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Author’s Note

So, my guess is that the majority of you are submissive males. There maybe some kinky women reading, and if so, please let me know, but I think most of you are subbie males. Now, I know some of your are closeted, married, afraid to take the leap, so you live your fantasies in my stories, which is nice…

Now listen up, subbies. I want you to remember one thing. As long as you are living in my fantasies, then behave as such. If you want me to be a bitch, I can be a bitch, which means make sure you follow me on Instagram, make sure you email me asking for forgiveness for being such wimpy sissy sluts, and then make sure to wank that little cock as hard as you can, whilst saying my name.

Yeah, enjoy the book, sluts.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

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

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

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

Moving away from our dingy little bedsit was not just a goal, it was everything. Ella and I had both left university with a tonne of debt. It wasn’t really student debt as university really didn’t cost much by itself, but living did. Apartment, food, parties, clothing, it all amounted to something when you didn’t really make much to begin with.

Luckily, I left university to become a cyber-security expert, finding work almost immediately, whilst Ella went on to study towards her Ph.D. in Criminal Psychology. My work paid down the debts and kept us going and Ella’s part-time work covered some savings.

Ella and I met in Grammar School, or rather, she was in the girl’s school, I was in the boy’s school, and when we both entered the joint-sixth, we met and fell in love. At the time, she wore thick glasses, was a bit geeky, had messy brown hair that she rarely combed, but the girl loved computer games and we could talk nonstop together. She had an amazing body, even back then, slightly taller than me at one-eighty-two centimetres, with huge breasts on a really slender body. But, because she didn’t dress the part and because she wore glasses and had heavy braces on her teeth, boys didn’t give her the time of day.

For my part, I was just a standard kid. I was okay at sports, but was otherwise a skinny geek. However, as I somehow made it onto the football team, I was never bullied. I guess you can say I was lucky.

Eventually, after we were dating a year or so, Ella lost the braces, revealing perfect teeth, and then on her eighteenth birthday, her parents paid for laser-eye surgery, and that meant the glasses went. As she prepared for college, her parents gave her free run of the credit card, which meant a whole new wardrobe and a make-over.

My geeky girlfriend became a supermodel overnight. Heck, when we went out that night, men literally stepped between us as if I wasn’t there, then when I pointed out who I was, he looked surprised and asked, “Him? Seriously?”

And yet, Ella loved me as much as I loved her, so she had no interest in other men. Not once did she sway away from me, though she did act flirtatious with men, it seemed to be with all men, not that she was flirting, but she was just like that.

Of course, I tried to improve my wardrobe and style too, but no matter what I did, I was still that skinny geek with a supermodel girlfriend. I once overheard a girl see us together and say to her friend, “He has to either be rich or have a huge cock.” I would say I’m neither, but only to myself.

Eventually though, Ella got her Ph.D. and began working for the police to get her allotted hours in. Whilst she did that, she did a side add-on course in behavioural therapy.

By the time we both hit our late twenties, we were earning. I was a private consultant for cloud businesses, helping them deal with ransomware, and Ella was consulting for numerous institutions and law firms, and being paid well for it. It was approaching time to leave our little one-bed bedsit flat over the butcher’s shop and move into something of our own. That, of course, meant a mortgage, but given we had finally eliminated our credit-card debt, and had a little saved, it made sense.

Before looking, we set a few parameters, how much we wanted to spend, type, and so forth. After that, we went online and searched for a few that met our conditions, saving them and then reaching out to the estate agents for each.

The one we really loved, and was in our price-range (ish), had one massive drawback; it was in the town of Denton, which in the past we knew was linked to gang violence. But this white-stone cottage with grey slate roof was the perfect idyllic dream cottage. It had been converted to meet energy standards, and had a lovely, bordered garden. It was hard to imagine it was in a town marred by stories of stabbing and drugs, but everyone knew to avoid Denton.

Still, the house was too perfect to ignore, and the least we could do was visit it, so, I reached out to the agent and asked for a viewing.

Of all the agents, the one from the Denton was the quickest to respond. Some might say she was the most efficient, but in the back of my mind, I saw it as a red-flag; that excitement probably meant she was looking to overload the house fast for a reason.

“I still want to see it,” said Ella.

“Me too.” I admitted.

So, we jumped into our little Astra, and drove to Denton, just a half-hour away.

As we entered the town, we didn’t get the feeling that we were entering some drug-den or rough neighbourhood. People of various races and creeds walked the street, stopped to chat, shopped. There were lots of little private fast-food places, restaurants, even lots of little specialist shops, the occasional chain-store, but on the whole, it looked like small business thrived here.

I’d once seen a picture of Denton, graffiti everywhere, burned out shops, but this was nothing like that. It was a clean, well-kempt place, with lots of greenery.

“What gives?” Asked Ella.

“I really don’t know. I guess we were quick to judge?”

She pulled out her phone and Googled the crime statistics for Denton. “Huh!” She gasped, then giggled. “Honey, we might be onto a winner here. Denton’s reputation stems from violent crime which all but ended about ten years ago. I’m not sure what happened, but it’s gone from one of the most dangerous towns to one of the safest, overnight.”

“Wow! But say Denton to anyone and they’ll say avoid.” I said.

“Yeah, which means we might be onto a winner here. If we can get this on the cheap because of the reputation, in time, people will know Denton is safe, and then the value will skyrocket.”

“Good point. Okay, but be cool, yeah? I don’t want the agent to think we want it.”

Ella rolled her eyes with a smirk. “Sure. Master negotiator!”

As we made a left off the high street, a winding road led us into a small forest, and out into a nice old village named Willow. It was now part of Denton, but the sign remained. On the pavement, walking a dog was a tall blonde in a tight little mini-skirt, wearing very high-heels.

“At least they know how to dress when walking the dogs.” I joked.

“Liked that did you?” Ella chuckled.

“What’s not to like?”

“Your type of girl?” She giggled.

“I mean, if I was single…” I mused.

“Jack…” She said, “That was a tranny.”

“No it wasn’t!” I laughed. “No way! She was hot.”

“Trust me, it was. A woman can tell. Sure, she was hot, but she was a transvestite, not a transsexual, definitely a transvestite. She was wearing breast forms, hence the choker.”

I began to blush, embarrassed at eying up a man in a dress. Ella told me to chill, that it wasn’t the end of the world for finding a transvestite hot, explaining that the ladyboys in Thailand were often hotter than the females.

We arrived at the house at the back end of a beautiful caul-de-sac. Waiting for us was the estate agent, who was a little older than us, not by much, pretty, blonde, slim. She had that sort of glossy look you expected from an estate agent, refined in a way, though probably not really capable of doing much else.

“Welcome Mr and Mrs Frasier, the house is ready for us, the owners have retired, moved away, so we have as much time as you need.” She smiled.

The house was built in the later nineteenth century, renovated just before World War Two in the twentieth century, renovated again in the nineteen-sixties, and once more a few years ago, adding a tonne of mod-cons, including an EV charger in the drive. Inside the old house, we found a large modern kitchen which had been extended thanks to a glass conservatory which served as an extension to the house. The living room was large and spacious, which a large fireplace.

Upstairs there were three bedrooms, the largest of which had a large ensuite bathroom, whilst the others had shower rooms and a toilet on each. One of the smaller rooms was pink, with lacy pink curtains, a pink metal-frame bed, and pink and white furniture. The room screamed girlie.

“Someone liked pink.” Ella mumbled.

“Kid’s room I guess.”

We moved downstairs, and looked around at the other rooms, an office, a small gym. Then the agent blushed a little. “There’s a large cellar space, but I must warn you, the previous owners were on the kinky side.” She said. “Some customers have been a little off-put by what’s down there.”

My wife and I shared a look, one which said that this agent appeared to be playing into our hands. We didn’t care what was in the cellar. Anything that was there could be gutted.

The agent led us through a little white door, into a short corridor, then unlocked a black door which led down a wooden staircase, lit by very nice LED lighting. Immediately though, we saw what we were walking down into.

The room was cliché red, with black BDSM furniture, a St. Andrew’s cross on the wall, whips and crops, a chain from the ceiling, complete with leather cuffs, and on the back end, a large black metal bed, with cage underneath.

Ella giggled uncontrollably, so much so that I turned to give her a look that asked her what the problem was. I knew what the problem was, of course. Whenever Ella became horny but was embarrassed to admit it, she giggled. This was turning her on.

“Tell me,” I asked when we were back upstairs. “The owners are asking half a million for this place?”

“Correct.”

“I noticed they dropped the price in the last month. Why?”

The agent frowned. “Well, the dungeon downstairs doesn’t help sell this place as family-friendly. But to be honest, the Denton connection holds people back.”

“It didn’t look so bad though.” Ella said.

“No, and it isn’t. The gang crime stopped.”

“So the gangs left?” I asked.

Again, the agent frowned, signalling there was more to this that we realised. “Not exactly. Basically, there is a yardie community here which was pretty rough. At one point, the Chesterton gang were here too.” Everyone knew the Chesterton gang; they were a nasty bunch. An old white Scottish guy who at one point was considered to be as dangerous as the Krays. “He waged war on the yardies, until Chesterton senior died. One of the people from this estate, actually, saw her opportunity so opened a parley between Chesterton junior and the yardies, and somehow, they came to an arrangement. The violence stopped and the yardies began to rebuild the town, give back, and now are an important part of the community.”

“Sounds good,” Ella said, “but also sounds like a hair-trigger could set it all off again.”

The agent inhaled and then nodded. “All I can do is say what I said to the others and hope you don’t make the decisions they made. Everyone in this agreement is happy. Absolutely everyone wins, and they all know that. This place is a beacon of peace, and there is nothing to suggest anything could kick-off. The yardies and the Chestertons are friends.”

We nodded and thanked her for her honesty and told her we still had places to see. She smiled, but I could see there was little conviction in her smile. She’d heard this all before, seen the people come and go. So, I decided to give her a little hope.

“Between you and me though, what is the absolute lowest you think the owners will go?” I asked.

If I thought that would give her hope, it didn’t. “I can say this, without meeting the neighbours, not much lower.”

“Why without meeting the neighbours?” Ella asked.

“Because they had a good relationship with all their neighbours. If the neighbours like you, then they will be happy to lower the price.”

“Interesting.” I noted, then I thanked her and we left.

We were both silent for a moment, before Ella said, “I want the house.”

“Me too.” I smiled, “but I want a discount.”

“Of course.”

“It doesn’t sound like she’s in any hurry. Let’s go see a few more places, then I’ll call her tonight and ask for a meeting with the neighbours.”

“Good idea.” She smiled. “I want to keep the dungeon though.”

That made me burst out laughing. “Okay, but why? You aren’t dominant, or kinky?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Even if we just fuck on that bed, it got me really horny. We don’t need to rush, we can gut it anytime. But let’s play around, have some fun.”

Again, I laughed, but agreed, stating it could indeed be fun.

For the rest of that day, we visited four other houses. We were shattered at the end of it, and whilst we saw one or two which we could see ourselves living in, none of them came close to the cottage in Denton. So, that evening, I called Sally, the agent, and asked for the meeting, which she promised to arrange for the weekend. One thing was for certain though, we were beginning to get excited about owning our own first house.

The following Saturday, we drove back to Denton, expecting to find the sleepy neighbourhood to be as quiet as it was when we were there earlier in the week. To our surprise, the closed off lane was buzzing with energy, as couples worked in their gardens and enjoyed the mild weather, even though the sky appeared to threaten rain.

Sally the agent was waiting for us by her little Renault, a smile on her face, with two attractive women in their late thirties or early forties stood with her. The women watched us as we approached, as we neared, they began to smile. It didn’t look like the type of affected smile people make when they meet someone, rather like recognition, or a moment of relaxation when you realise everything is okay.

“Ella, Jack, welcome back.” Sally said as we approached. “This is Maya and Nadine, they’d be your neighbours if you buy the house.”

We shook hands with the pretty women, Maya very pretty redhead, Nadine a gorgeous woman who had light brown skin, and long silky smooth black hair.

“It’s lovely to meet you both.” I said.

“You too!” Said Nadine. “So you’ve seen the house, what do you think?”

“We think it’s gorgeous.” Ella stated.

“Honestly, it’s our dream house, but it is also our first house.” I told them. “So a half a million, whilst affordable, would be a steep investment.”

They nodded. “House prices today for young first-time buyers are crazy. It really isn’t fair.” Maya stated.

Others began to gather and we shook hands with each. Some hung around, some just said hello and left, giving Sally a brief nod. They asked us questions about our work, our interests, plans on family, of which we had none, stating that we’re in no hurry to have kids, if at all. There were children on the block, not many, but clearly it was a friendly and safe neighbourhood.

Then, as others said goodbye, Sally was left with Maya and Nadine again. “So Trish and Paul were great neighbours, but they decided to move to warmer climates.” Nadine noted. “They really don’t care how much the house goes for because it was inherited in the first place, so everything’s a profit, and to be honest, they did well financially. Obviously, the preference is to find someone who will fit in well in the neighbourhood. For us, what is most important is tolerance. The last thing we want is some flag-waving, homophobe, transphobe here.”

“We’re definitely not.” We both said quickly.

The women smiled. “We thought not. There are one or two transgender people here. It’s a safe space for them, and it works. We have multiracial families, and we have a good relationship with the Jamaican immigrant community, which we want to maintain.”

“That’s fine by us.”

“Good.” Maya said, looking at Sally and nodding. “I’m looking forward to having a coffee with you when you move in then.” She said to us. “For now, I have a visitor coming soon, so I need to get ready. Lovely to meet you.”

“You too Maya.” We said.

That left just Nadine and Sally. Nadine spoke up. “We think that three hundred thousand would be a fair baseline, provided you sign a provision in the contract to state that any sign of intolerance to lifestyles will mean that you will need to sell.”

I was about to say that would be fine, I was that confident, but my wife spoke first. “That’s fine if you list what we need to be tolerant to. The last thing we want is to be tolerant to something illegal.”

Nadine smiled, seemingly happy with Ella’s astute observation. “Of course. We will work with Sally then to draw up the contract. If you need something for the bank, let Sally know. Sally, I think you have an agreement to say they have made a formal offer, correct?”

“I do, but I’ll send the paperwork by email, rather than burden you here.” The agent stated.

We then thanked them both, telling Nadine that we were really looking forward to spending time with her, and she smiled back and said she was looking forward to it too.

As we drove away, we kept our cool, although it was eating us up inside. The moment we turned the corner away from the old estate, we screamed and yelped with excitement. The house was not only massively in budget, but it meant we could take a shorter mortgage. We were getting our dream house, in a nice community, and it wasn’t costing us a fortune.


Two

The contract and signing process was one thing, the bank approval process was another. However, the owners were so trusting that we were given the keys to the house shortly after the deposit was made, so we could begin measuring things and deciding what from the house we wanted to keep. The owners had made it clear that the more we kept from the furniture, the less hassle it was on them to move it. Trinkets and such were already gone, but big furniture remained.

They had once hired an interior designer to decorate the house so everything was tastefully done. In the end, as we didn’t really own anything of our own, we decided to keep most of it, instead replacing the mattress on the bed.

Every time we visited, at least one of the neighbours came over to say hello. Nadine, who would be our neighbour to the right as we looked out, always seemed to be home and always invited us for coffee, which we graciously accepted. Like our new future home, her home was tastefully decorated and spotlessly clean.

“So, do you work?” My wife asked her, wondering how she kept such a clean house.

“Oh, yes, but I’m not full time.” Nadine stated. “I’m a freelance journalist, nothing dramatic, usually fluff pieces, stuff on the royals. Luke is the moneymaker.” She giggled. “He a VP in Reliance Insurance.” She stated. That was a fairly old insurance company. Someone once showed me a weird eighties advert for them, an attractive brunette in a cloak tying up a burglar. It was all very much like soft-core porn, slow movements behind smoke, silhouettes.

“Not all cat-burglars are as attractive as they are in the movies…” I said, repeating the words said at the end of the advert.

Nadine chuckled. “No way that would pass censorship these days.” She said.

“Nope.”

“Silly really. They make such a big deal about sex these days, when really it’s all the hate and violence that they should be dealing with.” Nadine noted with no small among of venom.

“Hear hear!” Said Ella. “I think we’re being pushed to become a nation of prudes, which is why we’re seeing so many young people going the way of the extreme. It’s like the yanks with the alcohol age. They’re strict with alcohol, then the kids go mental and get drunk.”

“Exactly!” Nadine agreed, but then she smirked at Ella. “But I bet you had your fair share of conquests huh?”

Ella giggled and then blushed. “No, well, we met in high school and fell in love, so only ever been with each other.”

“Oh, I see.” Then Nadine leaned closer, as if about to whisper a secret, even though I was sat right there and could hear everything. “Nothing on the side?” She asked cheekily.

Again, Ella blushed deeper, then giggled again. “Nope. One hundred percent faithful.”

“Wow.” Said Nadine with a surprised smirk. “Admirable. Just be careful. You don’t want to be like those yanks around alcohol. I knew a girl who only slept with one guy until her forties, then she got herself a lover and found she couldn’t stop. Became a complete slut.”

I wasn’t sure I liked where the conversation was going, but I was also mindful that this woman was probably still analysing us and what we stood for. Clearly, she was a liberal woman with the belief that marriages should be what people made of them.

“You want to know who that woman was?” She asked Ella, ignoring me.

“Who?” Ella asked, leaning forward for a juicy piece of gossip.

“Tanya, the previous owner of your new house.”

“I thought she’s still married?” I asked. Nadine smiled at me, and it was at that point, I understood. The husband was in on it. “Oh, they were swingers!” I said.

“Ha! No. Derek didn’t sleep with other women. Nope. Heck, I don’t think he slept with Tanya after that. He was a cuckold.”

“Oh.” I said, as my wife giggled nervously next to me. I raised a questioning eyebrow at her and she shrugged.

Nadine sighed and said, “Look, the whole process is going through the bank, so legally, you still are in the cooldown period. So, I’m going to be honest with you and tell you the story about how this place saved itself from the gang violence.

“Basically, we were largely unaffected by the violence in the town, after all, we’re outside it. We kept our distance, so everything was fine. Then there were a couple of break-ins, and we began to get worried. About that time, old man Chesterton passed away and Miles Chesterton took over. The son. He’s a bit of wet blanket so we were worried he might set out to prove himself by doing something stupid. It turned out, his wife is a good friend of Maya’s, so she stepped in and began to say a few words to Trudy Chesterton, and she relayed them to Miles.

“The trouble then rested with the yardies. There was another break-in, in my house, of all places. I caught the boy doing it, good looking boy, Jamaican. Anyway, I told him that I wouldn’t report him if he got me a meeting with the gang leader. He called right there and then, I called Maya, and we setup a meeting and discussed peace and how it would benefit everyone.

“But then something happened. It turned out that Miles Chesterton had a fetish. He liked Trudy to dominate him, and one of things he really liked was seeing Trudy with another man, namely a black man. Somehow, Jacob, the head of the local yardie gang, knew about this. He brought it up, privately, with Miles. So, Jacob and Trudy started hooking up.

“Maya and I knew, of course, because we were in the meetings, and, well, we kind of liked it. So, we discussed it with our husbands, and found they weren’t against it either.”

She paused to look at our intrigued but surprised faces, then she just smiled and said, “Over the years, the local yardie population have become good friends to this estate. Some families moved away, decided it wasn’t in their interest, some friends of ours who shared the lifestyle moved in. We’re not saying you need to join in, but we ask you respect it.”

I tried to process what she was saying, until it finally clicked. “Hold on, are you saying that all the wives on the estate sleep with the yardies?” I asked, and Ella giggled, then stifled it and blushed. I gave her another look.

“Yes.” Said Nadine. “Over the years, we’ve embraced the cuckold and hot-wife lifestyle. Some of the men like knowing their wives are sluts, but they themselves are not submissive. Some men like being cuckolds, like being in chastity.” Another giggle from my wife. “And some men like to go all the way, become fully submissive to their wives and lovers. But, what this experiment has done, is fixed this whole town. The yardies keep all their illegal activities far away from here, and actually invest back into the town. We make sure that they are kept happy, we help their kids get a decent education and start to life, and generally try to help them get away from crime completely. In return, we get a very active sex-life, and get to have some fun too.”

Both Ella and I were gobsmacked. I’d heard of kinky lifestyles before, but never did I imagine this was happening, not in a million years. Look, I didn’t care what others got up to, but I was concerned about how this might rub off on us, on me in particular but also Ella. I was also concerned about the potential resale value of the house we were buying.

“So?” Nadine asked. “Now you know the truth, do you still want to buy the house?”

“Yes!” Ella said immediately, and again, I looked at her with concern. But she sighed and leaned forward. “Jack, we don’t need to do anything, but at the end of the day, if what they did solved a crisis, good! We benefit from it, and it goes on in other people’s houses. Why should we care?”

I sighed. She was right, of course, but in my gut, it just bothered me, although I wasn’t sure why. “I guess that explains the BDSM dungeon.” I chuckled.

“Oh!” Gasped Nadine, as if remembering something. “By the way, we don’t have a cellar. Tanya used to let me use the dungeon sometimes. I’d really appreciate it if you’d continue to let me? It’s not a problem if not, I’d understand. I can always ask Martina, but she’s often travelling.”

Ella and I shared a look, then I said, “No, it’s fine, as long as we have it. We weren’t sure we would keep it. How often do you need it?”

“Once or twice a month, maximum.” She said.

“It’s fine.” Said Ella with a smile.

That evening, as we were preparing for bed, the topic came up. Ella noted my hesitation when Nadine asked, so I said that it honestly made me a little nervous. Of course, at first, Ella was a little upset with me, saying that all these years together should mean that I trusted her, but that wasn’t the problem.

You see, back when she had her transformation, men used to hit on her all the time in bars and clubs, many times right in front of me. Sure, she dealt with them, but hit on her they did. As we got a little older, and I aged a little, grew some stubble, it happened less whilst I was around, but I knew it still happened when I wasn’t nearby, I’d seen it firsthand.

The problem was, every single time it happened, it turned me on. I put that down to my attraction for her, how proud I was to have such a sexy partner, but today’s conversation woke something else up in me. Suddenly, I was thinking about her getting pounded by big black cock, and I was feeling horny because of it.

I decided honesty was the best policy, rather than keeping her feeling upset that I didn’t trust her, so I told her everything. She giggled at first, then laughed and then fell back into giggling.

“Okay, so much to unpack there.” She said. “First of all, great you have a kinky mind, and great I turn you on so much, but…that does not mean I’m gonna go run out and bang everyone that moves now. I have dirty fantasies too, it doesn’t mean I’m going to do them.”

“You have dirty fantasies?” I asked, surprised, thinking she was quite vanilla.

“Well, duh! Yeah, I have kinky fantasies.”

“Like what?”

She rolled her eyes and giggled, then said, “I don’t know, stuff that has to stay just that, fantasy. I don’t know.” She giggled again. “That dungeon. I could quite imagine being tied up by a group of big strong men, pierced and used. I could imagine being forced to get a tattoo with the word SLUT on my back. I could imagine being a stripper, or a webcam slut, or a whore.”

“Holy shit!” I gasped.

“Yeah! I’m kinky too. Most women are, but we tend to just keep it locked away. Fantasy is just that. You love dungeons and dragons, but I don’t see you dressing the part.” She said.

“I’d fight a dragon if there was one.” I mumbled.

“Please! You used to jump when the neighbour’s dog barked at you.” She laughed. “Look, so the neighbours are kinky. Heck, yeah, maybe some of it will rub off on us and make our sex life better, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to start fucking other men. So just chill.”

I got where she was coming from, but that didn’t really answer my point. I sighed and shook my head. “It isn’t that. I trust you, I just don’t trust myself. If I said, sure, go fuck a guy, would you do it?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Most likely not. It depends.”

“It depends.” I repeated. “Okay, what if I said, I want to watch a group of men fuck you over and over, whilst I’m tied to a chair?”

She giggled, that giggle she usually made when she was turned on, but she didn’t answer.

“What if I said, go find a guy to fuck on a regular basis, go be his slut whilst you keep me here at home?”

The giggle transformed into a heavy blush, and then a pounce. She launched at me and planted her lips on mine. We kissed breathlessly, as we scrambled to get my erection, painful and hard, into her soaked pussy. She growled and panted as she rode me, then looked down? “Is that what you want? You want me to be a slut? Fuck around, get used over and over? Tell me! Tell me you wanna see me get used like a cum rag! Dumping their cum inside me, one after another. You want that?”

“Fuck yeah!” I moaned, lost in the fantasy.

“Want me to be just like the wives there? Want me to find a yardie boyfriend?”

“Mmm, please!” I gasped.

“I want that. I want him to tattoo me, make me his property, force me to service his friends.”

“Oh fuck! But you’d deny me, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes!” She hissed through a grin. “No sex for you! You just watch! My pussy will be off-limits to wimps like you!”

I came. I came fucking hard, before she could even get close to an orgasm. Immediately, I scrambled out from under her, apologising over and over as I ran to the bathroom to wash up. When I came out, she was giggling.

“I’m sorry.” I said again.

“Stop apologising. I enjoyed it.”

“You didn’t cum.”

She shrugged. “So? It was fun to fantasise. It turned me on. Chill.”

As I climbed back into be though, I felt stupid, guilty for the fantasy we’d just shared. “Um, so what we just talking about…”

“Is just fantasy. Relax, Jack.”

“Thanks. I’m sorry.”

“Jack?”

“Yeah?”

“Shut the fuck up.” She laughed.

That night though, my dreams were flooded with the image of my wife surrounded by hot black men, their hands on her body, pulling her naked form away from me, as she just stared at me, grinning naughtily. ‘You’ll never have this again, bitch.’ She said to me. ‘I’m not yours, I’m theirs and there is nothing you can do about it. I’m their whore, they can sell me, use me, do what they want to me, and you’re just a useless cunt who will just accept it, won’t you? You fucking nobody! You loser! I’m glad I married someone as pathetic as you, because now I get to be the girl of your dreams, just like in those fucking porn videos you watch. A bitch. A slut.’ She spat at me. ‘Fucking sissy!’

I bolted upright, waking in a cold sweat. Something felt odd, wet below. I raised my duvet and there was a blotch of sticky cum. “What the fuck?” I said to myself, looking at the cum on the duvet. I needed to clean up before Ella woke up. Ella… I turned to look at her sleeping, except she wasn’t sleeping. She was lying there watching with a huge smile on her face.

“You talk in your sleep.” She said sleepily. “Very kinky stuff, bitch.”


Three

By the time moving day came around, the fantasy of her cheating on me had become embedded in our relationship, for better or for worse. If we made love, my performance was a far cry from what it used to be, and once, I didn’t even last a minute. It should have pissed her off, but instead, it turned her on. Why? Because she was enjoying what it was doing to me.

Sex with Ella used to be a once per night thing, then when we started working it became a few nights per week. Now we were doing it at least twice per day, and I was eating her pussy more.

Then there was the porn. After my bizarre sex dream, which I simply had to tell Ella all about, she wanted to know what porn I was watching. The truth was, I hadn’t watched porn in a while, and the last porn I watched was likely lesbian porn. So Ella decided my subconscious was telling me to watch a type of porn, and given the content of my dream, she assumed it to be cuckold porn.

In the end, it turned out to be cuckold humiliation porn, which was usually some sort of bitchy wife who clearly has zero respect for her husband, treating him like shit, bullying him, getting laid by big muscular guys. It was too much, it was over the top, and yet, it still made me hard.

So Ella did a test.

During sex, Ella began to twist my nipples and call me names. “Fucking gonna cum, idiot? Fucking loser! Gonna cum in five seconds, huh? You good-for-nothing piece of shit! You mean nothing to me, bitch! I’m going to fuck who I like, and there’s nothing you can do about it, is there?” I didn’t answer. “IS THERE?” She screamed, slapping me hard around the face. I came harder than I ever came before.

Of course, she giggled and got off me, trotting to the bathroom. “That was fun!” She called out. “I enjoyed that.”

“That seemed to come very easily to you…” I noted with concern.

“I was researching all day. I wanted to see how you’d react.” She called back, and then as she walked it, she smiled and said, “You know I was playing, right? I don’t mean any of that.”

Ella was not that good of an actress. Of course she was playing, but at the same time, I think it was a role she enjoyed playing very, very well.

And so, moving day was here and things in our lives had already changed. The cuckold humiliation roleplay was not a daily occurrence, but it did come up with a frequency. From our television browser history, I saw she regularly watched it as a pornography category, and when I asked her about that, she said it was to get ideas, though I personally felt she was embedding herself in the role.

The first night we were there, she wanted to try the dungeon. I thought that meant she wanted to whip me, but to my surprise, she asked me to tie her up and whip her, then use her however I wanted.

Of course, I was nervous as I whipped her. I didn’t want to harm her, or leave marks. “Don’t tickle me. Whip me properly!” She laughed.

The moment I stopped holding back, she cried out, yelped, but never used the safety word we’d agreed. I tried all three types of whip and to my surprise, apart from the sweat which dripped from her body, her pussy was also soaked and dripping. She hung from the ceiling, arms cuffed behind her back, her body swinging. So, I took my trousers off and pushed my hard cock inside her, earning another yelp from her.

“Nipple weights. Over there.” She gasped.

I pulled out of her with some reluctance, ran to get the clamps and hooked two small weights on them. “Are you sure?” I asked.

“Yes! Yes! Do it!”

In for a penny, I shrugged and opened the clamps, placing them on her nipples simultaneously. She clenched her eyes shut and cried out in pain, but didn’t tell me to take them off.

“Fuck me!” She cried.

As I fucked her she moaned and hissed in pain as the clamps swung. I wanted to ask if she was okay but I didn’t want to break whatever moment she was having.

“Yeah, hurt me Master.” She gasped.

I slapped her backside hard, feeling the heat of her freshly whipped backside, seeing the welts that had formed. She moaned with each painful slap, so I decided to give her more pain.

Pulling out and leaving her gasping, looking at me questioningly, I grabbed one more weighted clamp. “Ready for this?” I asked as I knelt down.

Sweat dropped on me as she nodded quickly. Then as I clamped her clit, she screamed in pain. Ignoring her, I returned to my position and continued to fuck her, this time making sure the weights moved, causing her to moan, mewl and sob until finally, with a huge, long roar, she came hard.

“Quick, take the clamps off.” She gasped, still panting.

I ran to take them off, eliciting another cry as I removed each one, until finally, I let her down and she collapsed to the floor.

“That was fucking amazing!” She panted. “The best.”

I hadn’t cum yet. I was still looking at her as she panted. Then she calmed and looked up at me. “Your turn.” She grinned.

The pain was not my thing. Being chained up, sure, that was fun, but the pain not so much. But what I hadn’t expected was for her to put a strap-on dildo on. “Please tell me you’re not planning on fucking me with that?” I asked her.

“Why not?” She laughed. “Pegging is pretty mainstream now. Chill, live a little.”

“Yeah, but, we don’t know where that was before.”

“It was washed, and I washed it again, and I sprayed it with disinfectant. You’ll be fine. Stop being a pussy. Or do you want to say your stop word?” She grinned, challenging me.

“No.”

“No Mistress.”

“No Mistress.”

“Good.” She purred next to my ear, the huge black dildo bumping my buttock. Then I felt her fingers, slimy with something, pushing into my anus. I hissed as she intruded into me. “Like me fingering you baby? Like me fingering your little boy-pussy?” She said into my ear. “I’m gonna fuck you like the bitch sissy you are. You’re gonna take my cock, then I’m gonna knock on Nadine’s door and ask her to set me up with a good lover. You want that, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress.” I hissed, lost in this bizarre state of euphoria she was putting me in.

“Me too. I need it. I’m tired of fantasising now, I need cock. Real cock.”

“Really?” I gasped.

“Yeah! Really. But that’s what you want too, isn’t it?” She asked, removing the fingers and lining up the dildo. “Hold still.”

The cock pushed against my hole and she told me to push out, open my hole. I tried to follow her instructions and suddenly, with a painful shove, the head slid in. “Ow, ow, ow!” I cried out. “Stop! Is it okay?”

She looked down. “Yeah, it’s all okay. It hurts a bit at first.”

After a brief pause, she continued to push. The pain came in waves, until all I could feel was the sudden pleasure emanating from my prostate. “Did you mean it?” I asked.

“Mean what?”

“That you want a lover.”

“Of course! But that’s what you want for me, right? You want me to be a slut for them, don’t you?”

“Yes!” I gasped as she fucked me.

“You’re gonna be in the little cage under the bed when they torture me in here, then use me over and over.”

“You mean it?”

“Of course.”

“Really? You really mean it, for real?”

“Yes baby.” She said as she fucked my anus. God, this felt amazing! My head was going crazy, I just needed her cock, it was too good.

“I want you to promise me! Promise me you’ll do it.” I gasped.

She giggled, but didn’t reply.

“Promise me!” I screamed.

“Okay, okay, I promise, I’ll find a lover.” She said, reaching around to rub my cock as she fucked me. “A good hard cock to use me every single night. You realise the problem is, the moment he sees what a pathetic loser you are, he won’t let me fuck you ever again.”

“Yes! That’s fine! That’s good!” I gasped. “Oh fuck me!”

“I’ll fuck whoever he wants. Maybe you’ll hardly see me, because he’ll have me working the streets, sucking stranger’s cocks, but never you.”

“Yes! Please! Promise me!”

“I promise baby. I really mean it this time. Our marriage as you know it is over. You’re just a pathetic worm who will kiss my feet.”

“Make me lick the cum out of your pussy!”

“Oh yes! Yes, a cum licker. Nice! This is it baby, last chance to back out. Are you sure this is what you want? Really? No joke, no playing, for real now?”

“YES!” I cried, and my cum sprayed onto the floor below.

As she pulled out, I could hear her chuckling. “And before you say it, no, I won’t do any of that. I was just playing.” She said.

I felt a mixture of relief and disappointment at her words, but right in that moment, the relief outweighed the disappointment.

Over the next few days though, we didn’t use the dungeon. In fact, we were so busy unpacking and adjusting to the new home, and so forth, that we were genuinely knackered by the evening.

Then one evening, I came home from a customer visit to find Nadine, Maya and Martina sat drinking wine with Ella. They hadn’t heard me come in, so I was about to call out hello, when I heard Ella say, “Surely they can’t all be that big?”

“Of course not,” said Nadine. “But the guys we fuck do. They’re like arms. And boy, yeah, do they feel good. And as to your fantasy, yeah, there are a couple of girls who have the same fantasy. Tomorrow we can introduce you to Tina, she’s back tomorrow. She’s like a mega-slut and her husband loves it.”

“Is the husband submissive?” Asked Ella.

“No, he just loves that his wife is a slut. Like, they tattooed her, and she hangs out in their HQ, anyone can use her.”

“Is she not scared about diseases?”

“She’s on PrEP, but she’s not too bothered. She’s really just a slut. It’s pretty hot.” Said Maya. “Hell, even I’ve fucked her.”

“You’re into women?”

“I mean, none of us really care. We’ve pretty much accepted that we like sex.”

“Wow.” My wife gasped. “Like, I’d love to do it, but I’m scared too.”

“We all were at the beginning, but it’s really worth it.” Said Martina.

“Maybe…one day. The fantasy is enough for now.”

“It’s never enough.” They girls then laughed.

It was time to announce my arrival, so I opened and closed the door. “Honey, I’m home.”

“In the kitchen!” I heard back.

When I walked into the kitchen, the women all held glasses in their hands and were smiling at me, though behind those smiles, I wondered how much they knew about our lives, how much she’d told them, whether or not they knew I got off on the cuckold humiliation fantasy.

They asked if I would join them in a drink, but I declined, stating that I needed to have a hot bath to relax after my drive. I gave my wife a kiss and told them to enjoy themselves.

The hot bath would be nice, but I would leave the door open a crack to be able to hear them downstairs. With the tub running, I didn’t hear a thing, but once I was in the bath, I was able to make out the occasional comment. From what I was hearing though, it seemed they were trying to convince my wife to have an affair, although every so often, I heard them say, “If you feel your marriage won’t survive it, then don’t do it.” I thought that was quite a nice thing to say, until I heard, “but from the sound of it, he wants it as much as you do.”

“Yes, he sounds a lot like my husband. Of course, my husband prances around in pretty dresses now, but yeah, he likes when I insult him.”

Then I heard Ella speak again. “It’s such a turn on for me, when I insult him in bed. I know I shouldn’t feel so good doing it, I love him, but it’s such a huge fucking turn on!”

“I know. But it’s even better when you realise you can do it anytime. I mean, I love Tony, but fuck, knowing I can boss him around and be an utter bitch any time I want. He loves it being belittled, it makes his little clit stiff. Not that he can get hard anymore with that cage on him.” The girls roared with laughter, my wife included.

“How big is Jack’s?” I heard Maya ask. I’m not sure what my wife replied, but after she did, the girls burst out laughing again, and then Maya said, “Then you definitely need a lover!” Clearly, she had said it was small, not that she had anything to compare it to, other than porn. Still, the slight had left me painfully erect.

A short time later, I heard the door go as the women said they needed to leave. I was about to get out of the bath when the door pushed open and Ella stepped inside, a wide smile on her face. “I thought so.” She said.

“Thought what?” I asked.

“You kept the door open to eavesdrop. I thought you might.”

“Is that why you said I had a small dick?”

“I didn’t say you have a small dick.” She said with a look of mock confusion.

“You didn’t?” I asked.

“No.” She said. “I said you have a tiny needle dick.”

“Oh.” Except I didn’t say oh. I said, “Ooooohhhhh!”

“How much did you hear? I assume you came home a while before you pretended to open and close the door, huh?” She smiled. God, my wife was smart. I blushed. “So, the girls know you like to be humiliated. I didn’t hide anything, and I even said you want me to get laid, but your brain can’t comprehend it.”

I frowned and looked away, embarrassed that she could read me better than I could read myself. “And you?”

“You know what I want, but you also know I can’t have it. Babe, if I became a slut, one, I’d destroy my career, and two, I’d destroy our marriage. It’s a great fantasy, but it honestly cannot happen.” She then stripped down and joined me in the bathtub, turning on the hot water. “But…” she purred, moving her big toe towards my arsehole. “That doesn’t mean we can’t have some fun.”

“Hmmm…”

“By the way, Nadine is coming over with Luke and her boyfriend D’andre tomorrow.” She told me.

“I’m at work tomorrow. Why are they coming over?”

“Luke’s working from home. He did something or other, so Nadine wants to use the dungeon to punish him.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. I’ll probably make myself scarce whilst they’re over. Might go shopping.”

“Okay.” I said, a little confused how I felt. “You don’t want to watch?”

She giggled, then shrugged. “I was thinking about it. She invited me to. It might be a bit much.”

“Whatever you want to do honey.”

“You don’t mean that.” She said.

The next day, whilst I was at work, Nadine came over at around eleven. I wasn’t there, obviously, but Ella filled me in, although, I had to pry it from her.

Of course, Ella was in two minds what to do, but eventually decided to stay home. When Nadine arrived with Luke and D’andre, she was blown away by the tall muscular black man, with his shaved scalp and smouldering good looks. The man was very polite, thanking my wife for the use of our home.

As they walked to the door to the dungeon, Nadine looked back and smirked at my wife. “You coming?” She asked.  Ella froze, stood there, unsure what to do, so Nadine took her hand and walked her down to the dungeon. There, she watched whilst Nadine and D’andre chained Luke, gagged him, then proceeded to whip him in a way that Ella thought he might pass out. In the end though, Luke ended up creaming his little metal cage.

Whilst Luke hung there, D’andre proceeded to undress Nadine. Ella just sat there, watching, but when she saw that they were about to have sex on the bed, she got up to leave, only for D’andre to call out, “no, stay!” Without hesitation, Ella returned to the bench and sat there, but Nadine shook her head, reaching out as D’andre pierced her with his huge, fat ten-inch dick.

Ella’s eyes nearly popped out of her head when she saw the black man’s erection, but at the same time, she felt such undeniable jealousy towards her new friend. Still, she sat on the side of the bed and watched, whilst Nadine rubbed her back, until she felt D’andre reach over and pull the little tank-top she was wearing up, then removing Ella’s bra.

“I want to see those breasts.” He said.

I jumped in at this point. “You really let him see your breasts?”

“No only that. I let Nadine suck on them.”

“Really? Oh man!” I gasped, jealous.

Ella was still in her skirt and panties as Nadine sucked on her tits, but hands were moving her to be on top of Nadine, and once she was, her skirt was pushed up and her panties were pulled off. Then, D’andre pulled out of Nadine and lined up with Ella. The two women stared into each other’s eyes as D’andre pushed his cock into Ella, but suddenly, the reality of what she was doing came crashing down.

“I can’t.” She whispered, but Nadine told her it would be okay. D’andre continued to push inside and Ella let out a long moan as the huge cock split her in two. He fucked her for about ten seconds, but the reality bit, and this time, she jumped off the cock. “I…I honestly can’t.” She told them, and they both assured her that it was fine, that they hoped she wasn’t angry with them. She assured them that she wasn’t.

“I stayed and watched, but I should’ve left.”

“Why?” I asked.

“Because I found myself back there, on Nadine, but this time, he didn’t put it in me. If he had, I don’t know what I would have done.” She began to cry in my arms. “I’m sorry! Please forgive me.”

“Hey, hey.” I said, holding her. “There’s nothing to forgive! You made a mistake, but I’m not angry. Heck, feel how hard I am.”

“I’m…I’m not in the mood. I’m not in the mood for anything. I feel sick and stupid.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know! I feel like I’m weak! I could’ve thrown everything away.”

“But you didn’t.” I said. “Look, most women, and some men, would probably have been locked in once that cock was inside them. You still managed to say no. That’s some fucking strength, so bravo to you.”

“You’re really not angry.” She stated. “Huh…” Then she reached down and grabbed my erection, pulling down my shorts and pulling me to her sopping pussy. A smirk grew on her face. “Huh…” She said again.


Four

The sexual tension at home increased ten-fold over the following two weeks, but apart from the occasional neighbourly chat, and the nod of hello to the occasional lover going to a home, we didn’t really act on anything except our own desire for each other. But there was no denying that our sex life was vastly improved. Literally, we were fucking like rabbits.

Given how often we fucked, the cuckold humiliation fantasy became a daily part of our routine, though given the number of times we fucked per day, it wasn’t a constant.

Eventually, we were due a week off from work and given we’d just bought a house, we decided to use the time to visit our respective families. It was a boring week of listening to the usual complaints about life, health, politics and so forth, so we tried to intersperse it with some kink.

For example, one evening, I spanked Ella, another, she spanked me. Then one morning, she held out a beige pair of satin knickers and told me to wear them for the day. I shrugged, why not? They were a little too tight, so I didn’t exactly find them comfortable, but the satin was nice to touch.

It all came to a head when we were fucking one evening, and she brought up D’andre, and how next time she wouldn’t stop him, and I gasped out, “You shouldn’t.” Of course, we went through what I thought was our usual routine of promise me, do you really mean it, and so forth, but then she grabbed my face and held it, stopping me from moving.

“No, Jack, this time, I’m serious. Please, try to control yourself and tell me, will you be angry with me if I let him try once? I’m not saying I will, but if that situation was to happen again…”

“Do it.” I said.

“Are you serious?”

“Will you leave me?”

“No!”

“Then do it. Try it once, then let’s talk about it after and see how we feel. Make no promises to anyone.”

“That’s a good idea. Just once. One and done.”

“Yes.”

She nodded, then allowed me to keep moving, before giggling. “Oh my god, are we really going to do this?”

“Yeah, I suppose we are.”

“Fuck! But, oh wow, I’m so excited, I’m sorry, but I am.”

“Honestly, me too. It’s so crazy, but yeah, I’m excited.”

The following evening, we went out with Ella’s younger sister, Maria, for some wine and tapas. Maria asked about the new house and the neighbourhood, and rather than easing Maria into it, Ella blurted out the whole thing, about the sex, the lovers, and so on. Maria almost spat out her wine as she began laughing.

“So you guys moved into a BDSM sex cult?” She laughed.

“Pretty much.” I said.

Finally, Maria settled and then said, “So? You joining?” Ella and I shared a look that didn’t go unnoticed by Maria. She gasped and then grinned. “Oh my god! You are!”

“We’re not!” Ella whined, getting a stare from Maria. “Okay, we’re going to dip our toes into it.”

“How?”

I decided to use this opportunity to duck to the toilets, let the girls discuss it. I was embarrassed enough as it was, I really didn’t need to see Maria’s face when she learned I was going to be a cuckold. Heck, by all definitions, I already was a cuckold. D’andre’s cock was inside my wife, fully. And…yeah, I was erect. So, I ducked into a cubicle to rub one out quickly.

When I returned, they were still talking about it, except now Ella was explaining the difference between cuckolding and cuckold humiliation. To my abject horror, Maria turned to me and said, “So you’re a tiny, limp-dick loser, huh?” She scoffed. “Not surprising. I always knew you were a pussy who was no good for my sister. Yeah! She needs a real man, not a stupid little quick-spurt like you, you fucking loser!”

I groaned as I felt my dick swell up again.

Maria turned back to Ella. “So like that then?”

“Yeah, just like that.” Ella said.

“It’s pretty hot. And just being mean like that made him hard?”

Ella reached under the table. “Yeah, very.”

To my surprise, and I think Ella’s too, Maria reached under and felt it too. In fact, she rubbed it. “Oh, you’re right. He’s tiny! Smallest I’ve ever felt.” Maria gasped.

It seemed that Ella’s surprise didn’t last long, as she began to massage my balls through the trousers. “Yeah, I hardly feel him, especially after feeling D’andre inside me. God! I should’ve just let him fuck me.”

“Well now you know, sis. As you said, no sense stopping him next time.”

“No, definitely won’t.” Then Ella sighed loudly. “But I probably won’t want needle-dick here inside me anymore.”

“Well, who would? Do you want him now?”

My wife scoffed. “No, not really. He’s so pathetic.”

Maria looked at me as she rubbed. “Such a fucking loser.”

“You disgust me, Jack.” Said Ella.

“Filthy perv. Fucking waste of oxygen.” Snarled Maria.

“No woman would ever want you. I should’ve left you back then, after I became pretty, shouldn’t I?”

“Yes…” I said, my voice small, a tremble, as I grabbed the table.

Then Maria did something that shocked us both. She grabbed my wine glass with her other hand and drooled into it. “Drink it, bitch!” Ella’s eyes widened as I reached for the glass, and drank it. “Next time, it’ll be my piss!” Snarled Maria.

I bit my lip hard to hide the moan coming from my mouth. My pants flooded with cum and still the girls didn’t let go until it had soaked into the material. Then, with a giggle, they sat back and drank.

“You were right,” Said Maria to Ella. “That was fun!”

“I wasn’t expecting you to grab my husband’s dick though.” Ella laughed.

Shrugging, Maria said, “Not really a dick though, is it?” Leading me to moan again.

With another bottle of red ordered, I tried to steer the conversation away from sex and back to normality by talking about Maria’s new job. It worked for about fifteen minutes, until somehow the conversation came back to the estate, with Maria asking about the sissies. I’d heard Ella use the word sissy before, but I hadn’t actually seen them in the cuckold porn we’d watched, so Maria explained what they were.

“Oh, so that would explain the transvestite we saw.” I said.

“Um, I don’t think so.” Ella said. “A sissy usually looks like a man in a dress. The dress is usually really out there.”

“Perfect for pathetic losers like you.” Smiled Maria.

“Maria, please!” I groaned.

“Okay, okay.” She laughed. “But yeah…” She picked up her phone and put sissy dress into Google, then selected images. “Usually stuff like that.” She said, showing me the extravagant satin dresses.

“Oh.” I said, scrolling on her phone.

Unfortunately, Maria began staring and grinning. “Want one, loser? Want to be a cuckold sissy for my sister?” She sang, grinning at Ella.

“Yes baby,” said Ella, placing a hand on my leg. “I can dress you up in pretty pink dresses when my lovers fuck me. Because…” She placed her hand on my erection again. “Fucking loser husbands should be dressed in the most humiliating outfits.”

“Oh, sis! When you come next time, make sure he’s fully dressed in a sissy dress!” Maria gasped. “That way, everyone will know how pathetic he is.”

I saw Ella’s eyes drift across the room, and I saw who they were settling on. In the distance was Harriet Marsh, she was the school hottie, although she didn’t hold a candle to Ella or Maria anymore. But Harriet knew everyone in town. “Maybe we should tell Harriet what a pathetic loser you are.”

“Oh god!” I moaned, and then once again, Maria’s hand was on my crotch again too.

“But I bet she already knows. It’s hard to miss really.” She grinned, then leaned close. “Say it! Say, I’m sorry Mistress Maria for being such a pathetic bitch loser, that I don’t deserve such a beautiful goddess like Ella.”

“I’m sorry Mistress Maria for being such a pathetic bitch loser, that I don’t deserve such a beautiful goddess like Ella.” I repeated, in pain I was so erect.

“Open your mouth.” Maria whispered, then looked around to make sure no-one was looking.

“Maria!” Ella hissed. “Don’t.”

“Relax.” Giggled Maria, then spat directly into my mouth. “Pathetic little shit. In fact…” She grabbed my wine glass and downed it, then walked off towards the bathroom.

“Please tell me she isn’t!” I gasped.

My wife chuckled. “She’s insane. You don’t need to drink it.”

“Don’t say that!” I panted. “Don’t give me options.”

Again, my wife laughed and said, “Okay, bitch, make sure you lick the glass clean.”

Maria returned a few minutes later, and the glass was full of her urine. She placed it in front of me and said to try the white. I stared at the glass for a moment as both women watched me, challenging me. Then, as I was about to pick it up, Maria reached out and said, “If you drink this, it changes everything between us. I won’t be able to look at you without thinking that you are genuinely a pathetic bitch. But know that it will turn me on to know that you are a loser who drinks piss.” She grinned, evilly.

The glass was warm in my hand. I stared at it for a moment, hesitant. “Do it.” Ella said softly. “Just drink it.”

I put the glass to my lips and downed it. It tasted like wine, to an extent, but it was warm and had an acrid taste too. Both girls whooped and laughed so loud that others looked over, thankfully briefly.

“Oh my god! You really are pathetic.” Maria laughed. “Ella, you need to join this cult. Come on, look at him. You can’t seriously believe this man will keep you satisfied.” She grabbed my dick again and looked at me, but this time, she put her hand in my fly and grabbed my dick fully, rubbing it hard, jerking me off. “Tell her. Tell her you want her to cheat on you.”

“I want you to cheat on me.”

“Tell her the truth.” She grabbed tighter. “Tell her what you really want.”

“I want you to be the slut you fantasise about. I want you to let them pierce you, or tattoos, or whatever. I want you to be theirs, their slave. You fantasy turns me on!”

“See!” Said Maria, “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Ella leaned close. “Is that what you really want?” She asked softly.

“Yes.” I said, almost sobbing from embarrassment.

Ella simply kissed my cheek and then said, “What a fucking embarrassment of a man you turned out to be.” And then I came in Maria’s hand, and to our surprise, she looked me in the eye and licked her hand clean.

“Maria!” Ella gasped.

“What?” Shrugged her sister. “Don’t be such a prude.”

We decided that the night had gone on long enough so took a bottle of wine and headed home to their parents’ place. Their mom and dad had gone to bed, leaving us to go to Ella’s room to drink more wine and chat, as that was on the other side of the house to her parents’ room.

I shouldn’t have been surprised that the conversation became sexual again, or that Maria descended into dominatrix mode and started being mean again. In our drunken state, I somehow ended up sat there in a pink bra and panties with pink make-up on, as the girls laughed at me. Then Maria took her top off to show her sister her pierced nipples, and I remembered Ella saying she wanted pierced nipples too.

“Sissy, wanna suck on my nips?” Maria asked.

I shrugged. “Sure.” I wasn’t going to say no to that. So I bent over and without checking with Ella, I began sucking on Maria’s pierced nipples, whilst Ella crawled over to her drawer.

It was quite a dream to be sucking on Maria’s perky B-cups, but I wasn’t expecting Ella to find her old vibrator and push it up my backside whilst I did it, but that was what happened.

“Oh yeah, fuck the pathetic loser’s arse!” Maria moaned, then pushed her skirt and panties off, revealing a smooth slit. “Now lick my pussy, loser!” She said, slapping my face. “Lick! Fucking worthless piece of crap, aren’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!” I gasped from her gorgeous pussy.

I took a moment to breathe, turning to look at Ella, shocked to see her naked and rubbing her clit. As I turned back to continue with Maria, I was surprised to see she’d moved closer. Her spit flew into my face as she slapped me again, then slid down under me.

“No wait.” I whispered, but Maria just grinned at me.

“No, this is going to happen, bitch. I need to see just how small that clit is.” The younger sister said.

I turned to look at my wife who was rubbing herself furiously now. I gave her a questioning look, a look which begged her to tell me what to do, but she just stared, rubbing, panting, her eyes wild.

Before I could protest, if I ever would, I felt my dick sink into Maria’s gorgeous, sodden cunt. This night was insane, and I knew we’d all regret it in the morning, but right at that moment, I didn’t care. My wife was pegging me with her old vibrator, whilst I was fucking her sister. How many men would say no to that?

“Come on sissy, I can’t even feel that little pencil inside me! Fuck! How do you even tolerate it?” She asked Ella.

“It’s awful, isn’t it?” Laughed Ella.

Maria spat in my face again, then turned my face to Ella who also spat in my face. I felt it dripping down my face as I fucked Maria.

Suddenly, I felt Maria’s lips on mine, her tongue in my mouth, and then as she pulled away, she grinned naughtily. “You pathetic fucking worm. You’re an embarrassment. Mine will be the last pussy you fuck, because I’m going to make sure my sister only gets hot black cock from now on. You’ll never fuck a woman again, because you are the most useless, disgusting man alive.” She spat on me again, then slapped me. “Fucking useless, disgusting cree…oh my god, I’m coming!”

I was quite proud of myself actually, as I seemed to hold on until then, but it was mainly because I’d cum so much already. As she clamped onto my cock, I unloaded inside her. However, she wasted no time and pushed back with her heels, and then pushing my head to her pussy. “Now lick, you fucking waste of space. Clean my used cunt! Get all your useless sperm out of me!”

Behind me, I heard my wife let out a long, guttural moan. We’d all climaxed tonight, and what a night it was. I don’t think anyone could have seen how this night would end up, but it was by far the best night of my life. Little did I realise that this was just the beginning.

The next morning, I awoke to a splitting headache and an extraordinary set of hands on me. My right hand was under a body, holding what felt like a pierced boob. Someone had a hold of my cock and was rubbing it. Behind me, I heard a groan of pain, and then Ella’s voice asking what the hell happened.

My eyes opened and came face to face with Maria’s smiling face. It seemed she suffered less from the effects of alcohol. “Morning. Ready to go for another round?” Maria asked, moving her lips to mine.

“Maria!” I gasped.

“Huh?” Said Ella, then, “Ow! Oh fuck!” She bolted upright. “Maria, stop!”

“What?” Asked Maria. “Don’t tell me you’re both going to blame last night on alcohol? Please tell me you’re not a prude, sis!”

Not wanting to be outdone by her sister, Ella said, “Well, no, of course not. I just want to make sure Jack is okay with it.”

“Jack’s fine! He’s got his sissy bra on, he’ll be fine.”

“Huh?” I asked, looking down at the lacy pink bra stretched across my chest.

“Well, if Jack’s fine with it.” Said Ella, but I could tell this was going to bite me in the arse if I didn’t stop it.

“Maria…”

“Shush you.” Said Maria, moving her pussy onto my cock.

“Oh fuck… Maria, erm, please…”

“Mmmm…” Said Maria, “tiny cock in my pussy.” She moaned.

I started to push her back, but then I heard a sigh, and felt kisses on my neck. “Just let her.” Said my wife into my ear.

“Are you sure?”

“You guys already did it three times last night.”

“Did we?” I gasped, blanking out completely.

“Yeah.”

Maria kissed me again. “That’s the spirit. Anyway, it’s not like I’m fucking a real man, just a pathetic loser.” She laughed, and I came instantly, sending both women into fits of laughter.


Five

“I can’t believe that happened.” I groaned, as my wife drove home. I was still nursing a brutal hangover. I could manage beer, heck, I could manage whiskey, but wine always caused a hangover.

Still, throughout the day, bits and pieces of our night returned, until I remembered everything, causing me to groan in embarrassment. At some point, about a half-hour before we were scheduled to leave, Maria dragged me into the bathroom, made me lick her pussy, and then urinated into my mouth. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together when I come to stay for Christmas.” She grinned, but then she pulled me up and kissed me deeply. “I had a lovely time with you, Jack. I’m glad we could play.”

As we drove home though, Ella told me not to worry about it. I tried to explain that now Maria had an expectation that she could do that whenever, to which Ella said to let her. “If you want, I can tell her to back off, but honestly, I know you’re not doing it deliberately to hurt me, and it was hot. If you want to fuck my sister, you can.” She smiled. “I don’t mind.”

I stared out of the window as she drove, processing what she had just said, and then I chuckled.

“What?” She asked.

“Nothing.” I replied. “It’s just that you just gave the exact reason why you should fuck another guy.”

She was silent for a moment, then said, “I know. That’s because I’m going to do it. I don’t know where it will lead me, and I know I said one and done, but you and I both know it won’t be.”

“I know.” I said. “Are you scared?”

“Yes. Mainly of what I’ll become.” She told me. “But I’m also excited.”

“Me too.”

And yet, over the next few weeks nothing really happened. Our lives were very plain and vanilla, and whilst we acted out our fantasies in bed for the first couple of weeks, work and life ended up getting in the way. Ella had a new case that she’d been brought in on which meant her head was anywhere but on sex, and the neighbours knew that, so conversations with them were standard too.

In the month after that adventurous trip, I’d pretty much given up on the idea that Ella would fuck another man and just accepted that she wasn’t into the idea.

My work was busy too. I’d been commissioned by a local IT business to help structure and build out an overlay to their cloud enterprise to protect against vulnerabilities. It was more than just a firewall, it was an entire layer which would act like a filter on all communication, including telephone. The company did some pretty important work for some important businesses, so needed absolute security.

Honestly, the decision to go with me came as a surprise, as companies like this usually went with more established global names, like Cloudstrike. It wasn’t until I was sat down with the CEO and owner, Howard Brent, that I realised why I’d been selected.

Brent was a big chap with a chiselled jawline. He had the look of Tom Hardy, women would surely find him attractive, and men would be scared to run into him on a dark evening. He obviously knew he looked like Tom Hardy because he acted like him too, or perhaps that was that Essex-style those men had.

“Nadine sings your praises.” He said, nodding at me to make the point. “Says you’re a lovely chap. In my opinion, business is best when kept between friends, because no one wants to screw over their friends, do they? You’re Nadine’s friend, right? So that means, you’re my friend, which means, we’ll look after each other.

“Now, I handle a lot of data. I make sure that bank transfers are secure, that accounts are secure and managed, and obviously, I need to make sure that all of that data is handled in the best possible way. So, I needed added security.”

I nodded. “I can build you the equivalent of a digital Fort Knox, but then again, so can Cloudstrike and many others. Why me?”

“Well, I’d like to say friends helping friends, but honestly, I do run a legitimate business, but passing through my systems is data that might not always be from the same. For example, Mr Chesterton needs to keep books, just like any other business, but obviously, Mr Chesterton doesn’t want those books getting out.”

I nodded again, albeit slower. I really didn’t want to get involved with the Chestertons, but I had a feeling I had to.

He continued. “Obviously, you don’t know the names of the clients, and you don’t need to know their data. You are just making sure that absolutely no-one can access the data.”

For a moment, my brain processed what he was saying, but instead of telling him no, I was thinking about the technical implications. Then one word popped to mind. “Estonia.” I said.

“Pardon me?” He asked, leaning forward against the huge wooden desk.

“Estonia stores all their citizen’s data in blockchain. They have it housed in Luxembourg. It is quite possibly the most advanced system for public data in the world. We replicate that. The security layer will protect against digital intrusion, but it won’t matter anyway, because the data will be anywhere and everywhere, and at the same time, nowhere.”

The CEO grinned and leaned back in his chair. He pointed at me, waving his index finger like a gun. “I had a meeting with IronClad last week. They came here with ten kids, most of them Indian, sat here listening, making notes. Obviously, I didn’t mention names. They just listened and made notes, then I got their standard pitch. In just a few minutes, you’ve blown them away. The question is,” he leaned forward again, “can you deliver it?”

I shrugged. “The technology behind it is simple, the better question is how much are you willing to pay for it?”

“Money isn’t an option, so long as you can show receipts.”

“I can.”

“Then blank cheque.”

Again, I nodded, “I can’t give you a number right now, but I can put it together.”

“End of the week.” He said.

“That works.”

He sat back again, staring at me, then he said, “I have another item I want to discuss with you. Me and Nadine have an understanding, but the other day, I happened to see your lovely wife, Ella?” I nodded. “Yeah, saw her through the window. Now, I know the birds on your estate usually go for the black fellas, but I was wondering...”

I cut him off. “Let me stop you there. Ella hasn’t joined that little community, yet.”

“Ah. Now that’s a shame.” He said, frowning.

“It doesn’t mean I don’t want her to.” I said, and he appeared to perk up.

“How about you invite me to dinner? After you’ve sent me the proposal, then we can talk it through there, and see if there’s any chemistry between me and your misses?”

Was I seriously discussing the idea of pimping my wife to my potential future boss? It was completely reckless, and I felt sure she wouldn’t be happy, and yet, I felt like I had to do something to get her moving again.

I licked my lips. “One question. Are you expecting her to be yours exclusively? Beside me of course.”

Brent burst out laughing. “That would be very unfair on the rest of the male population, looking at her. No, I don’t. I just want someone on the side, but also to accompany me to functions sometimes. Don’t get me wrong, Nadine’s a hottie, but, well, the yardies don’t get on with everyone. If I turn up with the wrong sort to a meeting with a group who are against the yardies…”

“Clear, got it.” It made sense. It wasn’t a racism issue, per se, but a trust issue as to who the person was. I inhaled sharply, trying to control the excitement I felt inside. It really shouldn’t have driven me in such a way, never had sex or fetishes played such a part of my life, but since the move, I hadn’t been able to stop thinking about it. “I think it’s a great idea.” I told him.

He smiled. “Great. Listen, if you want to lay some groundwork, I’d welcome it, but if you’d prefer I just seduce her, and you play dumb on the plan, that’s fine too.”

Whilst the idea of him seducing her was hot, I felt that might be a little too underhanded. “I think I’ll play it safe and set some expectations. Saves the trouble later on.”

“Probably the best.” He agreed.

We shook hands with the promise I’d send him the proposal by Friday, and as well as a dinner invitation to follow.

I left Brent’s office feeling a little giddy. My dick wasn’t erect, but it certainly gained some girth whilst I drove, my mind imagining this big, strong man taking charge, using my wife.

When I had the chance to sit down and talk to Ella, I began with the opportunity, explaining how it would be the biggest opportunity of my career, how it would make us a lot of money. She had a lot of questions, but never once asked about my conscience dealing with what was clearly criminal data. Her feelings on the matter were clear, it was a big opportunity and I had to go for it. It was then that I filled her in on Howard Brent’s next request. She listened, but rather than answer, she opened her phone and searched him, eventually finding a picture of him in a suit.

“Arrange the dinner.” Was all she said, standing and walking to get changed.

I wasn’t sure if she was angry with me for essentially bartering her, so I chased her upstairs and asked her directly whilst she changed. She smiled at me and told me not to worry, so again, I asked what was going on.

“I haven’t forgotten what we agreed.” She said finally. “If that’s what you think. This case was stressful, but it ended and I’m now a little freer. Today, I asked Nadine if she was planning on using the dungeon. I had hoped she’d bring D’andre over, but she used Martina’s just recently.”

“Oh…I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, well, don’t be.” Ella smirked. “Nadine clearly didn’t want to lose the opportunity to get me into her little family, so she arranged for D’andre’s friend, Aaron, to come over tomorrow for coffee.”

“Wait…what?” I asked, feeling my cock engorge.

“Yeah. If we click, then yeah, we’ll fuck. I’d say last chance to back out, but it really isn’t, the last chance came and went a while ago, and you fucked my sister, so I have a pass.”

“You do, you do!” I gasped.

“Get undressed and fuck me.” She said, leaning back on the bed. “It might be the last time I feel your little dick in me, because tomorrow, I’m going to used to real men, not pathetic losers like you.”

I scrambled to undress then immediately pushed into her. She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“God, is it in yet?” She asked. “You really are just a fucking nobody when it comes to sex.”

“Do you really mean that?” I asked as I pumped my cock in and out of her pussy.

“Do you want me to really mean that?” She grinned.

“Yes!” I hissed.

“Good! Because I really mean it, Jack. Really. You’re a failure. A pathetic loser who drank my sister’s piss. You fucking zero! I wish I could ban you from my cunt!”

“Do it! Do it!”

“Shall I? Should I lock it away, permanently? I mean, who’d miss it, right?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Good! Then it’s decided. After this, find out where to get a chastity cage and we’ll lock it up.” She said, and then her eyes sparkled as an idea came to her. “I know! Go around and knock on all the neighbour’s doors and ask who might have one available. But make sure they know it needs to be extra small.”

“Yes, I will!”

But then she realised something and frowned, saying I wouldn’t want to do it after I came. “Stop!” She screamed. “Pull out.” I did as she asked. “Get dressed and go get the cage. Someone here will have one spare, I’m sure.”

“But…”

“Now!” She snapped, slapping me around the face before grabbing me by the hair and pulling my head back, getting her face right into mine. “Do you dare go against your Mistress?”

“No, no!” I said. Her power, her evil stare, they were infectious; I loved it.

“Go, now, and then meet me in the dungeon. I think you need to be punished for talking back to me, don’t you?” She grinned.

“Yes Mistress!”

My first stop was Nadine’s house, but she wasn’t home, so continued on to Martina’s house. She laughed at my predicament but unfortunately, didn’t have a spare. I continued for three more houses, until finally, a sissy opened the door and invited me in whilst he checked. I stared at the man, not much older than me, prancing around in lacy satin, locked in high-heels as he searched through drawers.

“Oh, here you go honey. It’s a plastic one, but it’s a good start.” He said, handing me a small velvet pouch, in it, a tiny black cage, almost completely flat.

“How should a cock fit in it?”

“There are several rings there, so choose one which is snug but not too snug, then line your dick up with the little pee hole, and push in. Unless you have an elephant trunk in there, it’ll fit.” He giggled. “What me to show you now?”

“Uh, no, I think my wants to do it, thanks.” I blushed.

“Okay honey, your loss. Anyway, I need to get dinner going, my wife will be home soon.”

I was a little surprised someone so effeminate and visibly gay was married, but each to their own.

When I arrived home, Ella had changed was waiting for me in the dungeon. To my shock, she was in a black PVC dress and very high-heeled thigh-high boots. Her make-up was thick and heavy, eyes shadowed and shaped to be dark, smoky, stern. She looked like Angelina Jolie in Mr and Mrs Smith.

“Were you successful?” She asked sinisterly, her heels clicking gently on the ground as she approached.

“Yes Mistress.” I said, handing her the pouch.

“Good. Get undressed.”

I stripped down and then watched as she worked out the rings before deciding on one. Her hands moved to my balls, threading the ring on. To my surprise, her hands were icy cold, forcing my balls and dick to contract.

“Did you ice your hands?” I asked.

“Two.” She said ominously. “Yes, I did. That way you won’t get hard.”

“But…aren’t we going to finish having sex?” I asked, watching as she slid the cage on and inserted the barrel lock.

“No. I don’t want your pathetic little dick anywhere near me anymore.” She grinned, hanging the key on her necklace. Then she stood. “Aw, are you sad now? Well, get ready to be sad a lot, because this is what you wanted, isn’t it you pathetic pussy?”

“Yes Mistress, so much!”

“Good! Me too.” She snarled, then grabbed my hair and pulled it, dragging me over to the chains, pulling me up and cuffing me to the chain, then winching me up. “You’ve talked back twice this evening, and quite frankly, if we are to take this new relationship seriously, then you need to accept punishments.” She selected a crop. “This is going to really hurt. Forty hits, two times twenty. Do you want to be gagged?”

“What about my safe word?” I asked.

“You’ll be taking all forty. No safe words, I know you can take it.”

My cock swelled in the cage. “Yes please, gag me.”

“Wonderful.” She said, walking over to a drawer and pulling out a red ball-gag and pushing into my mouth, buckling it tight. “This is really going to hurt.”

She snarled as she laid into me, hyped by the power she felt. “I’m going to fucking enjoy turning you into a submissive slut. I’m going to soak up this power. So fucking pathetic! I’m going to enjoy becoming a filthy slut.”

By the time she was done, I was sobbing, but I’m not sure if that was the pain of the whip or the cage. To my surprise though, she let me down, pushed me to the bed, and took the cage off. My cock sprung to life and she immediately climbed on. Then, she leaned over and began whispering.

“Tomorrow I’ll have another man’s cock in me. You’ll become a cuckold, and this will be the end of our traditional marriage. You need to understand that I love you, more than ever, but if this works, our lives will change. I need real cock. I need a big man to fill me. I can’t keep pretending anymore, you just don’t satisfy me. Do you know why?”

“Because my dick is pathetic.”

“Because you’re pathetic. If you were a real man, we wouldn’t be doing this, would we?”

“No.”

“No. But you are pathetic. You’re a fucking loser. A failure. Say it.”

“I’m a failure.”

“I mean it Jack, I think you are pathetic.” She said, and I came hard inside her. She grinned and then kissed my cheek. “But you’re my pathetic loser.”

She climbed off me, wiped my cock clean and placed my new cage back, telling me that it would stay on until after Aaron was done with her. It was the beginning of our new lives, little did I know just how obsessed Ella would become.


Six

Ella was on tenterhooks. She spent ages selecting lingerie to wear, in the selecting a black lace balcony bra, matching suspender-belt, and matching thong. There was one hour before Aaron’s arrival, and after I finished dressing her, she instructed me to leave, stating that this first time, she needed to be alone with Aaron. So, I headed out and drove to a Starbucks with my laptop and worked on the proposal, though my mind was elsewhere.

I spent three hours in that damned coffee shop, hyped on caffeine and unable to work, wondering what shape my wife would be in. Eventually though, I received a message that I could come home.

When I arrived, I was disappointed to see my wife working in the kitchen, freshly showered. I’d hoped to see her post-coital, but it seemed she wasn’t ready for that.

“So?” I asked.

She turned and grinned at me, opening her robe to show red blotches where he’d handled her, sucked on her. “It was fucking amazing. He’s younger than me, but big, muscular, with a huge cock, and I mean huge! I thought we’d have a coffee and talk first, but no, he just took me in his arms and kissed me, then pulled me up to the bedroom stuck his cock in my mouth. He basically just owned me. There was no wasting time, it was just raw fucking. I screamed so loud that I think Nadine probably recorded it from next door.”

Ella gushed as she reminisced. “Fuck! I’ve never felt like that! He fucked me like, so hard!”

“How many times did he cum in you?”

“I think five times. I’m sorry I didn’t leave it for you to see, but I just felt a little dirty after. I promise, it’ll be better next time.”

“So there’ll be a next time?”

Her eyes widened. “Definitely!”

“With Aaron?”

“Yeah, I kind of went a little overboard whilst he was fucking me.” She said, blushing.

“How so?”

She looked away, giggling as she made herself horny thinking about it. “I told him that I wanted to be his slut. I said that I wanted him to pass me around his friends, to use him when he wanted, and he said he would, that I should make sure to keep myself available, because I was his bitch now.”

“Babe, are you sure about this?” I said, a little worried she might have taken it too far.

“I’m sure he knew I just said it in the heat of the moment.” She said, blushing again. It was clear she didn’t think that at all.

Nothing changed the fact that I was horny as hell. My wife cuckolded me, had an affair, made herself a slut. I needed this, I needed to feel the way I did. I also needed to cum, so I asked her to remove my cage, as she promised she would, but she grinned and said no. “Get your man Howard to fuck me, and I’ll think about it.” She said.

“But you…”

“I don’t give a shit what I said!” She snapped aggressively. “You’re a pathetic cuckold loser, so you need to learn your place.”

I was shocked by her words. “Ella. What the hell?”

She stomped towards me and my heart raced, scared she might slap me, but instead, she hugged me, pulling me tight. “If we’re going to do this, we need to play the game. I know treating you like that turns you on, so I plan to turn you on a lot, okay? Now, we’ll fuck, I promise we will, but I want to draw it out. You need to trust me, if we’re going to do this, let’s do it right.”

The talk was exactly what I needed, and she knew it. Our relationship was becoming very unconventional, but we agreed that talks like this are important.

That evening as we sat down to dinner, her phone pinged before she could even take a bite. She looked at the message and immediately stood. “I need to go.” She said, a quiver in her voice.

“What? Why?” I asked her.

“Aaron wrote. He wants to see me.”

“So soon?”

“Yeah, he wants me to meet his friends.” She said, then she stopped, her hands shook a bit. “It’s soon, isn’t it?” She said nervously. “I mean, maybe I should tell him to calm down a bit?”

“What does your gut tell you?” I asked her.

“It’s more my pussy. My pussy wants his cock, but this…” She sat back down to dinner and texted back. I asked her what she wrote. “Just that I still need time to process today, and let’s take things a little slower.”

The phone vibrated and she looked at it, then held it up for me to see. ‘Sure, no worries. I get it. Ping me when you want some action next. A.’

“Sounds like a reasonable guy.” I said.

“Yeah.” She replied, but her brain was elsewhere. She pushed the food around her plate, not really eating, just lost in contemplation. Then she looked up with a jolt. “I should go, right?”

I laughed, but before I could say anything, the doorbell went. As I’d already finished dinner, I went to see who it was, only to find Nadine there with Luke, who was being pulled along by a leash attached to a collar on his neck. “I’m here to see Ella.” Said Nadine.

“Come in. She’s in the kitchen.” I smiled.

The leash was unclipped and Luke was told to hang out with me. Immediately, Nadine ran into the kitchen and began asking my wife a tonne of questions about Aaron. When Nadine heard about the text, she told my wife that she did the right thing by not going, that apparently, Aaron was young and at that age, they could get clingy. “Sure, he’s the master, but you need to set some boundaries.” Nadine explained. “Arrange to meet him next week. If you rush things with him now, then you might also freak yourself out by overthinking things.”

As the girls talked, I offered Luke a whiskey in the living room. To my surprise though, he called out and asked his wife if he was allowed one, to which she said, “As an exception.”

“You ask your wife for permission to drink?” I asked. “Are you driving somewhere?”

“No. I need to ask Nadine for permission for everything.” He said. “She’s in charge of the relationship.”

That was perhaps a little too extreme for me. I loved Ella’s dominance lately, but I also loved the fact that we found moments to talk. If Ella didn’t feel that she could ask me my advice on things, then she probably would’ve been out of the door when the first text came, but that moment to speak to me gave her opportunity to think about things further.

Luke smiled when I told him that, then leaned forward on the sofa. “We still talk, we still argue, we still have a normal relationship where we discuss what colour to paint the wall, or talk about work. We just play the game when we can. I could’ve just accepted the whiskey and she wouldn’t have said anything.”

“Oh.” I said, finally realising that it took two to play. For them, this was a game that added spice to their relationship, but they didn’t force anything, or if they did, then it was an accepted element in their game. “Tell me something. I met Evan over in number thirty-two.”

“Oh yeah.” Smiled Luke. “I’ll let you into a little secret. If you ever need a good blowjob, go see Evan.”

“Yeah?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah. His wife made him like that. Made him a gay sissy.”

“I guess it didn’t take much.”

“Oh, you’d be surprised. He was quite butch before, some years ago. Too diet and exercise to get him like that, and a lot of intense training to get him to speak like that.”

“Well, even if I wanted that, I can’t. I’m caged.”

“Ha!” Laughed Luke, a little too loudly. He leaned closer. “He has a key.” Luke whispered.

The weirdest thing happened; I felt guilty for even thinking about cheating on my wife, even though I was encouraging her to sleep around. It was an oxymoron and my guilt confused me. I decided I needed to change the subject.

“Howard Brent.” I said, and suddenly, the air in the room changed.

“How do you know that guy?” He asked, a bitter look on his face.

“Nadine recommended me for a job, but I think my wife is a condition for getting the role.”

“That sounds like Brent.” He spat. “I’d say be careful around him, but if he’s in your life already, then I think your fate is sealed.”

“How so?”

Before he could answer, Nadine and Ella walked in. “What are you two talking about?” Nadine asked.

I could see Luke was about to lie, but I wanted to know more about Brent. “Howard Brent.” I said, and Luke’s eyes widened, staring daggers at me.

“Oh, Howie!” Sang Nadine. “Oh, Ella, you’re going to have such a lovely time with him. Boy, does he know how to fuck, right Luke?” But Luke just blushed and looked away. “He told me you guys met and how you impressed him in the meeting.” Nadine continued. “Anyway, Howard is a lovely man, and honestly, have fun with Aaron, but Howard will get you all the cock you need. He has some great business associates, and he makes sure to share with only the best, so you won’t get some random fatty or something.”

“Really?” My wife asked.

“Mmm… Oh, he bought me my first tattoo.”

“Which one?”

“Remember the little dragon on my left buttock?”

“Yes! Oh, that’s nice.”

The girls chatted about some benign nonsense whilst Luke and I talked computer games. It seemed he was quite the gamer so we ended up talking about Death Stranding, and the new Ghost of Yotei games. Eventually though, it seemed our gaming talk began to bore the girls and Nadine had the bright idea of taking us boys down to the dungeon for some playtime, which Ella accepted with no shortage of enthusiasm.

Playtime, when it came to Nadine, involved several things. Yes, whipping was one, but she enjoyed other practices, including sounding, which was a new one for me, pegging, which I fucking loved, and piercing. I hadn’t even realised there were hypodermic needles in a drawer there, all individually sealed.

This wasn’t just a case of pushing a needle into my nipple, which she definitely did, but she also showed my wife how to create patterns in the skin using needles. Elle remarked that she’d never really thought of needles as a source of erotic pleasure, but indeed, she seemed to get off on what Nadine did to us.

“If you want, I can pierce your nipples.” Nadine told my wife. “In the drawer there should be plenty of unused bars and rings. The previous owners we big on piercing.”

“Oh wow.” Gasped my wife as she stared at all the jewellery. “Do Jack’s nipples first.”

“Sure, but do me a favour next time and make sure he’s shaved. Hairy men just do nothing for me.”

“Hmm…good point.” Agreed Ella.

After piercing my nipples and fitting bars, which hurt less than I thought it would, Nadine moved on to Ella. Clearly, the pain hit Ella more, but when Nadine asked if she should stop, Ella simply said, “No! I love it!”

“Wow! Pain slut huh?” Laughed Nadine. “You’ll get on well with Howie then. He’s a real sadist, right Luke?”

“Hmm…” Frowned Luke. I was beginning to get a little nervous about this guy Brent.

As Nadine had Ella strapped down for the piercing, not that she needed to, she decided to have a little fun with my wife too. Luke and I hung from the ceiling, both cuffed and unable to move, so we both watched on as Nadine removed Ella’s panties and began to chow down. Honestly, not the worst thing to watch, especially given my proclivity toward lesbian porn.

Now, I had asked Ella if she’d ever be with a woman for me, and I’d received the standard answer most men received; “Maybe one day.” Which was the female way of saying, “It’ll never happen, but I don’t want to ruin your fantasy.” In this case, it seemed one day had finally come.

“Nadine, turn around so I can eat you too!” Gasped Ella. “I want your pussy!”

If one thing was for certain, this new lifestyle had woken up a lot in both of us, but none more so than my wife. She was on fire with passion lately.

We were let down after both women gave each other two orgasms. Nadine and Luke thanked us for a surprisingly fun evening, then ran in just their underwear back to their house, not caring who saw them.

As the door shut, I turned to Ella who stood there, naked, her freshly pierced nipples standing pert and to attention. She was blushing, clearly thinking about things. “What’s wrong?” I asked her.

“Are we being stupid? I mean, sex shouldn’t be this important, right?” She asked me.

I shrugged. We were, at our basest instincts, just animals, but at the end of the day, sex gave us the chemical pleasures in our bodies that only illegal drugs could match. “Perhaps, or perhaps not. There is no reason for us not to be happy.” I told her.

“But you’re my husband, for richer or poorer…” She sighed, reaching for my hand as we walked upstairs to bed. “You honestly don’t mind I fucked another man?”

“It burns inside, the jealousy, much like the whip burned. But the jealousy doesn’t need to be a bad thing, and in my case, it fuels the need for you, and when you then deny me that release, that need grows. The pain I feel is like the pain you give me when you slap me, or beat me. It’s the pain I felt when your sister said those savage things to me in the restaurant, just intensified by a factor of ten. It feels good.”

“But what if it stops feeling good?” She asked, concern in her eyes.

“I think it would stop feeling good, if I felt I couldn’t trust you that this is a game. The moment I feel like our marriage is in jeopardy, then it becomes a problem. But my understanding is that no marriage failed in this estate as a result of the cuckolding.”

“True. There are strict rules. Nobody wants this to fail.” My wife admitted. “But does Howard know that?”

“I guess that’s a question for dinner.”

To my surprise, once we were in bed, Ella unlocked the cage on my cock and proceeded to wank me off. As she rubbed me, she grinned into my eyes and told me how hot it was that she had a lover now, and that she loved that she could see and feel the difference in penis size.

Then, she paused and became serious. “Does it bother you that I don’t think of you as a real man anymore?”

“Err….” I said, but before I could say anything further, she slowly moved her hand on my shaft again.

“I mean, I love you, of course I do, but I realise now, with such a small cock, and the fact that you would let another man have me, well, you’re not a man. You’re a wimp, aren’t you?”

“Erm…”

“Just a pathetic loser. And I’m being serious now. I really do love you, but you are just such a pathetic excuse for a man. Really, it goes to show you that love is really blind, because based on all real theories, I shouldn’t have married you. No woman should marry someone like you, really, not if we were to break things down as man versus woman. I mean, I kind of feel like a lesbian, if you know what I mean?”

“Uh-huh…”

“Huh! I guess that’s why women sissify submissive men! Because, well, you’re not really a man.” Then she frowned. “But not a woman either. Hmmm…” She thought.

I should’ve kept my mouth shut, but instead I said, “I think that’s why the sissy clothes look ridiculously feminine. I think they’re clothes that normal women wouldn’t wear because they are just too feminine.”

“Oh I see!” She giggled. “Oh yes, that would be humiliating. Interesting. Thank you for that, I really do need to research it.”

“Wait! I didn’t mean for me.” I said quickly.

She leaned closer and smiled cutely, like speaking to a small child. “Of course you didn’t baby.” She smirked. “You wouldn’t want any big, soft, satin, lacy knickers, would you? No…” She cooed. “You don’t want to feel soft and silky, do you? No… But you’re not a man, are you? You’re not a woman, so you are a sissy. Hmm… That puts us in a difficult spot. Unless…are you a man?”

“Ye…”

“You don’t look like much of a man. I mean, look at your little clitty. How big is that? Three inches?” It was closer to five, but I saw what she was doing. “No… you’re not a man, are you?”

“N-n-no.”

“N-n-n…pathetic pussy. Wimp bitch, aren’t you?” She spat on my face. “You’re nobody to me now, just a toy for my amusement. You’re not good enough for me, are you?”

“No!” I said, feeling my orgasm approach.

“When did you realise you weren’t good enough for me?” She grinned.

“Right out of school!” I cried, and cum began coating her hand.

She leaned close, pulling her hand away and force feeding me my cum. “See? Pathetic.” She said softly, before kissing the tip of my nose. “Go shower, and start shaving off your body hair. I’ll be in shortly to help.”

As I made my way to the bathroom, I saw my wife grab her phone and smile, before texting something back. From the doorway, I saw her lie down on the bed and move her hand to her pussy. Clearly, someone had written and gotten her all hot and bothered, and I had a pretty good idea of who.


Seven

As we walked around the shopping centre, I felt shivery, cold. Whenever she held up an item of clothing I shivered again. Why? Because I was so nervous and excited, my body was now in fight or flight mode. My stomach was in knots, I could barely eat breakfast, whereas Ella seemed hyped.

Tonight, Howard Brent would be coming over for dinner, to discuss the proposal. And yet, I knew what the real reason for his visit was. Everything about this deal screamed red flag. Even if he could be trusted, he would still have something to hold over me, a reason to keep me or fire me, and I really should have hated that, should have avoided it, but in my head, I was saying how sexy it was, how I was deliberately putting myself in a compromised position.

I tried to search the internet for cuckold porn along the same lines but the closest I came to that was blackmail fetish, something which also seemed to resonate with me.

Overall, I realised that there was something freeing about the idea that I had zero control over the situation, but this was about my life, my future. Theoretically, if things went wrong, he could ruin my career. But when I told that to Ella, she said nothing other than to giggle excitedly.

So, in order to best prepare for tonight, she spoke to Nadine. She told Ella that Howard loved corsets and tight waists, and lots of lingerie on women. He liked to feel like a woman was adorning herself with sexiness for him. That was how we ended up in the shopping centre, picking out expensive lacy corsets, new skirts, stockings, blouses.

“This would look good on you.” Said Ella, holding up a light pink and black lace corset. “You should try it on.” She said.

“Ella!” I whined, going beetroot red with embarrassment as people looked at me and whispered. Thank god my cock was in the cage, otherwise it would be raging right now.

“Don’t Ella me! It will look good on you with some stockings!” She said, “Go, take it, try it on.”

“No!” I hissed, but she wasn’t listening.

“Miss! Miss, oh miss!” She called to a young sales assistant. The blonde girl walked over with a smile on her face. “I want to buy this corset for my husband, as I would like him to start wearing lingerie, but he’s a bit embarrassed and thinks it is wrong for him to try something like this. Can you please explain to him that a store like your own does not discriminate?”

The young lady smiled professionally. “Of course. Sir, you are more than welcome to make sure it is a good fit, in fact, we really would encourage it. A corset like this one really needs to sit right.”

I was mortified. Never had I been so embarrassed, and yet, I should’ve been glad my wife didn’t say anything about me not being a real man, or being pathetic.

Knowing arguing would make things worse, I accepted the corset and marched to the changing rooms, where the assistant showed me to a cabin. There, I changed out of my male clothes and clipped myself into the corset, before trying to work out how to tie myself into it with the laces in the back. Eventually, I called out to Ella for help.

“I’m afraid your wife is busy right now. Can I help?” I heard the sales assistant say.

“Erm, well, how do I tighten it?” I asked through the door.

“Oh, you need someone to do that for you. I’ll be happy to help if you unlock the door.”

“Um…but…”

“It’s quite alright, I’ll close the door after.”

I took a deep breath and opened the door, allowing the pretty young woman inside. She gave me a look, standing there in the grey boxer shorts and pink corset and frowned. “One sec.” She said, bolting out of the door. She returned a few minutes later holding a pair of matching thong panties. “The satin in these are very stretchy, so they should accommodate you well, even if you don’t tuck.” She smiled.

I held the little knickers in my hand. “These are knickers.”

“Yes.” She smiled. “You can’t wear that corset with those boxer shorts, I’m sorry. You can try these on, you can see they have plastic on the thong and gusset.”

I sighed and began removing my boxer shorts. It was only when they were at my ankles that I realised that I was standing there in front of a stranger. “Oh, I…”

She giggled, holding her hand in front of her mouth. “It’s okay, you’re halfway there anyway.” She whispered. “Nice cage, by the way. Not the first one I’ve seen.”

“Oh…” I was in pain now. That fucking cage was killing me. “This is so embarrassing.”

“I’ve heard about this. It’s got a name, right? Dominant wife forcing a man into lingerie?”

“Sissy. But we didn’t really agree to do this yet.”

“Well, I think it’s cool, but I’m young. We don’t care. And I don’t kink-shame. Good for you for trying something new, and good for you that you don’t hide it. Now, panties look good, but…” She inserted her fingers in the hem and pulled at them a little, lining them up. “Now, turn around, I’ll lace you up.”

She pulled and fiddled with the laces until I began to gasp a little. Her hand pushed at my upper back, forcing me to bend a little and rest my hands on the door, and then she began tugging again until I could barely breathe. “Okay, that’s completely closed.” She said.

I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. My waist looked so narrow that I looked like an hour-glass. “Yeah, that’s not doing my internal organs any good at all.” I said.

The girl chuckled. “You’ll be fine. If you wear it often, then over time, you’ll find your fat will distribute differently, and you can then move to tighter corsets. I know a girl who is like, a quarter of her normal width around the waist.”

“That…that doesn’t sound healthy.”

“Nothing ever is.” She joked. “Seriously though, you look good. And this one…” She picked up the hanger, revealing a little clear plastic bag with some lacy straps in them. “Has these. You hook the metal into the fabric at the bottom, and you can attach stockings. Wanna try?”

I licked my lips thinking about it, then nodded. “You’ll help me with the stockings? I don’t want to damage them.”

The girl smiled at me. “I wouldn’t take no for an answer.” She said. “Wait right here.”

Whilst she was gone, I admired myself in the mirror. The corset was really sexy, but I struggled to see anyone but myself in it. Sure, my skin was smooth, hairless, and that made it all look a lot better, but still, I looked like a bloke in women’s underwear.

Outside the door, I heard my wife’s voice and the girl explaining what was happening. Ella said something about her needing a lot more time anyway, and soon the girl was back.

“What’s your name, by the way?” I asked her.

“Cristal.” She said with a warm smile. She was very sexy, short, young, very pretty, smoky brown eyes and bleached blonde hair. She sort of looked like a young Sharon Stone, which was pretty cute. “Do you have a feminine name or just…”

“Jack.” I said. “We didn’t even know, or I didn’t at least, that we would be doing this.”

She bent down and began hanging the suspender straps from the corset. “And what started this? Just some random kink?”

I sighed, just deciding to tell her the truth. “No, my wife and I are experimenting with cuckolding.”

“What’s that?” She asked.

“Where the wife has affairs, and I stay home and clean and shit.”

Cristal looked up at me with wide eyes, a grin growing on her face. “Fuck, my boyfriend would kill me for even suggesting that.” She giggled. “Then again, he wouldn’t let me put him in panties. Believe me, I’ve tried. But yeah, that’s hot, I’m not going to say it isn’t. Good for you guys.” She stood. “Okay, take your panties off and then sit on the bench.”

“Erm, are you sure?” I asked her.

“Yeah, trust me.”

“Don’t want your boyfriend to come in here and pound my head in for being naked with you.”

She laughed out loud. “Yeah, one, he’s at work and I’m not telling him. Two, your…” she whispered, “dick is safely locked away. And three, this is the most fun I’m probably going to have at work today.”

“When you put it that way.” I said, dropping the knickers.

She put them to the side and sat me down, as she unpacked and rolled the light pink stockings up my legs, clipping them to the eight straps from the corset. Then she did the most unexpected thing, she grabbed the cage with two fingers and pulled at it, then pulled my balls up to look at the ring. “That is so cool.” She said, still holding my balls. “And you can’t get hard.”

“Oh…it tries.” I said, my voice almost a squeak as her soft hands held on to my balls, rubbing them.

“You’re not going to tell, right?” She asked softly.

“No.” I whispered.

She leaned forward and took my balls into her mouth, sucking on them. I leaned back and thanked god or whatever deity there might be for our dumb luck of finding our new house and getting us into this insane lifestyle.

Leaning back, she checked my dick again, seeing that it was hard at the bottom of the shaft but not further up. “Does it hurt?” She asked.

“Not really, just a really weird feeling.”

She licked her lips and then sucked on my balls some more, before checking the cage. “Do you want to lick my pussy?” She asked softly, her hands on my balls. “I won’t tell your wife.”

“Are you sure?” I whispered.

“Yeah, I mean, she’s fucking other guys, and well, you’ve made me really horny. If you don’t want to, it’s fine, I get it, but heck, I’ve never made this offer in the months I’ve worked here.”

I looked at the locked door. “Okay, sure.”

She grinned and scrambled to remove her little red panties from under her skirt. She then pushed them into my nose, allowing me to smell and feel her wetness. “Sniff. I’m that horny!”

As she sat back on the bench, I dropped between her legs. Her slit was tight and smooth. “How old are you?” I asked her, suddenly wondering if I was doing something illegal.

“Huh? Oh, just turned nineteen.”

“Fuck!” I gasped and dived between her thighs licking at her soaked pussy.

“I can’t fucking believe I’m doing this, but you only live once.” She giggled.

She didn’t take long to cum, especially when she got her little A-cup titties out and began pinching on her nipples. But when she came, she flooded my mouth with cum. I’d never met a girl who could cum so much!

“Thanks for that. I think I would’ve died if I stayed so horny all day.” She laughed, before pulling me to her mouth for a big, sloppy kiss. “You’re cute, by the way, otherwise I wouldn’t have done this.”

“Always nice to have a fan.”

“Just a shame your cock is locked up.” She whispered into my ear, making me groan. “Do me a favour, wear the underwear out. Under your clothing, I mean.”

After she let me eat her pussy, how could I say no? So, she pulled the tags and plastic off, then grabbed the old boxer shorts, telling me they belonged in a bin, so I gave her permission to do that too.

At the door though, before she opened it, she pulled me in for one more kiss and asked if I was going to tell Ella. I said I probably would, if she didn’t mind. “If she won’t kill me.” She laughed.

“She won’t.” I promised.

Ella was waiting in the waiting room for me when I stepped out. She looked at how my t-shirt was hanging loose from the tight corset, then wrapped her hand around me to feel it before asking if I was wearing it out, to which I said that Cristal had convinced me. My wife gave me a queer look, then leaned down a little and sniffed my face before grinning. “You dirty old bastard.” She chuckled.

“I’m only ten years older!” I said.

“Hmm… Good for you though.” She admitted.

I noticed all the bags on the ground. “Are you paid up?”

“Yep.” She smiled.

“Damn, I wanted to buy it for you.”

“Oh, wanted to fund the gift for my boyfriend huh? Nice. Next time.”

We walked over to the cash desk where Cristal was waiting. She blushed a little at Ella but my wife simply smiled and said nothing, whilst I settled the bill. “Come back anytime.” Said Cristal.

“Oh, he will, don’t worry. And I hope you’ll be giving him such five-star service every time.” Ella said sweetly.

Again, Cristal blushed, but she maintained a professional composure and said, “Of course, it was a great pleasure.”

“I bet it was.” Giggled Ella.

But as we turned to leave, Cristal added, “It’s a shame some goods were locked away. Hopefully next time they’ll be unlocked.”

To which, my wife turned and smiled. “Happy to, if you don’t mind really small goods that don’t last long.”

Cristal snorted a laugh. “That’s fine. I don’t either.”

“Then we both look forward to our next visit. Thank you, Cristal. Mark my words, you’re getting a wonderful review.” Ella said with a wink.

As we walked out of the store, I turned to look at Cristal, who was stood there holding her hands together, her hips swinging and a huge smile on her face. She waved her right hand at me, and I returned it with a smile. I’d be back, for sure.

“Jack?” My wife began.

“Yes darling?”

“If you want that young pussy, you’re welcome to it, but the same rules apply, it’s just fun, no running off with her.”

“I swear I’d never…”

“I know you wouldn’t, I’m just making sure you understand. She seems nice but she’s young and women, especially younger women, are excellent manipulators, better than men. In fact, she could spin you around her little finger and call you husband before you knew what was happening.”

Okay, that was a little dark, but sure, I got it, be careful.

“Second thing. If you go back there to fuck her little pussy, then it better be to my more lingerie for yourself. Pinks, satins, sissy stuff as much as possible, is that understood?”

“Yes honey.”

“Yes what?” She said loudly, around a group of people.

“Yes Mistress.” I said confidently, earning a snigger of laughter from the group.

“Good sissy.” She replied with a wry smile.

When we arrived home, I asked if I could help her get ready, but she told me no, that it was not for me but for Howard. Instead, she told me to take off all my male clothing and to begin dinner. After looking me over in the lingerie, she smiled and said what a great job Cristal did, then handed me an apron.

At some point, whilst the food was cooking, I checked my phone and found a follow notification on Instagram from a Crissie_Ivanova2006. I clicked it and found that it was Cristal from the store. Moments after accepting and pressing follow back, I received a message. ‘Hope this isn’t too forward. Saw your name on your credit card, so looked you up. Really enjoyed today and hope you’ll be back, but at least would like to know more about you and your wife’s life.’

I felt a little guilty about her writing to me like this, but given I didn’t want to bother Ella whilst she was getting ready, I thought I’d write back and tell her later. ‘Hey Cristal! Had a great time too. Ella says I’m welcome back to see you anytime, but I need to buy some lingerie for myself when I do.’

I saw the dots turning, then she wrote, ‘I hope that means you’re gonna buy a lot of lingerie! LOL! If you want, we have a lot more online, I think stuff that fits your style – looked up sissy online, so know what you need now. You can order it to be delivered here, we can make sure it fits, and then you pay here. Stuff like this…’ She began sending me links to their online shop, sending me Kawaii knickers, heavy briefs, shorts and bloomers, in thick bright satin, heavy thick lace, in some cases, two or three inch long. Definitely, this stuff was what would be described as sissy, but I had to admit, they made my stomach jump in excitement.

Next, she began sending me bras and bralettes, nighties and camis, and even suspender-belts. ‘See, lots of stuff. Want me to order some? I can apply my employee discount.’

I stared at the cute lingerie wondering if I could really wear such extravagant clothing, feeling my stomach churn again. With shaking fingers, I typed out a message. ‘Yes, please! Anything, everything, please!’ And yet I couldn’t press send, just stared at the message till I heard beeping from the store. “Oh crap.” I said, as water began boiling over.

A few minutes later, my wife appeared and my jaw dropped. She was wearing a tight black sparkling PVC mini-skirt, lace-topped stockings which finished lower than the skirt, and a tight black corset under loose-fitting white wrap-around blouse.

“Holy shit!” I gasped.

“Yeah, think he’ll like it?”

“I think he’ll love it.” I said. “Oh, by the way, the girl from today found me on Instagram.”

“Which gi…oh, the sales chick?” She asked. “Wow, that’s a little stalkery.”

“Well…check the messages.”

As I continued to cook, I watched her scroll through my phone for a few minutes, then she put it down and said, “You had a pending message so I sent it.”

“What messaaaagh! You did what?” I gasped, realising that she had sent the message asking her to order the sissy lingerie.

She giggled. “Be careful what you wish for…” She said, just as the doorbell went. She grinned sadistically. “Showtime baby.”

“But, I’m not dressed!” I cried.

“Then you’d better run. I left you some clothes on the bed.”

I bolted for the stairs as she almost made it to the door.


Eight

The corset was clearly visible through the ivory blouse. Sure, from a distance it could have been a shirt, but I could tell Howard knew exactly what it was. The white side-zip trousers and the ivory blouse were waiting for me on the bed, but when I tried to find my normal clothes, they were nowhere to be seen. It turned out that Ella had locked them in a trunk in the attic, forcing me into the feminine clothing.

Dinner was awkward. From the moment Howard arrived, the two of them were together, flirting, touching with each laugh. Ella was so obvious, and Howard wasn’t much better. However, it never went further than touching, not before dinner.

During dinner, I tried to discuss the proposal, but Brent brushed it off, telling me we would get to it later. Instead, he fawned over my wife, asking her about everything, where she was from, life, and so forth. Then after dinner, Ella offered him a drink in the living room and sent me off to wash up. “Don’t forget to wear an apron. I don’t want you getting dirt on your blouse.” She sang.

Their voices were a distant mumble as the water ran and the plates clinked. Then the sound of talking went quiet. At that moment, I felt like it was taking forever to wash-up. Eventually though, it was done and after drying off and taking off my apron, I headed into the living room, where I found my wife sat with her legs over Howard’s. It was clear that they had been kissing, but had broken it off when she heard me coming.

“Um, anything else?” I asked.

“No.” Ella said.

“Sit down, Jack.” Smiled Howard as he rubbed my wife’s legs. “I think we should talk your proposal.”

“Oh, excellent.” I said.

“So yeah, we’re happy with the proposal.” Howard said, “but obviously, we have a few provisions.”

“Provisions?” I asked.

Ella smiled. “Yes dear. Provisions. For example, if everything goes well today, he will have regular access to my pussy, you understand that, right?”

“Yes…Mistress.”

Howard’s hand slid under her skirt and was clearly entering her pussy as she gasped. “I have another provision.” He said. “If I am present in this house, then you need to be dressed in appropriate clothing.”

“Like this?” I asked.

“More like what’s underneath it. I hadn’t planned for you to be a sissy, but I find the idea appealing.”

I gulped. “Yes Sir.”

“Well, start stripping.” My wife said.

As I stripped, Howard continued, explaining that my job and future with the company would be contingent on performance. “Not just your performance.” He said to me, smirking as he stared at my sexy lingerie. “Bitch, get undressed.” He told my wife.

As she stood and stripped, she looked at me and said, “Are you ready for this? Tonight it all changes.”

“Yes Mistress.” I nodded, dropping to my knees.

Howard stood, taking my wife in his arms and kissing her, squeezing her rump. I gulped as he took her hand and walked her out of the room. “Sleep on the sofa.” She said, “I’ll come get you when we’re done.”

“I…I can’t watch?” I asked.

“No.” Ella said. “Sleep well, although I doubt you will.”

She was right. I lay there listening to the sound of metal headboard smacking against the wall, my wife screaming expletives. I’d never heard my wife like that, never heard her say such things, to be so lost in her arousal. It went on and on, I had no idea how he could fuck for so long.

My penis strained in its plastic confines. I felt so desperate, so horny, but there was nothing I could do about it…or was there? The thong I was in was soft, silky, and when I rubbed my index finger down the soft satin, I found it felt sexy, playful, and made my prostate buzz.

The sound of sex continued and together with my rubbing, I really believed I could make myself cum. I rubbed harder, faster, and my breathing, I deepened, panting. This was the best I could feel without taking my cage off.

To my right, my phone lit up, a new message on Instagram. I reached for it to find Crissie had written. ‘Ordered you a selection. I get sixty percent off, so you’re getting them really cheap. I’ll text you when they arrive. In the meantime, feel free to stop by just to say hello, or whatever…’

‘Thanks! I’ll come by soon.’ I wrote back.

‘You’re still up? Bit late…’

‘You’re up too.’ I noted.

‘In a bar with a friend. Had a bust-up with my boyfriend.’

‘Not over me I hope?’

‘Ha! Wow! Arrogant much? No, over him being a pig-headed moron. What are you up to?’ She wrote.

‘Trying to sleep on the sofa; the wife is entertaining tonight.’ I thought about if I should tell her the truth, so then added, ‘My new boss.’

‘Well that’s one way to earn a promotion! Hot! Fancy a drink?’

‘Not sure I should just up and go out.’

‘It’s Saturday night. I think you’ll be fine.’

I set the phone down a moment, thinking about the noise coming from above. Howard’s voice was getting louder, meaning he was probably about to cum. Either way, I would need to go up there to change if I wanted to go out, otherwise I’d have to put my wife’s clothes back on over the corset.

Upstairs, another loud moan from my wife and then a significant grunt from Howard. To my right, the phone buzzed again, Crissie asking if I was coming out or not. I texted that I might but to give me some minutes to confirm. I had a feeling that Ella would be coming downstairs shortly.

I was right. Ella descended the stairs with Howard in tow; his dick was hanging out, still a little engorged. My wife approached me and crouched down as Howard leaned on the doorframe.

“So, now is the point where you clean up.” She said softly. “I understand if it’s too much too soon.”

My stomach lurched in disgust, but my cock jumped in the cage. I knew I was going to end up doing it, but perhaps I could use it to my advantage. “Erm, I’ll do it, but Crissie wrote. She’s out in some bar and wants me to meet her.”

Ella wasn’t stupid, so she grinned and nodded. “Cheeky sissy. Of course, you can go meet your new girlfriend, if you lick my pussy clean.”

“Thank you.”

With that, Ella grinned back at Howard. The look she gave him suggested he didn’t believe that I would do it, and from the look he gave her, he was impressed.

I had to fight my gag reflex to swallow the huge globs of cum that slid down from her pussy and into my mouth, but after a moment, the humiliation and lust of the act overtook my disgust at eating another man’s cum. Eventually, my tongue began digging inside for more, desperate to degrade myself further. She noticed, of course, commenting how much I needed another man’s cum in my mouth.

Eventually, she climbed off and told me to get dressed and go to my floozy. She even did me a favour and unlocked my cage, much to my surprise. However, what she didn’t do was allow me access to my normal clothes. “You’ve got good clothes right here.” She said, pointing to the white trousers and ivory blouse.

I texted Crissie to let her know, wanting to give her the chance to back out, but if anything it made her even more excited to see me. Thankfully, she told me was in a gay-friendly bar anyway, so no-one would bother me. So, I took an Uber to her location, hoping the driver wouldn’t beat me up or something, but the man was a professional, didn’t even ask, and frankly, in the dark, I doubt he could see most of the time.

“You look fucking amazing.” Smiled Crissie as she kissed me hello on the lips. I looked her up and down, taking in the tiny red metallic micro-skirt, and the lacy white bralette she had on.

“Is that how you kids go clubbing these days?” I asked her as we took a seat.

“Oh come on, you’re only a few years older than me.” She laughed. “Michelle went to the toilet, she’ll be out soon, but you’ll love her. I told her all about you and what we did, and it made her so hot. She’s an Onlyfans influencer, does all sorts, but has a few boys caged and under her control, so does female domination, which means she understands.”

“Cool.” I said, wondering how I suddenly found myself involved in a sexual adventure of a lifetime.

Like almost every woman I’d met on my new journey, Michelle was a gorgeous girl with long red curly hair. She was really tall, taller than me, and whilst her breasts were visibly enhanced, I’d say she was a little too skinny. It turned out that she spent most of her free time exercising, dancing, doing ballet, and other things, which made her body really toned.

“Love the outfit.” Michelle said, smiling as she felt the corset through the soft satin of the blouse. “I understand you’re new to sissification? But good for you. More submissive males should accept feminisation in their lives. It makes things a lot easier.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Once you accept yourself, you’ll find it is far easier to accept control. Once you’ve accepted control, then nothing else matters. You are freed from the responsibility of thought, allowing you to focus on things that matter. Imagine how much time you dedicate to thinking. Thinking about what people think about you. Thinking about your own weakness. Thinking about if a man thinks less of you. Take all the moments of worry about other people away, and just focus on being the sissy you are meant to be, follow orders, and you will find a lot of stress just disappears.”

I blinked. How was this young lady so knowledgeable about this.

“I’ve got some sissies, own them, and I go to munches.” She explained. “The exposure fetish for sissies is like a mountain. Getting to the point when they are ready to say expose me is a herculean task, they worry about everything, and many never reach the point where they are ready to be exposed. But every single sissy who has allowed themselves to be exposed has commented on how freeing it is. Toxic people are cut out of their lives and they are left with supporters who help them on their journey.”

I gulped. Was that my destiny? “You forget one thing.”

“Oh?” She smiled, like she knew what was coming, and before I could even open my mouth to continue, she said, “Oh right, it wasn’t your idea to become a sissy. You were forced into it. You never wanted any of this. You were manipulated by evil women.” She laughed almost manically, her fiery red hair flying through the air, but then she calmed and smiled at me, a knowing glint of a look towards Crissie.

She continued, “Nobody forced you. Today, in the store, your wife didn’t force you to try on the corset. At any point you could have put your foot down and said no. You said yes, you agreed, because you like it. You’re sat here talking to me and your cock is erect. I don’t even need to check, I just know.” She said, and I blushed. “It isn’t erect because you’re in lingerie, it’s erect because you are sat with two very powerful women, and that excites you. It excites you to  give up control, and so it should! Be proud that your wife is at home right now getting railed by some dude. Be proud that you have moved away from conformity. Be proud of all the things you can now do, because you’ve realised that life is more than just sadness, war, and stress.”

We sat quietly, both girls staring at me, analysing. I felt naked under their gaze, vulnerable, and yet, she was right, the vulnerability made me feel good, like I was giving up responsibility for my actions. Finally, I broke the silence. “I’m here.” I said.

“Yes you are.” Said Crissie, knowingly. “Did she remove the cage?”

“Yes.”

“Good.” She replied, then smiled at her friend. “Shall we go back to your place?”

“I think we should.” Said Michelle, her eyes never leaving mine.

To my amazement, Michelle lived in a huge, clearly very expensive apartment. This girl had money. She explained that she did more than Onlyfans, working as a photographer, and also running her own boutique marketing agency for small businesses. “I’m hardly here, actually. I travel way too often.”

After opening a bottle of champagne and clinking the flutes, we downed our drinks and immediately, multiple hands were on me, stripping me down to the lingerie. As Crissie and I fell to a large bed, Michelle underdressed, revealing her perfect body fully, then grabbed a professional SLR camera, clicking pictures of Crissie and I making out, of the blonde sucking my cock, of me licking her out, and then the moment my penis penetrated the sexy shop assistant.

So lost was I in the moment, that I didn’t question why this woman was taking so many pictures, or why she filmed us at points, I just wanted to be with Crissie. And when Michelle put the camera down and joined us in bed, I felt like I’d died and gone to heaven. I was fucking a hot nineteen-year-old, whilst her sexy friend was kissing me, encouraging me to suck her breasts.

As I moved to fuck Michelle, she paused before I penetrated her, holding my chest. “I think you should know something. I used to be a man. I’m transgender.”

I looked down at the sexy pussy below, at the beautiful woman beneath me, and said, “So?”

She smiled and let go. Entering her was every bit as good as fucking any other woman. I was in sexual bliss.

“These sort of experiences are possible because we can let go of reality and be in the present.” Michelle said, looking up at me. “You need to let go of all your preconceptions, and accept the fact that life as you had once known it is over. This new life, it’s so much better. Your wife understands that, so you should too.”

“How do you know?” I asked her.

She smiled, “Promise not to hate me?”

“I promise.”

“I’m seven years older than Crissie. How do you think we are friends? We actually met today. After your fun with her, after she wrote to you, your wife told Nadine. Nadine told Howard, and Howard called me to contact Crissie.”

“Wait. This was Ella’s plan? To get me out?”

“To reward you.” Said Crissie, who gently stroked my back. “She wanted to show you how much she appreciated what you did for her.”

“By manipulating me?” I asked, feeling my temper rising.

Michelle chuckled. “Did you do anything different with Howard? You manipulated her.”

“Not really…” I began, but then I sighed. There was no point in arguing about this, I was in bed with two really hot women, what did it matter? At the end of the day, my wife could have kept my cock locked away, denied me the chance at sex, but in the end, she gave me something even better.

Rather than converse further, I leaned down and kissed Michelle.

“Crissie, the top drawer, over there.” Michelle said, pointing at the opposite side of the room.

Smirking, Crissie made her way to the drawer, opening it and pulling out a leather harness. After buckling it on, she affixed a black rubber dildo and pulled a tub of lubricant from the drawer. I knew what was coming, had been pegged already, so I was more than happy to allow this young lady the chance to fuck me whilst I fucked Michelle.

“Did you always want to be a woman?” I asked Michelle.

She nodded. “All my life. I think I make a better-looking woman than I did a man.” She giggled. I hissed as two fingers penetrated me, lubricant being spread, before being removed, the dildo lined up. “Give in, Jack. Give in and accept your new life. I promise, this won’t be the last time we do this, we’re all going to have a lot of fun.”

“I give in.” I gasped, feeling the dildo enter me, forcing its way inside. “I give in.”

“Good.” She smiled, kissing me.

When I arrived home the following morning, I found my wife sat in a red satin robe, eating cereal and watching something on her phone. I looked around, trying to see if Brent was around but she told me he left during the night.

“How do you feel?” I asked her.

She smirked. “Like I’ve had a jackhammer piledriving my throat, pussy and arse all night. But it was all worth it. He’s good, Jack, really good.” She sighed and put the phone down, resting her head on her hand, balancing it on the table as she studied me. “I’m sorry for lying to you.”

“It’s okay.” I said, walking over and kissing her forehead. I knew that Michelle already told her, it wasn’t unexpected. “I had fun.”

“I know. And you know that fun doesn’t need to end, right? Both girls really like you.”

“Crissie has a boyfriend.” I noted.

“Yeah, but really, do you see her hanging with a twat like that after experiencing this? It’s like flying first-class and saying economy is fine. She’ll never be the same again.”

I pulled a chair out and sat down, holding my wife’s hand. “We’ll never be the same again, will we?”

“No, we won’t. I don’t want us to be.” She frowned and looked away. “Aaron wants to see me, in a couple of hours.”

“How often will you see Howard?”

“Actually, probably not a lot. He’s a busy guy, but he said he might need me for certain business transactions.” She looked me deep in the eyes, making it clear what she meant. Essentially, she would be a high-class hooker.

“If that’s what you want?” I asked.

“It is. It turns me on knowing that I’ll be bought and sold. I had concerns, because Aaron will expect me to get ink, pierced, and so on, but apparently that’s what a lot of the gang people like. For Howard, that’s a positive, not a negative.”

“Isn’t this dangerous? We’re entering a world which isn’t our own.”

“I know, but that’s what’s turning me on about it. No risk, no reward, baby.”

I gulped but then nodded. “Okay, I really have no say in it anyway.” It seemed she misunderstood what I was saying, because she jolted her hands away and looked angry, but I immediately reached out and held her again. “I don’t mean that in a bad way. I mean, you’re my Mistress, and I’m your sissy. I hand over control to you.”

A spark lit in her eyes and finally she understood. “Are you serious?”

“I am, but please, be patient. I have a lot to learn, a lot to understand.”

“Me too, sweetie, me too.” She gushed, pulling me in for the deepest hug she’d given me in months. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I said. “Now go, get ready for your boyfriend.”


Nine

It had been a week since that crazy Saturday, but that week felt like a month. Ella’s Sunday with Aaron turned out to be a mental twenty-four hours of non-stop sex, being passed around between Aaron, D’andre, and a few of their friends. It was drink, pot, and sex, and Ella just went with anything they suggested, to the point that she admitted that at one point, each hole was filled at the same time. I didn’t see Ella until the following Monday, but what came back was anything but my wife.

Ella was trashed. Her clothes were torn, her body was marked with bruises from being handled roughly, and her hair was matt from cum. Lipstick was smudged, and her eyes were bloodshot from a mixture of pot and poppers. She hadn’t slept a wink because someone always came and wanted a go, and rather than say no, she just accepted it. It was actually D’andre who told the boys to give it a rest and let the lady go.

“Aaron didn’t want me to leave. Said I was his bitch. Got into a big fight with D’andre who said that they didn’t do that, and if he couldn’t behave, then he wouldn’t be allowed to see me anymore.” She explained. “I tried to explain that I was fine, but D’andre told me that wasn’t how they operated, that I was welcome to give myself up to gangbangs, but I needed to remember that I was married and they weren’t there to fuck up marriages.”

“Kind of him.” I noted.

And yet, that evening, when Aaron wrote that he wanted to see her again, she didn’t hesitate to drop everything and run to him. This time, there was no confusion as to if she should go or not, it was a definite decision.

About an hour after she left, my phone pinged. Crissie needed a place to go, apparently she’d had a huge fight with her boyfriend and she didn’t feel safe with him. Of course, I told her to come to me. I was locked, so there would be no sex that night, but I had a feeling that she rather needed someone to hold her more than anything.

I was right. Crissie and I drank some wine and she told me about Paul, how they’d been dating since school but he had fallen in with a bad crowd. He was an aspiring UK drill artist but he was taking the lifestyle a little too seriously and even talked about robbing some guy.

“You need to get away from him.” I told her, though I felt a little hypocritical, given the people my wife and I were with.

In the end, Crissie and I ended up making out, with me going down on her. In fact, we were in bed together when to my surprise, Ella came home. For a moment, my heart raced, thinking that Ella would kill me, but she just smiled and handed me to key to my cage, saying she was going to shower. I was still fucking Crissie when my wife stepped out of the bathroom, stark naked, and climbed into bed with us, kissing Crissie passionately.

After I came in Crissie, I thought I would go down on her, clean her up as I did Ella, but Ella pushed me away gently and took the mantle herself, licking the young woman clean on my behalf.

We discussed Crissie’s situation at length and Ella wouldn’t hear of it, saying that Crissie needed to move out and move in with us, that we had the room. The young girl said she didn’t want Ella to feel like she was taking over her marriage, but Ella just kissed her and said, “I believe in sharing.” Then my wife turned to me and said, “I think the cage is pointless. I want you two to fuck.”

“Really?” I gasped, “Why?”

My wife shrugged. “Does it turn you on to hear and see me get laid?”

“Yeah!”

“Well, it turns me on to see you get laid. But I do have one request of you Crissie.”

“Anything,” the girl gasped.

“You need to continue his sissification. I don’t mind you claiming him as yours, but I want him to be sissified.”

Crissie grinned darkly. “That reminds me, the stuff I ordered arrived. You can come by tomorrow to get it.”

That was Monday evening, by Tuesday evening, I was now sharing my bed with two women, doing so dressed in highly lacy, satin lingerie. Except, I wasn’t sharing my bed with two women, but again, my wife was gone, with Aaron and this time, she wouldn’t be home until the following evening, and when she did, she was very different.

My wife came home with fresh piercings in her ears, her left eyebrow, her left nostril, and her tongue. On her lower back, she now had a tramp-stamp, a queen of spades logo surrounded by decorative lines. It was covered by a second-skin, which apparently she could remove in three days. “After I’ll need your help applying a cream they gave me. Need to watch for infection.” She explained. Neither of us had ever had a tattoo before, and I was never a fan, but for some reason, this turned me on, a lot.

Whilst Wednesday evening, Aaron had promised my wife a rest, it seemed Howard had other plans. He showed up at the door, completely unexpected, uninvited, and when I was ordered to open the door in my sissy pink nightie, he pushed himself inside, looked Crissie up and down for a moment, then took my wife’s hand and led her upstairs.

“You’re welcome to join us.” He told Crissie, but she shook her head, grabbing my hand tight as if pledging her allegiance to me.

As Howard used my wife, Crissie and I moved to a spare room to fuck. With the sound of my wife’s screams as a backdrop, I found myself almost constantly erect, so Crissie got the benefit of my horniness. But even Crissie was so overcome by the sounds coming from the master bedroom, that curiosity got the better off her.

“Would you mind?” She asked.

“No.” I smiled.

I lay there, listening to muffled chatter, until I began to hear new moaning. It seemed Crissie’s allegiance was only temporary, not that I minded.

Howard left after he watched me lick my wife and my new girlfriend clean, smirking about how I was really on my way to being a good little sissy. That should have angered me, his arrogance should have annoyed me, but as I licked away in my pretty, shiny babydoll, I found myself becoming erect by his words.

Thursday was the first evening we had to ourselves, just the three of us, and honestly, rather than fuck, we just lounged around in our lingerie watching a movie and pigging out on junk food. It was a moment of semi-normalcy, in an insane world.

It wasn’t just the sex that changed things but my adjustment to my new dress-style. The morning ritual of shaving my body was a pain in the arse. My body hair grew fast, faster than I would’ve liked. I decided to have it removed, so booked myself in for a first round of laser removal that afternoon.

The second problem was putting on stockings. I still hadn’t worked out how to clip the damned things on without struggling with the rear clips. It was a constant hassle, but I did it every single day, even though both women said that I didn’t always need to wear them.

“I’ve got a date tonight.” Said Ella.

“Aaron or Brent?” I asked her.

“Aaron.” She said. “He wants to take me clubbing.”

“Great.” I smiled, kissing her forehead.

“He told me to tell you not to expect me home until Monday.” She frowned, but I realised her frown wasn’t anger at the situation, but worry about how I might react.

“Are you okay with that?” I asked.

“I definitely am. But are you?”

“Yes, I’ll be fine. I have Crissie now, don’t I?”

She smiled at me. “Yes, and I think Michelle might be coming over too.” She told me. “You need to ask Crissie when she gets home from work.” Then my wife took my hands. “Are you sure you’re okay? This week has been a lot, I know, but it won’t always be like this.”

It was my turn to smile back at her. “It will always be like this, but it’s fine. I’m enjoying it, even though it isn’t the life I planned, it’s better.”

“I think so too. I love it too much to stop, but I will if I have to, for you.”

“No, you won’t. If I asked you to stop, you’d end up resenting it. Anyway, I would end up hating myself too. Don’t stop, just don’t…”

“Go too far?” She asked.

“No. No, no, no.” I laughed and shook my head, “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but…don’t hold back. Go insane, go further.”

Her mouth dropped open. “I’ve been holding back. The things…the things Aaron wants to do to me, the tattoos…”

“Do them. Please!”

“Oh my god, Jack!” She shook her head and for a moment, I thought she was angry with me, but then she smiled. “Thank you. Thank you for accepting me.”

“Of course I accept you.”

“No, I honestly thought you’d end up hating me for the things I want to do. To me…to you.”

“Never in a million years.” I laughed.

That evening, Crissie and Michelle sat there munching on nachos whilst they gave my wife advice on what to wear. In the end, Ella settled on an ultra-short, lacy silver dress which hung loose. If she moved too quickly, her boobs would fall out, and if she bent over or pulled the dress up a centimetre, her pussy would be on display. I had no idea how my wife would come home on Monday, but I had a feeling, she would look very different.

After Ella was dressed, Michelle revealed a white dust cover that held a dress. “Now your turn.” She said, and she opened the cover to reveal a pink satin party dress, short, ruffled, and very, very sissy-styled. I grinned at the dress, knowing that this wasn’t a choice, knowing that even if they gave me a choice, I knew what I felt in my heart.

“Please tell me we’re going out partying.” I asked.

“We are.” Crissie replied.

My wife whined, stating she wanted to party with her sissy husband, but the girls told her that the moment she had a number of cocks in her, she wouldn’t remember she even had a husband.

It wasn’t just a dress though. Wig, make-up, even pretty, sparkly shoes, made up the outfit. At last Ella got to see me fully dressed before she went out.

“The good thing about this dress,” began Michelle, before reaching into the layers of ruffles around my crotch and grabbing my erection. “Is that you can have an erection, and the ruffles and lace will still keep it hidden.”

“Ready Jackie?” Crissie asked with a smile.

“Ready.”

I thought they’d be taking me to a gay club, but to my surprise, they end up taking me to a dark techno club. When we arrived and entered the club, the girls told me to wait whilst they changed, only to emerge from the changing rooms in black leather harnesses, and latex underbust corsets and latex stockings, their breasts on full display.

“Wow!” I gasped.

“It’s a kink party, so very safe, loads of places to fuck, and should be a lot of fun.” Michelle explained, handing me a small red pill. “E.” She said, taking one herself.

The party was loud and sweaty, with all sorts of people engaging in all sorts of activity, and yet, I danced like there was no tomorrow, I fucked both women in the darkness of shadowy corners, and then at some point, the night got strange…

It began with a hand on my buttocks, a squeeze that I thought was from the girls. However, when I turned, I saw Howard stood there with a huge grin on his face. “Hello ladies, fancy seeing you here.” He said, shouting over the thumping techno. It was quite odd to see him in a leather harness and leather shorts, but here we were, enveloped in the strange.

“Something tells me you knew we’d be here, right?” I said, smiling.

“You got me.” He laughed, his hand still on my buttocks, still squeezing softly. “You going to be a good employee and give me a proper hello?”

“I’m a contractor.” I pointed out.

“Potato-potarto.” He said, reaching with his other hand around my hip and grabbing my other buttock. His hands were making me erect again, and whilst I wasn’t ever considering going gay, if I’d learned anything this week, it was that I really no longer had any say in what I was, or how I’d do it.

The girls watched as I dropped to my knees on the dancefloor. Crissie held a hand in front of her smiling mouth and Michelle giggled, as in that smoky darkness, I pulled out Howard’s huge dick and took it in my mouth. I sucked and slobbered on that beast, feeling it rise to the occasion, and once it was erect, I used every single memory and sense to give him the best blowjob I could, until finally, he popped in my mouth, giving me my first taste of cum direct from the source.

He smirked as I stood back up and proudly showed him the cum in my mouth, and swallowed. “Now that was unexpected.” He said.

“What were you expecting?” I asked him, confused.

“A kiss on the cheek.” He laughed.

Fuck, well, in for a penny. I straightened my back and smiled with pride. “Yeah, well, you got great head, so there you go.”

“Oh, I’m not complaining.” He said. “But it does mean I’m going to be expecting that from you a lot now.”

Michelle leaned over to me and said into my ear. “You walked right into that one.”

I shrugged. “I get the feeling it would’ve happened sooner or later. Rather sooner.”

Suddenly, Howard’s big hands grabbed me, pulling me tight against him, and again, his hands squeezed my bum. Soon, a fat finger found my anus, pushing against my hole, causing my eyes to drift closed and a moan to gasp from my lips. “By that logic,” He said into my ear, kissing it as he spoke, “I should get to fuck this little tight hole too.”

Lost in the sensations, in the lust, and in the drugs, I leaned my head into him, turning to his lips, kissing them lightly, softly, feeling his tongue lightly drift against mine. “Yes…” I hissed softly.

And yet, he then let me go and took Crissie, pushing her up against a pillar, telling me to get down and suck him back to life, before telling me to lick her pussy. Then, Michelle’s hands pulled me back, and I watched as Howard took my new girlfriend, fucking her there next to a speaker, the few dancers who could see close-by, dancing but watching in fascination as this big muscular man made this young woman pant, moan and scream, the techno so loud that it drowned her out.

I just stood there, watching, Crissie’s moans and smiles essentially silent compared to the loud music. I felt like I was in some sort of Kubrick movie, or art-house cinema, but to remind me that this was reality was Michelle, who wrapped her hand around me from behind, raised my skirt and petticoats, and pulled my cock out, wanking it.

From my left, a skinny man with a shaved head, wearing a black sequined thong and nipple tassels, knelt in front of me and took my cock into his mouth. I looked down at him, panting, wondering what in the fucking world was going on. The man’s hands grabbed my buttocks, and then his skinny fingers found my hole, pressing in and out of it. I moaned and gasped, as Michelle’s hands now held onto my shoulders. She was shaking, and when I turned to look why, a random stranger was fucking her, and she was using me to hold onto.

This was all too much. My cock erupted into the man’s mouth and he immediately stood, locking his lips on mine, holding my waist as we both tilted our heads and kissed. His hands directed mine inside his thong, feeling his slim cock, and then his hands were pushing down. I knew what he wanted and whilst somewhere inside my brain, it was protesting, the drugs and the music had blocked it out.

I found that when I was on the floor sucking cock, I was also drawing attention, and before I knew it, I had more men around me, cocks in each hand, alternating my mouth between all three. The guy who sucked me off appeared to get bored and left, or so I thought, because suddenly, I felt his hands behind me, pulling on my hips, telling me to get on my knees.

My eyes found Crissie’s panic written over mine, lust on hers. She’d been used by Howard, but now another man was behind her, fucking her as she watched me. “Do it.” She mouthed, “just relax.”

I blinked. I knew I had to do it, to try it, and before I could think about it any further, I felt the man’s cock enter me, but it was surprisingly more like the dildo than I expected. Something felt odd about it, so I reached behind, feeling his thin dick, and feeling the latex of a condom. Relief washed over me. The man was being safe.

Around me, the kink party was descending into utter debauchery. I’m not sure if that was started by us, or if it was like that the whole time, but every moment a strobe flashed or smoke cleared, I could see sex was the order of the night, more than dancing.

As one cock came in my mouth, and another lined up, Crissie stepped forward, gently moving the men out of the way, and presenting her pussy to me. The others watched with intrigue as I positioned myself in such a way to allow the cum to drizzle onto my tongue, before lapping away.

Skinny guy came in my backside, but no other takers were allowed, as Michelle stepped in to tell others to leave me alone now. I felt a little disappointed, a little empty, but Michelle simply said that the drugs made me a little bit more open to play but I’d feel like shit later if I went too far. “Trust me, he was wearing a condom, but imagine if he wasn’t. You’d be worried sick.”

“Yeah, but you and Crissie fucked guys without a condom.” I said.

She smiled and kissed me. “Both guys we knew.” She said.

We left the club at five in the morning, taking an Uber back to ours, with me in the front whilst Michelle and Crissie made out with Howard in the back.

It was as we pulled up at a traffic light that a large black SUV pumping loud hip-hop pulled up next to us. I turned my head around to look, finding the rear window open and my wife’s head bouncing forward and back out of it, as her hands held onto the frame. Behind her, a black man pounded her pussy.

Ella’s head turned from looking back, looking into our car. When her eyes caught mine, he lips curled up into a smile. “Hi baby! Having a nice time?” She called out.

I lowered my window. “Yeah, you?”

“Amazing!” She said.

“Yo, that’s your boy?” The black man asked her.

“Yeah, that’s my sissy.”

“Nice! Yo, sissy, your woman taken ten cocks tonight alone, by tomorrow, she gonna be the fucking town ho, you got me?” He called out.

“Yeah.” I replied, as my wife bit her bottom lip and grinned at me.

“He’s gonna whore me out, baby, isn’t that great?” She gasped, but I didn’t get to answer; the lights turned green and off we went, in different directions.

I turned to look at the throuple in the back, and Howard grinned at me. “It’s okay, Crissie can take over for Ella. Let the guys have her.” He said.

With the drugs now beginning to wear off, I didn’t feel the lust I’d felt earlier, but rather fear. Was this all just a huge mistake?
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Michelle was still with us on Monday morning, and whilst Crissie and I needed to work, Michelle did not. Instead, she just stayed naked and walked around my house, keeping me company as I worked.

Howard didn’t stay the weekend, just for a few hours after hour return from the club. I got to watch him fuck both women, and I also had the chance to blow him a few times, but other than that, we didn’t do anything else, which surprised me. In fact, as he was dressing, I asked him why he hadn’t tried to fuck me.

“You are probably about to come down from the ecstasy in a bit, and you’ll feel like shit.” He said. “Don’t worry, there’ll be a time and a place, where when we do it, you’ll feel good about yourself after.”

God, it was hard to dislike him when he spoke to you like that.

Around noon, my wife arrived home looking terrible. Her eyes were bloodshot, she had fresh tattoos on her body, her arms, breasts, and pussy, and this time, there was nothing tasteful about them. Whore, slut, cumdump, cocksucker, and more adorned her body, and when I told her that it was maybe too far, she simply grinned and said, “You said I could go further. Well this is what I asked them to put on me.” She said, her voice strained and drowsy. She reached into her handbag and pulled out a cigarette, lighting it in one go.

“You smoke now?” I asked.

“Really?” She asked, giving me an incredulous look. “Of all the things, this is what concerns you, loser?” She leaned close, blowing smoke into my face. “I took nearly about fifty cocks this weekend. Drank gallons of piss. Was fisted, passed around like a rag, slapped, spat on, and treated like a base-level whore, and your concern is about the fact that I smoke now?” She burst out laughing, then spat in my face. “Pathetic cunt.” She said with no small amount of venom, stomping off laughing.

Whilst my cock throbbed, I was very scared. My eyes found Michelle’s, and I was surprised to see her smiling, but that smile soon changed as she saw how nervous I was. “Oh, honey, don’t.” She said, kneeling down next to me. “Ella and I discussed this last week, and we agreed this was how she should treat you after her weekend. She said that you get off on being treated like this. You have Crissie to be the nice loving girlfriend, you have me to guide you on your feminisation journey, and Ella will be the bitch wife who will humiliate and insult you. It’s what you want isn’t it?”

Suddenly, it all made sense. Everything made sense, right down to the car just happening to be next to ours that morning. “Everything is just roleplaying.” I said.

“Of course it is. Why else would we do this?”

“And Howard’s threats?”

I hadn’t realised my wife was back in the room. “Are you fucking stupid?” She asked. “You dumb piece of shit!” Then she crouched next to me and smiled, speaking softer. “He runs a multi-million pound business, do you think he’s going to jeopardise that for a sex game? It’s all just roleplay. The job is real, but he’ll still play the role, and you should too. Otherwise, what’s the point in any of us doing this?”

She was right, and suddenly, everything just fell into place.

The next few nights, Aaron kept my wife busy, and whilst the following weekend was not as wild for me as the previous one, for Ella, it was even wilder, to the point where I barely saw her after it. She’d come home, pick up some things, then head out again. The tattoo collection was growing, text mixed with pictures, cocks, pussy, all sorts. Eventually, she had a few pictures of what I thought were tears tattooed onto her face, but she told me it was really cum.

“What about your work?” I asked her.

“Not sure I’m going to be able to do that line of work anymore.” She said, stroking my face. “You…you realise I have sex for money now, right?”

“Wait, what?”

“Aaron isn’t my boyfriend, babe, he’s my pimp! The man you saw in the car wasn’t Aaron. It was my client.”

Holy fuck. My wife was a whore? “Are you happy?” I asked her.

She grinned. “Really happy. And I hope you are. Look, you’re still my husband, but my obligation is to Aaron now. He owns me, I’ve told him that. D’andre knows, so does Nadine, and it’s all good, yeah? Aaron knows what I used to earn. So, he get’s fifty percent, I get twenty-five percent, and you get twenty-five percent. It should be more than enough to pay the mortgage.”

“Are you safe?” I asked her. “Like, is this still roleplay?”

“This isn’t roleplaying anymore, no, but it’s what I asked to do. He didn’t make me do it. It’s safe, the boys look after me.”

“And if you want to stop?” I asked her.

She grinned. “Yeah, I didn’t want get-out clauses, even though Aaron and D’andre said if I wanted to stop, I could. So I told them no, that I wanted something to tie me in. So…I took out a loan in the amount of our mortgage, and paid it off.”

“You did what?” I gasped.

“Yeah, borrowed money from Aaron and D’andre at fifty-percent interest.” She grinned. “What I earn for them doesn’t pay that off, that has to come from my earnings for me, my twenty-five percent, which doesn’t cover it properly, so really, my debt is growing with them.” She giggled.

“Holy fuck!” I gasped.

She licked her lips and ran a finger down my chest. Her smoky eyes and whorish make-up was just so attractive; gone was any sign of elegance, she was just pure trash now. “I told them that there were others who could help pay the debt, eventually.” She purred. “Like my pathetic little sissy slut, or his sexy little girlfriend. They’re not going to force you…yet… They want you to reach a decision as to what is best for me.” She cackled out a laugh, her voice that was once so smooth and sexy, not hoarse from constant cocksucking and smoking. “Obviously, they’re not going to force you for real, not unless you really want that. And I wish…I wish you really wanted that.”

I didn’t. It was too much for me, but if she wanted it for herself, then I was happy with it. In fact, I was so turned on by the fact that she was a whore, I wanted to fuck her, but when I asked, she said, “Fifty pounds, with a condom, or seventy-five without.” She said. “You have to pay now, honey. I don’t fuck losers like you for free.”

“I don’t have the cash on me.”

“Then fuck you.” She cackled, walking off to shower. “Fucking loser cunt.”

That evening, when I told Crissie about what happened, she seemed to drift a little, not really paying attention. I tried to find out what was going on with her, but she shook it off and we made love. However, everything felt off, distant.

The following day, I had an in-person meeting with Howard to go over the project. I was expecting it to be a professional meeting, but he did not hide his disappointment in the fact that I was dressed in male outer clothing, and demanded I take it off whilst in his office. This meant I was sat there in sexy sissy lingerie, which in turn, turned him on, which mean I was forced to my knees to suck him off.

“Now,” he said after he came, “Sit on my knees and go through the project for me.”

“On…on your knees?” I asked him.

“Yes sweetie, on my knees like a good girl.”

I gulped, then inhaled. I wanted to be a good girl, a good sissy. This humiliation was what I wanted. It was all what I wanted. So I smiled sweetly at him, then dropped myself onto his lap, putting my arm around him and kissing him.

“You really are precious.” He said, softly rubbing my stockinged legs.

For the next half-hour, I went through the entire project, talking it through, but I did so markedly differently than I had with anyone else in the past. The inflection of my voice was higher, I made myself sound dumber, even though what I was doing was very complex, and every so often, I would move on his lap to feel his cock.

“You’re doing wonderful work, sweetie.” He said, his huge hands rubbing my smooth body. “You know what would make you even prettier?”

“What?” I asked softly.

“Hormones. I can get them for you, if you like?”

Did I really want to go on hormones? Did I want to become a girl? None of that was on the plan, that was beyond roleplay. “Yes please!” I smiled. No! What was I thinking? Why did I say yes?

“Good girl.” He said.

I reached down and undid his pants, pulling out his cock, and then I aimed it at my rectum. “I want it.” I said softly.

“Are you sure?” He said, kissing my shoulder.

I nodded and pressed my backside onto his bare cock.

“Stop.” He said firmly, and I froze, the head prizing my rectum apart. “If we do this, then I own you from now on. Just like Aaron owns Ella and Crissie. If you go down on that cock, it’s all over for you. You finish this project, and then you move onto a different project of my choosing.”

“Crissie?” I asked, surprised.

“She quit her job a week ago. She’s just waiting for the right moment to tell you. But don’t worry, you’ll work for me like Michelle works for me. Cam work mainly, and no, I won’t defile your body like Ella has done, or Crissie is about to do, but you’ll work for me.”

“What about my marriage?” I asked, lowering myself on him, accepting my fate.

“What marriage?” He smirked. “You can’t even fuck your wife anymore. Fuck, I heard you’re both so in debt to the yardies, that you’ll never pay it off.”

“She’s in debt.”

“No, you are both in debt, which is why Crissie is paying it off on your behalf.”

“Will I see them again?” I asked.

He laughed. “I think you’ll see Crissie tonight. Honey, of course you’ll see them again. This might not be a game anymore, but it still needs to be fun for everyone.”

I thought about it, and then I said, “There’s one more person who needs to help pay off the debt.”

“Oh yeah? Who?” He asked, feeling me bounce up and down on his dick.

“Her sister. Her hot, younger sister.”

“Oh, you’re evil. I love it.” He laughed. “But perhaps you should speak to the sister, invite her over and let her choose.”

“Aw, spoilsport.” I said.

“Naughty little bitch.” He growled, standing and forcing me over the desk and now pounding me hard. Yeah, this was different to a dildo, this was really hot sex.

“Oh yes Master! This is amazing!”

“Yeah, tight little boi-pussy.” He said, grunting with each thrust.

I knew I’d changed, but never in my life did I believe that I was bisexual, but this was so good that I found it hard to believe I could ever say no to this in the future.

That evening, I arrived home to find Crissie there waiting for me. She seemed sad, concerned, so I asked her what was wrong. So admitted that she ran into the scenario that my wife had run into, but now she was having second thoughts.

“Why?” I asked.

She shrugged in that way young women did. “I like the sex, and I like giving up control, but I like coming home to you. I don’t want to be like Ella. I saw her today, and, well, she’s really a slut. In the club, she comes onto men like crazy, almost begging them. It’s scary. I don’t want to be like that. And well, the tattoos, they want me to get them, but honestly, I’m not sure I want them.”

I pulled her to me and gave her a long, passionate kiss. “Today Howard fucked me for the first time and suggested I go on hormones. I said yes, but after, I changed my mind. I called him from the car, told him I didn’t want hormones, and didn’t want him to own me and he told me that was fine too. At the end of the day, if you call D’andre and tell him you don’t want to do it, then I’m sure he’ll let you off the hook.”

From the look on Crissie’s face, she’d heard what I’d said but was focusing on one thing, the hormones. The idea of hormones and what it would do to my body gnawed at me like a borrowing insect trying to get access to my brain. It played with my mind, testing the limits of my resolve. The moment I left Howard’s place, I asked myself, should I, shouldn’t I? On the one hand, I felt the idea of forced feminisation to be truly dramatic, a change which would completely alter my life, but on the other hand, I imagined myself with softer skin, a feminine complexion, and breasts, and every time I did, my cock swelled. It was the swollen penis that reminded me of what I had, what I was.

“I’ll get the hormones.” I told her, before she even needed to say something. “Just… I need to find myself first. This is all so new, but happening so fast.”

“Yes, but come on, let’s be honest, the only reason we’re together is because of lingerie.”

That cut like a razor at first, but her eye-roll and her soft touch on my bare arm made me realise that she had misspoken. I understood then, that it was the catalyst, and yes, she was right, but I still needed time.

“I’ll call D’andre.” She said. “But I don’t know what I’m going to do next. I quit my job.”

“I need an assistant.” I told her. “If you don’t mind working for a sissy?”

She smirked, then kissed me softly, her warm moist lips a soft reminder that this was more than play, that these were feelings. “I’d love that.”

“I love you.” I told her, and the jerk of her eyes gave away that sparkle once more, that young shot of joy.

“I love you too, Jackie.” She said, pulling me tight for a long hard hug. “I wish I had the chance to go to university. I messed up going out with the fucking twat.”

“Why don’t you?”

“None will take me, and I can’t afford it.”

“I’ll pay for you to study with the OU, and you can work at the same time. Problem solved.”

“You’d do that for me?”

“Promise me you won’t leave me?” I said, water forming in the corners of my eyes. I wondered if someone wasn’t already sneaking me hormones, making me more emotional, but the truth was, I just needed her by my side.

“Of course I won’t.”

Whilst she called D’andre, I made a planned call of my own. It had been a while since I’d last spoken to Maria, not because it was awkward after what we did, but because things had been happening so fast here. We made pleasantries at first, but then she began to ask about her sister and her life as a hooker, that made me realise the two spoke more often than I thought.

“No interest in doing it yourself?” I asked her.

“Become a prostitute?” She burst out laughing. “No, thanks, not for me, but good for her, she seems to enjoy it. Mom and dad aren’t happy though.”

“I can imagine. What will it take to get you to come visit us?”

“Er, an invitation. You fuckers haven’t asked once.”

“Then come down.”

There was a momentary pause where I thought we’d been disconnected, but the sound of her breathing made it clear she was still there. There was something very different about her breath though, more rhythm and a tremor.

“Are you masturbating?” I asked her.

“If I come, are you going to serve me? Be a pathetic loser slave? Be my piss collector?” She asked, and I knew she was getting herself horny.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Oh god, you’re such a piece of shit. No wonder Ella has left you to be a whore. You don’t fuck, hell, I hear she doesn’t want you anywhere near her.”

“No, she doesn’t.”

“I wouldn’t either, fucker. She told me that sex with you was the worst. That your cock is the most disgusting thing in the world. I agree. I tried it, and you fucking suck, loser.”

“I know I suck.” I decided to give her something more to masturbate over. “And now I literally suck. I’ve sucked lots of cocks.”

“Wait, what? Holy fuck, Jack! That’s amazing!”

“And I get fucked up the arse too.”

“Oh my god, you’re gonna make me cum.”

“And now I only dress in sissy dresses and lingerie, because I’m a sissy slave.”

“FUCK!” I heard her scream, followed by a long moan. “Yes! Yes! I’m coming!” I began to chuckle but she followed it up with, “I’m coming down there. I’m coming to make sure you become a full-time sissy!”

After I ended the call, I turned to find Crissie stood there. The smile on my face melted because she looked sad. She’d called D’andre to say she didn’t want to do it anymore, but instead of saying fine, he said he was coming over. That worried her, and it worried me. I was led to believe that this was all just a game really, that we could quit anytime we wanted, but what if I was wrong?

Poor Crissie had been left traumatised by how her boyfriend had treated her in the past, so this dominant, controlling male attitude really wasn’t for her. She loved sex, yes, but not so much to put herself into the position that my wife had put herself in.

“I’ll speak to him.” I told her. “We’ll work something out.”

“What if I’m trapped? What if I’m like one of those trafficked girls?” She asked, and I could see the panic rising, her breathing getting faster.

“Sit down.” I said, holding her, telling her that everything was going to be all right, but I wasn’t so sure myself anymore. I wasn’t really sure of anything. Perhaps this had all been a mistake, the house, the job, everything.

Just when I began to worry I was also having a panic attack, the doorbell rang. I knew that D’andre was close, but I didn’t know he was so close.
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It was actually Nadine at the door. D’andre had called her and said it sounded like Crissie wasn’t doing well and to check on her. I invited her in and explained what was happening, all of Crissie’s concerns, and Nadine smiled sweetly, telling me my original instincts were correct. She walked in and sat down next to the panicking girl and put her arm around her.

“You’re not being trafficked.” She said. “If you don’t want to do what you were doing, that’s fine. I don’t. Most others on the estate don’t. Ella does it because it was her fantasy, but it doesn’t mean yours needs to be the same.”

“Really?” Crissie asked, looking up at the cute black women.

“Of course, sweetie. D’andre sent me over because he’s worried about you, emotionally. He’s coming over to reassure you that everything is fine.”

“But what about Ella’s debt…” Crissie began to say, but Nadine placed a hand on Crissie’s leg.

“D’andre’s crew makes that money in a week. The debt is Ella’s problem to deal with, nobody else’s, and if Ella said she wanted out, then D’andre would change the terms of the debt in a heartbeat.” Nadine looked up at me sharply. “Do not tell Ella that though. She wants to believe she is trapped, it fuels her fantasy.”

“I know.” I laughed. It was crazy to think that my wife’s fantasy was to become a total slut, and even more crazy to realise she was still my wife, even though I hardly saw her anymore. If I looked in the master bedroom, I’d find Crissie’s clothes, but almost none of Ella’s anymore. And yet, I knew we’d never divorce, and I knew she loved me.

The two ladies talked some more, and when the doorbell went, I trotted off in my heels and let D’andre in. It had been a long time since we’d seen each other, but when he got an eyeful of me in my sissy outfit, he told me he could sell me immediately. Then, he pulled me in tight and stuck his tongue in my mouth, making it clear who was in charge.

With a firm spank of my bum and a light yelp from me, he asked where his girl was and walking off towards the living room. I followed behind and watched as she stood and the two hugged.

Of course, he told her she didn’t need to do anything she didn’t want to do, but would love it if they could still see each other. My eyes caught Nadine’s at that moment, expecting to see jealousy, but instead, I saw lust, and it became clear that she had the same designs for Crissie, and why wouldn’t she? Crissie was extremely attractive.

It took all of a minute of D’andre being there for Crissie to melt into his arms, and a full ten seconds further for her to strip naked and drop to her knees. D’andre’s eyes met mine and with a smirk, he gestured down. I stepped forward and dropped down next to Crissie, and with a pop, she pulled off his huge black cock and pointed it at me. I sucked it down like a Dyson.

“Has it taken cock yet?” D’andre asked.

“Yes.” Said Crissie. “It has.”

Clearly, that was D’andre’s way of fucking a sissy, he didn’t see me as a man or a woman, just something to fuck.

He grabbed me by the hair and threw me to the sofa, face first. Crissie said something about lubricant, but D’andre told her it wouldn’t be necessary. “Bitch, lick that hole.” He said to Nadine, and suddenly, I felt spit and a tongue lapping at my hole, my knickers around my knees.

The head of his giant cock pushed against me. Given how stretched my lips were around him, I wasn’t sure how this thing could ever enter my anus, but he wasn’t about to give up. The moment it did slide in though, I howled in pain, a searing burn I hadn’t felt since the first time I’d been fucked. But like all good things, patience was key.

The cock slid into me and it just kept on going and going, until once it was all in, I thought it was going to hit my heart!

He held me and I was grateful for that. That moment of peace allowed me to adjust, until he was ready, and then suddenly, he began pounding me.

D’andre was relentless, moving fast, deep and hard, and with each thrust, I grunted and cried, needing this rough treatment. I had a girl on either side of me, holding my hands, and I knew that they understood what I was going through. It was sheer bliss, the perfect moment of loss, but good loss; the moment where all preconceptions were destroyed, replaced by a distinct realisation that I needed to stop believing things could ever be normal.

“It needs ink.” He said, referring to my lack of tattoos. He was right, of course, a slut like me needed a tattoo.

“He’s going to take hormones.” Said Crissie, even though we hadn’t said for certain that I would, but it seemed she’d made a decision for me.

“Hey Crissie, you ever given thought to being a dominatrix?” D’andre asked the girl as he pushed my face into the pillow, allowing him even deeper access to me.

“Holy fuck!” I gasped, hoping this feeling never ended.

“No, I’m too shy for that.” Giggled Crissie.

“Nah, yous good. You don’t need to be no tough bitch to do it, you just need to find loser shits like this fucker and turn them. Get them all pretty like this, and I’ll buy ‘em off you.” He said. “Shame this one belongs to Brent, else he’d be in the club with his bitch wife.”

She shrugged. “You could make a deal with Howard. I’m sure he’d let you use him in the club.”

“Yeah, yeah. Not bad. But what about you? I can fund it. You got the dungeon here, nice safe neighbourhood, until they’re done and turned. Get some nice videos and photos to make sure they do what they’re told, like Brent has on this one.”

“Huh?” I asked, but honestly, I didn’t care, I just wanted this cock over and over.

“I’ll give it some thought.” Mused Crissie, but I could tell she was interested, liked the idea.

“Fuck! Gonna breed this bitch.” Grunted D’andre, and with three last hard shoves and his fingers on my lower back, I felt his cum pour into me. It was the ultimate culmination in the best fucking I’d had in my life. No wonder my wife did this for a living, if it felt like this the whole time.

Eventually, Nadine and her lover left and I could see on Crissie’s face that the visit had settled her nerves. She sat there, looking at me wasted lying on my front, cum dribbling from my crack. “Perhaps he’s right. I could study and work as a dominatrix, and well, on the side, help you with your work.” She said, moving closer to me.

The last thing I expected to feel was her tongue on my anus but that was what happened. She began licking at me.

“I mean, I enjoy this sort of domination, but I’m not sure if I’ll enjoy hitting anyone.” She said.

“You could try it on me.” I told her.

“True! I could.”

Before I knew it, I was just in my lingerie, gagged and bent over a pummelling horse and she was swishing crops and whips through the air. Then, she selected a crop and stepped forward towards me, whilst reading her phone. In the background, I heard a video playing, a woman explaining the safe way to strike a submissive. That was a welcome sound to hear, because Ella never researched safety, and I often wondered what would happen if she got it wrong.

For the next two hours, Crissie tried different things, but she never really dominated me, more she used me as a canvas to try new things, including play-piercing, but also play-cutting too. She never broke the skin, don’t get me wrong, she researched ways to use knives to draw faint lines which would quickly fade away without scarring, it was quite interesting.

Her enthusiasm for her work, always checking and rechecking, proved to me that this was something which had really grabbed her. There was no way she was going to come out of this and say it wasn’t for her, and by the time she was done, I was right.

“It’s such a rush.” She laughed. “Like, seeing you in pain, taking it, never saying stop, but taking you to a point where I could see the pain had transformed into something far more… magical, wow, it’s such a rush. I love it! Yes, I want to be a dominatrix!”

It seemed she’d found her calling, but I still had not found mine. I loved being a sissy, I loved prancing around in the crazy outfits, and I loved humiliating myself by going out in public as such, and yet, I felt unfinished, a half-painted canvas, just waiting for the artist to add the final touches, and Crissie, much as I loved her, wasn’t the one to do it. I’d known her as the soft, sweet girl, and she knew me as the sweet man. Ella would be perfect for it, but she was off doing her thing. It couldn’t be a man, because I’d always distance myself a little.

There was just one person who could finish me, complete me. I picked up the phone and called. “I need you to come here. I need you to shape me into the submissive I’m meant to be.” I told her.

“You mean the pathetic loser slut you’re meant to be?” Said Maria. “You mean the fucked up, cocksucking, loser bitch with no rights cunt you’re meant to be?”

“Yes, Mistress Maria.”

The chuckle I heard down the line was not sweet in any way shape or form, it was a chuckle of victory, a reminder that I was dealing with a woman who enjoyed enacting her sadism on my last time far more than any of us expected. Yes, Ella and her sister were a lot alike, but there was something just more about Maria. She didn’t want to follow Ella’s footsteps, she wanted more than that.

“I’ll drive down tomorrow, on the condition that you don’t back out, there’ll be no whining, no safe words, just full trust that I know what is best for you. Is that clear?”

Her dark words scared me, but the fear was good, far beyond what I knew I needed. It resonated inside me as strong as any cock could. “I submit myself to you completely, Mistress Maria.”

“Good sissy.” She purred.

After the call ended, I realised I needed to see Ella, to fill her in on what was happening and why. The last thing I wanted was for Ella to think I was pulling her sister into our lifestyle, but I needed her to understand that I was unfulfilled.

I kissed Crissie goodbye and climbed into my little car. The sissy dress I was in was so puffy that the skirt and petticoat bunched halfway up the steering wheel and across the passenger seat, making me glad we owned an automatic.

The drive down into town to where the gang had their little area took just under ten minutes, and gave me chance to reflect on the first time I’d driven this road, coming up to view the house, thinking about where my life would end up; work, kids, travel, and all the things I was told to want from married life. Rather than feel regret, I felt relief, glad that I’d left normality behind, living my fullest life.

The brothel the guys ran was inside an old industrial estate. When I parked up and got out, several black men stared over at me, nudging each other. A couple stood up as I approached, with one putting his arm around my midriff.

“Hey honey, you new?” He asked.

“Um, I’m just coming to visit my wife actually.” I said, nervous as the men encircled me.

“Nah, nah, stay with us. We’ll look after you.” The man said.

“Yeah, we know what you need.” Said a man behind me, reaching beneath my skirt putting her hand into my knickers to finger my hole.

“I… I… Oh my…” I gasped, leaning against the man in front of me.

“Sissies always welcome here.” The man in front of me said, before placing his lips on mine.

The finger came out of me and the men each took a hand, leading me inside where a pretty blonde woman sat behind a desk. She looked up at me with an expectant smile.

“What’s your wife’s name, sissy?” Asked the guy to my right.

“Erm, Ella.” I said softly. “Is she available?”

“Let me check…” The girl said, looking into a laptop. “She’s booked up right now. She’ll be free in two hours.”

“Fine, fine.” Said the man to my left, as others approached. “We’ll look after you till then, what you say?”

“Erm, okay.” I said, though barely audible. I was shaking, scared, but at the same time, I didn’t want to say no.

“Room four is available.” The girl said. “I’ll send your wife to you when she’s free. Have fun!”

I was led down a corridor and stepped into a surprisingly modern room, complete with large, plush red satin covered bed. The sound of sex and moaning came from other rooms, and at one point, I felt sure I could hear my wife screaming an expletive to the sound of recurrent slaps of skin.

The sound of the door sliding closed behind me brought me out of my reverie, as the four men joined me. Two were quite attractive, two were overweight, one almost morbidly so, and that became more apparent as they stripped.

“You can keep the dress on.” One said, stepping to me and kissing me.

Hands roamed my body, pulling me in for kisses with each, until I was pushed to the ground. As I alternated between three cocks in my mouth, one of the slim men grabbed what looked like an old video camera and began recording, coming in close and zooming on my face as I slobbered over the cocks like a hungry whore.

Gone was any pretence, this was who I was, a bisexual slut who liked to be used. Sure, I didn’t find men attractive, but that wasn’t the point. I just needed to be used, it didn’t matter by whom. Perhaps Ella and I were more alike than I thought.

I was pulled forward, forcing me to my knees on the carpet below, not even on the soft bed. Spit dribbled on my hole as I felt a raw cock push to get inside. I knew this would hurt, the cocks were huge.

“Bitch gonna need longer than two hours.” The man joked.

“She ain’t ever gonna wanna go home.” Said another.

“Fucking slut thinks she can come here dressed like that and not get fucked, then she crazy.”

The men spit-roast me like a suckling pig, slamming in and out as if I was nothing but a set of holes to use; and why not? That’s all I was. My hair was grabbed and pulled as the men slapped me with their cocks, spat in my face and I grinned and took it all. Yes! This was the abuse that I needed, this was how I needed to feel, and I knew Maria would transform me into the person who would take this forever.

For the next two hours, the men used me from every angle. The slapped me, threw me around, and one even pissed in my mouth. The more I took, the more they realised who I was and what I needed.

More men joined them as word got out, and by the time my wife appeared, I was getting fucked for the ninth time and loving it. She stood there, arms folded, smirking as I groaned, gasped and begged for more, to be treated like a rag, a slut, a whore.

My wife didn’t look like my wife anymore. Her once beautiful brown hair was bleached blonde, messy, unkempt. Her body was covered with tattoos and piercings, and her eyes were glazed and red, clearly she was on something. From the track marks on her arm, I guessed what. I would need to ask her about it, somehow, but every time I tried to speak to her, a new cock entered my mouth.

“Boys, it looks like you have your hands full with her, so I’ll come back later.” She said, although she sounded off, sleepy, high.

I ended up staying there until late that night, when D’andre stepped in and put a stop to it all. He gave me a coffee and some food and then sat me down with Ella.

“What’s with the drugs?” I asked her.

“Oh man, don’t start.” She whined, getting ready to leave.

“Stop. I’m sorry. I just…I haven’t seen you in ages.”

She rolled her eyes at me and smirked. “Such a fucking pussy.” She said.

This had clearly gone way too far, it needed to stop. “I called your sister.”

Immediately, I could see the anger rise in her face. Her hand struck me so hard that I fell back as she launched at me, slapping me over and over. “You had no fucking right, you fucking cunt! I own you! I fucking say what you can and can’t fucking do!” She screamed.

“Wait! Please! It’s not what you think!” I screamed.

“Then what the fuck is it, you twat?”

“I called her because I think there are only two people who can make into the person I want to be. You and her. And you are…well, busy.”

She sat back. “And who do you want to be?” She asked, visibly calmer.

“Well, you. I want to be you, this, what you are…well…now.”

At first, she began to smirk, but then the memory of who I was, who I am came back, and she pounced again, this time to hug and kiss me. “Oh baby! Oh! You’re so sweet, I love you so much!”

“I love you too.”

We talked after that. I told her about Crissie and the decision she made to become a dominatrix, and then she told me about her choice to go on hard drugs, saying she wanted the full trapped whore experience. I asked if she planned to stop, to which she said never, that she didn’t take a lot, just to get the experience, and to be addicted.

“What about the house?” She asked. “I mean, I don’t live there anymore, and if you follow me here, we’ll both live here…”

“Crissie and Maria can have it.” I said, shrugging.

She smiled and leaned her head on my shoulder. “It would be nice to have you here with me. I miss you so much. But I wouldn’t give it up. I wouldn’t go back. I love being this person.”

“I love you like this.” I told her, kissing the one part of her face that didn’t have a tattoo on it.


Epilogue

I almost tripped in the heels, and on the tiled kitchen floor, in platforms at seven-inch spikes, that would have broken something, an ankle at least. It was these damned boobs of mine, I couldn’t actually see the floor in front of my feet.

“Carefully with those knives, Jackie.” Snapped Crissie.

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, walking into the dining room and setting the large table.

The Christmas decorations made the room look festive, but I was just glad to have one normal day, just one for Christmas, before back to work at the whorehouse. It was odd, working non-stop. Sure, there weren’t always customers, I did get to sleep and rest, but it was interrupted rest, because a customer might come in at three in the morning, I’d get woken up, and away I went, taking cock.

“Jackie!” I heard someone call out, and there in all his glory was Howard with Michelle on his arm. I hadn’t seen him in so long, not since after the project was completed. Obviously, by then he’d also paid for all the work done on me. Face, boobs, and of course, my new vagina. I hadn’t planned on having full reassignment surgery, but that decision wasn’t made by me, but by my owner, Maria.

Maria’s arrival changed everything. For the first month, she kept me on my toes constantly. She hit me, beat me, and treated me like shit. I was worked to the bone on everything, humiliated in public, and sleep deprived. In my worst moments, when I just sobbed and begged her to stop, she pushed me even further, until I broke completely.

Still, Howard needed me sane for the project, but that was done quickly, quicker now that Maria was there. It was during that time, that she started me on hormones, then forced me to accept the surgery. I was so confused and out of it, I couldn’t say no. Then once I was a woman, she broke me completely, until I had such a nervous breakdown, that I came out of it a bimbo.

A psychologist would say that I was in serious danger of cracking, that my air-brained psychosis wasn’t right, but Maria just used it to push me further; drugs, tattoos, piercings, behaving like a slut in front of family and friends, until they cut me out of their lives, and then she sent me to work with her sister.

The house was signed over to Maria and Crissie, who found love together. Both began work as dominatrices, and we were just whores living in a whorehouse, and that was the way it was for nearly a year, until one day, everything changed again.

I had just finished taking three cocks at once, when Ella burst into my room holding something. She beamed, seemed ecstatic. “I’m pregnant!” She gasped.

“I thought you had an IUD?” I asked her, surprised.

“I do, but it seems it didn’t work.”

I looked at her, her tattoo covered body, and smiled curiously. “Why do you look happy about this?”

“Because… I want to keep it.” She said.

I wondered if that was a good idea. She’d been clean from drugs for a while, but she smoked like a chimney and drank. “Yeah, I kind of do. I mean, I love getting fucked from morning till night, but…maybe it’s time for me to settle a bit.”

“Whose is it?” I asked her.

She laughed, and I knew the answer immediately. She didn’t know. Nobody knew, it could be anyone’s, but that didn’t matter. “I need to tell Aaron though.” She said.

“Why?”

“Well, he owns me.”

I nodded. I had to do the same with my owner, Maria, but the difference was, when Ella asked Aaron for something, anything, he always said yes; Maria always said no, like when I asked to come off the drugs. “No, I like to see my feminised sissy cunt stay fucked up and weak.” She’d said at the time.

So, six months later, here we were, setting the table for Christmas dinner. My first time back in the house in nearly a year, and there was my now ex-wife with her new husband. Aaron actually cleaned up nice, looked smart, but none so smart and clean as Ella. She’d gone through quite a bit of laser tattoo removal, said it hurt like a bitch, more than the tattoos, but she wanted to look like a mom now, not a whore. Not a whore like me.

I looked down at my hands, the painted nails, and the text on each hand. Cumdump, fagslut, whore, pissbucket. I sighed, thinking how good my life had turned out. No worries about money or work, just cock, non-stop cock.

“I got you a present.” Ella said to me that Christmas.

“Oh? What’s that?” I smiled.

“I’ve convinced Maria to stop the drugs and let you clean up. You’re going to continue to be a whore, but you will be allowed one day off per week, if you want it, to come up and spend time with us.”

“What about Aaron?” I asked.

“Well…I say one day per week. Um, you’ll need to look after my husband, of course.”

I grinned. “Of course.” I said.

“Now, eat up. It seems one of the girls at the club got sick, so you’ll need to fill in for her tonight. Busy night, lots of drunk men looking for a cheap whore to fuck and beat.” She laughed. “Oh, how I miss it.”

“You wanna go back?” I asked her.

“When I’m older, sure. Not now. What about you? Any regrets?”

“None, Mistress. No regrets.”

“Good girl.”

The doorbell went and I ran to open it, finding Nadine, Maya and Martina stood there. They smiled at me, a knowing smile. It had been so long since I saw them last.

“She’d come a long way.” Maya noted. “Reminds me of Darla after her transition.”

“Darla?” I asked. I only knew one Darla, an older whore at the club.

“Oh, Derek.” Said Nadine. “The former owners of this house. You know them as Darla and Tanya, the older couple at the club?” Holy fuck! They didn’t retire and move away, they became whores, like we did.

“Did you know we’d go that route too?” I asked Nadine, and she giggled.

“Yes, we thought you might when we first met you.” She said. “Sissies like you are always so obvious. We didn’t expect you to bring in others though. Kind of messed up our little scheme.”

“What scheme?” I asked.

“Well, usually, after they become whores, they hand over possessions to us, and we sell them. House included. We then divide up the cash, new people come in, same thing happens. But…like all good things…” She sighed, but as the others moved away, she leaned in and said, “But Martina and her husband are getting a little jealous of what you and Ella have. I’m thinking maybe that will be the next house.”

I giggled silently, then kissed Nadine on the cheek. “Thanks for this Nadine.”

“My pleasure, slut.” She smiled.

THE END
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