." She purred at me, her seductive voice, silky smooth, but laced with a dark venom, a pretext for what was to come.

	As she lined up the cock, Kal explained how to prepare my arsehole, how she should use her fingers to stretch me. She asked some questions, but then raised an interesting point. “I have long nails, I don't want to harm him." She said, and for a moment, I wondered if she might change her mind. "Can you do it for me?"

	"Sure honey." He replied, and something made me wonder if they had planned this. Soon, I felt my friend's fat finger enter me, pulling and stretching. Another followed, pushing lubricant in, whilst softening my sphincter muscle. I wanted to complain, to turn around and say I never agreed to a man fingering me, but weirdly, it began to feel good, and rather than complain, I moaned.

	"Oh, I think he likes it." She giggled. "Okay, that's enough, let me fuck him."

	Even with the stretching, the first entry of the dildo hurt. It burned for a long moment, but thankfully, Kal told her to be patient, to take it slow, and that was what she did. After a minute, she was buried inside me and now moving in and out a little. The fullness was incredible, but with each thrust against my prostate, I found myself wondering if I hadn't been missing out on something for most of my life. The pleasure shooting through me was phenomenal. Sure enough, I was begging her for more as she increased her pace.

	"You like that, bitch?" She snarled, shoving into me.

	"Oh fuck yes, Mistress. Fuck me. Take me." I panted.

	There was movement on the bed, but I didn't care, too lost was I in the moment, that I failed to notice Kal in front of me now, until Tiff's hands pulled me up. Instinctively, I opened my mouth, taking his cock in my mouth and sucking.

	Yes, she was right, she did feel better than fucking her for thirty seconds. She could fuck me minutes and it would be non-stop pleasure.

	"So amazing." I panted, taking a break from sucking, but my hand wanking him whilst I did.

	"Better than boring normal sex, huh?" She asked. "So do you agree? We fuck you like this from now on? Cage stays on forever?"

	"Come on baby, you know I don't want your little useless dick anymore, not when I've had Kalvin. Just admit it, you want that too. You never want to use that shitty little thing again, just admit it."

	“I...is that what you really want? No game, no bullshit. The truth." [image: Image]

	She slowed. When we spoke like that, we both knew that this was where we were free to speak the truth. "Yes Jack. I don't want to fuck you anymore. Well, I do, like this, but I don't enjoy sex with you that way, I don't think I ever really did, but you knew that. Please, don't ruin this for me. I don't want to be intimate with you, that way, anymore. I don't have those sort of feelings for you anymore."

	"Do you still love me?"

	"Oh baby, of course I do, more than I did. I just don't love you like that anymore. I love you in a new way, one I never knew existed. You are like, um, property. I own you, and I will protect you. But you are not a lover, not like that. You're my husband, yes, and I love you like that, just not, sexually."

	I nodded, then began moving myself on the cock. Sensing I needed it, she moved too. "And you love Kal like that?" [image: Image]"Yes. Like a lover. Like my love, the person I want to hold me, to kiss me, to touch me. I love him like that. Nobody else, just him. Not you, just him."

	"If I asked you to decide, right now, him or me..."

	"Don't do that." She said, slowing again, but I grabbed her hip.

	"Keep fucking me, harder, faster, and tell me the truth, Mistress. If I asked you to stop."

	[image: Image]She was silent, but Kal chuckled. "Tell him. Tell him who you love. Tell him who you prefer. He needs to hear it." He said. "I'd chose Kalvin. I love him more than you." She told me, her voice a quiver. "That doesn't mean I don't want you.”

	“Oh god, say it again." I begged. "Fuck me harder and tell me you don't love me anymore. Tell me you would choose Kalvin."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Finally, she understood what I wanted. "Mmm, of course I don't love you, not like a man. You're property, like my panties, or boots. Necessary to serve a purpose, but I don't love you. But I'll keep you, as my toy, my slave. You'll serve the man I really love now, the man I'd choose day and night over you. Kal is my man now. One day, maybe I'll divorce you and marry him, but I will fuck you in the ass all the time, and you will serve me forever."

	"Yes MISTRESS!" I screamed, and suddenly, cum flooded the sheets of my bed. I grabbed Kal's cock and sucked hard, as she pulled out of me, laughing.

	"That was so awesome." She laughed.

	"Hmmm..." Kal chuckled, pushing me off him.

	I was still lost in my orgasm, so huge that it was, that I didn't realise what he was doing. "Seriously?" I heard my wife ask, laughing. Then as the cock entered me, I realised, my eyes bolting wide.

	"No wait, Kal!" I cried out, but it was too late. He was buried inside me, fucking me hard, and given how close he was anyway, he didn't last long. Cum flooded my rectum, as tears poured down my face.

	"Kal, that was too far." She told him. "It was nice to watch, but he wasn't ready for that."

	"Shit! Oh man, I'm sorry." He said, pulling out fast. “I got carried away...l...Oh fuck, fuck."

	I don't know why, I mean, this man effectively raped me, but I felt sorry for him, because in my heart, I knew he didn't want to hurt me. "Kal, '...it's okay." I said.

	"No, no! I shouldn't..."

	"Kal, stop. It was a mistake. Just, try to keep calm next time, yeah? I don't mind sucking you off, but I'm not gay."

	"No, I get it. Sorry, I mean it."

	I heard my wife usher him out of the room. "I’ll stay here with you tonight." She said, pulling me into her arms. "He shouldn't have done that. Not yet."

	"Not ever."

	"Oh hush. You had to know that at some point it would happen. Come on, we've come so far, let's not fool each other. We jumped into this headfirst and here we are. It should've been something we discussed first, so that you could psychologically prepare. Well, it's done now."

	I sighed, perhaps she was right. It felt...well...great actually, better than the fake cock, but in my mind, I was having a panic attack, wondering what it all made me. But, her arms around me felt good, and that was all that mattered.

	"Did you mean what you said?" I asked. "Or was it sex talk?"

	"Honey, you know I meant every word. Do you hate me?"

	"No, I don't hate you. I love you. The jealousy and the worry, they hurt, but I love you."

	"What are you worried about?"

	"That one day you'll leave me."

	I felt her head shake. “I love Kal, but I wouldn't want to be his life partner alone. I'd end up like Sara, and I'd have no one. But, I think with you here, he can be the partner I want, and eventually, the husband."

	"You will want to marry him?"

	“I said that. One day, I'll divorce you and hopefully, marry him. If he wants me. Not for the foreseeable future, but one day. But, there is no point in me doing that, if you will not remain in my life forever. You and I might as well stay as husband and wife and say goodbye to Kal."

	"You'd hate me."

	Her eyeroll was hidden behind my back, but I could feel it. “I wouldn't hate you. I would need to fall in love with you again, but that's easy. We make a great couple, as friends, but we make useless lovers. I know I can be happy with you though, as a couple."

	"That makes sense." I admitted.

	"So what do you want?"[image: Image]

	What did I want? Did I want things to go back to normal, or did I want this unique life? “I want..." I sighed, then nodded.

	“I want this to continue."

	Her lips touched my back. "Me too. I love Kal, I don't want to lose him."

	"Me neither." I sighed. "Go to him. He must be going out of his mind with worry."

	Again, she kissed me. "Thank you honey."

	And that was the last chance I ever got to share a bed with my wife for the night. After that, she never slept in my bed again, or next to me. She pegged me in that bed, but every night after, she slept with Kal.


Eight

	Pegging became an almost daily ritual. Tiffany admitted that there was a certain feeling of power that went with it that was addictive, which meant that whenever possible, she'd sneak into my room and fuck me with the strap-on. I say sneak, but rather, she would walk in with Kal. And why was that? Well, that was something that we agreed upon. Given that Kal and Tiffany were an item now, he no longer thought it was right for her to be alone performing any sort of sexual activity without his presence, so that meant whenever she pegged me, he was there, and I was always sucking him.

	Now, this wasn't such a big deal at first, because I enjoyed sucking his cock, and being spit roast was good. He'd learned his lesson and didn't try to fuck me again. But I discovered the issue with the new rule when he needed to go away on business for a week. No sex for her, meant no pegging for me. In fact, I wasn't even allowed to see her naked, when he wasn't [image: Image]around.

	Come to think of it, I hadn't seen her naked for ages. Yes, I'd see her in lingerie.

	I asked her about that, to which she replied that she thought I knew that I didn't want some slave to see her naked. “It's weird." She said. “I don't go parading myself off to men I'm not in love with."

	"Well, you love me..." I said.

	"Not like that!" She said, her face curled up in disgust. "God, don't you get it Jack? I do not love you. You're a great [image: Image]friend, and you are my slave. I keep you here because you make things better for us all, but I don't love you anymore.

	You're doing me a favour; this kinky lifestyle is keeping Kal around and making it work. So I'm doing you a favour, and committing to keep you around, as my slave. But I don't want you to see me naked anymore. Why? I don't have sexual feelings for you, so what's the point. Can we just agree now that we don't have that sort of relationship?"[image: Image]

	"But you peg me?"

	"Because I'm dominating you, and it is the one bit of sexual release that keeps you needing to stay. I don't want you to leave. It would have a domino effect and you know it. One more time, last time of asking. Do you want to end all this? If you do, then we will, and we will try to restart our marriage. But I'm not asking you again. If you complain again, then I'll need to punish you, and you know what that means!"

	I did know. The ball busting was painful enough, but she had become quite adept with the whip and crop, and knew how to use them, but most of all, liked using them.

	"No Mistress, I won't ask again. I understand. I'm just a slave."

	"Good."

	[image: Image]Obviously, by this point, I should've realised what the natural progression of things was to be, but I'd forgotten. So imagine my surprise, when I opened my kindle to find she had ordered books to prepare me. Yes, I was now reading sissy novels, and strangely, from everything we had done, this worried me the most.

	Here's the thing. In the time since this had all started, Kal's divorce had been finalised, his alimony situation had been sorted and it wasn't bad, and he had also been promoted and received a massive raise. My wife too had received a huge pay bump and a bonus. My work, on the other hand, was suffering. The situation at home was getting noticed, mainly because I wasn't exactly hiding it, but the bigger problem was that I was distracted and making mistakes. It wasn't so bad that I'd be fired, but I certainly couldn't expect a promotion.

	Still, sissification felt so very final, and given how Tiffany hadn't done anything by halves, I didn't expect this to be any different.

	The arrival of satin panties in my underwear drawer, replacing all my male underwear, made me sigh. It was the beginning, I knew that, but there would be more. When my wife walked by, seeing me looking at a plain pair of pink satin briefs, she looked at me, challenging me to say something, but I didn't dare. I just put them on and accepted it. Then when Kal arrived home, I was ordered to great him in just panties, and suck him off like a good little sissy whore, but not before a full waxing, courtesy of my wife.

	After that came the nighties, lots of them, and that meant I had to start wearing them to bed. The first few nights, I tried to forget but Tiffany always reminded me, explaining that good sissy whores wear nighties to bed. I was pegged in nighties.

	I sucked cock in nighties.

	Then came stockings and suspender-belts, a nightmare because I was useless with the clips, but without fail, I had to have them on, and Tiffany always made sure to check. Then came bras and bralettes, and again, I had to have them on all the time, except for when I slept.

	Finally, corsets, and that was where she decided it was time for a change. Dressed in a white corset, white stockings, and [image: Image]with a little make-up on my face, I was on the bed, prepared to be pegged, when finally, she walked in and I watched as she took the dildo and placed it into the rubbish bin by the desk. She then sat in the chair to the side and watched as Kal pulled me up from my kneeling position, and took my face in his hands and kissed me. I tried to resist, tried to pull away, but he held me and I simply gave in.

	Seconds later, I was bobbing on his cock, sucking and slurping, until I heard Tiffany say, “I won't be pegging you anymore, but your master will look after you."

	"Please..." I begged, feeling the tears in my eyes. "Please don't do this."

	She leaned close. "Come on now, cheer up. I promise, you'll enjoy this more than that shitty plastic dick. It's the natural order of things now. You're not mine anymore, you're Kal's."

	"Oh..." I said.

	His strong hard dick entered me and finally, he took me properly. This time, it wasn't a rushed mistake, it was a long, deep fucking. This wasn't love-making, don't get me wrong, he fucked me hard, deep, but he could go for as long as necessary to make me cum, until finally, I felt his cum inside me.

	"The good news is, this doesn't need to be once in a while thing." Said Tiffany.

	"That's right," Said Kal. "Once you are a full-time sissy, then I can fuck you several times a day. Imagine how fun that will be."

	"Yes Kal." I said.

	"Come on sissy, you know you don't get to call me Kal."

	"Sorry Master." I said.

	Once every two weeks, we used to have one day where we just hung out, just Kal and l, playing video games, or drinking beer. But the following day after he fucked me, Kal sat me down as he held Tiffany's hand, and he explained how things were going to be now.

	“I think you know that we can no longer be friends." He told me. "You are our slave now, and that is how it is going to be. Now there are rules, and we want you to accept them so we can continue."

	"If you don't accept the rules, then we will end things with you right here and now." Tiffany told me. "Kal and I will marry and make it work somehow, but we would prefer you to stay."[image: Image]

	"The rules are; you will no longer be alone with Mistress Tiffany in any sort of sexual capacity. You are not allowed to touch her without permission, and you will always look away from her eyes unless she tells you to look at them. You will serve us fully and completely, meaning you will no longer have rest days. You willingly submit to being our sissy slave, and [image: Image]nothing more. You will no longer be allowed alcohol. No beer, no wine. You will no longer eat with us. You will prepare all meals. You will ask permission to use the toilet when we are around. You will go to bed when we tell you to go. You will be allowed to watch television, including Netflix and such, in your room, but never in the living room with us. You will be allowed to watch me make love to Tiffany, on occasion, as a reminder of what you had, and what you lost."

	He paused there, and both stared at me. "How are you so far?" Tiffany asked.

	"It's...tough." I said.

	[image: Image]"It's about to get tougher." She laughed. "Go on."

	Kal continued. "You will no longer wear male clothes, ever. If that hinders you in your work, then you will need to quit your job, but we will not force you to quit. However, if you do decide to quit, then you will work for us, full time, as a slave. Don't worry about the money, we have enough without your wages.”

	"There maybe times when we bring home a man for you. We debated this, but Tiffany felt that you deserve the occasional change to spice things up. As you are no longer allowed to be with women, we will choose a man to fuck you. Don't worry, we will vet who that will be.

	"Finally, all money earned, all savings, and all bank accounts need to be moved into my name, as the head of the house. The title deed of the house will move to me too." Kal said. "You will no longer be allowed to own anything."

	They stared at me, waiting for my reaction. I stood and paced, then blew out my cheeks, struggling with the decision. I [image: Image]was scared, so very scared, but like with everything else up to that point, I was so horny.

	The weight of everything, of so many rules, they made me want to say it was too much. I had to do the right thing, after all, I would need to come out to everyone, my family, my friends. It would be humiliating, and I risked losing everything and everyone.

	Then I looked up and saw their eyes, the hope in them, the worry of what I might say or do. I swear, I thought I saw Kal's lips say please say yes. The longer I delayed, the more I saw Tiff's eyes tear up, that she'd gone too far, and that was when I realised how serious they were about wanting me to be a part of their lives in this way.

	"I'll quit my job." I said. "If I am to be your slave, then I should be a full-time slave. Of course, I'll sign over everything to you Master. I worship you." And with that, I dropped to my knees and began kissing his feet.

	"Good slut." He said, grinning. "Now blow me, get me nice and hard, and then sit on my cock."[image: Image]

	I crawled between his legs and sucked, before standing and turning around, sighing nervously, then sitting, feeling his mammoth dick enter me. I still couldn't prepare myself for the fact that my wife had effective made me gay against my will, but I was a slave, what choice did I have. And as I felt him hold me as I bounced on that gorgeous cock, I realised this [image: Image]was exactly where I needed to be.

	"Fuck me Master, fuck me Master! Oh please Master, fuck me!" I gasped.

	We fucked seven times that day. Just like that first say when he fucked my wife nonstop, he needed to make sure I understood what I was, that I accepted that taking cock was my lot in life, because that was what he and my wife wanted, so obviously, I wanted it too.

	 


Epilogue

	Coming out as trans to my parents was hard enough, but coming out and simultaneously telling them that I was divorced too was harder. Without kids and without possessions, the divorce was quick and easy. Then came the name change, going from Jack Brewer to Jacqueline Dent was another challenge, because obviously, I needed to tell everyone. Our friends were all open people, so they accepted it, but I could tell that they didn't understand it. [image: Image]

	My parents didn't understand. The didn't understand why I'd taken my ex-wife's fiancée's surname. They didn't under[image: Image]stand why I wasn't just trans, but I needed to dress in over-the-top pink satin puffy sissy dresses. They didn't understand why my make-up was almost cartoonishly drag. The didn't understand why I had tattooed the words, Sissy Slave to Mistress Tiffany and Master Kalvin. But they did ask if I was happy.

	When I arrived home, I found Tiffany crying. For a moment, I thought Kal had changed his mind, that things were falling apart, but that wasn't the case at all. In front of Tiff was a pregnancy test, positive.

	“I don't understand, Mistress. I thought you wanted a baby." I asked.

	“I do, slut. I do! But now how will I fit into my wedding dress?" She cried.

	"Um, Mistress, I don't think you'll grow that fast. The wedding was less than a month away, I was sure she'd be fine."

	"You don't know! You're just a stupid, dumb bimbo. Fuck off and leave me alone."

	"Yes Mistress."

	I felt like crying too, but hormones do that to a man, or...woman. I hadn't wanted to go on hormones, but Tiffany insisted, and Kal thought I'd look better with some small boobs. So far, all the damned things did was make me emotional, but Kal seemed to think I looked better. Heck, the man couldn't keep his hands off me half the time anyway, not that I minded; I fucking love his dick!

	By the time of the wedding, though, things had calmed down for us all. Kal was overjoyed by the fact that Tiff was pregnant, and Tiff's emotions had calmed too. In terms of my relationship with them, we kind of fell into a routine as their servant, whereby I realised that being home and working on menial tasks was far more rewarding than working for the man, and over time, Tiff realised just how perfect it was to still have me around as her slave.

	Of course, Kal continued to fuck me, something I had come to look forward to, but strangely, the dildo that Tiff had made a show of throwing away, came out again, and every so often, Tiff pegged me still.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]On the day of the wedding, it was my job to help Tiff prepare. I was to be her maid-of-honour, as well as actual maid. However, the time alone helping Tiffany to prepare afforded her some alone time with me, and that was important, because Tiff had a lot to say.

	“I wanted to use this time to have a real conversation with you." She began. “I still love you Jackie. I know what I have been saying, but I want you to know that for me, you will always be my husband, and Kal knows that. No matter what we say or do to you, none of any of this makes sense without you in our lives, and I want us all to grow old together.

	"Over time, we may find the dynamics of our lives shift, but no matter what happens, if the whole slave thing ends, you will always be there, with me.

	"But I do not regret one single thing we have done on this journey. It has been the most fun I've ever had, and I finally get a baby out of it. You got to quit that awful job that was going to send you to an early grave, and generally, we all get to be happy.

	"No matter what, I want you to promise me that you won't leave me. That you will always talk to me, and tell me if you have regrets or concerns, okay?"

	None of what she had said felt like a surprise, strangely, because beyond her previous words, I knew my wife. I knew her looks, the moment she felt afraid, concerned, or surprised. She had been honest in her assessment of how she loves me, in the past. Sex really wasn't important to us, but finding a relevant connection was. This was the connection we needed. This was how we were going to continue our lives, and I loved every bit of it.

	“I wouldn't change a thing, Mistress." I told her. “I love serving you, and I love having my best friend her along for the journey. I love seeing you and him together, and I'm so glad you allow me into your bedroom to watch you. I'm glad you sometimes allow me to masturbate watching you, most mistresses wouldn't. Most of all, I'm glad to be there to serve you.

	Please don't change a thing. I love you, Mistress Tiffany."

	She pulled me to her and we kissed, passionately, for the first time in months. It was her reminder that I am the glue in all of this, and without me, there would be nothing.

	“I was thinking one thing." Tiff said, turning back to doing her make-up.[image: Image]

	"What's that Mistress?"

	"Our house is a little small, and if we are starting a family, I think we need something bigger."

	"Indeed, Mistress."

	"And well," She paused, focusing on her eyes with the liner. “I think it makes sense for us to get a bigger master bedroom, and put a slave bed in there for you. I think our baby should grow up knowing that the three of us are in love. We can have the femdom stuff in private, and you will continue to serve, but I want the baby to see you as a parent too."

	Tears formed in my eyes. In my heart, I knew the isolation she'd shown me would only be temporary, but one part of me did wonder if she would not keep it that way. "How does Master feel about that?" I asked.

	She turned to look at me and smiled. "Are you kidding me?" She laughed. "He fucking loves you. He can't stop talking about how in love he is with you. You aren't his best friend anymore, you're his lover. He fucks you as much as he fucks me, and during this pregnancy, he's going to be fucking you even more." She took my hands and looked me in the eyes. "Jack." She began, deadnaming me to show how serious she was being. "We love you. You've given Kal his dream relationship, and [image: Image]you've given me so much joy, you cannot imagine. Yes, we are both in agreement. It's time for you to move back in with us, to the bedroom, to be our partner in bed."

	I smiled. "And the rules?”

	“Ah, fuck the rules. I did, right?"

	"Right." I said, grinning.

	As I emerged into the hall where the wedding was taking place, I ran straight into my dad. My parents and Tiffany had always been close and whilst they didn't understand what we were doing, they never really questioned it.[image: Image]

	"Are you happy?" Dad asked me, a question he always asked me.

	I nodded slowly, smiled, and said, "Yes Daddy, I'm happy."

	"Good girl." He said, kissing my forehead. Good girl. Yes, I was a good girl. A good little slave sissy bitch.

	 

	THE END
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