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Author's Note

	I started writing this story ages ago, then forgot about it. I found it on an old hard disk and decided to finish it. Of course, once I got to the end, another idea sprang to mind...so yeah, this could end up leading to something else.

	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.

	[image: Image][image: Image]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.

	Funnily enough, I have been chatting with a sissy in the US recently. She's a bit of an influencer, and really hot. It made me realise how many of you girls are out there. She's single and really believes she won't be able to find a Mistress, which is crazy, because once you are in this community, you suddenly realise there are a lot of dominant women who love sissies and cuckolding. I think what I'm trying to say is, don't give up.

	I am a woman in a top position in a German multinational, where thankfully my bosses know about my proclivities and tolerate them.

	In my company, in various offices, I've met dozens of women who share my love for BDSM and Female Domination. We do exist.

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

	Nigel lay in his bed playing with himself. He had been doing it a couple of years now, and as with boys his age, he wasn't sure if he was doing it right. One of the things he learned in sex education was about the perineal muscle and how using it correctly could lead it sexual excitement. What he didn't realise though, was the teacher meant through exercise, not rubbing. As Nigel placed his left fingers between his legs to rub his penis with his right hand, he pressed and rubbed on his perineum. “Oh wow.” He moaned, feeling pressure which felt good. Deciding he needed more, he pressed harder and rubbed. Just as he was approaching climax, he jabbed his perineum and came hard. However, moments later he felt a sudden warmth, then a dire pain. His penis went flaccid in milliseconds.

	“Owww!” He cried out, as the pain intensified. Looking down, he tried to see what was wrong but couldn't. Taking a small mirror, he looked between his legs to find a blueish, purple mass growing between his legs, under his skin, and swelling forming.

	“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” He cried, wiping the cum away with tissues and wondering what to do.

	Finally, realizing that he may have done serious damage, he put on boxers and ran to his parent's room. Knocking, he waited. “Yes?” He heard.

	Opening the door, he leaned in. His parents were sat up reading under the bedside lamps. “Erm, dad? Can I have a word please?”

	“Sure, what's up?” His dad, Pete, said with a smile, dropping his book down.

	“Erm, well, alone please?” This piqued his mother's interest, who now looked over at her son with a concerned smile. “Oh, right, yes. Jolly good.” His dad said, jumping out of bed and putting slippers on. They walked into the living room and sat down. “What's up Nigel?”

	“Erm, well,” tears began to fall from Nigel's eyes. “I've done something stupid dad.”

	Nigel's dad gave him a hug. “Come now Nigel; I'm sure it's not that bad. What happened?”

	“Well, I was, erm, you know, erm, playing with myself...”

	With a chuckle, Nigel's dad said, “Well we've all done that my boy, nothing wrong with that.”

	“Yes, I know that dad. Erm, but l, well, erm, slipped, erm, shall we say? And banged my perineum.”

	“l see.” Said Nigel's dad, looking concerned whilst at the same time trying to remember where the perineum was.

	“Can I show you? I think it might be serious.”

	“Yes, yes, but I'm sure it's not that ba...oh sweet Jesus!” Pete screamed as Nigel dropped his boxers.[image: Image]

	Nigel's mother came running out concerned. When she saw the now very large purple patch, she cried out. “How the hell did that happen?”

	“We need to get you to the hospital, right now.” Pete said. “Go put some loose clothing on, okay?”

	“I'll go change.” His mother Amelia, said

	“No, stay here. The poor boy is embarrassed enough.” Pete whispered.

	“How did it happen?” She whispered back.

	“Use your imagination.”

	She chuckled and then caught herself. “Oh dear. Like father like son.”

	“Like mother like son more like!”

	At the hospital, the doctor examined Nigel and frowned. Several tests were done, and then he made a small incision to drain the blood and lower the swelling.

	“Your son has damaged the blood vessels and the muscle structure leading into his penis.” The doctor explained. “From the looks of things, it should heal, but we will need to check on progress. I'm going to write you a prescription for a steroid based gel which should aid the muscle in recovery. As for the blood vessels, they will need to heal by themselves.”[image: Image]

	Over the next few days, the swelling and bruising started to go away. Finally, after some time, everything looked healed. Nigel made sure to try out his newly healed penis, but to his annoyance, found he couldn't get erect. Thinking that the problem might be related to some form of psychological trauma, he decided to watch porn, only to find that this did not help either.

	At his next check-up, he asked the doctor what it might be. With a frown, the doctor said he didn't know, but he could check. Using ultra-sound he located what looked to be a small clot. “We can remove that.” He said, “but I wonder how long it has been there.”

	The same day the clot was gone, and once more, Nigel had to wait for it to heal. After some more time, he tried it out, only to find it still wouldn't get erect.

	The doctor tried several other things to see how to help, but in the end came back with bad news. “It looks like you have severe tissue damage to the muscles and nerves. Some scarring. We believe this is the cause of the issue.” The doctor explained.

	“Can it be fixed?” Nigel asked.

	The doctor frowned. “I'm afraid we've done all we can. If we try any more invasive surgery, we are afraid that we might reach a point where you will no longer be able to produce semen.”

	“l can produce semen? How? I can't get erect.”

	“Well, the erection is an issue, but it is not the deciding factor on whether or not you can ejaculate. If you get enough friction against the penis, you will of course feel pleasure and the penis will perform its primary function of expending sperm; but I'm afraid you will not be able to achieve an erection. Also, there are other methods of inducing sperm production, for example using the prostate.”

	Nigel burst into tears. “My life is over.”

	“I assure you Nigel,” the doctor said soothingly, “there is more to life than sex.”

	[image: Image]”Yes, but I also don't want to grow old alone. And who is going to want me?”[image: Image]

	“Nigel, you'd be surprised. Try not to worry about it so much. Anyway, who knows? Maybe in a few years this will all be fixable by laser treatment or something.”

	For Nigel, he had nothing to look forward to. Without a sex life, what life could he leave? The young lad fell into a pit of despair, trying anything to get hard, but it was no use, he was impotent, and he knew that was how he would remain.

	On the other hand, at school, Nigel's grades improved. With sex now gone from his mind, he applied himself in other ways, and eventually, he abandoned all hope. However, there was one girl that caught his eye, a tough almost Goth girl, who really appeared to have no interest in boys, but always found time to look at Nigel. Her name was Amanda, and to Nigel, she was the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen. Still, he knew it would be useless, she wouldn't want him...who would?


One - Fifteen Years Later

	Amy kissed Nigel once more before saying good night. If she were honest with herself, she would admit that it was a little frustrating that they had just come back from their seventh date and sex seemed to be nowhere on the horizon. Hell, she admitted that even she wanted to take it slow, but it was getting a little silly, quite honestly.

	Nigel, on the other hand, was relieved to have had such a successful date, without the topic of sex coming up. Only one other person in the world, apart from his parents, and a few doctors, knew of his affliction, and that was Nigel's best friend Amanda; a former girlfriend and unsuccessful sex partner. At school, Nigel followed Amanda around like a puppy, but it wasn't until college that she showed an interest in him. For Nigel, he had just wanted to stay close friends, to make sure he was always around him, but it was she who instigated the relationship.

	Of course, Nigel told the truth about his accident, stating that a relationship was a waste of time. She didn't see it that way, trying to guide him to other options. Whenever they argued about anything though, he'd always tell her to just leave him, that she couldn't be satisfied with him anyway, until one day, she just gave up.[image: Image]

	He got what he wanted though. They remained friends, best friends.

	“You need to get out of your own head.” The brunette Amanda told him over drinks. “Realise that penetrative sex is just one element of sex, and honestly, the part which probably matters the least to most people.”

	“It mattered to you.” Nigel sulked.

	She rolled her eyes. “No, it mattered to you. It became a constant cause for discussion and self-doubt. I gave you hints and instructions of what else you could do, but you never actually heard them.”

	Nigel shrugged. “Okay, then tell me now.”

	“Why? What good would it do? You're just going to sulk anyway.”

	“No really, tell me.” Nigel insisted.

	“Well for one, take her home and go down on her. Go down on her a lot! Use your fingers; use a fucking cucumber if you [image: Image]have to! Just do something!”

	He nodded. “Okay. I'll try.”

	“Finally! Had you fucking stopped being a jerk and actually gone down on me, then maybe we could still be together now.”

	“You broke up with me.” He reminded her, completely missing the point.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]She sighed. “You're like a fucking broken record.”

	And so, after date number eight, Nigel invited Amy home, a welcome relief to her sexual desire. Once on the sofa, they kissed and cuddled like kids, even though they were both nearly thirty. “Let's move this to the bedroom.” Nigel said nervously.

	On the bed, Nigel made sure all attention was on Amy. The blonde giggled sexily as he pulled up the lacy white bralette she was wearing, then latching his tongue onto her A-cup breasts.

	“Oh Nigel.” She gasped.

	“Lie back.” He whispered, moving down her body, then pulling down the tiny white thong panties. She was completely waxed down there. He stared at the beautiful tight slit in front of him, and then tentatively latched his mouth over it, inserting his tongue. Starting slowly, he tensed his tongue muscle and began slow twists around the clitoris. Every so [image: Image]often, he licked down, gently inserting into her pussy, before raising upwards in a lapping motion. She moaned and began breathing heavily. Hearing her getting into it, he upped the pace, pressing down harder with his tongue and dancing it around the clitoris, gently sucking on it as he did.

	“Oh fuck, Nigel, that's awesome.” She breathed.

	Nigel felt her legs twitching around his head as she struggled to stave off the orgasm she knew was coming. Her hands latched onto his head and pulled tight, her teeth clenched together as she felt her orgasm rise through her body like an explosion.

	“Oh my fucking god! Nigel!!!” She screamed, pulling on his head so much that he felt he would be pulled inside her.

	Gradually though, she released him. Instead of coming straight up though, Nigel locked his lips around her swollen clit and considered. He hadn't actually considered what to do next. “Oh wow, Nigel, that felt so good.” She said, stroking his head and looking down it him. “It's so nice that you are sucking on her like that; I love it.” She told him, referring to his lips on her clit. “Come up now though, so I can return the favour.”

	He shuffled up but pulled her to him for a kiss, saying, “please, I just want tonight to be about you.”[image: Image]

	“Yes honey, but I want to feel your dick inside me.” She whispered, pecking him with small kisses.[image: Image]

	She reached down and grabbed his limp dick, rubbing it slowly. “It'll be fine, I promise.”

	Her hand felt great. He was super horny, but his erection didn't come. He however, was close to climax.

	“Amy, l...”

	“Shhh, honey, relax, it'll be fine.”

	“No l...” Before Nigel could say anything else, his cock came hard, all over Amy's hand.

	“Oh...” She said, confused. “l...wow... You must've been horny. You came before you even got hard, which is, erm, different.”

	Nigel sighed and felt like crying. “Amy, we should talk.”

	Amy looked at Nigel, then pulled the duvet up and over her breasts, the sudden shift in mood a downer and making her insecure. “Erm, okay.”

	Over the next few minutes, Nigel proceeded to explain everything to Amy about the damage he had, about all the issues, about how he could produce sperm, and all the procedures. The only thing he left out was how it happened. Instead, he told her it was a biking accident.[image: Image]

	“Oh baby.” Amy said, dropping the duvet. “That doesn't matter to me. There are other things we can do, as you have just proven. I love being around you though, and that is what matters. Don't worry baby.”

	They hugged and talked for a long time, discussing modern medicine, and how laser surgery might help, and so on. And then Nigel went down on her one more time, before they fell asleep in each other's arms.

	Honesty paid off for Nigel, and soon their sex life picked up dramatically. Nigel even bought a strap-on dildo, which allowed him to thread his flaccid cock inside it, and to fuck Amy as if he had a functioning cock. Six months later, Nigel proposed and Amy said yes.

	And that was when the trouble began.

	“l know what you did.” Amanda told Amy as soon as they were alone together. “l saw you.” Amy had just arrived at the quiet little café, a place Amanda had asked Amy to meet her.

	Amy shuffled nervously. “I don't know what you mean...” She nervously chuckled.

	“The tall blonde guy? The black guy? I know you are having an affair.” Amanda sneered.

	Immediately, Amy burst into tears. “It's not really like that. I love Nigel, I love him like crazy, but honestly, I am young and I like sex. These guys are just tools for me, nothing more. Please don't tell Nigel, I'm begging you.”

	Amanda sighed. “He's my best friend.”

	“He's also your former lover.” Amy pointed out, earning a quick laugh from Amanda.[image: Image]

	“Lover? Really?” Once more, Amanda sighed, and then nodded. “l need to think about this, but honestly, you need to [image: Image]talk to him. If you are open with him and explain how you feel, maybe, I don't know, maybe he'll look past this. But really, if you don't communicate, and he finds out, he'll hate you. You're getting married. Think about this.”

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Amy bit her lip, thinking about it, and then a thought appeared on her face. “Maybe you could tell him.” Amy mused. “Maybe you could tell him what I've been doing, but if you put a positive spin on it?”

	“Oh Amy, come on...” Amanda moaned.

	“No, think about it. Maybe sound him out. Maybe put the seed in his head. Who knows, maybe we can make it a game or something. But coming from you...”

	Amanda waved her hand to stop her, nodding. “Yeah, yeah, I get it.” She sighed again. “I'll talk to him, but don't expect a positive response. I can't promise anything.”

	“l get it. If I need to stop, then I'll...” Amy's eyes were downcast.

	“No, you won't. If you stop, you'll begin to resent him and then it'll get worse.” Amanda pointed out, knowing full well how emotional Nigel was.

	Amy gulped and then nodded. “Maybe you're right. Please talk to him though.”

	With a nod, Amanda texted Nigel, “Need to talk. Tonight.”

	“Sure. Usual place.” He texted back.

	That night, Amanda sat listening to Nigel talking about a problem at work, nervously nodding along. The sound of Nigel's voice was drifting off into the distance. “Amy's having an affair.” She blurted out. Nigel had stopped talking. It wasn't how Amanda wanted to tell him, but it had been boiling up inside her and the speech she had prepared was suddenly forgotten. “Affairs, er, actually.” She said, her voice trailing away apologetically.

	They were silent whilst Nigel seemed to consider this. “How did you find out?” He asked quietly.

	“Friends saw her around. Sent pictures. I followed her too. Aaaannnd, well, she admitted it today.”

	Nigel nodded, wiping a tear away from his eye. “Makes sense. Only a matter of time until she left me.”

	“Actually,” Amanda began, and paused, considering her answer. “She doesn't want to leave you. In fact, she asked me to talk to you to see how you might feel about her continuing with her, erm, sex dates, whilst having a normal relationship with you.”

	“Oh.” Nigel said, “well, so, she doesn't want to leave me?”

	“Apparently not.”

	Nigel was silent for a good few minutes, looking down at the table. “I'll talk to her.”[image: Image]

	“That's for the best. Communication is key.”

	“Yes...yes it is.”

	 


Two - Lovers

	Two weeks later, Amanda received a phone call from Amy. She knew they were still together, so Amanda had to believe that everything had worked out in the end. Perhaps Amy had been correct, that cuckolding games were the best way forward, though she never imagined Nigel being into anything so kinky.

	“Did you talk to him or not?” Amy asked.

	The question took the wind out of Amanda. “Yes! Why?”

	“Because he hasn't said anything to me, and if anything, he seems hornier.”

	“Wait, what?”

	“He's horny. I come home from work, and boom, he's licking my pussy. I come home from the gym, and boom, he's licking my pussy. I even came home from a date and he, you know...”

	Amanda listened to this and gave it some thought. Perhaps she was wrong about Nigel after all, perhaps he was far more kinky than he was letting on. There was one way to test it for certain, and that was down to Amy and a few factors.[image: Image]

	“Do you wear a condom?”

	“With my lovers?”

	“Well...yeah.” Duh! Amanda thought. Amy was a bit of a bimbo in Amanda's eyes, but if Nigel loved her, then she would need to tolerate her.

	“Of course.” 

	“Are you on the pill?”

	“Implant.”

	“Do me a favour. If you are certain the guy is clean, then let him cum in you, then go home.”

	The blonde girl squealed annoyingly. “Ewww.”

	“Just, trust me.”

	Amy sounded unsure. “If you say so.” She said. 

	“But what if Nigel wants to go down on me?”

	“Let him.” Amanda chuckled sinisterly. “Just let me know his reaction after.”

	Rather than wait for a reply, Amanda clicked the phone off, and gave this some more thought. Then, picking up her [image: Image]phone again, she called Nigel, wondering if she should not be sticking her nose into things.

	“Hey Mandy, what's up?” Nigel asked, cheerily.

	“Nige, hey, I haven't heard from you in a couple of weeks. How are things?”

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]”They're good. Yeah, all good.”

	“And with Amy?”

	“We sorted it all out. It was just a misunderstanding. We're working through it, but all good, yeah.”

	That was contradictory to what Amy had said. “Really? That's great. So, marriage still on?”

	“Absolutely. I'm looking forward to it.”

	“Well that's great.”

	That evening Amanda's phone buzzed. Picking it up, she read the SMS which waited. 

	“Did it. He seemed more excited. He must have known; it was pouring out of me. Have to admit; it was pretty hot making him do it.”

	Amanda grinned as she read it. She put the phone down and logged on to her computer, Googling, “Men eating partner's creampie.” Immediately, she got a list of porn, but soon enough she came across cuckolding stories. For the next few hours, she read a ton of information about cuckolding, sissification, and much more, and she had to admit, it made her very wet.

	The next morning, after she knew Nigel was at work, Amanda called Amy. “Hey, are you working today?”

	“Yes, but home office, why?” 

	“Nige working from home too?”

	“Not today, why?”

	“Can I come over?”

	“Sure...why?”

	Amanda chuckled. “I'll tell you when I see you.”

	Thirty minutes later, Amanda was sat at Amy's computer and was showing her cuckolding videos and stories, as well as other kink, especially around creampie eating. Amy sat in stunned silence as she read through the stories.

	“You think he's a cuckold?” Amy asked.

	“He is a cuckold.” Amanda pointed out. “You made him one.”

	“True.” 

	“And he knows you're doing it, but has said nothing.”[image: Image]

	“True.”

	“And he wants to eat your stuffed pussy.” She highlighted, pointing at the words on the screen.

	“Also true.” Amy agreed, nodding, a small knowing smile creeping up on her face. “What do you think?”

	“l think it's hot. I'm actually a little jealous.”

	Again, Amy was nodding. “It is hot. I'm pretty horny right now. Why are you jealous?”

	Sighing, Amanda worried that the truth might draw Amy away, but she couldn't hide her honesty. “Because I could've had all this, had I known. But, whatever.”

	Amy switched to another story, a story where the couple were dominated by a woman. “Maybe you could be part of this.”

	“How so?”

	“You're pretty dominant. You're hot.” Amy pointed out, before placing her thin manicured hand on Amanda's long modelesque legs.

	The brunette looked at the sexy blonde and inhaled. “You're submissive?” Amanda asked.

	“l can be dominant with Nigel if I need to be, but I can quite imagine being your slave.” Amy had always been a bubbly character, the life of the party, and a bimbo, she knew it, but whilst she could see her dominance with Nigel, she couldn't imagine being that way only. Her lovers were rough, demanding, controlling, but they were blips in her life, whereas Amanda was Nigel's best friend and a constant. Besides, she liked her, she wasn't sure why. Amanda stood and began to pace. “I’ve never been with a woman before.”[image: Image]

	“I have. Once.” Amy said, also standing. “Have you never been with a woman because...”

	“I've never wanted to.”

	“Oh.”

	“Until now.” Amanda said, stepping forward, and unbuttoning her cream satin blouse from around her C-cup breasts.

	“Amy, I do know how to be dominant. From now on, it is Mistress or Ma'am. Is this understood?”

	“Yes Ma'am.”

	The heat from between Amanda's thighs told her everything she needed to know about this whole scenario. She would get Amy as her submissive, yes, but she would also inherit Nigel as part of the deal, the man she had always loved, the man she had wanted back. To dominate both would be a dream come true.

	“Very good.” Amanda grinned. “Your safe word is Capricorn. This safe word will stop our play at any moment, no matter what. It can be used in any situation in which you feel completely uncomfortable, but I would ask you to use it very wisely, if at all. Is that understood?”

	“Yes Ma'am.” Amy replied submissively. It was clear that she had been in this scenario before, that she knew how to be submissive, and how to behave.

	Amanda unzipped the brown mini-skirt she had on and let it drop to the floor. All she had on was a white balcony bra and a white lace thong. “Say the safe word please.”

	“Capricorn.”

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]”If, and I mean if, I take ownership of you, then I effectively take ownership of Nigel. Are you going to be okay with that?” Amanda asked, stepping forward seductively.

	“Yes Ma'am.”

	Amanda stepped forward again and placed her fingers at the base of Amy's cami-top, lifting the little black satin top up and over her small A-cup boobs. Amanda admired the blonde's smooth porcelain skin and smiled. “How do you get such wonderful skin?”[image: Image]

	Rather than speak out of turn, Amy remained silent, knowing Amanda's musings were rhetorical.[image: Image]

	Amanda continued. “My first rule for you is that I want you to continue to see your lovers. How many do you have now?”

	“Three. Michael, Darnell, and Sam.”

	“Is Darnell the black one?”

	“Darnell and Sam.”

	Amanda smiled and reached up to Amy's right breast, feeling it and earning a sudden inhale. Amy was slightly shorter than Amanda, so when Amy opened her eyes, she found Amanda's emerald eyes staring down at her, the fringe of the brunette's hair pulled down behind her left ear. Amanda's dark red lips were moist, lust raging from her, as they gently touched Amy's. Amy parted her lip expectantly, but Amanda needed to be wanted, so she held back.

	“Please.” Amy whispered.

	“Please what Amy.” Amanda whispered back.

	“Please kiss me Mistress.”

	Happy to oblige, Amanda placed her lips on the younger girl. Their tongues mingled briefly, before Amanda pulled away. “Get undressed.” She whispered.

	“Yes Mistress.” Amy stripped her little pink shorts off, pulling down a pink thong. She stood there, naked, initially covering her shaven slit, but then realizing that was a mistake. She seemed unsure what to do with her hands.

	“You're beautiful Amy.” Amanda said. “l would be proud to call you my slave. And I would be proud to be part of your lives. I get off on the cuckolding thing. I want you to have lovers, but I think you should ditch Michael.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I read a lot of stories around interracial, and it turns me on. Do they know about Nigel?”

	“Sam does, Darnell doesn't, neither does Michael.”

	“All the more reason to ditch Michael. Maybe Darnell too, we'll see. What does Sam think?”

	“He thinks it's hot. He actually asked if he can fuck me on my wedding day.” Amy said, and Amanda had to struggle to hold back a moan of delight.

	“What did you say?”

	“Maybe.”

	Unacceptable, Amanda thought. No, it had to happen, no matter what; at the very least, Amy deserved to get fucked properly on her wedding night. “Tell him yes.”

	“Okay Mistress.” Giggled Amy. She too masturbated thinking about such a thing.[image: Image]

	Amanda thought some more. “l want to meet Sam. Arrange a meeting for me. Today if possible.”

	“Yes, absolutely Mistress.”[image: Image]

	Grabbing at her panties, Amanda pushed them down and then sat in the computer chair. “If this works Amy, then I will be a big part of your life.” She said this as a warning.

	[image: Image]”I know Amanda.” Amy said, kneeling in front of the twenty-seven-year-old brunette. “But you really already are. Let's be honest, Nigel has always loved you. You were never really friends like he would be with a man. And you still love him. [image: Image]I love him like crazy, and honestly, you have become my best friend, and well, I've kind of wanted you too. I'm not closed minded. Life is for living. Let's live it.”

	That was something Amanda was glad to hear. “How far can you imagine taking Nigel?”[image: Image]

	“As far as he wants to go...”

	Amanda nodded. “...even if he doesn't know where that is yet.”

	“We need to come up with a plan.”[image: Image]

	Opening her legs, Amanda said, “Indeed we do.” And then she closed her eyes and rested her head back, as she heard the first click of Amy's tongue leaving her mouth to lick her pussy.[image: Image]

	 

	
Three - In Charge

	Yes, Amanda knew how to be dominant, but like Amy, she enjoyed a strong man taking charge. She knew little about Sam, but in the days studying cuckold porn, the aspect of a strong black man taking charge of her certainly got her loins hotter than any other type of porn. So when she arrived at Sam's place, she was not only happy to see that he was muscular, sexy, and had a powerfulness about him that turned her on, but he was also clearly a man of taste and success.

	“Amy said you are her Mistress now?” Sam said. Amanda strolled around the large loft, admiring the dark polished floor, staring at the Fajnsburg sculpture on the expensive solid wood sideboard. “Drink?”

	“Just a water please.” Amanda replied, admiring the tall muscular black man in the black pants and white shirt. The smooth-shaven head, and the small stud in the left ear. He couldn't have been older than thirty, but he lived in a very posh neighbourhood, in a very expensive apartment, with very expensive furnishings.

	Sam handed the bottle of Fiji water. “Last bottle. After that, I'm not buyin' plastics anymore. Tap water from here on out.”

	“Well played.”

	“I believe Greta, not that fat fuck in the White House.” Sam sat down in a wide chair, leaving Amanda to sit on the fine leather sofa. “So let me guess. You heard I was a black guy fucking a woman about to be married, and you thought I needed to be some gangster, right?”

	“Erm, well, not as such, but I'll admit, I didn't imagine this.” She said, looking around.

	“It's okay.” He smiled warmly. “Tell me. What can I do for you?” 

	“How much do you enjoy fucking Amy?” Amanda asked directly.

	“A lot. I wish I could do it more often.” He said honestly, shrugging.

	“That was actually my next question.”

	“She didn't want to get attached.” He smiled.

	“And you?”

	“Absolutely I would love to get attached to her. I think she's hot, sweet, not the cleverest girl on the block, but my type of girl.”

	“So you want to settle down?”

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Sam began to chuckle; a deep rumbling chuckle. “Absolutely, eventually, I wanna settle down and I wanna have kids.” 

	Amanda was very clinical in her questions. “If I told you that Amy's fiancé ate your cum from her pussy, what would you say?”[image: Image]

	“I'd say you're lyin'.”[image: Image]

	“Why?”

	“Always used a condom. Her request.” He paused, staring into Amanda's eyes. “But I guess Amy has more lovers. One of them, sure.”

	“Same question applies.”

	“l think it's hot.” He knew the cliché, he knew the fantasy. The question Amanda had was how much did he think the fantasy could interact with real life?

	She pressed on. “l told Amy she should dump the other lovers.”

	“Wise.” He smirked.

	“Not you.”

	“Very wise.” He grinned, leaning forward.

	“Why do you think it's hot?”

	Sam studied the woman for a moment, and then sat back. “I built my investment business from an idea I had when I was nine. By fifteen, I was a multi-millionaire. By twenty-five, I was a billionaire. I'm thirty-one now. My relationships have been with money-grabbing bitches, or women who fit best on Real Housewives. For me, that's drama, and I really don't need it. So I spent a good period of my life reading, and masturbating.” Amanda raised an eyebrow of surprise at that revelation. “I got into the idea of cuckolding, being the bull of course, and training a woman. I tried to meet women for this, but they all wanted to leave their husbands. Not what I wanted. Then I met Amy, who as far as I understand it, has a fiancé [image: Image]who can't get it up, the poor sap. I thought, what the hell, let's try.”

	“But you want to settle down?”

	He nodded slowly. “Yeah, my bitch at my knees, sucking my cock, and her bitch on his, sucking my ass.” 

	“Make her pregnant?” Amanda asked.

	“That's the goal.” It was Amanda's turn to nod. “It's a long game, not a rush.”

	“I'm fine with that.”

	This was perfect, exactly what Amanda was hoping for. Yes, multiple lovers was some men's fantasy, but not Amanda's.

	What Amanda wanted was stability, someone to settle down with, but live the lifestyle. “l will be Amy's superior, as well as Nigel's. I will happily submit to you.”

	Once more, he nodded. “Sounds better than I imagined.”

	“If you plan on getting Amy pregnant, I expect you will get me pregnant.”

	Another self-confident smirk which would normally piss Amanda off, but from Sam, it suited him, she liked his style.

	“Yes, that would be my expectation.”[image: Image]

	“What would be your other expectations?”

	Sam tried to read the girl for a moment, and then stood, picking up his glass and pouring himself a whiskey. “Strip.” [image: Image]Amanda stood and allowed the black mini-dress she had on to fall to the floor, revealing a naked body underneath.

	“Kneel.”[image: Image]

	She collapsed into a nadu position.

	Sam circled the sexy woman, whilst drinking his spirit. “My expectations are that you will find a way to keep me satisfied on a daily basis. Either that is through you spending the night with me; Amy spending the night with me; or Nigel spending the night with me. However, if Nigel spends the night with me, he had better become Nigella, if you catch my drift?”

	“Actually, I don't. I want to be clear and concise.”

	“I think you work that way, huh? No that's fine. I get it. I don't expect you to cut his cock off, no matter how useless it is. I do expect him to be in panties and make-up. I don't expect him to look perfect, but an effort needs to be made to make him a proper sissy.”

	“Clear. That is my plan too.” Of course, reading about cuckolding, she couldn't ignore the sissification aspect that came up, the over-the-top flamboyant dresses, the descent into bisexuality...or rather, ascent. But at the same time, there was [image: Image]another thought she'd had; Nigel's pleasure. He couldn't get hard, and sure, they could peg him, but at the end of the day, by convincing him to broaden his horizons, perhaps he could experience pleasure he'd never known previously.

	“Good.”

	[image: Image][image: Image]”I agree to your terms. I will probably be here more often than Amy at the beginning. Nigel needs time.”

	“That's good.” He agreed, reaching down and feeling her larger breasts. “I will expect you to get marked. At the beginning, pussy, nipples and tongue pierced.” He told her firmly.

	She didn't care. “l agree.”

	“Amy too. Immediately.”

	This time Amanda grinned. “That is already in progress. Right now.” 

	“You work fast. I like it. I think you will make a great partner in crime.”

	“I intend to.”

	“Good. Eventually, tattoos. Something humiliating over your pussy. On your ass. My name on you. Same for the others.” He paused in thought.

	She smirked and said, “l want to put Black cock only over her pussy.”

	Sam burst out laughing. “Cliché. I like it. Yours' too. His ass as well.”

	“Yes Sir.” She grinned.

	Sam came to a stop in front of Amanda's face, and she immediately knew what to do. Unzipping his pants, she pulled [image: Image]out a semi-hard heavy nine-inch cock. Using blow-job skills of which she was very proud, Amanda deep throated him professionally.

	“Oh you're good. You're very good.” Sam smiled. “l will stop using condoms with Amy. I'm going to trust both you and her are clean, and I want us to stay that way. Yes, I want Nigel drinking my cum from both of you, and eventually directly from me.”

	Amanda would have replied, but that was difficult to do when you had nine-inches of erect, fat black shaft thrusting down your throat. As tears descended down her face from being choked, she felt a rush of desire spread from her horny cunt. She'd always been kinky, always horny, but now she knew she could also be depraved, and she was loving it.

	 


Four - Truth

	The next time Amy saw Amanda was the following afternoon, in Sam's apartment. Both were nursing fresh piercings of the clitoris, nipples and tongue. Of course, they had spoken and Amy was now fully aware of what was coming. There was a fear from Amanda that it might be too much for Amy, but she had underestimated just how much of a slut the blonde girl was. It took just minutes for Amy to mount Sam's cock as Amanda suckled on the girl's small tits.

	“That's it my little slut.” Amanda hissed. “Make your master cum so that you can take it home to Nigel.”

	“Oh fuck. Fuck.” Amy gasped, bouncing up and down harder and faster. Amy screamed out in orgasm, closely followed by Sam, who pumped a huge load of cream into her pussy. Complete, Amanda pushed a tampon into Amy, who kissed both Amanda and Sam goodbye, before heading home.

	During the drive, Amy contemplated how her relationship would pan out. If Nigel really was as kinky as she expected, then by no means would her marriage be boring; but dare she really get into a long-term relationship with Sam and

	Amanda? Dare she eventually get pregnant with Sam, as Amanda suggested? Her pussy tingled at the thought, but was it all not just a disaster waiting to happen? Not that she didn't want it to happen, but rather she wanted Nigel to want it too. Upon arriving home, she found Nigel sat watching the television. “Come on,” she said, “upstairs. You have a duty.”

	Nigel quickly powered off the TV and ran upstairs to the bedroom.

	“Strip naked and lie on your back. Now!” Amy ordered, emphasizing now.

	Without saying a word, Nigel stripped naked and lay down on the bed. He watched as his wife-to-be also stripped down, noting the red blotches on her breasts from Sam and Amanda's rough handling of them; noting the puffiness of her labia.

	Squatting over his face, she whispered, “Mouth open wide.” As she then pulled out the tampon, allowed a huge glob of cum to fall into his mouth. “Swallow.” Their eyes held each other as he swallowed the cum and opened again. “Do you want to lick my pussy?” “Yes Amy.” “My dirty used pussy?”

	“Oh yes Amy.”

	“My dirty pussy filled with my lover's cum?”

	He gulped. “Yes Amy.”

	“Yes Miss Amy.” She corrected him.

	“Yes Miss Amy.”

	[image: Image][image: Image]”So you admit you enjoy being a cuckold bitch?”

	Again, he gulped. It was moment of truth time. He had to admit his feelings on the matter. “Yes, I absolutely do.”

	“Then lick.” She said, stroking his hair. “Get Sam's cum out of me, and then we will talk about the rules.”

	Nigel used the next few minutes licking and sucking, swallowing the cum, and bringing Amy to orgasm. Then she finally climbed off him and they lay silently next to each other, too nervous to begin. However, Amy knew they had to.

	“I know Amanda told you.” Amy said. “You're definitely not mad?”

	“l was more scared. I was scared I would lose you. Then I thought, if I tell you to stop, I'll definitely lose you. I don't orgasm Amy. I am in an almost constant state or arousal. I don't feel bad about any of this. Just horny.”

	She nodded. “How would you feel if I told you that Amanda wants to be part of this?”

	“Part of this? How?”

	“I have agreed to be her submissive. Making you my submissive, and by default her submissive too.”

	“Wow. That's, er...well fuck me, that's hot.” He admitted.

	“What do you know about all this Nigel?”

	“What do you mean? Your lovers?” He asked.

	She shook her head. “l only have one lover now, but we'll get to him later. I meant, this lifestyle. Hotwife. Cuckolding. Domination and submission. BDSM.”

	Nigel blew out his cheeks in a long breath out. “Not much really. Seem some fetish porn online; latex, whips and stuff. I liked it. As to this cuckolding; well, I know the term, obviously. I don't know much about it.”

	“We all have a plan for you. It's pretty extreme and if you don't want to do it, then we won't. But if you decide you do, then we want to go into it headfirst, no going back. It will lead to a very different style of relationship than we had envisaged, but a lot more fun. Our parents will definitely not approve, so think hard about what that means to you.”

	Still, he seemed eager to know more. “Will you tell me what it is then? The plan?”

	She turned on her side and held her hand to his arm. “First, I want you to go online and spend time researching about cuckolding. Make a note on the scale of one to five what turns you on and what doesn't. Five being a lot, one being not at all. Okay?”

	“Sounds good.”[image: Image]

	Over the next four hours, Nigel studied the internet, reading stories, watching videos, and making notes. He even downloaded books on his Kindle to read. After, he typed up his notes and handed them to Amy. She scanned over the list [image: Image]of items and then looked up at Nigel with a smile, but saying nothing.

	“I'm happy to admit that I am very submissive.” Nigel explained. “I don't have a dominant bone in my body.”

	“I've seen you dominant at work.”

	“That's different. That's being assertive. You need that in your job. But from what I read, you need to be assertive to be good at being submissive too. The books I didn't like? Basically anything where the husband was a whiner, and anything where the wife seemed not to care. If the wife doesn't care and there's no love, then why be together at all?”

	Everything that he had shared, everything he had noted, was in line with her fantasies. For the first time, Amy felt herself relax and she began to lean into the role. “l totally agree. I wouldn't do this if I didn't love you. To me, this seems a good way to make life a fun game.”

	“Exactly.”

	She felt her strength grow. Sitting up, she became firm. “l want to sissify you. You have marked that as something you are interested in too.”

	“I've worn panties before. I think every man has at some point. Am I nervous about where it will lead? Yes. But the humiliation aspect is awesome. Yes, I want that too.”

	Amy scanned the list again. “There isn't really anything you have said no to.”

	“Nothing really scares me as such. I see the fun in all aspects, but it is all about how this plays out. I think we should take it one step at a time, and do some resets every month or so.”

	Agreeing, Amy made a note of that. “That's a good point. A point when we can all sit down and discuss things.”

	“I also want to meet Sam and get an impression of him on a personal level before we do anything major.” He told her, and whilst she agreed that needed to happen, she decided that regardless of how he felt about Sam, she would continue to see him.

	“l can set that up, but I want to be honest, I've already decided to be his slut.” She looked at her watch. “It's gone nine now, so I guess it is too late, but I'll text him to see when works.”

	With a nod, Nigel suggested the following day. “Tomorrow's Saturday, so anytime is good.”

	Amy tapped out a message to Sam, and was surprised to see his response so quickly. “He's actually out with Amanda at the Salt Mines right now grabbing a beer. Asked if we want to join them.”

	“Sure, why not? I'm not tired.” Nigel said.

	“Okay, but before we go, I want to do something.” Amy said, walking over to her underwear drawer and pulling out a pair of hot pink satin and lace hip-hugger panties. “Here, wear these under your jeans.”

	Nigel smiled as he accepted them. “What? No matching bra?”

	“Do you want the matching bra?” Amy asked with a raised left eyebrow.

	Nigel shrugged. “In for a penny...”[image: Image]

	“I thought you wanted to start slow. Anyway, the bra that matches that is actually a bralette, you know, given my lack of tits. It's a little lacy and might be visible.” She said, gesturing at her small breasts.

	“Holy shit. I just realised something.” Nigel gasped, frowning and pointing at the two small, pierced mounds[image: Image]. “You got your nipples pierced. Fuck, and your clit!”

	She stuck her tongue out to show the stud. “Not exactly mister attentive are you? Jesus Nigel.” She laughed. “Amanda told me to get them done. She's been pierced too, as will you I guess.”

	Nigel looked at his girlfriend's naked body, then at his own skinny white body and frowned. “Before we go, can you do me a favour?”

	“Sure.”

	“Help me remove what little body hair I have.”[image: Image]

	“Good idea.”

	Amy took a set of electric clippers and shaved his body hair down to a few millimetres. Then she took her epilator and pulled the rest out. She then rubbed moisturiser over his body.

	“You need to do this every day, morning and night. It'll soften your skin.” Amy explained.

	“Yes Miss Amy.” He smiled, earning a giggle of appreciation from the girl.

	Nigel slid the thin silky panties up his legs, and slid them over his penis. He was a little frustrated because his penis was actually very big, just soft, which meant it was too much of a bulge.

	“We can deal with that later.” Amy explained.

	“l want to wear the bra for you. I want to show you that I'm not afraid to serve you, and that I want to do this.”

	Nodding, Amy rummaged through the drawer and found a pink bra. It was small, satin, and a slightly different shade of pink. “This isn't the matching bra, but it is close enough. Honestly, in time, you will wear the matching bra, but by then, it won't matter who knows, because you will be in dresses. For now though, this one will do.”

	It was a front closing clasp, and given that Amy was a thin A-cup, the bra actually held tight against Nigel's chest. The feeling was actually good, sort of constricted a little, like a form of bondage. Amy stood back to admire her fiancé in the lingerie.

	“How do you feel seeing me like this?” Nigel asked, concerned she may freak out. 

	“Actually, it's getting me so turned on. I might need to fuck Sam in the bathrooms.”

	“You should.”

	“Then maybe I will.” She grinned evilly.

	 


Five - Meeting Sam

	Upon arrival at the busy bar, everything was a lot more relaxed than Nigel had expected. Amanda grinned naughtily at seeing her friend, and Nigel smirked back at her, a playful notice to her that he was good with everything. Sam had his arm around Amanda in a dominant way, showing that he owned not one both the girls in Nigel's life, and strangely, Nigel liked to see it.

	After kissing Amanda hello and shaking hands with the smiling Sam, they sat down and ordered beers.[image: Image]

	“Before we get to any of the serious stuff,” Sam began. “l need to find out what sports teams you follow.”

	“Raiders, Kings. Not a baseball guy, and I like soccer, so Galaxy and Manchester United. Also watch Formula One.”

	“Mercedes?”

	“I'm a fan of Hamilton, but I would much rather see McLaren win.”

	“l hear you.” Sam nodded, smiling. “l think you and I are gonna get on well. Similar teams. Not a big Kings fan, but I get it. So what type of work do you do Nige?”

	“Sales overlay. I basically make sure the company has the right go to market strategy.”

	“For whom?”

	“Fortran-Killean.”

	“The arms people?” Sam asked with some surprise.

	“Not my division. I deal with propulsion technology and components for public transportation.”

	That Nigel worked for such a powerful company impressed Sam. “Sounds like interesting work though.”

	“It really isn't. It's a job, like any other, and I have a boss who doesn't listen, like everyone else. But it pays well, and I'm good at what I do.”

	Sam took a sip of his beer and nodded. The girls were bored of the conversation from the get-go, so Amy was filling Amanda in on everything which had happened. Nigel could see that Sam was keeping one ear open to that conversation.

	“l work in investments, acquisitions, mergers. I run my own company and am proud to be on the billionaire's list off my own back. I am not arrogant about it in any way. I am grateful for everything which has been given to me, and I am grateful I am able to live the life I live, without anyone interfering in it. It doesn't mean it's not a boring life; it absolutely is. So I decided to liven it up.” Sam explained. “Now I don't know where all this is headed. It's early days and I am sure this has been dropped on you hard and you're still trying to process it. But I have a good feeling about Amanda and Amy, and I don't know, but something about you immediately makes me like you. Maybe it's the bra?” Sam chuckled.

	Nigel laughed out loud. “You can see that can you?” He said, pulling at the front of his t-shirt to allow a peek down it.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]”Actually, I overheard Amy say you are wearing one just now, but thanks for showing me.” Sam laughed back. “Look, I think this can work. Let's take it slow. Once I get to know you better as a person, maybe we can also discuss employment opportunities for you. I could use a decent strategist by my side, and that will eventually make things easier on you once you transition into femininity.”

	“Especially if hormones come into play.” Nigel agreed.

	“You see, I hadn't even thought of that, but is that something you are open to?” Sam asked.

	“My expectation is that at some point, Amy, Amanda or yourself, will demand it from me. When that happens, I will of course, need to do what I am told.”

	“Fair enough. Clear.” Sam agreed. “Do you have any questions for me?”

	“There are differing levels of involvement of the sissy in the relationships, when it comes to the sexual side of things. What are your expectations of me?” He asked. Nigel had never considered being with a man, but for some reason, being forced to be bi or gay did spark something inside him.[image: Image]

	“Good question. For now, clean up duties of Amy and Amanda. Eventually, clean up duties of me. And when we are all ready, I expect you to be ready for use both orally and anally. This will need to be once you move into full sissy attire permanently. I do expect you pierced like the girls; that includes your clit. And I do expect you to get the same tattoos as the girls will eventually get, after a trial period.” 

	“What about the use by other men?” Nigel asked.

	“The girls or you?”

	“Well, me, but I suppose any of them.”

	“That will be at my discretion, but I do have friends in this lifestyle, and I do expect them to use all of you at some point. I don't expect any complaints about it at the time, but if that is something which concerns you now, then let's discuss it.” [image: Image]Nigel looked at the girls, who shrugged. 

	“No, that's fine. I will trust you to do what is right for us. But I just want to make sure we are taken care of from a health perspective.”

	“Fully understandable. If I whore any of you out, I will make sure it is to trustworthy people who will look after you. Have no doubt that if someone damages my property, I make them pay.”

	Amy stepped in. “An idea we had is maybe a monthly reset, to just make sure we are all okay.”

	Sam nodded. “A good idea for the beginning. I think after a period of time a level of trust should exist where we don't need it.”

	“I assume we will all live together?” Nigel asked. 

	“That's the plan.” Amanda said. “Eventually.”

	“What about the wedding?” Sam asked.

	“What about it?” Asked Nigel back to him.

	“When is it?” 

	“June next year. We have about nine months.”

	“Best man?”

	“Not asked him yet, but it was meant to be my friend Damon.”[image: Image]

	“How close are you?”

	“Not massively.” Damon was a friendship of convenience more than anything.

	 “If it works out, then I expect to be the best man.” Sam explained. “Although, priorities might end up shifting.”

	“I think that makes sense.” Nigel nodded. “What about attire?”

	Amy held up a hand. “Right, well let me say right here and now, I will be the one in a wedding dress, not you. You can wear sissy lingerie, under a tux.”

	Nigel smiled and gave her a peck on the head. “Of course, Miss Amy.”

	“I will get her alone on the wedding night.” Sam stated.

	“I agree.” Nigel replied.[image: Image]

	Sam smiled once again. This time it was a sinister smile of acceptance that things were going the way he had hoped.

	“Physical domination. Pain, punishment and the like.”

	Again, not something Nigel had a problem with. From reading about it and watching BDSM porn, Nigel was actually looking forward to seeing what the fuss was about when it came to pain. “l expect I will need to be trained. I had assumed you would leave that to Amanda primarily.”

	“Well assumed. Yes, Amanda is more than looking forward to your physical training. There will be times I will punish you. I believe the stop word Amanda gave to Amy was Capricorn?”

	“Correct.” Amanda stated.

	“l think this would be a good general word for us. Let's stick to that.” 

	“Agreed.” Nigel nodded.

	“Good. With that all said, how do you feel about me?” Sam asked Nigel.

	[image: Image]”I like you. You are someone with a clean head on his shoulders. An air of arrogance, but not in a bad way, but in the way that you know what you want, and you know how you want it. Which is good. I think you are a good fit to this. I do have one last question for you, and that is around your status. You are a rich man, I guess in high-society.”[image: Image]

	Sam chuckled. “Yeah, I see where you are going with this, but you needn't worry. I'm a democrat. I'm a liberal. My circle of friends and the society I keep are liberal. Which means I am surrounded by accepting people. I know two transsexual millionaires. I know lots of gay people who are very extravagant. If I am seen with three partners, nobody is going to blink an eye. Which also means that I will have no hesitation in taking you out in partial drag, or whatever. It means that you should be prepared to be noticed and exposed. That sort of humiliation does get me off, and I might use that sooner rather than later.”

	With a small gulp, Nigel nodded. “I understand. I want to make it very clear to you now also, that I trust you. If this is what you want to do, I am fine with it completely and I relinquish control.”

	Sam nodded and sat back, thinking. He then downed his beer and said, “Prove it. Take off the t-shirt, go over to the bar and order me a beer. Bring it back and then kneel by my side.”

	Taking a deep breath, Nigel removed the t-shirt, revealing the pink bra. Amy gasped in surprise that he had gone through with it. Picking up the glass, Nigel walked over to the bar, earning a wolf-whistle from someone, before the lady behind the bar told the whistler to settle down. “Nice bra honey.” She said. “What'll it be?”

	“The Flying Cloud Ale?”[image: Image]

	“Sure. By the way, you're safe in here. We're an LGBT friendly place, so relax. The whistler probably really does find you sexy.”

	“I do!” Someone shouted.

	“See.” She chuckled, handing over the beer.

	“Thanks. First day today. On my journey towards being sissified.”

	“Oh, a submissive huh? Nice. Going on Sam's tab?”

	“Yes, I think so.”

	“Okay honey. Scurry on back before you get in trouble with your master and mistresses.”

	Upon his return to the table, Nigel placed the beer in front of Sam, then knelt down with his head bowed.

	Sam smiled and rubbed Nigel's head. “Okay, you've proven yourself. Go ahead and sit back in your seat. You can put the t-shirt on if you want.”

	“You know, I think I'll keep it off.”

	“Sure. Your choice.” Sam grinned.

	 

	
Six - Sissy Reality

	That night, Nigel found himself kneeling at the foot of the bed, wearing only the pink panties and bra, and also bright pink lipstick which Amanda had applied to him on the way back to Sam's place. Nigel watched intently as his fiancé, and his exgirlfriend, made love to the muscular black man. Nigel watched as his fiancé licked Amanda's pussy, and vice-versa. It was an erotic dream come true, and the start of a lifestyle which Nigel knew finally make him feel like sex was a part of his life. Eventually, Sam came inside Amanda's pussy, and Nigel was called into action. Crawling up onto the bed, Nigel buried himself in Amanda's pussy, enjoying Sam's cum for the second time, and Amanda's pussy for the first.

	“Do you feel up to cleaning my dick, or not yet?” Sam asked.[image: Image]

	Rather than answering, Nigel slipped over to Sam, and taking a deep breath to settle his nerves, took the huge softening cock into his mouth, and licked it all over.

	“Good sissy.” Sam said. “Now back to your place and I'll continue on your fiancé.”

	In fact, Nigel found himself watching both Amanda and Amy suck Sam back to full mast, before he spun Amy around and began fucking her hard and deep. Amy's screams almost made Nigel nervous, but he knew they were really of satisfaction.

	For every one of Sam's orgasms, Amy seemed to have five. Her body thrashed under his; arched in ways that seemed inconceivable to Nigel. Once again, Nigel was called to clean up Amy, and then Sam. This time though, Sam encouraged Nigel to spend a little longer sucking his cock.

	“You need to learn how to do that.” Sam explained. “Amy, buy a couple of strap-on dildos. One for you, one for Amanda. You will need to train his mouth and his ass if he is to become my slut eventually, is that understood?”

	“Yes Master.” Amy responded.

	“And you slut?” He said to Amanda.

	“Of course, Master.”

	Nigel could not respond as he still had a mouthful of Sam's cock. Eventually though, Nigel was told to get dressed. “Call a taxi and go home. I will bring Amy home tomorrow and I'll take you all shopping. I have expectations on how you will dress from now on.”

	“Yes Master.” Nigel replied, a tinge of disappointment that he would be going home alone.

	“When you get home, I want you to find a sexy nightie Amy owns and put it on. I also want you to attempt to do your makeup by yourself. Then send me a picture of how you look from all sides.”

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]”Yes Master, absolutely.”

	As such, when he arrived home, he found a bright pink frilled chiffon babydoll nightie, and matching full cut panties which he put on. After that, he spent a good hour trying to get his makeup right. Eventually turning to YouTube for advice. Once done, he sent multiple pictures to his new master.

	“Not bad for a first attempt.” Sam wrote back. “Actually impressed. You look hot. The girls agree. Okay, go ahead and remove your make-up and go to sleep.”

	Sleep actually came hard for Nigel. Not being able to properly masturbate was a major hindrance for him, which meant he constantly felt aroused. However, sleep eventually came at around three in the morning.

	The next day, Nigel awoke to an empty bed. He showered, moisturized and then washed the panties from the day before, before hanging them to dry. He put on the bra, and then rummaged in Amy’s lingerie drawer to find another set of pink panties which would fit him. These were from Victoria Secret and were a Brazilian cut pair from satin, trimmed with black [image: Image]lace. Slipping those on, he put on his normal clothes and headed to the kitchen to have breakfast.

	It would be an hour later when Amy, Amanda, and Sam arrived. Both Amy and Amanda said nothing until Nigel had licked their cum filled pussies clean.

	“Have you eaten?” Nigel asked them.

	“Yes, we had breakfast earlier.” Sam told him. “We thought we would head straight out to the mall to do some clothes shopping for you all. My treat.”

	“Sound great.”

	“You understand what this means for you, right?” Sam asked Nigel.

	“l assume my underwear and clothes collection is about to become much more feminine.”

	“Correct. In fact, why don't you go ahead and gather up your male underwear and we will dump it along the way.”

	“Sure.” And Nigel did exactly that.

	The first stop was Victoria Secret, of course, where Sam bought everyone a full range of sexy lingerie, from panties and bras, to suspender belts, corsets, nighties and stockings. Of course, Sam made sure the assistants measured Nigel and made sure to help him choose and try the lingerie. Sam had to admit, Nigel fell into the role with ease.

	Next, a number of clothes stores where skirts and dresses were chosen for the girls. The styles were skirts as short as possible, see through blouses and crop tops, and dresses which left nothing to the imagination. In the stores visited, Sam was going for one thing and one thing only. Slutty. However, so as to not think he only wanted whore clothes for them, he [image: Image]said, “Classy dresses for the times when you will be seen at fundraisers with me, we will get from classy stores. I'll take you out individually to Dior, Prada and the others to get those.”

	Next were shoes. All three were treated to new very sexy heels and boots, all from a store which sold Pleaser shoes. “Mainly for strippers, hookers and pole dancers. You will wear them as normal outdoor and bedroom wear. All three of you.” Sam explained.

	“Yes Master.” They all said loudly, in front of the crowded mall.

	“Nigel, time for you to be pierced. You have the added benefit of having your ears done too.” Sam informed the sissy with a smile.

	“Yes Master. May I ask, what about dresses for me?”

	“Later sissy. There is a special store I will take you to later.”

	Some minutes later, they were out of the mall and in a tattoo parlour where Nigel had the multiple piercings performed, nipples, ears, belly button, and a Prince Albert. At Nigel's own behest, a piercing was performed in his perineum where he had the accident to begin with, and a delicate little heart shaped padlock was placed between the Prince Albert ring, and the one in the perineum. “l can't get hard anyway, so this is a good way for it to be tucked.” Nigel explained. “l also want a tattoo. Amy's Sissy, on my left bicep.”

	“Are you sure?” Amy asked. “That's pretty permanent.”

	“So are we aren't we?”

	Amy grinned. “Make it Miss Amy's Sissy.”

	Following this, Sam drove them to another store, some miles away. It was in the middle of an industrial estate, and it made the others wonder what was going on. However, once they stepped inside, they realised what it was.

	“This guy imports from China and Thailand. Has a ton of stuff for sissies which he ships all over the US and Canada.” [image: Image]Sam explained.

	They spent an hour in there, picking and choosing maid's dresses, puffy pink party dresses, crazy bloomers and panties, [image: Image]blouses, and skirts. By the time they were done, they couldn't fit in the car for bags.

	“I got you these.” Sam said, handing a small bag to Nigel. “It's up to you if and when you wanna take them. If you want to go the legit route and get tested first, I can arrange that.”

	Nigel looked inside the bag and saw boxes of testosterone blockers and oestrogen, and creams. Everything needed to begin the transition. “In time, I think it would make sense for you or the Mistresses to force me to do it. I really don't want this to be my decision.” Nigel explained.

	Sam shrugged. “If that's the case, then take one of each right now, and read the directions about how often you are meant to take them.”

	“Seriously?” Nigel asked, hoping Sam would say yes.

	“Yes. I order it. Do you have a problem with that, or should I punish you?”

	[image: Image]”Well, I thought in time.” Nigel replied, but really, he was testing Sam to see if he was as tough he presented himself.

	“So punishment it is then. Sissy, go change into the pinkest, craziest dress you bought. The one with the short skirt and [image: Image]the ruffles underneath. Put on one of the wigs. A blonde one. Also put on the white lace stockings.” Nigel did exactly that, in the shade of the car park outside the store. “Girls, one of you do his makeup. Quickly.”

	Amy did that.

	“Next Sissy, take out the bright pink pleasers I got you. The ones with the platform.” Nigel did as he was told, getting nervous about how he looked. “Girls, get the lacy handbag we got from the store just now. The pink leather one with the [image: Image]lace trim. Put some money in it. Enough for bus fare.”

	Amanda did, and handed it to Nigel.

	“Get back in the car Sissy.”

	They drove back into the city, and then onto a road which Nigel recognized. Finally, they arrived at the car park of Nigel's office.

	“Your first punishment is going to be hard. Inside your purse is bus fare home. You will get out of the car here, and find [image: Image]your way back to your house where we will be waiting.”

	“But someone will see me here.” Nigel explained, panicking. “It's Saturday, people do work here on Saturday.”

	“Indeed, you will be seen, I am counting on it. Make it harder and I'll have Amy tell me where your folks live and we will drive there. You've been good all day, and I gave you the choice with the pills. You accepted it should be up to me, and still you didn't do it.”

	“I'll take the pills then.” Nigel gasped.

	“Go on.”

	Nigel opened the first packet and took the first pill. Then opened the other box and took the one from there.

	“Good.” Sam said. “Now get out of the car.”

	“But I took the pills.”

	“But not when I told you. Get out, or I will make a scene here and really get you noticed.”

	With a sigh, Nigel turned to look at the girls. Amanda thought it was hilarious and was struggling to control her laughter, and Amy was caught between finding it funny, sexy, and scary at the same time. Finally, Amy said, “Just do it Sissy. You know you will need to do it at some point anyway.”

	Nigel nodded, opened the door, and stepped out of the car. The car park was down a circular ramp. The only way out was to go into the main building, up to reception and then out to street level. The security guards all knew Nigel. They would recognize him. There was also a possibility that his boss Phil was at work, as well as other colleagues.

	There was no way out. The car tore off and he was left alone in the crazy dress. He headed over to the elevator and up.

	Immediately upon stepping out, he ran into Bertha, a security guard.

	“Oh my!” Bertha chuckled. “What has that girl of yours done now Nigel? Don't tell me. On the way to a fancy-dress party and you had a bust up?”

	“How did you know?”

	“Saw a car drop you off. You look pretty shaken. And you're dressed like that. Gotta be fancy dress, and gotta be a bust up.” The over-weight lady chuckled.

	Nigel nodded slowly, and then stopped. “Actually, that's not entirely correct.”

	And so Nigel explained what was going on to Bertha, about how he was submissive, and being trained. “So you get off on being dominated?” Bertha asked.

	“Yes.”

	Her eyes looked from left to right. “Come with me.” She said. Nigel followed the massive woman to an office where she quickly shut the door, locking it. She then pulled down her massive pants and the large black lace panties she had on, and plopped herself on a swivel chair, which almost collapsed under her huge weight.[image: Image]

	“I won't tell nobody, if you lick my pussy.” Bertha said.

	Nigel stared at the huge tree-trunk legs and the rolls of fat, and a strange urge came over him. He dropped to his knees and dived into the huge pussy, licking away. Bertha didn't last long, and soon enough she was done.

	“Fuck, yeah, that was good.” She breathed. “I'll be wanting a lot more of that.”

	“I'll need to check with my Master and Mistresses, but if they say I can, then I'll be glad to.” Nigel told her, honestly.

	Bertha looked confused. “Really? Why?” She said, looking down at herself with disgust.

	Nigel put his lipstick covered lips to Bertha's and kissed her deeply. “We are all beautiful Bertha, in our way. We are all attractive, for our own reasons. This was a lot of fun, and I want to do it again. Maybe we can bring you into my training somehow.”

	With tears in her eyes, Bertha said, “I'd like that. I'm almost forty, and honestly, I never thought I'd have any fun.”

	He kissed her again, and stroked her face. “Ready to go again?”

	“l need to get back to guard duty.”

	“Quick one?”

	She grinned. “Go on then.”[image: Image]



	



	Seven — Erect

	When Nigel arrived home, he arrived to find a threesome taking place. There was a smile on his face which confused the others, who expected him to be coming home downtrodden and embarrassed, but the reality for Nigel was completely different. Bertha had always been nice to him, always remembered his name and asked about his life. That he was able to make her happy was more than enough to make all of this worthwhile for him.

	“How come you look so happy?” Amanda asked.

	“The journey home on the bus got me laughed at, but nothing serious happened.” Nigel explained. Then he explained about Bertha, and it brought a tear to the girl's eyes. Of course, he had to keep seeing Bertha, they explained to him, and she had to be brought into his training every so often. “But that was not the highlight.”

	“No?” They asked.

	“No.” He said, pulling up the skirt and pulling down his panties to show a hardening penis.

	“Oh my god!” Amanda and Amy cried out.

	“How?” Amy asked.[image: Image]

	“I don't know. I guess the piercing did something.” Nigel said. “I'll go see the doctor on Monday.”

	“Oh baby! That's amazing. But what does it mean for us?” Amy asked, meaning the game they had started.

	He sighed and then grinned. “It means that if it is fixed, I'll need to go into chastity. Sam will need to be the keyholder, until such time that the hormones kick in and kill the erection anyway.” Nigel told them quite plainly.

	Sam frowned. “Are you sure man? You could have your life back. Kids, and everything.”

	Nigel shrugged. “I've never been so sure of anything in my life. All this does is add to the fun.”[image: Image]

	“If you say so.” Sam said. “It's fine by me.”

	“I'll support you no matter what.” Amy said, hugging Nigel.

	Sam sat up. “Can I make a suggestion? If you can get completely erect, then I think it makes sense for you to fuck Amy at least once.”

	Amy turned to Sam and almost scowled. “l don't!”

	“You don't?” Sam and Nigel asked at the same time.

	“No. I had counted with my slave staying a virgin all his life. I don't want him masturbating, and I certainly don't want him fucking me or anyone else. If he is to stay my slave that is.”[image: Image]

	Nigel burst out laughing. “I think the lady has spoken quite clearly. I'm to stay a virgin.”

	“l think that is for the best.” Amanda agreed. “We need to find a way to make the erections stop, and if possible, stop forever. You're smiling, and I get it, but for me it's a little frustrating. You are a sissy bitch, and that's all you are. Your clit is not allowed to get hard, and most certainly none of us want that filthy thing anywhere near us, do we Ames?”

	“Certainly not! Urgh! Disgusting!” She replied, though Nigel knew that the whole thing was just acting. He also knew that if he turned to Amy and said he wanted this to end and to be able to fuck, she'd do it. At the same time, he knew that Amanda would be heartbroken, and he never, ever wanted to do that.

	Sam seemed confused, until he looked and saw the dick straining against the piercings and padlock, and then he chuckled. “Oh, right. Cool.”

	The rest of Saturday and Sunday was spent training Nigel. On the way home from the store, Sam had stopped at an adult store and bought the strap-ons. As such, for the first time ever, Nigel got to feel anal sex. In fact, the girls spitroasted Nigel. Of course, the first entry was painful for Nigel. It was a sharp stinging sensation which had him sweating; however, within minutes, he was practically begging them to fuck him harder.

	Then something amazing happened. He came. Hard.

	By the time the weekend was over, both girls had fucked him in the ass numerous times, and he had also had the chance to suck Sam to climax once.

	Monday morning before work, Nigel called his doctor to discuss his problem. Of course, Nigel no longer had his original doctor. Instead, he had a young female doctor called Anet Frink. He had always had a bit of a crush on her, with her red hair and scarlet lips, but she was always the height of professionalism.

	Of course, she told him to come in immediately. So soon after, there he sat, wearing his suit over the lingerie that Amy and Amanda had made him wear. Hot pink suspender belt, very lacy, very ruffled. Ruffled hot pink satin panties. Black stockings, and a pink camisole under his black shirt.[image: Image]

	“Hi Nigel, come on in.” Dr Frink said, poking her head into the empty waiting room. She was wearing a white lab coat over a short burgundy leatherette skirt, and a loose-fitting cream V neck blouse, underneath which was a very lacy white bra, clearly visible. “So, take your pants down and let's take a look. If what you are saying is correct, then it is marvellous news.”

	“Erm, I'll do that, but maybe I should tell you what's going on first.” He said nervously.

	She looked up from the notepad she was writing on. “Okay. Go ahead.”

	Nigel explained the highlights of the relationship, leaving out the gory details, but mentioning the piercing.

	“Right. So, that's interesting.” She said, totally professionally. “Let's take a look at the piercing and see what it could've done.”

	With a cough, Nigel undid his belt and dropped his pants. Dr Frink blinked momentarily as she stared at the lingerie, and then stood, walking over to the door. She opened it and said, “Judy, we will need some confidentiality here for now. I'm going to lock the door, but I'm quite safe.”

	“Sure.” The nurse called back. She knew that Nigel was fine.

	“I thought it prudent that we weren't disturbed.” The doc said, smiling. “l assume you want to limit who sees you like this?”

	“Well, I don't mind really.” He shrugged.

	“Okay, well, anyway, pull down your, erm, panties, and let's take a look.” Nigel did. With gloved hands she touched the head of the penis gently, pulling it from side to side. “Do you have the key for the padlock?”

	“Oh, yes. Here.” He reached down to his pocket and pulled it out.

	The doctor unlocked the padlock and placed it aside. She then examined the piercings. “Are you cleaning these regularly?” She asked.

	“Salt water, every day.”[image: Image]

	“I'll have the nurse give you some disinfectant. It'll be safer.”

	“Thanks.”

	She pulled over a machine, squeezed out some gel, and rubbed it on his perineum. Next, she flipped a switch and put the ultrasound scanner against the skin. “Hmmm. Can't really see why is should have made a difference.” She switched off the machine and took hold of his penis, rubbing it for a moment.

	Fuck me, she's giving me a handjob, he thought.

	“Don't really see a reaction, but maybe it's not the right stimulus.” She mused. “What were you doing when you felt yourself become erect?”

	Nigel explained about the situation. He then explained about the conversation with Amanda and Amy after.

	Dr Frink rolled her chair back and pulled off the gloves. “What do you actually want out of this Nigel?”

	“Out of what.” He asked, beginning pull up his panties.

	“I didn't say get dressed. In fact, take off your shirt, and pull up your panties, and stand up.”[image: Image]

	“Erm, okay.” He did as she asked.

	“What do you want me to say about your erections? What do you hope will happen if they are fixed? Do you honestly want to keep them?”[image: Image]

	Nigel gulped. “What would you do in my position?” 

	“That's completely the wrong question.” She replied.

	[image: Image]”Why?”

	“Because I would never be in your position.” She said firmly.

	He sighed. “What do you think I should do?”

	The answer was not at all what Nigel was expecting from the sexy doctor, but was the one he was hoping for. “l think you should find a way not to have erections anymore. I think you should embrace the lifestyle you have chosen with Amy, Amanda and Sam, and you should accept what you are.”

	“I do accept it.”

	“Then my suggestion is that we look at ways to make sure you never get erections again.”

	“They'll stop soon anyway. I'm taking hormones.” He announced, receiving a questioning look from her.

	She shook her head. “Then we need to do a blood test. You should be fine, but some people can have blood pressure issues, heart problems, and much more.” She then looked up at him. “Don't stop taking them, I think it is good they are transitioning you. It's what I would do. But let's check to be double-sure.”

	“Okay.” Nigel nodded.

	The doctor stood and walked to the door. “Judy, we need to do a blood panel test on Nigel, can you come in and collect[image: Image] a couple of samples?”

	“Of course.”

	As the nurse approached the door, the doctor quietly said, “Full professionalism please.”

	Nurse Judy, who was a larger older lady with curly hair and spectacles, stepped inside and paused. Then she smiled and [image: Image]walked to get the blood test kit.

	“Nigel's transitioning.” The doctor explained.

	“That's nice.” Judy said, as if being told the weather was looking up.

	Once the blood was taken, Judy left, and the doctor locked up once more. She sat down and stared at Nigel, tapping her fingers together in thought. “What are your thoughts on castration?” She asked.

	“l, well, I don't know. Won't it change my personality?”

	“The hormones do that. You will be on those anyway so not a big deal. It'll also make the transition smoother.”

	“It's very permanent.”

	The doctor smiled. “I get the feeling that is what you are going for anyway.” She pulled out a form and filled it in [image: Image]quickly. “I'm going to need you to sign this consent form.”

	“What is it?” “It's that you have requested to be castrated. I'll process it, and that way we can do it one day in the future.”

	“I'm not sure.”

	The doctor smiled, and finally the professionalism dropped, revealing a darkness Nigel hadn't been expecting. “I'm really not asking you, Sissy. You want to be dominated, don't you?”

	“Yes.”

	“Yes Ma'am.” She told him.

	“Yes Ma'am.”

	Behind the desk, she leaned back and spread her legs, allowing her hand to drop there. “And I want to castrate someone. I think it is really the best fit. We can do it as a celebration at your place. I have the tools to do it, and I can make it terribly painful for you.”

	“I…” Nigel sighed. “How is it I am finding this out about you now?”

	The doctor laughed out loud. “I’ve always been dominant, but I am a doctor. But this fits. I like seeing you like this.

	It's fun. You can't really get an erection properly. It'll never be solid, so why not just embrace what you are? Get rid of the balls, and you'll be happier.”

	Nigel nodded. “When can you do it?”

	“Whenever you like really. I could do it now.” She laughed, menacingly.

	“I How?”

	“I can either remove the testicles surgically, or I can bind them until they drop off, or I simply break the connection internally and they will die themselves. If I do it surgically, it won't hurt, and I can do it now. If we do the latter method, you'll scream, but it will be much more fun. We would need to go somewhere else to do that.”[image: Image]

	“Can I please discuss it with Amy?” I asked her.

	She licked her lips and gave it some thought. Then she stood and found a device and some green rubber bands. “How about this? I'll bind one now, and you get permission from Amy. If you can reach her in under twenty minutes, then I'll remove the band. If not, then I leave it on, and it will kill the testicle.”

	“How long does that take?” I asked her, my sexual excitement overwhelming my own common sense.[image: Image]

	“It'll be effectively dead in thirty minutes, but the band will need to stay on until it heals and the dead part drops off.”

	Nigel gave it some thought. “Okay, let's do it.”

	Rather than watch as she clipped the band in place, Nigel looked away, but he did feel it. “Go.” She said.

	Picking up the phone, Nigel tried to call Amy, but got immediately sent to voicemail.

	“You're gonna need to wait outside. I need to see another patient.” The doc explained. “Pull up your panties and wait in the waiting room. I would say stay as you are, but I don't want any patients getting weird, so get dressed first.”[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Nigel didn't really give it much thought, only dressing, going out into the waiting room, and then trying to call. It was fifteen minutes later when he finally reached Amy and relayed the story. After she stopped laughing, she said, “Really, I'll leave it up to you, but I think we agreed we aren't having kids together, right?”

	“Yes, we did.”

	“Tell the doc that I think it is cute, but it really is your choice, not hers. Did you sign the form?”

	“Yes, I did.”

	“Okay. Good luck.” She sang and laughed again.

	“Thanks.” He went to knock on the door, but Judy stopped him. “She's with a patient. You need to wait.”

	“Yeah but...”

	“Sit down sissy!”

	Nigel plonked himself down on a seat and frowned. It was gone twenty minutes and still the doctor hadn't come out.

	Another twenty minutes later, the patient came out and Nigel was called back in.

	“So, what did she say?” The doctor asked.

	“She said it was up to me, not you. But it's too late now.” [image: Image]

	“It’ll take a couple of hours for them to die. I was joking. But I want you to tell me the truth; do you really want me to leave it up to you? Really?'

	Nigel thought about it, and then shook his head. The doctor wrote a prescription and handed it to him. Get undressed again and up onto the bench. She said, and walked over to the door. “Nurse, do I have another patient?”

	“Not yet. Ten minutes or so.”

	“Good.”

	She shut the door and locked it, and then returned to Nigel. She rolled up a small towel. “Bite down on this. It's going to hurt.” She placed a small block under his testes, and then took a surgical mallet and what looked like a blunt chisel. “It won't break the skin.”[image: Image]

	Taking scissors, she removed the elastic band, and as the blood rushed back in, Nigel screamed in pain. It was at that moment, the doctor removed the items Nigel thought she was going to use to castrate him, and she smiled.

	“It would be a lot of fun to do that now, but it is my practice, and if word got out, I would be in a lot of trouble.” She explained. “Give me a call as and when you are ready to do it, and I'll come over.”

	Nigel sighed, half in relief, and half in disappointment. “Okay Ma'am.”

	“Get dressed.” She told him, walking back to her desk and picking up the prescription. “Take these tablets every time you get an erection. They will put a stop to it. I also recommend Amy start looking at hypnosis with you, to ease the transition. It's been shown to have some benefit.”

	“Thank you, Doctor.”

	“Finally, please do consider me for any private needs. I'm happy to circumvent the rules for some kink.” She said with a smile.

	“It may well come to that. I assume implants will be needed at some point.”

	“I can't help you there, but I can put you in touch with a plastic surgeon who can.”

	“Sure.”


Eight - Out

	As Nigel walked into his office building, he spied Bertha behind the desk and made a beeline to her. She was sat in a swivel chair with arms, but the arms had been pushed down by her size over the years. Still, I could see she was pretty in her face, and if she lived a less sedentary lifestyle and changed her diet, she'd have a much healthier figure.

	“Hey Bertha. How are you doing?” He asked her with a smile.

	“I'm doing great honey. You're running late today.” She beamed.

	“Doctor's appointment. You busy, or fancy a break?” He asked her.

	She looked from side to side, watching the people walk over to the glass entry gates. She did not need to be at reception the whole time.

	“A break? Or a break?” She asked, a cheeky smile on her face.

	“l was thinking a break.”

	Licking her lips, she nodded and picked up her keys. Nigel followed her into the security room, where she locked the [image: Image]doors.

	“I preferred you in the dress though.” She chuckled.

	“Me too to be honest.” He replied, then stripped down to the lingerie. “l hope this will do?”

	“Oh honey, that's very sexy.” She replied, dropping her pants and panties and sitting down. “Come kiss me first.” The two kissed for a couple of minutes, before Bertha gave him access to her massive GG cup tits. Finally, he was dispatched down below, where he quickly brought her to orgasm.

	“Oh baby, I could do that all day.” Bertha panted. “You free at lunchtime?”

	“Sure.”

	“Round two then?”

	“Absolutely.” They kissed one more, and then he dressed and left.

	When Nigel read the cuckold and sissy stories the other day, he saw a theme where at the beginning of their sissification journey, most men would go to work with panties under suits, or bras which could not be seen and so on. The risk of being caught was obviously the excitement, but they almost never were.

	In Nigel's case, it took all of about two minutes to be discovered.

	[image: Image]The moment Nigel stepped into the elevator up to his floor, a colleague from another department stepped in. Julian Morris was from Travel and Expenses, and was one of the approvers of Nigel's travel expenses. He was a nice guy on the whole; very helpful, always available. He was one of those really extravagant gay guys, and he wanted the world to know it. And why not, Nigel had often thought. Julian would be the one wearing a rainbow strap to carry his name-badge.

	“Hi Nige. Long time no see.” Julian giggled. “Not travelling much then?”

	“Not lately, no. Thankfully.”

	“l hear you honey.” Julian stopped and stared at Nigel's chest. “Oh, why are the hot ones always bottoms?” He asked himself out loud.

	“Honey, your very sexy satin and lace cami is very visible through your shirt. Everyone is going to see it. Now, I don't know if that is what you are going for, but if it isn't, you're gonna need a sweater. Now, I can get you one from my office, but in return, I wanna know everything.” He said, ending with jazz-hands.

	In Julian's office, Nigel explained everything from the very beginning. Even the problem with his penis. By the time he reached the end of his story, Julian had changed his mind about the sweater.

	“Oh honey, if your mistress said you need to dress like this, I can't help you.” Julian said sadly, albeit he did not seem so put out by it. “But what I can do is call Kelly across from HR, and we discuss how best to handle this. I think that would be best.”

	“Well, I don't know...” Nigel started to say, but Julian already had the receiver in his hand and was dialling Kelly's extension.

	“Kelly, would you mind coming to my office? I'm sat here with Nigel from Sector H3, and he has an HR situation which I think he should discuss with you.” He listened for a bit. “Yes...” Then in faux outrage, “no honey, I did not do anything of the sort! You dirty little skank.” He giggled and then put the phone down. “She'll be right over.”

	Nigel groaned. “l really don't want to lose my job over this.”

	Julian waved him away. “Oh hush you little sissy. You'll be fine. They can't fire you. You did the ethics and compliance test, the same as all of us; and you know what HR is like here.”

	“But my career is over.”

	“Well, that I can't say.”

	The door to Julian's office opened and in walked Kelly; a woman that always seemed overly busy, constantly texting or walking with her phone to her ear. Nobody really knew if she was a lesbian or not, but she had very boyish looks, and always kept her hair short.

	“Hey Jules, Nigel, what's the problem?” She asked quickly, as if in a hurry to get out.

	““It’s erm, ahem.” Julian said, and pointed to Nigel's chest.

	Kelly stared for a moment, “What's the prob...oh, right.” Then she shrugged. “What's the plan here?”

	“What do you mean?” Nigel asked.

	“Transvestite? Crossdresser? Transsexual? Cold?”

	“Erm, well...” Nigel began.

	“Sissy.” Julian stated.

	“Julian!” Kelly cried out. “You can't insult someone like that! You should know better.”

	Julian shook his head. “No, no, no woman. Sissy is not an insult. It's a type of people. Nigel is a sissy. A submissive [image: Image]man who serves a master or mistress and dresses in extravagant women's clothing, usually for humiliation purposes. It's not really women's clothing, because it is so over the top, that no woman would really wear it. It's actually called, sissy clothing. Kind of like a third gender.”

	Kelly sighed. “I'm getting lost in the genders, but okay. If that is the case, then wear what you like. We don't care so long as it doesn't interfere with your work.”

	Julian tutted her. “Well, that's not so simple, of course. People may get offensive towards him.”

	“Yeah, but if he likes humiliation?” Kelly asked.

	“There's humiliation, and there's humiliation.”

	Once more, Kelly sighed and nodded. “Show me a picture of what you look like properly dressed.”

	Nigel reluctantly pulled out his phone and showed some of the pictures Amy took of him in full sissy dress.[image: Image]

	“Okay, that is extravagant. My advice is this. Let's look to limit exposure. Who is your boss right now? Is it still Phil?”

	“It is.”

	“I'll speak to Phil and see how he wants to handle this, but my recommendation will be to allow you to work from home as much as possible, and have you only come in as needed. Until we finish working out the details, please work on this floor. I'll give you a private meeting room, and I'll let you know throughout the day.” She turned to leave and then stopped. “And please send me the picture of yourself. I might need to use it as an example when I talk to Phil. Please rest assured it won't go further than that.”

	“Sure, I'll do that now.”[image: Image]

	Three hours later, Kelly was walking into the meeting room, and she looked flustered. “I'm afraid I don't have good news for you.”

	“Oh shit. I'm being fired, aren't l?”

	“No, no, nothing like that. We couldn't even if we wanted to, which of course, we don't. Phil openly said he can't afford to lose you; you are too good at what you do. However, Phil demanded to see the picture, and after seeing it came to the decision to limit your home office to two days a week, Tuesday and Thursday.”

	Nigel looked confused. “But that is less than I have today.”

	[image: Image][image: Image]”l know.”

	“So, I don't get it? Do I come to work like this then?”

	“Well, here's the thing. Legally, anyone transitioning into a new gender really needs to prove it. There have been reported issues of people abusing the system for benefits. As a company, we have the right, for example, to ask a man transitioning into a woman, to begin dressing appropriately for her gender.”

	“Okay...” Nigel said, confused.

	“Now, Phil called down Patricia, the CEO, and also legal.” 

	“Who from legal?”

	“Kim and Jerry. Of course, I had to show them the photo.”

	“Urgh.” Nigel said, sighing.

	“Phil made his case, and said that he was fine with the lifestyle you were leading, but in his opinion, you should dress as according to the lifestyle choices you had made. Kim agreed with him, in her opinion, fair is fair, and on top of that, we are respecting the wishes of your mistres... of Amy.” She said, correcting herself. “Jerry did not agree that we should do that, but in principle said the argument was sound.”

	“What did Patricia say?”

	Kelly paused. “The gist or the exact words?”

	“The exact words.”

	“Make the sissy dress as a sissy for work! The little bitch can be our whipping boy. Those were the exact words.” Kelly said, frowning in embarrassment.

	“Oh god.”

	“Yes. I'm sorry.”

	“So I need to come to work in full attire?”

	“Afraid so. Wig and make-up too.” She then slid a contract addendum across. “This is an addendum to your contract. It contains a full description of the lifestyle you have entered into and why. I need you to read and sign it.”

	Nigel read it through, noting the description of the attire chosen, which was very extravagant, lace, satins, etc. The company would protect against physical acts of violence by staff, however... “However, I have given approval for the use of corporal punishment by superiors for poor performance or not using the correct forms for communication? What the..?”

	“Erm, forms of communication are noted in section B.” Kelly said quietly.

	“Males are to be referred to as sir, and females as ma'am, except Phil Whatley, who is to be referred to as Master, or Master Phil? Patricia Darlington as Queen Patricia, and Kelly Gaspar as Mistress or Mistress Kelly? Really?”

	Kelly nodded slowly. “We feel this is in line with the lifestyle needs you have. We believe this is not your choice, but rather it is who you are.”

	Nigel read on. “Insults by regular members of staff will not be permitted, however, it is permissible to be referred to as Sissy. Insults by senior staff members as part of the necessary and needed humiliation, as set out in the description of a Sissy, are fully acceptable, even in an open forum? Tasks and services deemed part of and accepted into the sissy lifestyle, outside of standard work tasks, will be required from Nigel, and will be accepted without complaint. Non-compliance can result in punishment, including corporal punishment, or humiliation punishment? Surely this can't be legal! I mean, you even have Amy, Amanda and Sam's names in here as first recourse in terms of punishment and task. How did legal react to that?”

	There was a pause for a moment, whilst Kelly seemed to be considering something, and then she said, “Okay, here's how that meeting went. People got pretty turned on by what you are doing. We're not gonna lie. Patricia is single, you know that. I'm a lesbian, which I'm sure you guessed, but the idea of doing this to a guy, is really hot. Phil is a fleabag, he's [image: Image]trash, so the idea of having a potential slut to boss around, and maybe even fuck one day, is turning him on. Kim and Jerry think it is kinky, and Kim basically thinks this is the best way to honour a great employee, i.e. you, by giving you what you actually want. Let's be honest, it's a pretty freaky thing, but you are not being forced into it, are you?”

	“No, I'm not.” He admitted.

	[image: Image]”Jerry is nervous that this offer will freak you out, you won't sign it, and you will use it to sue us, by saying you are being forced into signing. So, if you decide to sign, you will do so in front of multiple witnesses, and then we will request you make a speech where you explain what it is you are, and why you want it. It will be recorded. That, plus this document, should secure us in case of legal issues later on. By the way, on the next page, you will see what corporal punishment actually means, outlined. All corporal punishment sessions must be monitored by a third-party, most likely me, or someone from the group involved. You will have a colour coding. Green means good. Yellow means you are nervous, or to slow down. Red means stop. However, if after punishment, your behaviour is still poor, we still reserve the right to dismiss you, without fear of legal issues.”

	Nigel sighed and admitted that it all made sense. “It's actually really good of you.”

	“Let's be honest, we all would like to get a little extra fun at work. You might just be the answer to that, without breaking any laws.”

	“And if I don't sign?”

	“Then we need to go back and work out an alternate plan. Most likely the one I said to begin with. Home office.”

	Nodding, Nigel said, “I'll sign.”

	“Really?” She asked, suddenly hopeful.

	“Yes Mistress.” Nigel said with a cheeky grin. “One last question, when did you speak to Amy?”

	She grinned back at him. “Couple of hours ago.”

	“So she knows?”

	“Everything.”

	“Thought so.” Nigel chuckled.

	“Do you want time to write your speech?”

	“That might be a good idea.” Nigel laughed, unsure of how to give a coming out speech, let alone suddenly become the office whipping boy to the likes of Patricia and Phil. Still, he couldn't lie, the sexual kink aspect and the fact they were all so open and willing to take part in this part of his life, made him feel pretty damned good.

	 


Nine - Diversity

	The main auditorium was packed with nearly a thousand employees. All were people who Nigel would eventually meet in the building, people he knew at least by sight or through work. Yet Nigel had never been so nervous as this in his life. Essentially, this was it, his coming out, the moment he told people that he was a wimp, submissive, sissy, not something any man would normally admit.

	Patricia was the first up to the lectern, where she asked for quiet. “As you know, Fortran-Killean prides itself on diversity. We were one of the first in the industry to change the company by-laws to be completely inclusive. We consistently win awards for our support of the LGBT plus community, including sponsoring pride events around the globe.

	“We have left countries where their morals and laws were not aligned with our codes, and we have funded NGOs which fight for personal freedoms, and freedoms of expression.” The room erupted in applause.

	“In all this time, we did not really consider what freedom actually meant. Freedom also means, the freedom to say, I don't want to be free. Sounds like an oxymoron, right? But we are not always born feeling strong. Sometimes, we are born feeling like we need direction. Sometimes, a person just wants to be led.

	“We are here to celebrate an extremely valuable member of our family here are FK, who came to us with a conundrum. [image: Image]How do I continue to do my work as a productive member of my team, when I am someone who was born with the deepest sense of submissiveness? How do I come to work and be my most effective, when I am not comfortable in the clothes I wear, or with how I am tasked to work?

	““It’s a tough situation to be in, because in order to become fully effective at my job, I need to feel comfortable that I am getting the leadership and space, to do my job to my very best, and in this case, this person was not. His fiancé recently discovered his needs and is helping him to embrace it in the right manner. His fiancé has now taken over all the responsibilities for the household and he has voluntarily given up all decision-making to her. In return, he has taken on the role of sissy, a submissive male, who must dress in an extravagant female form, in order to embrace his own submissiveness. And today, he approached us with this exact query, of how to continue to come to work, and yet be who he was born to be. “l value this person tremendously. As do many others in the FK management. Sowe decided to embrace what this Sissy is bringing to the table, and adopt the management tactic to make him most effective at his job.

	“But enough from me on this. Please welcome to the stage, and I expect you to all be on your best behaviour for this, Nigel Hamlin!”

	[image: Image]Nigel nervously trotted on stage, holding his speech in hand. As he approached Patricia, she held out her hand, which he took, curtseyed, bowing his head, and kissed, as was agreed in advance.

	The audience was applauding, but there was also a rumbled of confused chatter.

	Coughing, Nigel stepped towards the stage. “Thank you...” He paused, and Patricia nodded, smiling, “Queen Patricia.” [image: Image]Once more the audience murmured in discussion. “l say Queen Patricia, because she has recognised in me my need for more drastic leadership measures. As some of you know, I have always been introvert, and nervous. Whilst assertive, hidden in the back of my mind, was always a feeling of wishing someone would push me to do better. I always felt the need for clarity when I did something wrong, and weirdly, I discovered that I felt more motivated when the clarity was highlighted with punishment.

	“Some may say that BDSM is a lifestyle choice, and in many ways, for some it is. But for me, I was born submissive, and I was born confused. I didn't want to be a girl, but I also knew I would never be a man. I needed to be controlled, and my darling wife-to-be, Amy, has recognized that too. In just a few short days, I have felt a relief wash through me like never before, and finally, I feel free to be who I am meant to be.

	“So when I arrived at work today and spoke to HR, they saw this as a chance to recognise who I am. FK is a champion of human rights, and they are giving me my human right to want to be controlled. They are giving me my human right to want to be pushed further, even if that means being treated harshly, as I want and need.

	“You may hear some members of the leadership team insult me. You may see them punish me physically. You will see me dress very differently, in sissy clothes. Feel free to Google that one. All I ask is that you tolerate me.”

	“If there are any questions, I'm happy to take them now.”[image: Image]

	Hands shot up, and Nigel pointed to one man in the middle. “Sorry, this is bullshit. This is a pervy sexual thing. How are we meant to be tolerant of this? Are we all gonna start fucking on the desks now? What about sex addicts? Are they allowed to feel up the female staff?”

	Patricia stepped forward. “Everything about this deal is consensual. We, as a company, are respecting Nigel's inherent psychology. We can choose to ignore it and continue as normal, but he will never be happy, and neither will we. He is not going to walk around naked, and nothing will happen in front of you which will be deemed sexual or non-consensual. The [image: Image]fact he will be wearing sissy dresses to work, should be of no concern to you or anybody else. We do not have a dress code here, and never have I said to you not to wear jeans, or a t-shirt. I see ladies in this audience wearing low-cut tops; never have we told them to cover up, and never will we; it's not our place.”

	“If you have a problem with someone because of the material on their body, then I suggest you seek employment elsewhere. It's quite simple.”

	Hands went up. “In terms of the insults to make you feel comfortable, what are the limits?” A young woman in the front asked.

	“Generally, what's been agreed with management is that the insults will be reserved for them. I think it makes sense to call me Sissy rather than Nigel, so I'm okay with that. I think what it comes down to is context. I'm not going to get upset with someone if they are generally just playing along. But someone who openly uses hate as the context, well, that's not on from anybody.”

	The girl nodded and smiled. “Thank you, Sissy.”

	Another set of hands went up. “Yes, thanks. Not really a question, but I'm actually a trained dominant, with my own slave at home. I just want to say that I'm willing to assist with any corporate mandated punishments, where needed.” A muscular man said.

	“Same here,” said a heavyset lady in the back. There was a murmur of agreement from a few others too.

	Patricia stepped to the microphone. “Er, thanks. We'll take that under advisement.”

	Another hand went up and a meek young man stood. “l just want to say that I too am a sissy; in fact, some colleagues already know. I just wanted to ask if the same terms can be extended to me too?”

	Patricia grinned. “Of course. Come see Kelly in HR and she will discuss terms with you. And that goes for all the sissies here. Now, if we are done with the questions, we shall have a ceremonial signing of Nigel's new contract.”

	Nigel and Patricia signed at the same time, which was then followed by signatures by HR, Legal, and a member of the board. After the applause, Nigel was invited to Patricia's office, along with Phil, Kelly, Kim, and Jerry.

	Once the door was shut and locked, Patricia said, “Strip down to the lingerie please Sissy.”

	“Yes Queen Patricia.” Nigel mumbled back. He had been expecting this, even though he was not informed.

	Once in his lingerie, Patricia and Phil circled him, whilst the others sat down. “Kneel.”

	He knelt down, and Phil stood in front of him. Patricia crouched down.

	“I'm going to ask this once and once only. Amy said that you will be okay if this limited group brings a sexual element to all this. Essentially, you wave your rights to sexual harassment, even though legally that's not possible. Before we progress, I want to ask you directly if this is true. You can imagine how much I am risking by doing this, so I need to know for sure.”

	“Yes, she is totally correct.” Nigel said without hesitation. “Whenever we want, so long as it stays between us, correct?”

	“Correct.”

	She stared for a moment into Nigel's eyes, and then stood, nodding at Phil, who proceeded to unzip his pants and pull out his wide shaft. Without missing a beat, Phil grabbed Nigel's head and forced his rapidly hardening cock into Nigel's mouth.

	“Suck it slut.” Phil hissed, skull fucking the sissy as the others watched intently. Phil pulled out briefly and pulled on Nigel's hair, dragging him over to Jerry, who had his hard long cock out. Nigel took the cock in his mouth as he felt Phil pull him onto his knees. “Have you been fucked yet?” Phil asked.

	“Only a dildo.” Nigel replied.

	“So I'm gonna be your first. Nice.” Phil chuckled, pulling down Nigel's panties and spitting on his hole. Then he lined up his cock, and pressed in, earning a moan of pain from Nigel, muted by the cock in his throat.[image: Image]

	As Nigel's head bobbed up and down on Jerry's cock, Phil increased his motion on Nigel's ass. “Fuck.” Nigel breathed against the cock in his mouth. He had to admit that it felt awesome. He could definitely get into this. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Kim, Kelly and Patricia masturbating.

	“Oh fuck, fuck!” Phil cried out, ramming hard into him. Nigel felt the cock swell up and spurt warm cum inside. “Your turn buddy.” Phil told Jerry.

	As Jerry moved behind Nigel, Patricia sat down and positioned her shaven cunt in front of his mouth. The woman was in her fifties with slightly greying hair, large boobs, and a firm thin waist. She was divorced, with one grown up daughter, who hardly spoke to her. She was known in the company as a ballbuster, and there were many rumours of her conquests with men and women alike. What Nigel didn't know was that she and a number of other high-profile people, and some in that room, were members of a sexual society, similar to Eyes Wide Shut, so for her, none of this was extraordinary.

	“Lick.” Patricia hissed. “Lick my little sissy bitch, and maybe I won't punish you too much today.”

	Jerry's cock slid in thanks to the cum inside the asshole. He lasted maybe three strokes until he came, which meant Nigel left licking pussy only for the time being.

	Patricia proved to be very vocal. Her orgasms were multiples, coming quickly in succession. Finally, after grabbing Nigel's hair and pulling him in for a long final orgasm, she released him and handed over to Kim, who, after masturbating hard, lasted barely seconds on Nigel's skilled tongue.

	Kelly turned down the opportunity to get her pussy licked, saying maybe once Nigel's dick was removed. Phil was hard once more and wanted another piece of Nigel's ass. He slid inside, causing Nigel to wince as Jerry placed his dick into Nigel's mouth once more.

	Phil was not holding back this time, and now he was pounding Nigel hard and fast; so much so, that Nigel could no longer concentrate on the cock in his mouth. He stopped sucking, inside resting his head on Jerry's lap.

	“So good, so good.” Nigel breathed as the cock pounded him. “Oh fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck, ruck, fuuuuccckkk!”

	Nigel cried out, feeling his orgasm rock his body.

	“Oh baby, baby.” Phil cried out, pushing hot cum inside his subordinate's body.

	As they all sat there panting, Patricia asked, “So, happy with your choice?”

	Nigel grinned. “Very.”[image: Image]

	“I know we said home office twice a week, but I would prefer for you to be present as much as possible. For now, can we agree no home office for a few weeks?”

	Nodding, Nigel replied. “Absolutely. So long as we can do this.”

	Phil responded. “You will be my sex slut in the office, when I want it, wherever. I plan on using you every day.”

	Nigel looked up at Patricia. “It's true.” She said. “l told him you would be his toy. Albeit, Phil understands that work comes first. Is that clear?”

	“Yes, my Queen.” Nigel stated

	[image: Image]Phil nodded. “Yeah, yeah, break times only.”

	“Good sissy. Now, bend over the desk.” Patricia stated, standing up. “Kim very kindly ran out and bought us all a collection of whips and paddles. We will be using these to discipline you. I think it makes sense to start now, don't you?”

	“Yes my Queen.” Nigel agreed.

	“Don't worry. You will be gagged.” And with that, Kim forced a fat penis gag into his mouth.

	Patricia lay the first hit with a riding crop. Kelly did the second with a cat of nine tails. Kim used a fat heavy paddle. Jerry chose not to get involved in the punishment, whilst Phil chose to use his hand. They all took turns, but neither chose to stop until Nigel had pretty much passed out in subspace.

	Phil took one more turn to fuck him, before they all discussed who would drive him home. Of course, Phil volunteered.


Ten - Playmates[image: Image]

	On the drive home, Phil made Nigel sit in the lingerie and used any opportunity he could feel the sissy up. Not that Nigel minded, in fact, Nigel was wondering if he was somehow damaged in more ways than just the cock, because no matter what he did, he felt like he wasn't getting enough from it all, that he wanted to go deeper. Nobody normal would believe how lucky he was to be in the position he was in, and yet, he just wanted to be a fuck-toy for everyone.

	Of course, once they were home in the empty house, Phil pounced on Nigel again, fucking him hard wherever he could, ending up in the bedroom.

	“Oh hey, I'm Phil, Nigel's boss.” Phil said as Amy stepped into the bedroom. Phil was lying in bed naked, spooning the sleeping sissy who was in a sexy pink satin sissy nightie. “He fell asleep I'm afraid.”

	Amy chuckled, stripping off her clothes. “Long day I suppose. I have cum in my pussy for him, but I guess it will need to go to waste.”

	“Well, I can lick it out of you if you like?” The older man said. Phil was in his mid-fifties, in good shape, but he knew he was a dirty old man and he was proud of it.

	Grinning, Amy said, “Sure.” She straddled the man's head and felt his tongue touch her pussy.

	The next day, Nigel awoke to find his fiancé in the arms of his boss. He watched as they kissed and tutted . “Sam won't be happy.” Nigel said.

	“Shut up sissy and go make us breakfast.” Amy ordered.

	“Yes Miss Amy.” He replied, watching her mount Phil's cock.

	Phil ended up driving Nigel to work, only stopping briefly at Phil's house to allow him to change, and then to fuck Nigel once again. So Nigel sat in that passenger seat wearing a short pink satin petticoated party dress, with long puffy arms, a matching collar, and bonnet, white fishnet stockings, and extremely high pink pleaser shoes. On his lap was a matching purse, containing his mobile phone, make-up, but no money. “If you need money, then ask Phillip to buy you something.” Amy had told him.

	Of course, when he arrived at the office, he earned a lot of looks, and plenty of whispers. “Good morning sissy slut.”

	Someone said. Nigel turned to look, and saw it was the girl who asked the question about the insults the day before.

	Nigel curtseyed. “Good morning, Miss.”

	“My my, aren't you the sexy little whore, huh?” She grinned.

	“l try Miss.” Nigel smiled shyly.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]The girl, who was tall, attractive, with long pleated brown hair, inhaled, smiled sadly, then nodded. “Your fiancé is a lucky woman, Nigel.” “Thank you, Miss.”

	“Angela.”

	“Thank you, Miss Angela.”

	“We should have lunch one day.”

	Once more, Nigel smiled. “That would be nice, thank you.”

	Expecting a difficult day, Nigel was actually surprised that nobody bothered him throughout the day, and he was so comfortable, he had his most productive day ever. People did, of course, come by to look at him, but nobody gave him a negative look or commented.

	At four PM, he received an email that he was to visit Phil's office the moment he was free; so he stood and walked over to the small office, where he immediately shut the door, locking it. [image: Image]

	“You wanted to see me, Master?” Nigel asked, assuming a kneeling position which his head down.

	“Yes slut.” Phil began, looking at the computer screen. “l reviewed the slides you did for Falks Automation. This is some of your best work, which was top grade to begin with. Then I listened in to how you managed on the BAe call earlier today, to see if your new status affected your judgment, and found you much more assertive, and completely on the ball.”

	Phil turned to look at the kneeling sissy, then undid his pants and pulled out his cock. “I'm proud of you. You may suck me now.”

	“Thank you Master.” Nigel said, taking the cock into his mouth and bobbing up and down on it with excitement.

	“l have a little present for you.” Phil said, opening a drawer and pulling out a small bottle marked Rush. He unwrapped the plastic and slowly undid the cap. He then placed the bottle under one of Nigel's nostrils, whilst pressing a finger on the other nostril to close it. “Inhale hard and hold it.” Nigel did, sniffing down the noxious substance. Phil did the same to the other nostril. “And again.”

	Seconds later, Nigel's face felt hot. The room began to spin and he felt terribly light-headed. However, at the same time, Nigel felt extremely horny. Soon he was slobbering over the cock, savouring the feeling off the hard penis in his mouth.

	“Yes, baby, you're my slut. Suck it, suck it all down. Choke on it.” Phil hissed, watching Nigel's nose brush the skin as Phil's cock pushed down Nigel's throat. Phil grabbed the back of Nigel's head, holding it tight and listening to him choke, before finally letting him loose. They continued this for ten more minutes until Phil finally came, putting some in cum in Nigel's mouth, and shooting the rest on his face, mixing it with Nigel's tears from the choking. “Leave the cum on your face, and go see Kelly.”

	“Yes Master.”

	As Nigel left Phil's office, he walked through the open plan office, feeling the eyes on him, knowing they must have heard something, and knowing they could see the cum on his face.

	“What a slut.” He heard a female voice whisper.

	“That's pretty gross.” Someone replied.

	Smiling, Nigel walked through the office to the elevators, where he travelled up to see Kelly. There, he knocked and waited until she called him in. “Kneel.” She said immediately.

	“Yes Mistress.”

	The tall girl stood and walked around the desk, picking up a couple of tissues on the way. “Wipe that shit off your face. I really don't need Phil's cum anywhere near me, and honestly, that's maybe a bit much for the office. I'll speak to Phil later.”

	“Y-yes Mistress.” Nigel replied, wiping the cum off.

	Kelly placed herself down on the sofa, pulling up her skirt and lowering her black satin panties.

	“How was your first day at work as a sissy?” She asked as he shuffled towards her.

	“Actually great. It was a lot of fun, and I feel pretty good about how things went with the other staff.”

	“That's fantastic. Since you've come out, we've had five other sissies come out, all requesting the same treatment. We have highlighted all the details you have, in full detail, and they've agreed to it too.”

	“Wow. That's great news.”

	She grinned. “It also means you'll have play friends. But for now, come lick my pussy, sissy slut. Make me cum.”[image: Image]

	“Gladly, Mistress.”


Epilogue - Nigella

	“Nigella, if we are late, then I'm going to give you such a spanking!” Amanda berated him.

	Nigella frowned and nodded. “Sorry Mistress. I'm almost done with my make-up.” The truth was, getting dressed and doing his make-up was proving to be a bit of a chore, with the huge E-cup breasts he now had. The hormones had been slow to react, smoothing his skin and making changes, but nothing much around the breast area. In the end Sam decided to pay for implants. Then something happened and all of a sudden, the hormones kicked in; so instead of nice C-cup boobs, Nigella had two massive balloons sticking out a slender body.

	Over those six months, Sam and Amy had become closer, to the point where for nearly a month, Nigella did not see Amy. Instead, Nigella spent most of his time with Amanda, who actually spent more time cuddling with him like a lover, than beating him like a Mistress. She did that too, but really, they were more like husband and wife than anything else.[image: Image]

	Then Amy appeared at the house, glowing with excitement.

	“I'm engaged! Look!” She screamed in excitement, showing her ring.

	Frowning, Nigella said, “But, you're engaged to me.”

	Amy simply brushed him off. “Oh please, like I would ever marry a sissy. Anyway, we both know that Amanda was always the one for you.”

	Strangely, rather than be angry, Nigella simply nodded, and said, “Congratulations honey.”

	Amy brushed her hand on Nigella's face and replied, “I'm sorry. I guess I always knew I was second fiddle to Amanda, and well, I feel a closer connection to Sam. I do love you, and you will still be part of our lives, right Sam?”

	“Absolutely.” Sam agreed. “You're still our sissy.”

	So here they were, running a little late, for Amy's wedding. As Nigella stepped out into the hallway, Amanda gasped.

	“You look wonderful.” Nigella wore a plain dark pink satin mini-dress, a pink chiffon scarf, and a floral pink wide rim hat.

	Nigella kissed Amanda on the lips. “You too. Amazing.”

	“l always look good in black.” She grinned. Amanda wore a short black loose-fitting dress from cos, exposing her amazing legs. “Ready?”

	Nigella took a deep breath and nodded. “Ready.”

	The wedding was a much more formal affair than Nigella had expected. Amy's parents were in attendance and seemed deeply uncomfortable by the whole thing. Then in the reception after, Devon and Helen, Amy's parents, made a beeline for Nigella.

	“Nigel, honey.” Helen began with a sad tone. “l hope you are not too sad by all this.”

	[image: Image]”No, really, I'm fine.”

	Devon grunted. “Well, I think it is absolutely terrible what Amy did to you, and I told her that. To force you to become, well, a woman, it's not right.”

	Looking at Helen, Nigella caught her eyes roll, and in return, he offered her a brief smile. “Trust me, it was for the best.” Nigella explained. “I'm much happier now.”

	“That's good honey.” Helen said. “And I think you look lovely. And, well, maybe it is not so bad that Amy found her dominant side. Maybe if more of us women took control of our marriages, we'd have quieter lives.” She looked up at Devon as she said that.

	Searching the room for Amanda, Nigella spied Phil, Kelly and Patricia from the office. He walked over and clinked his glass against theirs.

	“You look amazing.” Patricia told the transsexual.

	“Thank you. I feel amazing.”

	But Patricia looked a little downcast. When news came out about sissies in the office, rather than the upbeat responses they'd been expecting, the board and the press began to push back. Patricia's policies were labelled disgusting by the press, and in the end, she had to ask all sissies to revert to normal female clothing and refrain from anything deemed sexual by the press. Rather than continue a boring life, Nigella quit her job and moved to work from home doing part-time consulting work.

	“We miss you.” Patricia told him. “l miss you.”

	“You are always welcome.” Nigella told her. “Come over whenever you like.”

	The CEO smiled, “Sure.” She said, but Nigella didn't really feel much conviction in it, probably because Patricia likely wanted him to herself. But as Patricia moved away, she stopped and turned back to him. “l was thinking, I may have a business idea, if you're open to it?”

	“Of course!”

	“Let's talk later.”

	As Nigella moved away, he felt a hand squeeze her backside. With a naughty smile, he turned and winked at Phil, who smiled back seductively. Grabbing his hand, Nigella pulled him to a cloakroom nearby, and the two kissed like a long lost [image: Image]couple. Then, dropping to his knees, he sucked Phil's dick, before standing and pulling up his skirt and moving the panties to one side.

	“Fuck me Phil.” Nigella gasped, knowing Phil would be done fast.

	Five minutes later, Nigella was walking around looking for Amanda with a rectum full of cum. The look he received from Patricia as he left the little cloakroom was enough to tell him that she was proud and jealous.

	“Where were you?” Amanda hissed.

	“Phil just fucked me.” He shrugged. Amanda gave him a look of incredulity, then said, “oh.”

	The wedding ceremony was all very standard and dull. Nigella couldn't help but feel like Amy was missing a beat by ignoring how she got where she was. However, that was all about to change, after Amy said I do, then turned to her Nigella, her bridesmaid. “As you all know, I was meant to marry Nigel. But Nigel is now Nigella, my best friend and my servant.” Servant? Nigella thought, but still, he smiled. Then she turned to Amanda, “And Amanda, Nigella's wife to be, will be my lover. I know for many of you, this sort of non-traditional relationship will be hard to understand, but for me, love is wherever you can find it.”

	It seemed there had been conversations going on that I hadn't been privy to, not that I minded. Thankfully, my opinion was asked at that very moment.

	“Sissy Nigella,” Amy said loudly, so that everyone could hear. “Would you do me and Sam the honour of being our servant, sissy slave, and lover, forever more?”

	A tear formed in the corner of my eyes. “Of course!”

	“Amanda, will you do the honour, of marrying your sissy, right here and now?” Amy asked, and Amanda grinned.

	“Of course!” She replied, mimicking me, shocking me entirely.

	And so, in front of everyone, Amanda and I wed. The girl with whom I was always meant to be, was now my wife, and I was her sissy husband. The four of us kissed, then held hands and walked down to the aisle, into our new life together.

	“When did you two arrange this?” I gasped as we walked around the gardens for photos.

	“Amy and I planned this months ago.” Amanda said. “l have always loved you Nigella, and to see you with Amy when I could have had you was heartbreaking. But this arrangement, this is the best. Sam will give Amy a baby, but he'll also impregnate me. The four of us will live and sleep together. No separate room for you. We said you'll be our servant, and of course, we would like that...”

	[image: Image][image: Image]Sam continued. “But first and foremost, you are our partner and our lover.” He said, smiling. “And we want you to be happy with us.”

	This time, I actually did cry. I pulled Sam to me and kissed him deeply. It really was the happiest day of my life.

	At the reception, I finally found time to speak to Patricia. She told me how happy she was for me, but at the same time, all of this was so heartbreaking for her. However, she did have a business opportunity for me; an idea that had been breeding from her sadness.

	“There are so many apps for dating out there, but have you ever seen one dedicated to sissies?” She asked.

	I frowned. I honestly didn't know because I'd never looked. “Not sure...”

	“Well, there aren't. I'm thinking about a sissy app, not just for dating, but for services too. For example, putting on a kinky party and need a sissy maid to serve? Put it on the app. Looking for a sissy for a threesome? Put it on the app. Looking for a husband who wants to be sissified...”

	I smiled. “Put it on the app. It's a good idea. I think there are more of us out there than we know, but I think there are a lot of men who are scared. Who simply don't know what they are.”

	“What are you thinking?”

	I smiled. “How about a proper school for sissies? Somewhere for wives to send their husbands, but also for men to apply?”

	My former boss grinned and then nodded. “Amanda would make a great headmistress.” She said.

	“So would you...” I told her.

	She bit her lip in excitement. “Will you help me to do it?”

	“Of course!”

	We let the others in on our idea, of the app and the school, and everyone was excited for it. Queen Patricia's School for Sissies was going to be the next big thing in fetish and kink entertainment, and I couldn't wait to get started!

	THE END
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