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		Prologue – Dan’s Story

		

		It wasn’t the almighty bang which woke me up, but rather the water pouring onto me. That and the fact that Susie, my wife, was screaming next to me. At that point in time, I really wasn’t sure what was happening and why, but the sheer volume of water pouring onto us was insane, more than just a tap or burst pipe. Of course, what had happened was far more simple to explain.

		We had taken the plunge and purchased an old cottage. It had always been my dream to renovate an old place, and now with our daughter all grown up and at university, we decided now was the time to make the investment.

		The house we had found was in decent condition. It certainly needed work, but it wasn’t so bad that I felt I needed to get a company in to help me. No, this was all stuff I could do by myself, or so I thought. Yes, I work in science and technology, but I was creative, good with my hands, why couldn’t I do it?

		So far, it hadn’t been easy. Plastering level is not something you can just do, you need training, a steady hand, and well, talent. I possessed none. I didn’t do a bad job of tiling, though I wasn’t good at cutting them, so the material expense was a little higher than expected. Then there was the new water tank in the attic.

		Basically, the water pressure in the house was atrocious, so I put a pump in. But then I reasoned that the toilets didn’t need to be connected to the same main, so I created rooftop collectors and fed them into a large tank placed across roofing trusses. I’d read about it, it was standard procedure. And yet I was too stupid to check the condition of the trusses, which from the outside looked fine.

		They weren’t.

		We were lucky to walk away from that house only wet, and not dead. When the roof trusses broke and the tank fell inward, pouring water over us, the roof collapsed to either side, essentially collapsing the cottage on either side of us. We were fucking lucky. My wife was not impressed.

		Thankfully, the insurance adjuster was fast, assessed the damage, and ascertained that I couldn’t have known the trusses were damaged on the inside without being an expert. Given that the insurance policy covered damage caused by do-it-yourself projects, we were fine. Still, Susie refused to speak to me for a couple of days.

		The insurance company allowed us a daily stipend for a hotel, but in our neighbourhood, that would mean something like the Campanile, which I wasn’t willing to subject us to. So in the end, we found a guy who wanted a lodger in the upstairs part of his house, and was willing to provide receipts for the insurance. We’d be living there for at least six months, so he was happy to have a guaranteed passive income.

		Seth was maybe five years our junior, but he was muscular, with rugged good-looks, dark stubble on his chiselled jaw, and expertly-styled hair. He had a small stud in his left ear, and tattoos covered his arms, but rather than just random stuff, the style of his black-line tattoos seemed to be cyberpunk. “I like Geiger.” He told us. “So all this stuff is inspired by a mix of him, some Blade Runner, that sort of thing.”

		“Impressive.” Susie said, staring closely at the muscular arms.

		“What is it you do?” I asked.

		“Run my own construction company.” He said.

		Susie scoffed. “Where were you a week ago?” She was going to rub this in my face for a long time to come.

		Rather than criticise me, Seth came to my defence; well, sort of. “Sometimes we need to try things ourselves before realising we’re better off leaving it to the experts. I’m sure Dan was trying his best.”

		The upstairs part of the house was accessible via a narrow staircase outside, but I had to admit, the indoors of the red-brick house was really tastefully done. Modern, bright, and airy, we actually enjoyed stepping into the place. Whilst it wasn’t ideal to be staying in someone else’s place for half a year, better a nice bright flat than a dingy room in a road-side motel.

		For the first couple of weeks, we barely saw Seth. He usually left for the site at around five in the morning, and arrived home around eight. We left for work at eight, and arrived back around five-thirty. On Friday night, we saw him go out somewhere, a cab picking him up. He was dressed up in smart pants and a black shirt, so we assumed it was a date, but when he came home at two in the morning, he appeared to be alone. It was the same the following Friday night too.

		Saturdays and Sundays he went in and out, whereas we were busy working on ideas for the house, given the insurance were essentially rebuilding and covering works to modernise. I enjoyed pointing out that we were actually saving money on this, but Susie would then remind me of what our new premiums would look like, shutting me down quickly.

		It was on the second weekend, when we were looking at the proposals for the new roof and the windows in said roof, that Susie and I had a disagreement. She wanted them to replace the roof over the spare bedroom with windows, which I complained would be a nightmare to open and close, and would let in too much light. Her argument was that we could easily add some electric blinds and that a long stick could open the windows.

		Outside, we heard the sound of digging, and I saw Seth working in the garden, planting a new tree. “Let’s ask Seth.” I said.

		“Fine!” Susie snapped.

		Grabbing the laptop, we ran out and down the stairs, pulling Seth aside and telling him we needed his advice. Of course, he was more than happy to listen, and after hearing both our arguments, said we were both wrong.

		“Huh?” We both said.

		His answer was to put in a small staircase above the bed, remove the attic portion, and then put in fold-out windows. “You open a handle and the window becomes a balcony.” He told us. “Not that much more expensive than the windows themselves because you’re paying for the glass. The mechanism isn’t all that complicated.”

		It would work. In fact, in a room that big, it would look amazing, and it would be a nice view of the valley.

		We thanked him, to which he said, “anytime,” and we went back upstairs and called the company, telling them Seth’s idea. They priced it for us and sure, it would be an additional two thousand quid, out of our own pocket, but it still was within the budget we’d set out for renovations, the rest was paid for by insurance.

		It was as we were celebrating that we heard a knock on our door. Opening it, we found Seth there. “Hey, I was thinking.” He said, “how’d you like me to take a look at the project as a whole? Maybe I can give you some advice?”

		“Would you?” Asked Susie excitedly.

		“Sure.”

		I was a little uncertain. Not because I didn’t trust him, but because these builders were quite sensitive to people stepping on their toes. The last thing I wanted was for us to come back to our company with multiple changes and tell them the guy renting us his flat said they were doing things wrong.

		That said, Susie was correct – free advice from an expert, was still free.

		“We should take him for dinner, as a thank you.” Susie suggested. He had, in fact, helped us a lot. By using his contacts, he was able to negotiate discounts the other company couldn’t, and also suggested ways to improve the cottage without needing to change planning permission. Finally, he had a person who could help us modernise the infrastructure of the cottage, handle networking, and introduce smart technology to the house.

		“You’re right.” I said. “I’ll go ask him.”

		When I went down and rang the doorbell, he appeared moments later with a towel wrapped around his muscular waist. His hair was wet, I’d clearly caught him coming out of the shower. The sheer muscle-mass on his body made me pause though. It wasn’t that I was attracted to him, just that he was really intimidating.

		“Sorry, didn’t mean to get you out of the shower.” I said.

		He smiled. “No worries. What’s up?”

		“Susie and I wanted to take you for dinner, as a thank you.” I told him.

		Seth blushed as he smiled. “Aw, no need for that. Glad to help.”

		“Still, we want to.”

		He grinned, “Won’t say no to a free meal. What do you fancy?”

		“Was thinking The Star of Bengal? Like Indian?”

		“Who doesn’t?” He laughed. “Sure, tonight?”

		“Yes, say, an hour?”

		“Fine by me. Thanks!”

		I relayed everything to Susie when I got back upstairs, so she told me to make the booking whilst she got changed. The restaurant had space, and once reserved, I made my way back upstairs, finding my wife staring at two short dresses, trying to decide which to wear.

		“It’s just a curry.” I said, laughing, but I knew Susie hated going to restaurants in plain clothes. I looked at the two black dresses. Both were fairly standard short dresses, tight. I knew why she preferred tight dresses, it was because she was proud of her slim figure and big boobs. After having one child, she’d returned to her slender modelesque figure and kept it that way, albeit lately she admitted it required way too much effort. Still, she had nicer dresses, less plain ones. “What about the red silk one?” I asked.

		Her eyes darted to me as if I was an idiot. “One, red silk to an Indian restaurant? Do you want me to destroy that dress? Two, if you want Seth to stare at my boobs all night, then sure. No, not wearing the red dress.”

		“What about the black lace-up one? The one with the exposed left shoulder?”

		Again, her eyes darted to me, and I felt like a moron. “Again, my left boob will be practically on display, and if I bend over, everyone will see my pussy.”

		“Why do you even have that dress if you don’t wear it?” I asked. I’d seen her in it once in ten years.

		“It’s a clubbing dress.” She whined. “When did you last take me out clubbing?”

		“Hmph.” I said, walking away. Clearly my advice was useless.

		Twenty minutes later, she was walking down in the short, tight black leatherette halter-neck dress. Look, don’t get me wrong, it was a gorgeous dress, but this was a woman with a tiny waist that I could put both hands around, and huge natural tits that didn’t sag. I just wished she’d show herself off more.

		When we finally left though, Seth was quick to comment on how gorgeous she looked, as she walked across the drive to my Range Rover in those sparkly black high-heels, carrying her clutch purse, then climbing in the back, leaving the front for Seth.

		The drive to the restaurant took less than ten minutes, but during that time, Susie bragged about how much Seth had helped us already and how much we had saved thanks to him. Of course, he was happy to help and noted that paying for dinner wasn’t necessary, but she insisted.

		Finally at the restaurant, Seth was quick to jump out and open the door for my wife. It was oddly demeaning for me, after-all, he was the guest, and she was my wife, and yet I felt like their driver. Still, I put it out of my head and we went inside.

		Over dinner, we talked about Amanda, our daughter, our jobs, me working for a company producing systems for European defence, and Diane working for a large accounting consultancy. Seth talked about his first marriage, failed because he cheated, which he said he didn’t regret because his wife was a bitch. It turned out that Seth was actually originally from Australia, but moved to the UK when he was a kid, so lost his accent.

		“You do say no worries, a bit.” I told him, making him grin shyly.

		“Aw, yeah, force of habit.” He chuckled.

		“So you’re single?” Susie asked, bringing things back to his divorce.

		He nodded. “Three years now.” He explained, but then said it was better that way, that he wasn’t one to get tied down to one person. “I think my only regret was not having a kid, but hey, it is what it is.”

		As we dined on a mixture of dishes, Seth talked about his business. It turned out that the construction company working on our house needn’t have worried about Seth muscling in on their business because he actually developed far different properties. The current one he was working on was a nine-storey building for a multinational corporation and their UK headquarters. When I heard that, I realised that Seth was actually doing pretty well for himself.

		“I do alright.” He chuckled. We didn’t dare ask how much he made, but based on the type of buildings he built and the number of people he had working for him, we realised he must have been a multi-millionaire.

		“Why do you have that house? Rent the upstairs?” Susie asked.

		He shrugged. “I had a huge house, a mansion, with the wife. Maybe that was one of the biggest mistakes, because even with her there, it was lonely, you know? She loved it, of course. She was on the cover of fucking People one time, showing off the house. We were already pretty much done by then, but they fucking made us out to be a stellar couple, didn’t they? Anyway, she’d done that shit most blonde bimbos do. Fucking injection to the lips; looked like someone stuck wax lips to her face.” He chuckled. “Anyway, after that, I just decided to keep myself grounded, a detached house, nothing huge, enough for me. As to renting out the upstairs, I just like knowing someone’s around. Just little sounds to remind me I’m not alone.”

		I felt horrible for him, and by the way Susie squeezed my leg, I knew she did too. “Hey mate,” I said compassionately. “You know there’s always a cold one in the fridge for you if you ever want to hang out?”

		The man smiled and nodded. “Same here brother, anytime.”

		We chatted and ate for a while longer, and it honestly all felt so simple, so smooth, like he was someone we had known for years. He asked Susie about the company she worked for and noted that he needed someone to look after their accounts as they expanded. Based on the sheer scale of the company, she assumed he had accountants to handle it, and he confirmed that he did, but they were based around when he was small. Now that the company was growing, he needed to look to grow the accounting side of things.

		“Look, at any given time, we are working on five large-scale projects.” He explained. “We need to procure materials, pay the people, and handle billing towards large corporations who pay based on milestones. Some of these companies are in other countries, so there are other accounting rules. It’s reached a point now where I’m wondering if it doesn’t make sense to just move things to a company like yours.”

		I knew Susie hated working in corporate accounting, not because of the work itself, but rather because the people above her were idiots and creeps with no morals. It was all about billing the customer. Have a coffee? Bill the customer. Go for a shit? Bill the customer.

		Still, taking in a company like Seth’s would get her promoted and possibly richer than we were, but at the same time, she felt obligated to be honest with him, especially after how he helped us.

		“My advice, don’t go with one of the big consultancy companies.” She said. “They will just shaft you at every corner. Yes, the short-term investment will be lower, but over a three-year period, the total will be way higher.”

		“What would you recommend?” He asked.

		“Buy a decent ERP system, then hire a CFO and get them to build a services centre. As I say, the initial outlay will be higher, but it will pay off in the long run, especially if you are looking to expand.”

		“I am.” He noted. “I’m bidding on a project in Latvia. If we win, then I’ll need to acquire a company locally.”

		“That’s why you need to manage this yourself.”

		Seth nodded, deep in thought, as if contemplating something, but then he nodded once more and sat back, changing the subject to sports.

		By the time we arrived home, it was late, but we invited him up for a night-cap which he politely declined, saying he was done for the day and heading straight to bed. Upstairs, we talked about what a nice guy Seth was, and how lucky we were to have landed on our feet, when we heard a knock on the door. I opened it to find a rather serious looking Seth stood there, clearly, he’d been thinking about something this whole time.

		Ignoring me, he looked up at Susie, who was taking her earrings out at the time. “What if you were my CFO?” He asked her. “What if you set all this up for me?”

		Susie’s eyes widened. I knew that was her dream, to build all the processes herself, to set everything up by herself. “I don’t know...you don’t really know me. What if I’m crap?”

		“You’ve worked at Raine and Doverman how long?” He asked.

		“Twenty years, give or take.” She said.

		“And been promoted how many times?”

		“Ten or so.”

		“Yeah.” He chuckled. “I think you’re qualified.” He stepped back. “Sleep on it, then tell me in the morning. Name your price. Good night!”

		And just like that, he was gone.

		Susie and I stared at each other, a nervous grin on her face, until finally, she erupted, jumping up and down and squealing with excitement. I grabbed her, pulling her in for a long kiss and hug, and told her how proud I was of her.

		As we were preparing for bed, I chuckled about how I started the evening, going down to see him when he was just getting out of the shower. “He was just in a towel.” I chuckled.

		“Oh yeah?” She asked from the bathroom.

		“Yeah. Honestly, it was more embarrassing for me than for him.”

		“Why?”

		I shrugged, even though she couldn’t see it. “I dunno. He’s a bit intimidating, physically.”

		Her head popped out from behind the door frame. “How do you mean?”

		“I mean, well, he’s got like, a perfect chest and stomach. Six pack, muscles, honestly, he could be a male model or something.”

		But sensing I needed a little moral support, she leaned around and grinned, whispering, “He’s probably got a really tiny dick.”

		I laughed, but then I thought back to seeing him, the towel wrapped tight, and then my mind saw what I’d missed in the moment. The outline of his cock, flaccid, hanging down. “No...” I said suddenly, and her expression changed.

		“No?” She asked.

		“No...” I mused again, remembering it. “No, I saw it through the towel. He’s fucking huge.”

		Suddenly, she was no longer doing what she was doing, but rather she was approaching the bed slowly. “H-huge?” She asked, pushing the duvet back from me and reaching for my dick. It was not huge by any stretch, it was average at best.

		“Yeah, massive, and flaccid too.”

		She was rubbing me now. We hadn’t had sex in ages, but the mixture of alcohol and the conversation was getting her horny. “Wanna fuck me?” She asked.

		“Does it get you horny knowing our landlord, your future boss, is hung?” I grinned.

		“Fuck yes.” She gasped, climbing onto me and letting her robe fall to the ground.

		“Why?”

		“I don’t know. Just fuck me.”

		As she rode me, I stared up at her gorgeous body, her beautiful face, the high-cheekbones. Her eyes were closed and I could tell she was thinking about him. Look, we’d done it before, fantasised about others, but never someone so close. It all felt very sudden, but I suppose the alcohol had lubricated her inhibitions.

		I allowed my eyes to close, but the moment I did, I saw him, saw Seth, taking my wife, pulling her into his arms, kissing her, groping her. She was moaning, feeling that huge cock, then she was taking it in her mouth. I could feel my dick swelling and I knew I needed to think of anything else, otherwise I’d be done way too fast, but I couldn’t get it out of my mind. Suddenly, in my head, she was looking right at me, laughing, “think I’ll ever want your little thing after taking Seth?” She asked in my head. “Never. You and me are done. You can live upstairs, and I’ll live here with Seth. We’ll call you when you’re needed.”

		I came...I came fucking hard...

		

	
		One

		

		What the fuck was wrong with me? Susie and I fucked three times last night, three! We hadn’t fucked for months and then we fuck three times, and why? Because I got excited about my wife fucking another man. I think everything was getting to me, because never had I had a kinky thought in my life, and here I was, imagining my wife choosing Seth over me.

		Susie didn’t mention anything. In fact, Seth wasn’t mentioned, but neither of us needed to. I knew she was thinking about him. The next day though, she was the most chipper I’d ever seen her. When I asked why, she laughed and said that it was the best sex she’d had in a long time, to which I said that I came way too fast all three times.

		“Honey, I don’t care.” She said, kissing me. “You being inside me makes me feel wanted, and that’s all I ask for.”

		We talked about the job over breakfast, and she said that she still wasn’t sure. Her biggest fear was of failure. After twenty years in one place, just leaving took away the security she’d built up. However, I pointed out that this American company wouldn’t hesitate to dump her if they felt it would save a dollar here or there, which she admitted was true.

		“I just don’t know if it would be a good idea. What if after a month he realises it was a mistake? What if he fires me and we still need to live here?”

		I smiled, and nodded, understanding that imposter syndrome was a killer. But at the same time, logic was important too. “Okay, let’s look at it from all sides. Yes, that could happen, although I think it’s unlikely. You’re good at your job, and I think you’ll be successful here too, but let’s pretend, for a moment, something happens, and he needs to let you go. Work is work; home is home. If after all these years you can’t separate work from friendship, then something is wrong. I promise you; any decision he makes will be a difficult one, and we just need to respect that.”

		She nodded. “So you think I should do it?”

		“You’re in your early forties. If not now, when?”

		“Should I go tell him?” She giggled.

		I looked at the clock. It was nine in the morning on a Sunday, I should have told her to wait an hour, but I could see how excited she was, and it was infectious. “Sure.”

		Bolting out of the door, still in her shiny long black robe, she ran to his front door and rang the bell. I tried to listen for voices but heard nothing for a long moment, until I heard her voice, apologising for something. Then the voices became a murmur I couldn’t understand, so I headed back inside.

		Five minutes later, she was back, albeit her face was flushed red. “What’s wrong?” I asked her, but she simply grinned naughtily.

		“I woke him up.” She said, biting her bottom lip.

		“Oops.” I chuckled.

		“No, he was okay with it, and he was really happy I was accepting the job. We hugged.”

		“Great!” I told her.

		“Not great.” She mumbled, shaking her head, whilst trying not to laugh. Then suddenly she couldn’t help herself and burst out laughing. “He was in boxer shorts. He had morning wood.”

		“Oh-oh.”

		“Babe.” She giggled, “He’s too big.”

		“What?” I asked, my smile dropping.

		“It’s too big. His cock is so big, I think it would tear me in half. I think he’s nine inches or something. It’s massive.” She told me. I felt my dick swell. “Fuck, I was so embarrassed, but he didn’t seem to notice, or care. It just prodded me.”

		Grabbing her hand, I pulled her back to the bedroom where I mounted her from behind. I fucked her hard as she continued to tell me how it pressed against her crotch, how if the material wasn’t there, it probably would have slipped under her, pushed her labia apart.

		“You weren’t wearing knickers.” I said.

		“Forgot.” She giggled. “Or maybe I didn’t.”

		“Your robe could’ve come apart.” I told her, pumping in and out of her.

		“His cock could’ve come out the hole.”

		“Would you have let him?” I gasped.

		“I...yes, probably.” She giggled. “Hard to say no to something like that. It was so big. So huge. He could’ve just taken me there and...”

		I came. I’m not proud of it, it was way too fast, and there was no way she got any pleasure from it, but I came, hard. But instead of being upset, she simply climbed off me, laughing loudly, not even giggling, running to the bathroom with her legs together to keep the cum from dribbling.

		“Who’d have thought I have a kinky cuckold fetishist at home?” She laughed.

		“A what?” I asked, wondering what she was on about.

		“A cuckold fetishist. A husband who gets turned on by being a cuckold.” She said as she sat on the toilet.

		“I’m not!”

		“You are!” She said. “Don’t be embarrassed. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about. It’s not as if I’m really going to do it.”

		I don’t know what shocked me more, that she knew what a cuckold was, that she found it funny, or that she instantly said she wasn’t going to really do it. When I asked her how she knew so much about it, she told me that she read women’s magazines like Cosmopolitan, and it had come up more than once. Still, it was a little unnerving that she was more sexually experienced than me, but this sort of stuff wasn’t usually covered in Maxim or FHM.

		Throughout that Sunday, Susie used any excuse she could to tease me. She even reminded me of the dress choices I’d picked the night before, saying now she understood why I wanted her to dress in such revealing outfits. I’m not going to lie, she did get me hot and bothered, which meant we fucked a lot more often that day.

		In the evening, we heard Seth head out. When Susie looked out the window, she saw he was all dressed up as he jumped into his Jag, so we had to assume he was off out on a date. Sure enough, four hours later, he returned, a brunette in a short dress by his side.

		“Seth pulled.” I said.

		“Good for him! I hope she’s a decent person, because he deserves it.”

		“I doubt it. He’s not looking to settle down, remember.”

		A half hour later, we were turning the lights off and saying good night. Downstairs, all seemed quiet. It was just as my eyes were finally done and I was just entering sleep, that I heard the noise; a woman’s moan. My eyes bolted open as I listened to the sound of the woman getting louder, the sound of slapping skin, the sound of him thrusting in and out. Soon the woman’s moans were violent screams for more, deeper, harder. “God, your dick is fucking huge!” The woman screamed.

		The woman climaxed over and over, but still Seth didn’t stop. I faked sleep lying on my side, listening to him going, jealous that I could never last like he could. Then I heard the sound of Susie, she was leaning over, checking me. With my eyes closed, I pretended to breath rhythmically, and felt her lie back down, only to then feel the bed shake slightly. She was rubbing herself, masturbating! As the woman below panted and screamed, Susie tried to time herself with her, until both women’s moans with asynchronous. I couldn’t believe it; Susie was getting off on this.

		“Oh Seth.” I heard, but this wasn’t from the lips of some random skank he’d brought home, this was from my wife!

		The sex continued well into the night, and rather than be one and done, Susie continued to rub herself to multiple orgasms, whereas I lay there, the idiot with the painful erection, too scared to do anything about it. Perhaps I was a cuckold. Perhaps I was a pussy.

		In the morning, I expected Susie to look as exhausted as I felt, but instead, found her chipper, bouncing around the kitchen as if she’d had the best sleep ever. Rather than ask her why, I loaded up on coffee and asked her if she needed a lift to work, to which she said she would take her car this time. After breakfast, I kissed her goodbye and shut the door, driving off.

		The whole journey to the office was torture. I was leaving her behind, alone there with a sexually god in the ground floor of the house. What if they ran into each other on the way out and suddenly decided to do it? Fuck! What about when they worked together?

		No, I needed to get this shit out of my mind. If I let it, I knew I would end up overthinking it, analysing it, and my work would suffer. Instead, I just focused on my work.

		It was ten when I received a messenger notification from her, stating that she needed to come up with a job description and set a pay target to hand to Seth, something reasonable to justify leaving RAND, but at the same time, not taking the piss. I told her that she would need to write the ins and outs, that I didn’t know the details of her work well enough to help, but that I could research comparable positions.

		By the end of day, she’d mapped out the role quite well, and I sent details of a CFO compensation package for a property developer of that size. Annoyingly, she thought the figure was steep, to which I said that it was actually the average across the industry based on her location, but still she thought it was too much, “because I’m a woman, we get paid less.”

		“Are you fucking kidding me?” I wrote back. “Do not do that! You get paid less, but you deserve more. Stop knocking yourself down.”

		“I’m not, I’m just trying to be realistic. If I went and asked for the same compensation as a man here, they’d find a way to get rid of me.”

		“That’s there. Fuck them.”

		She decided to take my advice and sent the request to Seth. He wrote back instantly. “Deal. I’ll get legal to put a contract and formal offer together.” Susie was ecstatic.

		It was around eight that evening when we heard the sound of Seth pulling up, but instead of going straight to his part of the house, we heard him ascend the stairs. Before he could knock, I opened the door and invited him in.

		“Don’t mean to disturb, but I brought a draft of the contract and the offer for you, Susie.” He said, handing over a small folder with the logo of his business on it. “Give it a read, and if you’re happy, go ahead and sign. I assume you need to give notice?”

		“Yeah, a month.”

		“That’s fine.” He smiled. “Anyway, give it a read, and let me know. I’ll get out of your hair.”

		“No, stay.” Susie said. Then looking at me. “Grab Seth a beer.”

		“You sure?” He asked.

		“Of course! Anyway,” She giggled. “Wanna hear about your date last night?”

		Immediately, both he and I began blushing. “Heard that did you?” He asked as I handed him a bottle of beer.

		“I think the next village heard that.” I laughed, and as I did, I remembered that I was meant to have been asleep. Suddenly, Susie was giving me a horrified look.

		“Eeek. Sorry!” Seth said.

		I don’t know why, but I felt the need to double down on Susie’s embarrassment. “Don’t worry. I think you gave Susie a lot to think about.”

		“Erm, well, happy to have been of service.” Seth joked, raising the beer bottle as a toast.

		Trying to save herself from embarrassment, Susie moved the conversation over to work, the role, and her plans. Seth seemed happy to listen for a bit, but then became a little phased out, probably because he’d had enough of work for the day. I got that Susie was excited about the role, but not everyone felt the same way about finance as she did.

		“Hey Seth,” I said suddenly, “where did you meet the girl you brought home last night?”

		“Oh, she’s just someone I see from time to time. Haven’t seen her in a month, she was travelling, but she’s, um, fun. I don’t see her much though.”

		“Why?” Susie asked.

		“Married.” Seth told her. “Her husband travels sometimes, and when that happens, then she gets time to see me.”

		“Does the husband know?” Susie asked, making me look up at her incredulously.

		Snorting beer out of his nose, Seth laughed. “No! Why would he know? He’d probably try to kill me.”

		This time it was Susie’s turn to smile, to make me uncomfortable. “Oh, you know, there are some husbands who like it. Some guys who want their wives to fuck another man.”

		Bottle in mid-air, Seth paused, his eyes darting between both of us. Then he said, “I don’t know about that. Seems dangerous. What if the husband changes his mind? I wouldn’t want a knife in my side.” He laughed, nervously. “What are these husbands called?”

		“The husband is called a cuckold.” She said.

		“Makes sense.” He replied.

		“The wife is a hot-wife.” She said next, looking right into my eyes and smiling naughtily. How the fuck did she know so much? “And the lover is called a bull.”

		“Sounds kinky.” He replied. “I don’t think I could ever do it though. It’s risky enough when the husband doesn’t know. I wouldn’t want to be the reason a marriage falls apart.” He laughed, then downed the beer. “Although, I do enjoy a bit of flirting, but even that gets me into trouble.”

		“How so?” I asked.

		He shrugged, and then stood up to leave. “Met my first wife by flirting in the office. She worked for me, and we ended up marrying. Look how that turned out! And with that, I bid you a good night.”

		“You too.” We said.

		He thanked us for the beer, but this time, instead of just leaving, he pulled Susie in close and kissed her cheek quickly. It was just a normal goodbye kiss, but for some reason, she blushed after it, and I found my dick throb with excitement.

		“I wanna fuck.” Susie snarled after he left. “On the bed, now. I can’t believe you listened to me wanking last night and didn’t do anything.”

		“I was embarrassed.”

		“Dick!” She laughed, pushing me on my back and scrambling to get undressed. Seconds later, she was on me. “Go on quickie, cum in me. I know you won’t last, not imagining Seth and his monster cock making me scream like he made her scream last night. And not now you know he fucks married women.”

		“Are you going to let him fuck you?” I asked, panting already.

		“I should, right? I should let him. Tell me. Should I?”

		“Yes! Yes! Yes!” I screamed, shooting up her. “Let Seth fuck you!”

		“Shhh!” She slapped my chest, but at the same time, she was laughing.

		Of course, I felt like crying. Climaxing in less than a minute, coming to the thought of her fucking him. She climbed off me, ran to the bathroom and cleaned up. Then she came back and told me to climb between her legs. I licked her to three orgasms as she closed her eyes, imagining Seth. Then after, we lay side by side and I asked her directly, if she would fuck Seth.

		“Of course not, idiot.” She smiled, rolling her eyes. “I’d never cheat on you.”

		“It wouldn’t be cheating though, not really.” I told her. I don’t know why I told her that, it wasn’t that I was trying to convince her, but I was just trying to be logical.

		Her eyes searched mine, trying to read me, and a gentle smiled formed on her face. “I suppose not.” She said softly, then kissed me on my nose and said, “Good night.”

		

	
		Two

		

		The subject of Susie fucking Seth fuelled our sex life for a few more days but eventually, work and things to do with the house took priority, and as we settled into our usual rhythm, it kind of got forgotten. By Friday, Susie had signed the contract and handed in her notice at work, and whilst they wouldn’t let her go immediately, they did agree to shorten the notice period to the month end to make accounting easier. As such, she informed Seth that she would start in a little over two weeks, which he was very happy about.

		Come Friday night, we assumed Seth would be going out as per usual, but this time, he came home from work and knocked on our door. “Hey, was wondering if you guys wanted to join me tonight? Thought we could celebrate you signing the contract?” He said to Susie.

		“Where are you planning on going?” She asked him.

		He shrugged. “Grab a bite to eat in town, pub for a pint or two, then Gallagher’s.”

		“The nightclub?” Susie asked. We’d been there before. It was more of a disco, pick-up joint than a club, you didn’t get to hear electronic music there, and honestly, I couldn’t stand pop music, but still, why not?

		“Yeah. You mind?” He asked.

		“No, we can get a drink.” Susie said. “I need time to get ready though.”

		“Of course! All the time you need.”

		Minutes later, we were in the bedroom and Susie was pulling out dresses. The red one and the black one, both the ones I’d mentioned before, came out, along with a tiny silver one I’d not seen before. Turned out she had bought it on a whim and never worn it.

		“Show me.” I said.

		She slipped on the silver dress and my eyes went wide. Yes, it was short, tight at the skirt, but then the top were two silver slits which then went up behind her neck. They pulled tight against her breasts, but they still were only wide enough to cover her nipples and some boob, but left plenty of side-boob and cleavage visible.

		“If I wear this one, I can’t wear a bra.” She said.

		“Obviously.”

		“If I wear the red one, I need to wear a thong or none at all.”

		“Wear this one.” I said, my mouth salivating.

		The grin that appeared on my wife’s face said it all. Without moving to change anything, she kept the dress on and moved to the make-up table, where she sat down, explaining it would take a while. In the meantime, I put on a tight dark-blue shirt and black trousers and headed to the living room to wait for Susie.

		A half-hour later, she appeared, her dark hair styled and curled ever so slightly, and on her feet, silver high-heeled sandals which made her seem ten centimetres taller. “I’m ready.” She said, and I stood, waking her to the door, before she stopped and placed a hand on my chest. “Are you sure about this?” She asked.

		“What do you mean?” I asked back.

		Her face darkened, looking down at me slightly in the heels. “I’m wearing this dress because I want us to enjoy our time together, but also because I think we have found something that turns us both on. Flirting is harmless, so long as it stays flirting, but alcohol makes us do silly things, and I also don’t like leading anyone on. Tell me to behave and I will. Tell me not to flirt, and I’ll go get changed.”

		I swallowed, torn between doing the right thing, and my level of extreme horniness. “I want you to do what makes you happy, damn the rest.”

		“Then let’s go.” She said, but it felt like a warning more than anything else.

		When we rang Seth’s doorbell, we stood there feeling very exposed and nervous. She gave me one last look, a sad one, like she knew I was giving her away. At the time, I wasn’t sure what was happening, I had zero expectations, but for some reason, I had the feeling she had something on her mind.

		The door opened and Seth saw my wife in front of him and he just froze. Not a word was said, not even a hello, he just froze. Finally, he nodded and without a word, stepped back, inviting us inside.

		“I’ll need to order a taxi.” He said, finding his voice. “Beer? Wine?”

		“Erm, beer please.” I said.

		“Got any tequila?” Susie asked, much to my surprise.

		“Sure.”

		As we drank our drinks and waited for a taxi, the room felt tense. Nobody knew what to say and Seth was the most nervous I’d ever seen him. After a long few minutes, he finally said, “You should come visit the office next week.” Talking to Susie.

		“Yeah, probably should.” She replied, smiling nervously. “Erm, yeah.”

		The sound of a car pulling up broke the tension. Susie and I sat in the back of the taxi, whilst Seth jumped in the front. Our first stop was a small Greek restaurant that Seth said he likes to go to before a night of drinking because it layers the gut and soaks up the alcohol. Finally, some of the tension was beginning to dissipate and conversation began to flow, talking about work that week, the house, and then politics, which normally is not a good idea, but it seemed Seth shared the same views as us, thankfully.

		The food was excellent, but it wasn’t a place to sit and drink, so after eating, Seth led us to a lively pub where he ordered us drinks. As we waited for Seth to come from the bar, we stood next to a high table and observed the evening’s revellers. Susie was by far the most attractive woman there, and it seemed she was being noticed. As we were waiting there, drunk imbeciles thought it was okay to hit on her right in front of me, as if challenging me to hit them or do something. Thankfully, Susie could take care of herself.

		“Fuck right off, cunt!” She told them.

		When Seth returned though, she may have received looks, but nobody bothered her again.

		With alcohol now in us, we were definitely loosened up, and it seemed Seth had been doing his research. Apparently, after talking to us about the married woman, and telling him about cuckolding, he spent the night reading about it. He even wrote to the woman to ask her if the husband really didn’t know, and saying he’d be okay if he did. Turned out, the husband did know but she was too embarrassed to admit it.

		“Yeah, so he’s okay with her sleeping around, so long as he’s out of country when she does it.” He explained. “He’s not a traditional cuckold like the husbands who want to be in the room and shit.” Then he leaned closer. “Honestly, I think he’s sleeping around and this is his excuse to feel better about himself.”

		“Sounds like it, to be honest.” Susie giggled. “Well, screw him then. He’s clearly doing it wrong.” She laughed.

		Seth also laughed. “You know how he should be doing it then?”

		“Hell yeah!” She replied, inhibitions looser now.

		The conversation moved away to other things, and after a few drinks, we headed to the club where I stupidly switched to cocktails. Huge mistake after drinking beers, and of course, by one in the morning, I was pretty wasted.

		Still, Susie and Seth were clearly having fun on the dance floor, and at one point, he was pretty handsy with her, as the song kind of demanded. He asked me if I was okay with it, and I said I was, so after that, whenever there was a song that required a couple to be close, I sat it out, letting them do their thing. Although I felt drunk, I wasn’t so out of it to ignore the fact that Susie was deliberately pressing her body against his, wrapping her arms around him, and so forth, but at no point did they do more than that. Never did he kiss her, and never did he place his hands on her arse and breasts, much as I kind of wish he did.

		It was during a rest break that they came back to drink and have a bit of a chat. They were clearly drunk too, as Susie asked him if this was where he picked up women. He said he did but he never took them home.

		“I thought not.” She giggled.

		“Why?” He smiled.

		“Because I didn’t hear, oh Seth, Seth! SETH! Fuck your cock is so huge, Seth!” She mimicked. My eyes widened at her pretty accurate copy of the sounds we’d heard.

		Not wanting to be outdone though, Seth replied, “Not much different to hearing. Yes! Yes! Yes! Let Seth fuck you!” He laughed.

		Suddenly, I felt sick with embarrassment, or alcohol, or both, I dunno, but I felt sick. But Susie simply burst out laughing and said, “Got to love Dan’s fantasies.”

		“Glad to be the subject of your fantasies.” He told her. “At least I know how you know so much about cuckolding. I take it you’ve never done it?”

		“Never.”

		He nodded and then took a drink. I was kind of expecting him to say he would be happy to oblige, but he left it there and said nothing further. Instead, he downed his drink and took her by the hand and led her into the dancefloor. I was about to stand and follow, but Susie gave me a dark smirk and shook her head. When I sat back down, she blew me a kiss and then disappeared into the fog of smoke.

		A half-hour later, they were ready to leave. We went outside where we found a taxi, but instead of me going into the back with Susie, she told me to sit in the front. As we drove, I heard them talk softly about the night, the dancing, some weird guy who kept bumping into people, and such, but eventually, the talking stopped. There was a sound of movement, which caused me to turn my head a little. In my peripheral vision, I could make out Seth’s hand on Susie’s thigh, gently rubbing it. I didn’t dare turn further but when I saw our driver look up at the mirror, I reached up and pulled down the vanity mirror, allowing me to see a little into the darkness behind me. They were kissing, making out like a young couple.

		I stared for a long time, barely able to make out their faces in the darkness save for the occasional streetlamp flashing across them. His hands were roaming her body now, touching her breasts, and hers were on him, on his crotch over the trousers. As they kissed, her eyes occasionally met mine in the mirror, daring me to turn around and stop him, but I never did.

		As the car pulled into the driveway, Susie asked me to pay the driver, and the two got out and walked to the front door, waiting there silently, Seth with the key in the door. They were whispering something, and he seemed nervous. Once I got out, I walked over to my wife about to reach for her hand, but she instead placed her hands on my shoulders and kissed my cheek.

		“Good night, Dan.” She said softly, a nervousness to her voice as her eyes found mine. I opened my mouth to say something, but she spoke again. “Good night, babe. I’ll see you in the morning, okay? That okay?”

		I swallowed, trying to process all of this, my body shaking as if freezing cold, but then I nodded. “Of course. Enjoy yourself.”

		She kissed me again, and then backed up to the door. Seth opened it and let her in, then gave me a quick embarrassed look, nodded and blinked, and then shut the door.

		Still shivering, I walked up the steps and entered the flat. As I prepared for bed, my mind raced. I tried to hear any voice, sound, anything from below, but I didn’t hear a scratch. Was I doing the right thing? Did I really want this? Was she expecting me to stop her, to talk sense into her? This man was about to be her boss, could she work with him after that? Was this the first time she had cheated on me? What if she was always a cheater and I was now legitimising it?

		And yet, as I lay in bed and pictured them in the car, kissing, pictured her downstairs, I found my cock the hardest it had ever been in my life. I edged myself, determined not to cum, knowing that I’d just feel horrible if I did, and listened. Finally, after a long moment of silence, I heard them.

		“Oh. It’s big.” She gasped. He was entering her. Would she even want me after this? Did I want her to want me? “Oh, fuck, fuck! Oh god, Seth! Fuck me!” She screamed.

		I couldn’t prevent my climax. Cum shot all over my body and instantly, I felt dirty, disgusting. I needed to wash myself, then I began to pace. She was so loud now that she might as well have been right next to me, and in my post-climactic state, it was like torture to my ears. He was giving her orgasm after orgasm, and she was making sounds I’d never heard from her. She was foul-mouthed, begging him to call her things I would never have been allowed to call her. She was promising him everything and more, that she never wanted it to end, that he could have her whenever he liked.

		“Who does this pussy belong to?” He asked her.

		“You master! You!” She screamed. “Nobody fucks like you! Fuck! Oh, my fucking god, Seth, do me! Fuck! You’re perfect! So perfect!”

		Soon my cock was stiffening again and once more, I was back in bed, listening. There were moments when I was encouraging her in my head, wanting her to tell him she would give up sex with me for him, to share his bed every single night, and then I would cum, and I felt like banging on the floor and telling them to stop. Thankfully, I was too scared of her reaction to do either.

		At one point, I burst into tears, wondering what kind of man I was to literally hand over my wife to this man. Fuck, I realised that we lived next to him, that this would never stop, it would fester and grow until I actually lost her, I was sure.

		And yet, would it be so bad to lose her, to live up here as her cuckold slave whilst she took care of him down there? No, it would be so awesome, such a great feeling. I hoped she did it, I hoped she would become a dominant bitch who taught me my proper place!

		And then I came again and suddenly, I was dressed, with a coat on, ready to go knock on a door and claim her back. I put the TV on, did anything to try to ignore the sounds of constant sex from below.

		Honestly, it didn’t stop, not once. He came once an hour, maybe less, but it felt like that. She came constantly, and it didn’t stop until five in the morning, when finally, I was met with silence. Finally, I could close my eyes. Finally, I slept.

		Banging on the wall woke me up. Banging and screams of pleasure from my wife. I turned to look at my phone, seven in the morning. They got two hours of sleep and continued? Who was this man?

		It was nine by the time they were done. I heard them talking, and then I heard the front door go and the sound of footsteps on the stairs. I ran to the door where I found her running up with a sheet around her naked body.

		“Thanks.” She whispered, running inside. Then she dropped the sheet to reveal her bruised and used naked body, dried cum around her pussy or on her breasts. She instantly grabbed me and pulled me in for a tight hug. “Are you okay? Was it too much?” She must’ve seen my red eyes because she looked at me and suddenly, I could see hurt and regret plastered on her face. “I’m sorry if I misunderstood.” She whispered.

		“No, it was amazing.” I told her. “I must have cum about ten times.” I chuckled, but sniffing back tears. “It’s hard, I’m not going to lie. I...I was scared, embarrassed, jealous of course, but god, none of that matter because it was amazing.”

		“Do you want to shower with me?” She asked, stroking my hair. “Or do anything else?”

		“I don’t think I can fuck you. I’m wanked out.” I chuckled.

		“Anything else?” She asked, licking her lips, her signal that she wanted me to go one step further. “Think you can do it or is it too much too soon?”

		I inhaled and then nodded. “I’ll try.”

		“Yes please. Please try.” She said, leading me to the bed and sitting back spreading her legs. Dried cum lined around it, but in the middle, trying to get out, was a greyish dollop of fresh cum. I crawled between her legs and closed my eyes, telling myself I’d be fine, that I wouldn’t be sick, then began licking. Her hand ran through my hair as she sighed and said, “That’s a good cucky. You’re a good cuckold, aren’t you baby.”

		“Uh-huh.” I said, now getting into the fact that I was licking my landlord’s cum from my wife’s pussy. It was salty but pretty much tasted of nothing. I didn’t mind it at all. In fact, it was the act itself which made me feel hot, feel dirty, and her words made it extra special.

		“He was amazing.” She told me. “Better than I ever imagined. I told him he can use me whenever he likes, but you don’t mind, do you cucky?”

		“Uh-uh.” I said, still licking and sucking.

		“He said he needs time, time to process this. Time to work out how you fit in. But you’ll convince him for me, won’t you baby? You’ll convince him to fuck me every...single...day...”

		“Uh-huh!” I moaned.

		“That’s it. Lick his cum from me, just like I told him you would.” She laughed.

		

	
		Three

		

		It was gone one in the afternoon when we finally woke up, and gone was the sexually charged atmosphere, replaced with one of reflection. There was no sign of regret on her face, only pure satisfaction, but at the same time, she wasn’t arrogant enough to simply accept that everything was okay. After making some brunch and coffee, we returned to bed, put the telly on and relaxed, and once we were ready, we talked.

		“What were the highlights and lowlights for you?” She asked me.

		“The taxi journey was hot.” I noted. “Seeing you dancing with him, although, he was very well-behaved.”

		“Not at the end he wasn’t. Not when he told me he was going to fuck me.” She grinned.

		“He told you that in the club.”

		She thought about it, “Sort of. I kissed him and he asked if we were serious about the cuckolding stuff. I told him that we were but it was new to us too and we needed to test the water. He said that he was willing to try, that he wanted to fuck me, but we needed to understand it is just for fun and nothing more. Work is work, home is home, sex is just sex. I said no problem for me, and that you will always be my husband, which he was happy about.”

		I continued. “Listening to you both fuck was heaven and hell. When I was horny, it was the best sound in the world, but when I came, it was sheer evil.” I inhaled. “If we do this again, then I want you to put me in chastity.”

		“Are you serious?”

		“Yes. I’ve heard about these cages. I think preventing me from climaxing will make this far more enjoyable.”

		Susie burst out laughing. “Fine, but I think you’ll find it is a different kind of torture.”

		“Better than believing my marriage is over.”

		After analysing me for a bit, she nodded. “Fine, find out where to buy one and go get it. What else?”

		“You telling him that he owns your pussy.”

		“Highlight or lowlight?” She asked.

		“Highlight. I fucking love the fantasy of you telling me I’m not allowed to fuck you because it is his pussy.”

		A smiled formed on her face, one which darkened and became sinister. “If I have you in a cage, it’ll make it easier. But is that really something you want? To be denied?”

		“In the fantasy, sure. I’m not sure how I would manage.”

		“It’s hot for sure. If he fucks me every day, well,” she shrugged. “I’d have no use for you sexually. Well, for your dick. And I’m serious, I’m not trying to be mean, but why would I fuck you if he was fucking me, and I knew you got off on being denied? If you want me to deny you, then I will. It’s not a fantasy, I can make it a reality.”

		I gulped, this was going far further than I expected, much faster. But ultimately, my libido won out. “Yes, I want that. If you fuck him that is.”

		The smile on her face had a twinge of sadness in it. “Oh Dan, I’m going to fuck him again, that’s a given. He just needs to understand what you want out of this. He told me that last night was the best sex he’s ever had, and he wants it to continue, but not if it makes you sad.” She paused and stroked my face. “Do you know what’s a little disappointing?”

		“What?”

		“Since finding out about cuckolding, he has done more research into it than you have. You want this just as much as I do, and yet I haven’t seen you look up what you want out of it. Do you want me to just fuck him and then be husband and wife? Do you want me to be dominant? Bitchy? Slutty? What?”

		“What do you want to be?” I asked her.

		“No!” She snapped. “Don’t do that. It’s your turn.”

		I sighed and thought back to the night, to my wants and the things which most turned me on. “I want you to be bitchy, dominant, and slutty. I want you to want to be with him more than me, to make me want to convince you to be with him.”

		Finally, she smiled and kissed my cheek. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

		“It was actually.” I told her. “It’s like handing over my manhood.”

		“Which is really sweet.” She said. “And yes, I’ll take that manhood and I’ll own it.” Then she paused and sat back, “And since you asked, no, I’ll never return it. I’ll never let it out, and maybe I’ll dispose of it. You are my husband, and I love you, but you are no longer my lover. I’ve lost that respect for you and I literally don’t see a reason to put your penis in my pussy again, do you?”

		“No madam.” I replied.

		“Good.” She laughed. “Come on, let’s get dressed, go out and shop and get something to eat.”

		As we headed down to the car, I looked over at the front door, half expecting Seth to come out and kiss her good morning, but nothing happened, not even the twitch of a curtain. So we climbed in the Range and drove to a nearby shopping centre. After grabbing a quick burger, we walked around clothes stores looking for new items. I wasn’t actually sure what we were shopping for, until we arrived at the lingerie section of a huge department store. Susie was looking for sexier items.

		Every so often, she would ask me what I think about something, a bra, panties, suspender belt, a nightie. But then after a while, she stopped and whispered, “How bitchy do you want me to be?” She grinned.

		I had a feeling I knew where she was going with this. “Really bitchy.” I smiled.

		“Hmm, hmm.” She sang, and then picked up a black lacy corset and held it up, right next to a shop assistant. “Cuckold, do you think my lover will like me in this?” She asked loudly, causing the woman next to her to smirk.

		“Y-yes, I think he will.”

		“Excellent.” Then turning to the assistant, “Is there somewhere I can try this on?”

		“Yes, follow me. Would you like your, erm, husband with you?”

		“Oh no, he can’t see me in this. He doesn’t get to see me like that anymore.”

		“Very good.” The assistant turned back to me. “Perhaps sir would prefer to wait elsewhere? Or perhaps find other items madam would like her, erm, partner to see her in?”

		“That’s a very good idea.” Susie told her. “Cucky, go find more sexy items for my lover to enjoy me in.”

		This continued in the next lingerie store too, and then when we arrived in Ann Summers, she did it again, much to the pain of my stiff cock. However, when in Ann Summers, the shop assistant appeared to know a bit more about my situation and asked Susie a question that she hadn’t considered before.

		“Perhaps you would like some items for your cuckold too, for whilst you are with your bull?” The older woman asked my wife. “I’m not sure if you have introduced him to sissification yet?”

		“Oh, no. I haven’t. What’s that?” Susie asked, surprising me a bit that she didn’t know. I knew something about that, honestly.

		“It’s where you put him in panties and a bra, maybe some extravagant dresses.” The woman explained.

		This time though, Susie couldn’t hold her laughter. “Sorry, I can’t imagine him as a woman.”

		The assistant was quick to point out that that it wasn’t to make me a woman, but rather to ensure that I understood I was not a man, but rather an effeminate slave femboy. That the dresses and clothing was so over-the-top that it wouldn’t ever be worn by a woman.

		Susie said it was interesting but something she would need to read more about. As we were leaving, I pointed out that I wasn’t sure about sissification, to which Susie told me not to worry. “I have no interest in seeing you as a woman.”

		I’m not sure why, but for a moment I felt the need to correct her, that it wasn’t about me being a woman, but then I thought the saleslady explained it well enough and she still didn’t get it, so I wasn’t going to push my luck.

		After a successful few hours of shopping, we headed home. As I drove, Susie and I talked again about next steps. She asked if I needed more time to process things, to which I said no, that I was ready.

		“Good, then pull over at that sex shop over there.” She said, pointing to the little building with the blacked-out windows marked Private Shop.

		I knew what this was and why we were there, and when we stepped inside, I felt like I was in some sort of sexual joke shop more than anything erotic. We looked around the over-stocked shelves, trying to find the chastity cages, but in the end, we had to resort to asking the elderly lady with the purple hair who was reading a magazine behind the desk. She turned to another desk and pulled on a drawer, opening it up to reveal a number of different cages.

		“What are you going for?” She asked.

		“Erm, something he can wear for a longer time.” Susie stated.

		“Is he large or small?”

		I was about to answer when Susie spoke for me. “On the small side.” She said, earning me a surprised look.

		“Okay, then I would recommend one of these.” She pulled out a small metal device which had a tiny nub on it. There was no way my cock would fit in that, but as the woman began to explain, this was the most comfortable option. “It’s light, his dick goes into his body a bit, but if he gets an erection, this won’t break it but rather prevent it from getting hard. If you go for something bigger, you need to get his size exactly right, otherwise he’ll be uncomfortable.”

		“Oh.” I said, picking up the tiny cage. I’d essentially be dickless with this. “Really?”

		“Trust me, you may be nervous about it, but you will find it is far more of an install and forget thing, whereas heavier ones will bother you. Also, this has a push in urethra tube, so you can essentially aim and pee, whereas with a larger cage, you definitely need to sit down.”

		The cage was so tiny but she convinced me. Turning to Susie, I asked her what she thought, and she agreed with me, better to go with something more comfortable.

		“Can we put it on him here?” Susie asked, and immediately the blood drained from my face. Was she really suggesting showing off my dick to this woman? What if someone walked in?

		“Sure. Pay for it first though.”

		I tapped my watch on the terminal and then Susie began undoing my trousers. I tried to say something but she simply told me to be silent or else, to which the woman reminded Susie that they also stocked whips, crops and paddles.

		Susie tried to thread the metal loop over my balls and failed. In order to speed things up, I tried to help, but she slapped my hands away. In the end, the old woman crouched down and grabbed one of my balls, pushing it through, before taking my cock and the other ball and pushing that in. Then with the dick aligned, she put the cage part on, pushing my dick back inside me, then slid the tube up my urethra before locking the cage in place and handing the keys to my wife.

		“Now,” Susie said as I dressed. “About those whips.”

		As we pulled up in our drive, the door to Seth’s house opened and he stepped out with a smile. I had a feeling they had been texting whilst I was busy because the smirk was a knowing one.

		“Do you have something you want to say to Seth?” Asked Susie, giving me a nudge.

		“Erm, yes, erm, Seth. My wife really enjoyed last night, as did I. Would you mind spending some more time with her?” I asked.

		He cocked his head to the side. “What should I do with her? Play Scrabble?” He asked.

		“No, erm, I would really like it if you fucked her.” I said, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks.

		Susie stepped up to Seth and wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him in for a long passionate kiss. “Cucky says he would like it if you fucked me as much as possible. And guess what?”

		“What?” Seth asked.

		“I’ve locked his cock up in a chastity cage. We’ve agreed that you’re the only one who gets to fuck this pussy now. Isn’t that right cucky?” She grinned sadistically.

		My mouth filled with saliva and I had to swallow.

		“Is that true?” Asked Seth. “Do you want me to fuck her every day?”

		“Yes sir.”

		“Sir? Oh what an honour, cucky. Sir is nice. Then I promise, I will try to fuck her every single day.”

		“You don’t even need to knock.” Susie told him. “You have a key, just walk in and take me when you like.”

		Seth smiled but this time he gave us both a questioning look. “Are you sure? I mean, I don’t want to push it.”

		“It’s fine.”  I assured him. “We’re all friends here.”

		For a moment, Seth stared at me, his arm around her shoulder, and then he nodded and smiled. “Are you sure you’re okay about this?” He asked me sincerely. “I like this game, but I need to be sure I’m not driving a wedge between you.”

		I slapped his shoulder. “We’re all good. We talked and it’s what we both want. I don’t know where it’s going, but it’s all fun. Just make sure that you two can work together, that’s all I ask.”

		“Oh, no worries there. Work is work for me.”

		“Good.” I nodded.

		We stood there for a moment, neither knowing what to say next, so Susie said it for me. “See you tomorrow morning.” She smiled, and then, carrying the bags of lingerie, she headed into his house and shut the door.

		It was odd walking into an empty apartment at five in the afternoon, knowing that for the rest of the evening my wife would be with another man. But with my dick in the cage I didn’t feel the lack of libido. It didn’t take long for the sound of sex to come from downstairs, and even with the TV on, Susie was too loud to ignore.

		“He’s never allowed to fuck you again.” I heard him say.

		“Yes master! I promise! I’ll never let him fuck me ever again. I’ll only fuck you!”

		“No other men, you’re mine and mine only.”

		“Of course! I’m yours.”

		The TV was a lost cause, and given what Susie had said to me earlier, I guessed it was time for me to do a bit of research on cuckolding and female domination. With the sounds of wild sex coming from below, I read about dominant wives, sissy husbands, whipped and beaten husbands, and women who fell for their lovers. Really, nothing I read made me disgusted, and to read about sissification and to see the outfits, see how humiliating they were, I actually found myself wishing she bought into it. I guess I really was a humiliation slut.

		Around seven PM, the sex stopped and I heard the sound of talking and shuffling, then the door opening. Below, I watched as they walked out of the house, laughing and joking, and then walked down the lane towards the village pub. He was taking her to dinner, but it was to a place where they knew Susie very well. I knew that by morning, the whole village would know that my wife was cheating on me.

		

	
		Four

		

		In the two weeks leading up to Susie starting the new job, she spent most nights with him. In fact, there was only one night she stayed with me and that was because Seth went on a business trip. Now, to be clear, she did ask me if I was okay with it, and I said yes, but I wanted assurances that I would be involved a bit more. The promise was that in the upcoming weekend, I would be, but to be careful what I wished for.

		That’s not to say I didn’t ever hang out with them. On the Friday night the previous weekend, we all went clubbing again, but this time, I was the third wheel and she was making out with him the whole time. Then she stayed with him and spent the whole of Saturday with him.

		On the Thursday night before the weekend, I heard them talk about something downstairs. Obviously, when they were speaking normally, I couldn’t make it out, but clearly they were discussing something.

		Then Friday popped around and again we were meant to go out together, but as Susie was getting ready, I entered the room and she told me not to bother. “It’s just Seth and I this time.” She told me firmly.

		“But...I hardly see you anymore.” I complained.

		“I know.” She told me. “It’s what I want. You need to get used to it because I want to spend as much time as possible with Seth.”

		“And me?”

		“Of course.” She said sadly. “It’s not about that. Look, next week I start work and I’m going to be around him a lot. So, during the week I won’t be spending the night with him anymore, at least, not as much.”

		“Oh!” I said, feeling a lot better suddenly.

		“So we agreed to make this weekend about us, but we do have a plan for you.”

		“You do?” I asked, wondering what kind of plan.

		Once she was ready, she led me downstairs where Seth was waiting. Prepared in the hallway was a vacuum cleaner, a mop and cleaning supplies. Suddenly, it dawned on me what was expected of me. With a sigh and without another word being said, I grabbed the stuff and began to move it to the kitchen.

		“Spick and span.” Susie called to me. “I don’t want to have to use the whip on you.”

		That was bullshit, right there. She was looking for any excuse to punish me, and I hadn’t given her one, yet. And yet, as I watched them leave, there was something hot about being left alone to be their maid, their cleaner.

		I began with the kitchen, cleaning it all, polishing it, before moving room to room. Thankfully, Seth wasn’t a messy person, so it really wasn’t much work to clean it up. The worst room was the bedroom. The bed needed changing, the sheets clearly used earlier that day by him and my wife, evidenced by her discarded panties next to the bed.

		It was gone ten by the time I was done, and I was about to leave when I received a text from my wife. “Don’t leave. Wait for us there.”

		I wondered what I was going to do for hours, but I found he had a PS5 so ended up gaming until I heard the car pulling up. It was before two. I jumped up and turned everything off, then I don’t know why but I knelt in front of the door with my head bowed.

		When they walked in, Seth chuckled, but Susie gasped and told me what a good slave I was. Still, Susie told me to stay where I was whilst she inspected the house. Finally, she came back and told me I’d done a very nice job.

		“As such, you get a treat.” She told me. “Crawl behind me.”

		I followed her to the bedroom, where Seth was already lying on the bed, naked. For the first time, I saw the famous cock first hand. My mouth dropped open; she wasn’t lying, he was fucking huge, and quite honestly, if I was her, I’d fuck him too.

		“Stay there on the floor and do not make me regret this.” She told me, as she climbed onto the bed and immediately took his dick into her mouth.

		My eyes widened in amazement. Clearly, she’d been training because she took it all the way down. It was physically impossible, how could she do it? Where did it go? But there she was, bouncing up and down. For the first time, I saw my wife take another man in her mouth. She rarely blew me, saying she wasn’t keen, but here she was sucking him like an expert.

		My dick tried to swell in the cage but it was soon forced to retract. Occasionally, her eyes caught mine, a smise to show me that she saw my reaction and knew that I was enjoying it.

		The entrée was coming to an end, now it was time for the main course. She climbed up and grabbed his cock, aiming it at her pussy, before lowering herself down. I watched her pussy, now used to his size, swallowed his dick in one go. Her body shuddered and suddenly, she was screaming. She’d cum, just like that. Now, I know I’d been listening to her fucking for the past two weeks, but never had I heard her cum so quickly, in fact, even Seth seemed surprised.

		Watching my wife get fucked in various positions was more beautiful than I ever imagined it could be. Don’t get me wrong, sex is raw, dirty, sweaty, even smelly at some points, but it is living porn, the coming together of two people, and watching these two fuck, kiss, was something special. However, one thing surprised me. It was as the couple were fucking in a missionary position that I saw a look from Susie. It was a quiver of the lip, a moan, a whisper, and finally, a look. I had seen that look before, so was falling for him. I should have been hurt, I should have put a stop to it all, but I just grinned, smiled, turned on by everything.

		She came back with me that morning. The plan was for her to stay with him but she came back, and she seemed scared. Once we were alone, she burst into tears. “I need to stop this.” She said. “What have I done?”

		“What’s wrong?” I asked, knowing full well that she was feeling guilty.

		“I’m having feelings for him.” She sobbed. “When I’m with him, I just want to hug and kiss him, and when I’m not with him, I miss him. This is all a mistake! I’m destroying our marriage, and, fuck! I’m going to be working for him!”

		This should have been the moment to move her away from Seth, to tell her she was right, it was going too far; but in my cage, in my state of constant horniness, I needed her to go further.

		“No.” I told her. “Do you want to leave me?”

		“No, of course not.”

		“Did you cum really fast because I was in the room?”

		The lack of reaction from her spoke volumes, she just stared at me, lips trembling, then she nodded slowly. That the best sexual experience she had required me to be there, meant that regardless of how she felt about him, she still loved me.

		I shrugged. “So you’re polyamorous. Good for you.” I said. “Can we go to sleep now? I’m knackered.”

		Susie didn’t move, just sat there thinking as I prepared for bed. Then finally, she climbed in and wrapped her arms around me. No words needed to be said, and I knew I was probably making a huge mistake, but I wanted this, I was having fun, and so was she.

		“I actually enjoyed cleaning his apartment.” I told her.

		“Huh? You enjoyed cleaning?” She giggled.

		“Not cleaning, per se, but being your, erm, slave.” I said softly, making her giggle once more. What I wanted to say next was like a lump in my gut, desperate to get out, even though my brain was telling me no good would come from saying it; and yet, I had to know what it was like; I had to know if it was me. “Maybe it would have been better if I was wearing a maid’s dress.”

		There was no response from her. Had I gone too far? Had I scared her?

		“Do you want to be a sissy?” She asked softly.

		“I don’t know.” I said truthfully. “But I get turned on thinking of you, well, forcing me to be.”

		She kissed my cheek, “Good night.” She said.

		“Good night.”

		When I awoke the next day, she was missing. I got up and looked around the small apartment but found nothing. Reasoning she was either with Seth or out at the grocery store, I walked into the bathroom to shower and clean my teeth, only to find a note and a pair of pink satin knickers, trimmed with black lace. The knickers made me chuckle, because they were ones I bought for her once and she laughed, saying they were a bit much. She’d never worn them...

		“I think these are yours, sissy.” The note said. “Put them on, clean the flat. I’m getting laid.”

		The panties would need to wait. I showered and prepared, going so far as to shave my body. If I was going to do this, I was going to do it right. From what I had read, I would know how I felt about being a sissy the moment I put the knickers on, but that was bullshit, right? It’s just cloth, what difference would it make?

		The soft lace tickled my legs as they travelled up, and then the soft satin began cupping my balls and my eyes fluttered. Fuuuuuccckkkk! Yeah, this sucks. This fucking sucks. I reached behind and felt the loose soft satin on my buttocks and yeah, I knew it. I was a sissy. I was lost to this.

		When Susie arrived home later and saw me cleaning in the knickers, she simply stopped and stared, then she nodded and smiled. She got it. She finally understood. Without a word, she left the room and walked to the bedroom, returning with a pink chiffon nightie, handing it to me. I pulled it over my head and continued to work, whilst she took out her phone and began taking pictures.

		“Seth says very pretty.” She laughed.

		“You don’t think less of me?” I asked her.

		The smile that followed was sweet and kind, radiating love and affection. “Honey, no, if anything, I think more of you. I read a bit more about sissification, saw some pictures and honestly, I find it hot. Sure, you won’t be a hot chick, but you will be a humiliated slave. If anything, this has taught me to open my mind a bit more, which should be a wild ride.” She chuckled.

		The rest of my morning was spent cleaning the apartment whilst Susie went out shopping with Seth. She said she needed more clothes for work, but I had a sneaking suspicion that her reading was about to lead her elsewhere, and that I would be the recipient of some new outfits.  However, when she finally came home, it wasn’t just sissy lingerie and dresses she had for me, but also latex outfits for herself, a new crop, and a strap-on dildo.

		As I held the large, fat black dildo, I inhaled and then sighed. I didn’t think pegging would be something Susie would be interested in, but given the number of surprises recently, I should have known this was coming. I’m not going to lie, I was interested, wanted to try it, but I was also scared of what it meant.

		“It’ll hurt at first,” She said as she saw me holding the dildo, “but I think you’ll like it after. Your g-spot is in there, and it will help you cum without losing your libido.”

		I licked my lips. “Yeah, I’ve heard good things.”

		“Wanna try it now?” She asked, a naughty grin creeping onto her face.

		Did I? It was obviously going to hurt, but how much and how long? I’d had a finger up me, at my doctor’s appointment, but that was different. I was in a different mindset, and he used a cream to sooth the anus. This would be far bigger, far wider, far more painful.

		“Yes.” I whispered, feeling the submissiveness of the lingerie on me pulling my mind towards the direction of bizarre pleasures.

		“Go wash up, then come back.” She told me.

		Five minutes later, I was on the bed on my knees. A jar of heavy lubricant was placed next to me and I felt an immense gratitude. This was proper anal lubricant, designed to sooth and dull the pain.

		“I want you to suck me first.” She said, and I turned to see the long fat dick bobbing in front of my face, jutting from her crotch. There was something just so damned erotic about the sight of a sexy woman with a strap-on dildo; I’d seen it in porn and even then, I thought what a strange thing to find sexy, but somehow, it just was.

		I opened my mouth, not afraid to do something so orientation-bending in front of my wife, especially not after everything we’d been through up to that point. I looked up and our eyes met. She seemed nervous, and I thought it was because she was worried about whether or not I’d do it, or like it, but it turned out it was because she was worried about her own desires.

		The moment that dick entered my mouth, her eyes glazed over and she grinned. My lips closed around it and she actually moaned with pleasure. Yes, this wasn’t about me liking it, this was about her new sexual fantasies. I knew what was going through her mind right then, and yes, it scared me, but I reasoned I’d deal with that particular problem when it arrived.

		“Suck that fat cock.” She whispered. “Suck Seth’s cock.”

		I couldn’t help it. I had to laugh. I pulled off and said, “Last I checked, Seth was white.”

		Susie snorted as she laughed. “You dick!” She laughed, then rammed the cock down my throat, choking me. “That’s what you get, tosser.”

		There was something so raw about sucking her fake phallus whilst dressed in lingerie, but I liked it. The taste was pretty vile, chemically fake, but the act was fun. But soon the main event took priority, and after slathering plenty of lubricant in and on my anus, and on the fake cock, she began pressing against me.

		The first attempted failed; my closed anus forced the dildo to slip down, so she told me to push out, against the head of the dick. Sure enough, I felt the latex trying to ply my anus apart, until with a quick sliding motion, the head popped in, resulting in a hot, stinging sensation around my ring. I inhaled through my teeth but said nothing, panting through the pain as Susie held position.

		As my breathing slowed, she began to push forward. The pain returned but more dull, more tolerable. Eventually, the pain made way to a fullness inside, and then a strange electrical tickle from one location. I felt the skin of her crotch make contact with my buttocks and I knew she was all inside me.

		“Wow.” I gasped.

		“Feel okay?” She asked softly.

		“It feels great, actually.”

		Her movements were small at first, back and forth, in and out, gaining momentum. By the fifth stroke, my head was on the pillow and I was moaning. By the tenth, I was telling her how amazing her cock was, and by the twentieth, I was begging for more, harder, deeper whilst listening to the rhythmic slapping of skin against skin.

		“You like that, you little gay sissy? You like my cock inside you?” She snarled, getting into the role.

		“Yes! Yes! More! I need your cock so much! Fuck me! Fuck me!” I cried.

		She pummelled my rectum in rapid-fire motion for about ten minutes, until out of nowhere, I cried out and cum dribbled from my cage. My eyes widened as I realised that I had cum without touching my dick for the first time since I was a teen.

		“I’ve cum! I’ve cum!” I told her.

		She laughed and pulled out of me carefully. “I’m kind of glad. I think my thighs are gonna be in pain later.” She said, sliding off the dildo. “Did you enjoy it?”

		“I fucking loved it. Jesus, what pleasure!”

		It was another step forward in our relationship, a relationship that was new to all of us, but I was enjoying it so far. In fact, as I unpacked the dresses and lingerie Susie and Seth had bought me, I actually giggled. There was so much of it, so many kinky outfits, and rather than be put off by the clothing, I found myself looking forward to trying it on.

		I needn’t have waited long, with Susie encouraging me to put on the white stockings, and pink lingerie, and a pink satin sissy maid dress. She then put a shoulder-length blonde party-wig on my head, and then did my make-up, making me look as over-the-top as possible, with thick colours around my eyes and cheeks and on my lips.

		Finally, shoes. I had fairly small feet as a male, so finding female heels that fit was easy; walking in them was a little harder. The thin five-inch stiletto was not great to start with, and I felt sure Susie knew that, but she kept saying that being a woman wasn’t easy. My biggest fear was that the heal would snap and my ankle would shatter, but she assured me that it wouldn’t happen. Thankfully, she gave me some good advice on how to walk, and told me to keep a proud stance, back straight, that it would improve my centre of gravity. She was correct. With her advice, I was able to learn quickly, and soon enough, I was tottering around the flat in the dress and heels, cleaning.

		An hour later, I was opening the door for Seth, who greeted me with a wide grin. Instead of the usual handshake though, he leaned in and kissed my cheek, saying what a pretty sissy I was. However, as I worked, he spent his time with my wife, kissing and cuddling, or enjoying a blowjob on the sofa. It was a fun day, and everything was going great.

		My phone started buzzing and I leaned down to see it was Amanda, our daughter, trying to Facetime. I almost answered it, forgetting how I was dressed, but I remembered at the last second and handed the phone to Susie, who looked at it wide-eyed. Finally, she answered it, making sure I wasn’t in view.

		

	
		Five

		

		Amanda coming home was not on the cards. Yes, we had spoken to her since the disaster, but given she was at university hundreds of miles away, living her own life, we just went on as normal without her. Now though, that was about to change. Why? It turned out that Amanda had breached the school code of conduct in some way and had been kicked out. Ridiculous considering her high grades, but yep, they’d expelled her.

		“I guess that means our games have to end.” Seth sighed.

		Susie frowned but shook her head. “She’s a grown woman; she needs to understand that we have our own sex life. Sure, we don’t need to flaunt it; Dan, you’ll probably need to put the dresses on hold for a while, but at the same time, things can continue. Anyway, I need to focus on the new job for a bit so I’m not sure how sexual I’ll be anyway.”

		“Good point.” Noted Seth.

		Sunday afternoon and Amanda appeared at our door. Dressed in a short leather skirt and a black lace corset-crop top, purple strands in her black hair, and smoky goth eyes, she had clearly stayed in the goth phase she had been in since she turned fifteen. Still, she was all smiles and apologies when she stepped in, giving me a long tight hug, before pulling back to give me a queer look. However, the look didn’t last long, as Susie grabbed my daughter and hugged her tight.

		“So what happened?” We asked her, once she had finally settled.

		The blush of her cheeks suggested something embarrassing was the reason for her dismissal. For a moment, I wondered if she had an affair with a professor, but it turned out to be something a little bit more serious than that.

		For the last year, Amanda had been running an Onlyfans account, working as a financial dominatrix. It turned out, one of her clients was a professor at the college and was sending her quite a bit of money. The wife of said professor found out and reported her to the Dean, and that’s where everything came tumbling down.

		“Oh Amanda.” My wife said, sighing. “All that hard work.”

		“It’s okay.” Amanda shrugged. “My credits are transferrable, and I can finish the rest via the Open University. I don’t have long left anyway.”

		“Still.” I said. “It’ll be something you’ll need to explain when you go for interviews.”

		“I’ll just come up with an excuse. Look, it’s all good. Do you know how much I make a month on Onlyfans?  I really don’t care. Everything will be okay.” She laughed. “Anyway, what about you two? How’s the house?”

		“Coming along okay.” I said. “They’re a little behind schedule, but that’s to be expected, but we’re doing great.”

		Amanda nodded, looking at me curiously. Then a smile crept up on her face and she said, “Wanna tell me why you’re wearing a lace bra?”

		My eyes went wide as my face paled. My throat was suddenly dry, I didn’t know what to say, but thankfully, Susie spoke for me. “I’m having an affair with the neighbour downstairs. We’re cuckolding your father, and have begun to sissify him. Given you are working as a dominatrix then I assume this is nothing shocking for you?”

		Rolling back on the sofa, Amanda burst out laughing and began clapping. Of course, she found it hilarious, but she also congratulated me at being for more open minded than she had pegged me for. I winced when she used the term pegged, which made her laugh even more.

		Now that we realised Amanda understood what we were doing, Susie and I saw no reason to put my sissification on hold, and back into dresses I went, much to Amanda’s amusement. Then in the afternoon, she was introduced to Seth and found herself a little speechless to say the least.

		“Jelly!” She whispered to her mother. “Like, mega-jelly!” I think that was her term for jealous.

		And so with Amanda living at home, we decided that Susie and Seth continue their relationship downstairs, which meant the plan for me to sleep with my wife during the week went away. That’s not to say we didn’t spend time together. In fact, every evening, we all dined together, Seth included. In fact, Seth became one of the family, to the point he came and went as he pleased.

		My duties as a maid were to cook and clean, and occasionally, I was invited downstairs to play. Seth had the chance to witness Susie peg me, and also witness me clean her cream-pied pussy many times.

		The new job was stressful for Susie, but she enjoyed it. Building an entirely new organisation within a company was not simple, but building it the way she wanted was going to pay off in the long run. The budget she had put forward to get the organisation built was approved, which meant that not only could she start hiring, but she also could open up a tender for new software too.

		Thankfully, the stresses of the office didn’t convert to stress at home, and with the relaxed yet sexual atmosphere, Susie’s interactions with us were free, relaxed and calm. But there was definitely something I began to notice.

		About a month into the job and our new living situation, Seth and Susie were much more playful. They frequently tickled or touched each other, or randomly kissed in front of us. The looks they gave each other spoke volumes. I knew what was going on, but I never put it into words. However, it was Amanda who sat me down one evening when Susie was downstairs and asked me how I felt. “You know, now you can see mum is in love?” She said.

		It was true. Their playfulness was of a freshly in love couple enjoying every little moment together. That playfulness was gone with me, replaced by spanks, twists of the nipple, or a slap with the crop. Or rather, the playfulness had changed with me.

		I had often thought about how I felt seeing her look at her lover with longing eyes, and honestly, I found it cute, sexy. She wasn’t going to leave me, I knew that, but perhaps we needed to think harder about the evolution of our relationship. I explained that to Amanda, then asked how she felt, as our daughter, to know that maybe, at some point, Susie might move in with him, and I would be relegated to a servant.

		“I would say, she is happy, and you appear to be happy. Are you?” She asked me.

		“I am.”

		She smiled sweetly. “Then you have nothing to worry about, and neither do I. Mum has things downstairs already. She has her own drawers, clothes, make-up. She’s moved in with him, dad, that’s clear. She hardly sleeps here anymore. But, she’s always here in the evening, and she’s here at the weekend, but you’re not her lover anymore.”

		“I know honey.” I smiled.

		“I like the dynamic. And I like that you are all here, in this house. But what will you do with the other house when it’s finished?”

		I shrugged. “I guess give it to you. I need to talk about it with them, but I’d prefer to live up here.”

		“Mum would like that too.” Grinned my daughter. “She told me.”

		The next day, Amanda spent the day out shopping with Susie, whilst I cleaned Seth’s house in my usual sissy attire. He watched me trot around the place, vacuuming, polishing and such, and then eventually tapped the other part of the sofa and told me to sit down.

		“We need to talk.” He said.

		My stomach began burning, worry spreading through my system. “What’s up?”

		“Nothing’s up, per se.” He paused, thinking, “look, you probably noticed that Susie kind of lives with me now, right?”

		“Yeah.”

		“Are you okay with that?” He asked.

		“Well, you keep me involved, which is good, so yeah.”

		“And we plan to keep you involved, sure, but Susie wants to move in permanently now. And well, I want a kid. In fact, seeing Amanda come home, it makes me want a kid even more.”

		The message was clear. They had spoken and agreed that Susie would try for a baby with Seth, and likely, Seth would want to avoid the question of why Susie was not married to the father of her new child. That was a bitter punch to the gut, I had to admit, but for some reason, I understood. Susie was not getting younger, and this would likely be the last safe chance she had.

		“If I accept the divorce, I want Amanda to get the house, and I want to live upstairs.” I said.

		“Actually, yeah, Amanda to get your house, sure, but I was thinking. I bought this house because I was lonely, but it’s about to get cramped, right? So how about I sell this one and buy a bigger one. That way the baby will have a room, and you will have a maid’s room, and well, when Amanda or someone wants to visit, they can.”

		I grinned. “I think that’s a great idea.”

		He placed a hand on my thigh, on the cusp of the lace at the top of my stocking, and squeezed, a thankful smile on his face. But then as the hand remained, his look changed. We stared at each other and suddenly, I felt warm, excited. His lower lip had a very slight tremble, and I’m not sure why or what happened, but suddenly we were moving closer to each other and our eyes were fluttering shut. I wasn’t gay, I didn’t find him attractive, but for some reason, kissing him made a lot of sense.

		As our lips touched and his tongue powerfully took my mouth, I found myself melting into his embrace. His strong arms wrapped around me, and I just felt safe, wanted. As the kiss broke, our eyes stared at one another, each of us scared to move lest we make a mistake, but honestly, we both knew what needed to happen next.

		My hands drifted to his legs, moving up his jeans and reaching his crotch. The hard lump inside told me all I needed to know, he wanted this as much as I did. My hands deftly opened the belt and button, dropping the zip and then pulling the jeans and boxers down in one go. His huge erection sprang upwards, bouncing before my eyes, and I knew that I had to taste it.

		The experience of sucking a dildo in no-way compares to the feeling of a warm, real cock in the mouth. The head, whilst hard, also felt soft, the cushion at the top an ideal comfort in the mouth. Having trained on the dildo, I knew what I needed to do, knew how to take it in. I swallowed the head, forcing it into my throat, leveraging my nose to breathe. He moaned, his hand on my head, as he told me how good I was.

		Fuck, this was amazing. It shouldn’t have been. It’s just a long meat stick, and yet everything about sucking on this huge penis was exhilarating. I began to wonder if it felt better than the dildo up my arse; hell, it had to. Was I gay? Was this secretly me all along? No, not gay, but bisexual perhaps.

		There were moments, in the past, as I sucked on that beautiful dick, that I remembered. Meeting Seth, being a little speechless around him; seeing him half naked at the front door and blushing. Yes, this was not only an attractive man, but he was a man I was attracted to. Maybe I didn’t realise it fully, but this time together solidified it.

		Then as his moans increased, and I felt his balls twitch in my hand, I knew I was about to get my reward. I remembered my own struggles when I came, remembered how ashamed I felt, and I knew that would be the same problem for Seth. Yet as that steam, salty load pumped and filled my mouth, there was no shame, no pushing me away, just a huge, very happy, very relieved grin upon his face. He watched me swallow it all down, then he pulled me to his lips once again and we made out.

		“I’ve never done that before.” He told me.

		“Me neither.” I admitted.

		“But I’m glad I did.”

		“Me too.”

		He blinked, and then nodded. “I’m going to need to tell Susie.”

		“Of course.” I smiled, but it was a nervous one. How would she react to her husband being a gay lover?

		That evening, I returned to my flat and prepared dinner for Amanda and I. Susie and Seth had dinner plans with Seth’s parents, hence why Susie had been out shopping. As I worked on everything, I found myself nervous about Susie’s reaction to what happened, and yet I couldn’t get the experience out of my mind; it was just all so comfortable, so right.

		The door to the flat opened and Susie stepped in. She was dressed up in a long black dress with her hair up and looked very elegant. “Can we talk?” She asked.

		“Of course.” I said, walking with her to the bedroom.

		We sat down on the bed and she placed a hand on my leg. “Seth told me what happened.” She smiled. “I’m okay with it. In fact, it makes everything a little easier.” She inhaled. “I want a divorce.”

		I nodded. “I know. I know about the baby.”

		She shrugged. “The baby might not happen. Look, we said we would try, but I’m no spring chicken, and well, neither is he. If it happens, it happens. But I still want a divorce. Seth proposed, and I said yes. I love him very much and nothing in the world will change that. You and I, we had a great time together, but that time as husband and wife is coming to an end now.”

		“I know.” I nodded, and yet her words still hurt. “But, we’ll be together...”

		“No.” She said, tapping my leg, before opening her handbag and pulling out keys. My chastity cage keys. “No.” She said again. “All of this was fun, together, but it’s time for us to end. I love you Dan, I always will, just not as a husband, and no, not as a slave. I hope you can respect that.”

		Tears poured down my face. This was completely counter to what Seth had said earlier, and after what had happened between us, this felt like a double-burn. Was Seth lying, or had something changed.

		“We’ve decided to move into a new place.” She continued. “Seth found a small place yesterday, should be big enough for me, him and the baby if there is one. Amanda will take our house, and you will be given this one as part of the settlement. After that, I would appreciate it if we agreed not to see each other again.”

		I began sobbing, unsure of what to say or do. “Why?”

		“It will hurt to see you, but I realised one thing in this process. I can’t be polyamorous. I’m sorry, I just can’t. I love him too much to share my time with you, and I love him too much to share him with you. Seeing you will always be weird.”

		“It will be impossible not to see each other again. We have Amanda.” I snapped.

		“True.” She sighed. “Then don’t expect me to be chummy.” She stood. “Good luck Dan. I know we will still see each other here for a couple more weeks, there’s nothing we can do about that. I’d appreciate it if you refrain from speaking to either Seth or I from now on. Please, accept that.”

		As I watched her leave, I collapsed on the bed and began crying. Amanda walked up, a thumb in her mouth as she bit it, an apologetic look on her face. She sat down on the bed and pulled me to her as I cried.

		That night, as I put on my nightie and prepared for bed, a thought occurred to me. Opening up the drawers and cupboards, I found everything, literally everything, that belonged to Susie, was gone. Whilst I was with Seth, she was moving out. It was over.

		

	
		Six

		

		With the last of the boxes unloaded, I plopped myself down onto Amanda’s sofa and sighed. That was it, the house rebuilt and now in Amanda’s name. I was glad it belonged to her now, because after everything, I no longer wanted it. Even Seth’s house, moved to my name after the divorce, was sold and gone. My place was a nice modern apartment on the edge of town, away from Susie and Seth’s place. Away from the pain they created.

		Of course, Amanda filled me in on things. So far, they’d been unsuccessful in their attempts to have a baby. Part of me felt sorry for that, but at the end of the day, it was not my fault that was happening.

		In those six months after the divorce, I didn’t bother seeing anyone. Funnily enough, I did dress-up in my sissy clothes, from time to time. I’m not sure why I did, but for some reason I felt more comfortable in them. After everything, I knew that I couldn’t go back to a normal life. If I found a woman, I wanted to know that she’d be open to the cuckold and femdom lifestyle, because it was the most intense sexual experience of my life.

		Unfortunately, aside from a few dates with dominant ladies I met online, love didn’t find me for a while. The women I met online, whilst lovely, just weren’t right for me on a human level. I didn’t just want anyone, I wanted someone I could love, but someone who could love me too.

		It was Amanda who kicked some sense into me, telling me to lower my expectations and my requirements. “At the end of the day, find someone to grow old with, not someone to play with.” She said.

		When it came down to what happened, Amanda was like a rock. Whilst she would never openly call out her mother, she did regularly drop hints that she was disappointed, making comments such as, “trust is critical in BDSM,” and, “I would never betray the trust of my submissives.” But I knew it wasn’t that with Susie. Look, I’m sure Susie missed the play we had, and I’m sure she missed me, but she had tied herself to that new job, and the idea of having a baby, two things that don’t go well together. She needed support in her life, not more work training me. I forgave her long ago.

		Then one day, I was in a Pret-a-Manger near my office, when I literally bumped into a pretty woman with long straight brown hair, olive skin, huge eyes, and the tightest tall body I’d ever seen. We both ended up apologising to each other, with her giggling, embarrassed at her mistake. In the end, we went to pay and then I sat down to eat. Moments later, she was stood by my table.

		“Is this seat free?” She asked.

		The rest of the restaurant was fairly empty, but sure, the hot woman in the tight black dress could sit with me.

		“I’m Mia.” She smiled, taking a seat.

		“Dan.” I said, returning the smile. “Pretty...erm, your name.”

		“Thanks. I’m Italian, originally, but lived here for nearly twenty years.”

		“Wow. Survived Brexit then?” I chuckled.

		“Urgh, don’t remind me. Thankfully, I’m needed for my job. That and I had a husband back then.”

		Had? “Had?”

		“Divorced last year!” She said with no small amount of pride.

		“Hey! Same here! Cheers!” I said, clunking my juice bottle against hers. “What is it you do, if you don’t mind me asking?”

		“Hehe.” She blushed. “I design lingerie.”

		I almost spat out my juice. “That’s an essential job, is it?”

		“People need undies. What about you?”

		Nodding, I looked at my sandwich. “Well...” I began. “I could tell you, but then I’d have to kill you.”

		The cute Italian woman laughed, but I gave her an embarrassed smirk. Suddenly, she realised I was telling the truth. “Wait, seriously?” She practically squeaked.

		“Sort of.” I laughed. “I develop defence systems for LoganTrent. And that’s about the limit of what I can tell you.”

		“Say no more then!”

		We ended up chatting through the entire lunchbreak. I listened to why she left her husband, who was apparently quite a horrible person; not that he beat her or anything, but he was one of those rich aristocrats who looked down on everyone. Anyway, he thought he’d win everything in the divorce, friends with judges that sort of thing, but no such luck for him. Mia came away with quite a lot. I asked her who she designed lingerie for and she told me some brand, something posh that I’m sure Susie would have known.

		In the end, we had to return to work, and I stupidly didn’t ask for her phone number, and I found myself regretting it for the rest of the day. The woman looked younger than me, but it was hard to tell because it was clear that she looked after herself.

		The next day, I returned to the restaurant at exactly the same time, but I didn’t see her anywhere. Sighing, I reasoned I’d missed my chance, going instead to choose my lunch and sit down. It was as I was taking a bite, that Mia sat down opposite.

		“You didn’t wait for me?” She asked, feigning her disappointment.

		“I was actually looking for you.”

		“Meeting ran long.” She said.

		To which I quipped, “Bra emergency?”

		She giggled. “Suspender-belt actually. Breaking clips.”

		“Ouch.” I winced. “It sounds dangerous. Someone could lose an eye.”

		Once more, she giggled. “So, I told you what happened with my husband, but you didn’t tell me what happened with your wife. Did she find out what you do for your job?” She leaned forward secretively, “did you have to do away with her?” She laughed playfully.

		I gave her a smirk, but the truth was, I was scared to tell her the truth. I knew the moment I said what happened, then she would think I was some sort of wimp. “Well, she left me for another man.” I shrugged.

		“So she cheated on you?”

		“Erm, sort of...” I mused, and her piercing green eyes buried into my soul. I sighed. “It’s complicated, and, well, kind of embarrassing.”

		“I like embarrassing. Come on, it can’t be that bad.”

		“I have a daughter, Amanda. She’s grown up now. When she went off to university, things kind of went a bit stagnant at home. Then, we had a bit of a disaster at home which forced us to move into temporary housing, which we rented from this guy called Seth, who lived downstairs.” I then went on to explain that I essentially encouraged Susie to cheat on me, and over time, things kind of descended to the point where she ended up leaving me for Seth.

		The horrified look on Mia’s face convinced me that she wouldn’t want to talk to me ever again, but instead, she surprised me with a different view. “That’s horrible! You trusted her, gave her freedom most men wouldn’t, really proved you are a modern, understanding individual, and she rips your heart out like that? Sorry, but she sounds like a bitch. Good for you for being so open to new relationships.”

		“So you’re not disgusted by me?” I asked her.

		“No! Cuckold relationships are not unusual, not anymore. If that’s your kink, then sure, why not?”

		Our lunches continued, and eventually, the lunches became dinners, a movie, a date, and eventually, sex. Making love to Mia was different to Susie. She was raw, passionate, but within the nails and scratching, the vocals from her, was a romance. The occasional side-eye from her as I penetrated her, a need to bite my lower lip, a sudden grab of my buttocks; she used these things to show me how invested she was in all of this.

		Mia and I dated for a month before I finally introduced her to Amanda. The two women got on like a house on fire, and after, Amanda told me that she was perfect. For me, that was enough to know that I needed to move things forward.

		It was too soon for her to move in with me. In fact, given that she was way richer than me, I would likely have to move in with her. But, what I did give her was a key and a promise that she could come and go as she pleased. Not once did I consider what she might find there at the flat.

		“Hey, I needed to put some of my things in a drawer here.” She told me one evening in bed. “So I moved your sissy panties into your boxer drawer. I hope you don’t mind?”

		She said it in such a nonchalant way; your sissy panties. I wasn’t sure if that was her way of asking me if I was a sissy but I suddenly found myself trying to come up with any sort of excuse, but as I did, she just smirked.

		“You’ve moved since your wife left, so if those are your wife’s, then something is wrong.” She explained. “Your daughter has her own house, and honestly, again, if those are your daughter’s, that would be pretty fucked up.” Then she turned and smiled at me. “Sweetie, I work in lingerie. I have been designing lingerie for over two decades, and sometimes, men buy it. I know what sissy lingerie is, and I’m perfectly fine with it. Do you have any dresses?”

		I gulped, and then nodded. “Still in boxes.”

		“Nighties?”

		“In...boxes.”

		“If you want to wear them, I’d be fine with it.” She said, and then her mouth twisted into a smirk. “Or do you need to be ordered?”

		“I prefer to be, erm, ordered.”

		Mia burst out laughing, shaking her head. I asked her what the matter was, and she explained that nothing was the matter, that everything was great. Basically, she never imagined any sort of excitement with her first husband, but she herself was a very sexual being. Now with me, she was finally experiencing life as it was meant to be experienced.

		“Go find your pinkest, sissiest, naughtiest nightie and put it on.” She told me. “Now sissy!”

		“Yes Mistress Mia!” I laughed.

		“Ooooh, I like it! Mistress Mia! Yes, go!” She said, slapping my backside.

		The nightie I chose was a hot pink babydoll, which was put together of multiple layers, the top layer of which was white lace. It was puffy, short and cute, and altogether massively over-the-top, but it felt good on my body.

		Without saying a word, Mia grabbed me and threw me onto the bed, pouncing and ravishing me. She then told me how sexy it was that I was so open to new things, and how much fun we were going to have. I felt relieved that I’d finally found someone who shared my fetishes, and all I had to do was wait.

		We fucked with Mia riding me, telling me that if I wanted, then she would cuckold me. I said that I did, to which Mia asked if I would eat her pussy if it was full of another man’s cum, to which I said that I would even clean her lover’s cock if she wanted. That sent her over the edge. Her eyes rolled back and she came, telling me I was a dirty little slut and that she loved it!

		She continued to ride me, telling me that I would be her cuckold sissy slave, that she would make me watch her lovers use her, then she’d watch her lovers use me. She was vulgar, violent, and passionate, screaming, twisting my nipples, rubbing the lingerie over my body, until I could take no more and came hard in her deliciously tight cunt.

		“Lick me clean! Lick me clean!” She begged, climbing up to my face and sitting on it. I gladly licked her clean, sucking my cum from her, and making her orgasm all over again.

		We lay there panting, a huge smile on her face to show just how much she enjoyed it. We kissed, but then I broke off and reached into my bedside drawer. I then pulled out the cage and she watched, her wide-eyes growing wider and her grin returning, as I fitted the cage, locked it, and handed her the keys.

		“Really?” She asked, gasping.

		“Yes, I’m yours.”

		Literal tears came to her eyes and once more, she grabbed me, pulling me in for a hug. “I can’t believe I met you!”

		Over the following weeks, our games increased and we began to feel more comfortable with each other. The weekends we spent together, she asked me to spend dressed in sissy clothes and made-up whenever we were home, which I did gladly. Then, eventually, my boxers and briefs were disposed of, replaced by lingerie she brought home for me, made by herself, which were sexy and had room for my caged cock. Soon she was even making me nighties and even the occasional sissy dress.

		Then one Saturday, she decided to push the boat a little. “I want to go for a walk with you.” She said.

		“Okay, let me get changed...”

		“No. I want to walk you, on a leash.” She smiled. “I want to take you out in public, me in latex, and walk you. It’s my fetish. I like to show off.”

		That was a huge step forward for me, something I hadn’t even done with Susie, but the more I thought about it, the more I thought, why not? I agreed, putting on my pink dog collar and handing the pink leash to Mia.

		As we walked outside, people gave us looks, but surprisingly nobody said anything. Many people were looking around, trying to find hidden cameras, but Mia took it all in her stride, smiling and walking in the latex mini-dress, the thigh-high stiletto boots, and me in pink satin and black lace trundling behind her as she held the leash. We stopped at a salad shop and got a bite to eat, and some people laughed at my predicament, but again, no issues. My biggest concern was that someone would get aggressive, but it seemed that where we lived, people just kept to themselves.

		From that point on, going out became part of our routine. There were people who recognised us and would give us a smile, there were some who scowled, but I never had a problem. Over time, people did stop and ask us who we were and why we did it, but not in a judgemental manner, just curiosity.

		Eventually, Mia decided it was time for me to sell my little apartment and move into her townhouse. I’d been to it many times, of course, and it was huge. Yes, it was terraced, but this place was sheer class. Three storeys, modern interior, old-school British exterior, and was probably worth well in excess of two million quid.

		Moving in with Mia made the most sense, but it also afforded me to play maid more realistically. In fact, as a surprise for me, in preparation for my arrival, Mia refurbished two bedrooms. One became a girlie pink sissy room, complete with teddy bears, make-up table and plenty of space for all my sissy items. The bed was white metal, but welded to each corner were chains and pink leather cuffs, apparently to keep me under control whilst she was with certain lovers.

		The other room was a dark BDSM punishment room, complete with cross, whips, chains, vaulting horse, and stocks. She’d gone all out, and promised that it would be put to good use. But most importantly in that room, there was a large bed, complete with black silk sheets, and underneath the bed was a cage.

		“This is our cuckolding bed.” She said. “When my lovers fuck me, you will sometimes be there, sometimes you will be on the cross watching.”

		“Yes Mistress!” I smiled with glee. But then a thought occurred to me and I turned to her. “Have you cuckolded me yet?” I asked her.

		She smiled sweetly. “Not yet. We’re not there yet. You want it, don’t you?”

		“I do, of course. I just wasn’t sure if you had someone else already.”

		“I’ve spoken to people, friends, who are waiting for me to say go. They know you are a sissy and want this, but I told them that I wanted to enjoy you a bit more before we move to the next phase. But it will be soon.”

		Our master bedroom was huge, with a four-poster bed, huge windows, and beautiful wood flooring. Mia explained that this would be our space until such time that we both agreed on a regular lover for Mia. She didn’t want to take flings into that bedroom, but if and when we decided for her to have a permanent love in her life, then he would move in there, and I would move into the sissy bedroom.

		“Of course,” she began, “this entirely depends on you, but if we do that, I will still want to fuck you from time to time, or if you don’t want that, then I will want to regularly peg you. For me, I know I can be polyamorous, so there is no risk of me doing what your ex did to you, but I’ll understand if there is a trust issue here.”

		“No, I know it’s stupid and dangerous, but I used to love seeing her fall in love with him.” I explained.

		She smiled back at me. “It’s a beautiful sight to see, and normally, yes, it’s dangerous, but you can trust me. I may decide to be an utter bitch to you. I may become your permanent Mistress and you might end up hating me sometimes, but I will never leave you because of this.”

		That was all I could ask for, but I did have to ask about what she meant regarding being an utter bitch.

		“I can imagine myself as a dark mistress, evil, nasty. I am a bit of a sadist, so thinking of you in pain kind of gets me hot. I hope that isn’t too much for you?” She asked.

		Seeing her eyes glaze over when she thought about how she would hurt me sent shivers of excitement through me. “No way, not at all! I love the sound of that.”

		She grinned sadistically. “Wanna try now?” She asked, grabbing a crop and swishing it through the air.

		I gulped, and then nodded slowly. This was going to hurt.

		

	
		Seven

		

		I hissed as I sat into the bath water, my burning, scarred skin on my buttocks reacting to the temperature change. It had been twenty-four hours since Mia spent over two hours beating me with various whips, stretching my nipples and balls with clamps and weights, piercing me, and eventually fisting me. Then, to top it off, she forced me to a queening seat, where she sat and pissed into my mouth. This woman was a true dominant, and I had to respect that. Did I love all of it?

		Fuck yes! I loved every single second. Mia became a different person when she dominated me. There was no nervousness, no fear, just constant grinning of delight. She became powerful, confident, and scary. I loved it all.

		“I love you, Mistress Mia.” I told her in bed later.

		“I love you too, sissy slut.” She giggled. Gone was the power-dominance, back to a softer, girlie-dominance.

		Pain play and more brutal forms of BDSM were continued from that point on, with any minor infraction disciplined by punishments from spanking up to severe whippings. Our outdoor activities in my sissy clothing expanded too, with the expectation that the moment I arrived home from work, I was to change into sissy dresses and do my make-up, and any moment together was spent with me in sissy clothing, whether it was shopping, date night at a restaurant, or going to the cinema.

		Eventually, Amanda said she wanted to visit, and I needed to break the news that I was a sissy again. Of course, when she arrived and saw me, she looked relieved to see me happy again. The bigger concern for me was how she would get on with Mia now that I was with her full time and she was dominant.

		I needn’t have worried. Over a bottle of red wine, the girls laughed and joked together, talking about all the things Mia does to me, and about Amanda’s online slaves on Onlyfans. In fact, by the late evening, Amanda and Mia were doing a live stream from our dungeon room, both in latex, explaining what they do to sissy slaves in that room. Thankfully, I was not invited to take part, but Mia had zero hesitation showing her face on Onlyfans. In fact, she was so well received, that Amanda’s tips quadrupled, with fans begging them to make content together.

		Once I had a moment alone with Amanda though, I asked her a question. “I’m planning on proposing, but I want your blessing.” I told her.

		“You don’t need my blessing,” Amanda said, “but you have it. Mia’s fantastic, dad. And I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this happy. Do it.”

		“Thanks baby.”

		That weekend, Mia and I had our first femdom party together. Neither of us had been to any sort of fetish party, but I had been following a group online and when I asked Mia, she thought it was a wonderful idea. The venue was a fairly large complex in London near the London Bridge arches. I thought it would be a small affair, but actually, it was pretty packed and huge, with people dressed up in all sorts of extravagant outfits. Of course, there were many sissies too, so I kind of fit in well.

		My plans to propose to Mia were changed that night. I had planned to take her on one of our walks during the day and propose. However, as we observed others and chatted to a few people, I noticed that Mia was a little more hands-off, more into looking but not touching. There was a gorgeous hunk of a man there named Damon, maybe thirty, with big muscles and shaved head, dressed in leather shorts, that Mia fancied like mad, and chatting to him, she learned that he was recently single and looking to join a throuple as a sex slave. Mia loved him, but still she didn’t engage him further.

		“If you want to fuck him, you can.” I told her over the loud music.

		“I know.” She said, “but it’s not the right time.”

		“When is?” I asked her.

		She smiled and stroked my face. “When you’re ready.”

		“I am ready.” I told her.

		“No, you’re not. You’ll know when.”

		For a minute, I tried to process what she was saying, trying to understand what I’d done to make her think I wasn’t ready. I actually found myself getting angry, like I was being excluded from some sort of decision. But then I realised something. I had always said that what was important for me in cuckolding and domination, was a commitment to love. A commitment that this is about us, and not one of us.

		I opened my handbag and pulled out the box with the diamond ring inside it. She was looking in the other direction, so I put my hand on hers to get her attention. I knelt down and looked up.

		“I was going to propose properly tomorrow, but I think this needs to be said now.” I began. Her eyes went wide and immediately her hands went to her mouth and trembled. “I want you to understand that I make this commitment to you because I want to give myself to you. Heart, spirit, mind and body. I am yours. When we...if we make this commitment, I want to return the words love, honour and obey, but I want to be the one saying them.”

		“Yes, yes, yes! Dani, yes!” She cried, pulling me to her.

		I slid the ring onto her finger and we kissed. Then she turned to Damon and said, “If you’re looking for a mistress to use, I’m available.”

		A sly smirk appeared on Damon’s face. “Didn’t he just propose?”

		“He did. Which is why I’m available now.” She told him.

		He burst out laughing, then asked if she liked kissing. To which answered by placing her lips on his. I watched from on my knees as the two made out, his hands on her breasts, pulling them free from her corset, her hands on his cock which she had pulled from his shorts.

		“Sissy, come try it first.” She said, receiving a smirk from Damon.

		Without any hesitation, I dropped to my knees and sucked him off, just like I did to Seth all that time ago. I heard him tell her that I was a natural, which only encouraged me more. I thought that I was just getting him ready for her, but apparently she wanted to take him home to have fun, rather than have sex there. Instead, she made me blow him until he came in my mouth, then she instructed me to show her the cum before I swallowed.

		“Do you fuck sissies?” She asked Damon, who nodded rapidly.

		“I’m pansexual.” He replied.

		“Excellent.”

		That night, I knelt at the foot of the cuckolding bed, rather than be put in the cage. I watched as Damon took my fiancé, fucking her hard for minutes on end, giving her multiple orgasms, before climaxing in her pussy. I then did what I knew was expected of me, earning me a warm smile from my wife-to-be, licking her clean, and then sucking Damon back to life, ready for round two.

		Whilst they fucked again, I thought back to my time with Susie, to how this all started. It occurred to me that whilst I offered no resistance to the idea of cuckolding, Susie jumped to it much faster. I knew I was not great in bed, but was I a bad husband entirely, did I deserve the treatment I received? I needed to know because I didn’t want to repeat the same mistakes.

		After Damon came for a second time, and I cleaned them both up, Damon said thank you for the fun and then booked an Uber home. I wondered why he didn’t stay the night, to which Mia said that it was too soon, and that we both needed time to process the feelings. It was a marked difference to Susie, who immediately spent the night, without me.

		The next day, I raised my concerns to Mia, that perhaps I might not be the husband she expects and that maybe I should try to understand where I went wrong in my first marriage. But Mia just held me tight and said, “It’s precisely because you want to know what you did wrong, that tells me that you did nothing wrong. Yes, a marriage is of two people, and there is almost always shared blame, but in this case, I think your marriage had run its course, and Susie found a way to prolong it. Be thankful for what she gave you, because you discovered this, and made this Italian gal very happy.”

		Dating Mia was really something else. There was a directness about her which was from her Italian heritage, sure, but at the same time, she was so much more grounded than anyone else I knew, aside from maybe Amanda. Just talking to her settled my concerns.

		Over the coming weeks, Mia and I began planning out our wedding. Mia said she wanted two ceremonies, one for family where I could be in a suit, and then one private one with just a few people who knew about me as a sissy, where I could wear a wedding dress. Of course, she would be wearing a gorgeous ivory silk dress for the main event, but for the sissy wedding, I would probably be wearing an extravagant wedding dress more suited to somewhere like New Jersey in the US.

		Everything in our lives was going swimmingly, brilliantly, right up until I turned up at my office one rainy Tuesday to find Susie stood there in a Burberry raincoat, soaked to the skin waiting for me.

		“Susie?” I asked. “What the fuck? Come here, let’s get you out of the rain.”

		She sniffed from the wet and nodded, following me into the vast atrium of the LT building. I couldn’t take her further than the reception area, but thankfully there was a nice waiting space and a coffee shop, so I bought two coffees and then sat down with her.

		“What are you doing here?” I asked.

		“Amanda told me about Mia. About the wedding.” She said, her voice small, weak. “Please don’t do it.”

		“Excuse me?” I asked, my face tight from the confusion.

		“I...I can’t handle it.” She said, looking down. “I can’t handle knowing you are with someone else, living this life, our life.”

		“What the hell, Susie? You broke us up. You did this.”

		“I know. But... I’m telling you, as your original Mistress, that you are not allowed to remarry.” Her eyes met mine. They were hard, angry, forceful. It just made me angry.

		“Fuck you.” I said. “How dare you? How the fuck dare you?”

		“If you don’t marry her, then I’ll let you come back.”

		“Fuck...right...off...” I seethed. “You are out of my life.”

		“It won’t end well for you if you disobey me. I can make your life hell.”

		Her confidence seemed pretty genuine, I’ll give you that, but aside from threaten me, there wasn’t a whole lot she could do. I laughed in her face. As I did so, she unlocked her phone and found a picture. It was of a woman eating Susie’s pussy as Seth pounded her from behind. I couldn’t see the face of the woman, but from the colour of the hair, I knew who it was.

		My stomach churned as I slid the phone back. “So? She can fuck who she likes.” I said, but inside, I was desperate to call Mia and find out just what the fuck she was doing in a threesome with my ex-wife and her husband.

		“Okay.” Susie nodded. “Play it like that, but then we will play it our way. Mia will fall for Seth, and you will lose her too.”

		“It sounds like you want me to lose her whatever.”

		“But you would have us. Now, you will end up with no-one.”

		“Try it.”

		With that, she stood, leaving the coffee full, and walked out of the building. The atrium was busy, bustling with LoganTrent employees and visitors, along with the masses of armed security; but if it wasn’t, if I was alone, then I would have smashed something.

		I feigned sickness and left the building, running the three hundred metres to where I knew Mia worked. How could she have done this to me? Why did she do this to me? I arrived at reception and asked for them to send Mia down to me. Moments later, Mia was walking down the small staircase with a surprised smile on her face, but then when she saw me, the smile dropped and fear was plastered over her face.

		The whole situation was a quandary. If I dumped Mia, broke off the marriage, then Susie would win. If I stayed with Mia, but Seth seduced Mia, then Susie would win. I needed to convince Mia to stay with me and cut Seth out of her life, which theoretically should be easy.

		We ended up walking to the Pret we first met in. I didn’t say a word about what had happened, but from the way she couldn’t look me in the eye, she knew. Finally sat down, I asked her if she could guess who paid me a visit.

		“Susie.” She said softly.

		“Wanna explain why?”

		“I think you know.”

		“How long?”

		“Since about four days after you proposed. Seth told me you had set it up, that you wanted this. I didn’t believe him, of course, but then Susie started to explain how you like it when your women cheat and then spring it on you, rub it in your face. It got me hot, and I could see you liking it too, and who better to do it with, to humiliate you with...”

		“Oh I’m humiliated, sure.” I laughed sarcastically. “But what the actual fuck?”

		“I’m sorry... I wanted to do something fun...”

		“So what now? She wants me to break off the wedding.” I said, and Mia’s face displayed the horror that I thought it would. I knew she wasn’t privy to this.

		“You can’t!” She begged. “Please, I love you.”

		“Then you need to stop seeing Seth.” I told her.

		She looked away. This wasn’t regret that I saw on her face, but fear, genuine fear. Something else was going on, something far worse. “I... I...”

		I reached out, took her hand, and she grabbed it tight.

		“I can’t.” She said, licking her lips nervously. “I’m pregnant.”

		“Get an abortion then.” I instantly replied.

		“I can’t get an abortion. I was born Catholic. I... I just can’t do it.”

		“You were on birth control weren’t you?”

		She burst out crying. “They convinced me to stop, that it would be what you wanted.”

		I sat back, sighing. I was damned if I did, damned if I didn’t. Mia would have Seth’s baby, which would insert him into our lives whether we liked it or not. Obviously, Susie couldn’t get pregnant, so she used Mia. But Mia’s weakness shocked me most of all.

		Rather than get angrier, I nodded. “I still want to marry you. They can’t stop it.”

		“Really? Even though I’m carrying Seth’s baby?” Her eyes were hopeful.

		“Yes.”

		“I won’t be able to stop seeing Seth. He’ll want to see the baby.”

		“I know. But please, stop fucking him.”

		“I will, I promise.”

		We hugged, we kissed, and in my cage, I did feel my cock throb. I was a real cuckold now, there was no stopping it. But at the same time, I needed to set some expectations with Seth. He was not in charge of my life, nor Mia’s. I would forgive Mia, in time, but this exploitation by them was unacceptable.

		After kissing Mia goodbye, I dialled Seth’s number. “We need to talk, without Susie.” I said.

		“I agree.” He said. “She’s a little...much lately.”

		“Good.” I replied. “Where?”

		“Your house. It’s private enough.”

		I started to give him my address, but he said he’d been there many times already. When he told me that, I felt like smashing my phone. Instead, I just snarled, “fine” into the phone and hung up.

		A half-hour later, he was at my door. I let him in and led him to the living room. There was no offer of tea or a drink, just straight to it.

		“Mia told me you are under orders to wear sissy dresses when home.” He smirked. “Strange to see you in male clothes, even though I know you have panties, stockings and a bra underneath.”

		“My attire shouldn’t be a concern of yours.” I spat. “I know about Mia, and the pregnancy. How dare you?”

		Seth laughed, but it wasn’t a condescending one, rather one that suggested he knew more than me. “Come on Dan, you both know me fucking your fiancé is not an issue, probably not that she’s pregnant with my baby, either. No, we both know what the problem is here.”

		“What’s that?”

		“Susie’s the problem.” He sighed. “I told Susie to leave you alone, I told her that you marrying Mia was a good thing, but she got jealous. I will speak to her. I’m sorry for her behaviour. Look, Susie not being able to get pregnant, it’s been hard on her.”

		“Boohoo.” I replied.

		“Ha, you say that, but you know how she is.” He told me, but then he raised his hands. “The wedding will go ahead, I promise you that. I’ll take care of all of this...”

		His voice trailed off, and I knew there was an if there, and I knew what that if was. “If I convince Mia to keep fucking you.”

		“And you give up sex with her.”

		I actually laughed, then shook my head. “Fuck you man.” I mumbled.

		He stood, dropped his trousers, and pulled out his cock in front of me. “I will make it worth your while.” He said, stroking his cock in front of my mouth.

		“Seth, stop.”

		“Come on, just a taste.” He whispered, rubbing the tip on my lips.

		“Fuck you!” I snapped, but in that moment, he pushed into my mouth. I tried to fight it at first, but he held my head tight, pushing in and out, until I gave up the fight and moaned around the glorious dick instead.

		“Has anyone fucked you yet?” He asked. I looked at him and blinked and semi shook my head. “Good. Get upstairs to the bedroom and get undressed. I’m going to do what I should’ve done before.”

		I should have told him where to go, I should have thrown him out. I should’ve taken control. Instead, I was on all fours on the bed, in red lingerie, with his fingers pressing inside my anus. Then they were removed and I was given another opportunity to wet his dick, slathering it with spit from my tongue. Then he moved behind me and pushed in.

		It was glorious. It was the most amazing feeling in the world. Pegging was fun, but this just felt right; the warmth, the texture, the size. Soon, I was begging him for more, crying for him to fuck me, to never stop fucking me. I turned my head around and saw he was filming the whole thing on his mobile, and I knew that any legitimacy I had was gone.

		“Yes, yes, I’ll tell her to keep fucking you. Yes!” I promised. “Just keep fucking me!”

		“I will. Good sissy! You’re mine, aren’t you?”

		“Yes! Yes!”

		“And Susie’s. Forever.”

		“Anything, just keep fucking me! Please!”

		He came inside me moments later, filling me with the same hot seed that made my wife-to-be pregnant. I lay there in that bed, thoroughly used whilst I watched him dress, a self-satisfied smirk on his face.

		“Don’t let me down.” He said, waving his mobile phone.

		I didn’t move, I didn’t dare. I could feel the cum inside me, trying to get out, but I didn’t want to let it, I didn’t want to let go of this feeling. He had changed me, and I knew I’d do exactly as he ordered.

		

	
		Eight

		

		Once again, Mia was all apologies when she arrived home, but when she saw I had dressed up and cooked a lavish meal, she smiled and asked if she was forgiven. I assured her that she was and even noted that I’d had time to think about it and well, the whole situation made me incredibly horny.

		“That’s good.” She said. “But I don’t like how they manipulated and used me. I’m done with Seth, and honestly, if I need to fight him for custody of the baby and cut him out, I will.”

		That was not good news. It seemed that leaving her stewing the whole day had turned her anger to hatred. I needed to turn that around.

		“No, honey, I think they just know me better than I know myself.” I said. “Look, my first reaction was anger, and sure, Susie was stupid to threaten me, but I think she’s probably jealous. She’s a jealous person, but Seth was always a nice guy. Maybe talk to him and see.”

		The look on Mia’s face gave me pause, as if trying to analyse me; but then she nodded and sighed. “Perhaps you’re right. But I don’t want to see Susie.”

		“Fine.” I said. He never said anything about keeping Susie involved.

		I texted Seth to let him know that things were on a good track, and I saw that he read the message but didn’t reply. However, that evening, I received a message back from him. “Get her to invite me over to talk.”

		“When?” I wrote back.

		“Now.”

		It was fairly late, nine pm, but still, I knew not to say no. “Honey,” I said softly. “Maybe we should settle this sooner rather than later. You know, with Seth?”

		She shrugged. “Yes, probably.”

		“So maybe you can invite him over to talk.”

		Mia’s eyes met mine. “When?”

		“Now.”

		She scoffed. “No way. It’s late!”

		“Babe, I won’t sleep properly. I really think we should try to fix this now, rather than later.”

		Her face went a little red, and I could see that if I wasn’t careful, we might end up in a fight, but then she sighed and settled, “Fine.” She said, texting Seth. Moments later she said, “He’ll be here in twenty minutes.”

		Then to my phone. “Make sure she’s wearing something sexy.”

		Fuck! She was just in a t-shirt, how could I get her into something sexy? “Hey, want to really piss him off?” I asked.

		“Go on?”

		“You should dress in something really sexy, show him what he wishes he could have, but can’t.”

		She dipped her eyes at me. “You want to show me off, to the man who made me pregnant, seriously?”

		“He’ll get so jealous.” I laughed, but I just hoped she could believe my acting.

		“Fine. That’s what you want.” She mused, but underneath, I could see what was really happening. She was agreeing because she felt she had to after what she had done. I felt despicable.

		Five minutes before he was due to arrive, Mia stepped into the living room and my jaw dropped. She was wearing a black corset, complete with stockings attached, a tiny, shiny silk thong panty, lace gloves, and a see-through chiffon robe. On her feet, black high heels.

		“Good enough?” She asked, though there was a sadness in her voice.

		“Amazing.” I told her.

		Minutes later, Seth arrived and rang the bell. I let him in and he strode inside like the owned the place, making a beeline to Mia, who he kissed on the cheek. Before either of us could say a word, he said, “I’m so sorry for Susie’s behaviour today, and how this all came about, but Dan and I spoke earlier, and given he forgave me, I hope you can too?”

		Mia shot me an angry look, one which I knew carried consequences. I had hidden information from her too. I looked down, embarrassed, and then suddenly a smirk appeared on her face. “That’s okay Seth, we talked and we’re fine too. Water under the bridge.”

		He placed his hands on her forearms. “Wonderful!” He said, then leaned down and placed his lips on hers. Without hesitation, she wrapped her arms around his shoulders. They kissed passionately for several minutes, before she undid his pants and she dropped to her knees, taking his cock in her mouth. “Darling, I think maybe Dan here could show me that he’s accepted my apology. He used to be very good with his mouth.”

		Mia, still rubbing Seth’s huge dick, grinned at him, then at me. “Come here slut.” She snapped. I ran over and dropped to my knees. “Suck your master’s cock.”

		Whilst I was sucking on Seth, he had one more request for Mia. “I think it best that whilst you are pregnant with my baby, that Dan refrains from coitus with you. He is caged, correct?”

		“He is.” Mia nodded, but her eyes settled on mine, a questioning look on her face. Then, reading something on me, she inhaled and said, “I’ll give you the keys. Only you can fuck me from now on.”

		“Until the baby is born?” He asked. “Or forever?”

		She looked down at me with sad eyes. “Forever.”

		He pushed me away and led her to the sofa. Her eyes never left me as he entered her, made her scream better than I ever could. There was a hurt in her eyes, disappointment, like I’d failed her in some way. And she came and he pulled out, pushed me over and then pushed straight into my anus, the slow growing smirk on her face told me everything I needed to know. She shook her head and then sighed.

		“They were right, weren’t they?” She asked me later. “About everything?”

		“Yes.” I admitted.

		“You saw him today, and he fucked you.” She then said, and I gasped. “I didn’t know, but now I do. It’s okay. It’s who you are and I like it. The wedding is going to happen, and you will be my husband, but it’s time to call it as it is. You are a sissy, a slave, and you like cock. We are going to have a wonderful marriage, have wonderful adventures, but we will never be intimate in the same way again. In time, maybe it will make sense to move you to the sissy room, and have Susie and Seth move in here, to be closer to the baby.”

		Tears ran down my face, my worst fear would be that Susie would want me out, but Mia then assured me she wouldn’t allow that. I had to believe her, I had nothing else.

		Over the coming days, things sort of settled back to normal with Mia. I knew there were times when she was seeing Seth, but she never told me when that was happening, I simply knew. If it was happening before, it was likely still happening. Then on Saturday, Mia told me to dress up in my best sissy dress, the shortest one possible, and instead of normal knickers, to put on my pink satin and lace jockstrap. Usually that was reserved for when she pegged me with the strap-on, but this time, I believed she had another plan.

		Sure enough, my concerns were realised when the doorbell went. I opened the door to find Seth and Susie waiting there, carrying a small suitcase. Standing back, I watched them walk inside, a satisfied smirk on Susie’s face. Then, she looked me up and down, before spitting in my face.

		“Leave it there.” She told me.

		“Yes Mistress.” I replied, feeling the saliva trail down my cheek.

		Mia greeted each with a long passionate kiss, then led them upstairs to our bedroom. I watched as Mia opened drawers which were mine just hours before, and to my horror I saw them empty.

		“These will be your drawers from now on.” She told Susie and Seth. “I assume as you move in that you will need more space, but I’ll need time to rearrange the closet.”

		Move in? I thought. That was far sooner than I imagined. In fact, everything seemed to be happening far faster than I had hoped.

		I watched as the couple unpacked some items of clothing, placing it in the drawers. Mia then turned to me and explained that it would take time for them to move in completely, but that Susie and Seth would be coming and going as if the house was theirs from now on. That eventually, they would move in, but it was decided that from now on, I was to use the sissy room to sleep, and that I would no longer be allowed to sleep next to Mia.

		Sex was gone, I knew that, but I still performed oral on her, and she still pegged me. I asked if that would continue, and she assured me that it would.

		“But you do not have my permission to touch her breasts, or to use your fingers to touch her.” Seth told me. “No holding hands, no touching.”

		“Yes Master.” I said, looking down at my feet.

		How did I become such a wimp? How did this become my normal? Suddenly, I felt the urge to rebel. I looked up at Mia and shook my head. She gave me a questioning look as I snapped suddenly.

		“No, fine Susie, you’ve won.” I said. “I can’t do this. I can’t throw my happiness away again. Sorry, I’m done Mia. Wedding’s off.”

		I said, turning to the closet to get my male clothes. Instantly, Mia started to run to me, but Susie jumped and stopped her. “Let me.” She said.

		As I was getting a suit and shirt down, the only male clothes I was allowed, I felt Susie’s hand on me. She reached up to my face and wiped the spit off me, then smiled softly.

		“I’ve been stupid and bitter, and yes, I upset you more than once.” She explained. “But my biggest regret was ending our marriage. Just like you now, I became confused and scared by my feelings. If I have a child, is this the environment I want to bring it into? That was going around my head. I ended things, but it really didn’t take long for me to regret it completely, before I found out I can’t have kids anymore.

		“When I came to you and threatened you, it was because I thought I was about to lose Seth and end up alone. I thought he wouldn’t want me anymore,” she sniffed, holding back tears, “why would he? I’m damaged goods. I thought he would take Mia from you and maybe I could win you back. But then Mia called me that day and we talked. She explained that no matter what, she would marry you and never Seth. Then when Seth and I spoke, well...” She paused and shrugged. “Argued. He explained that I was always part of the plan, as were you.”

		Once more, she took my hands, pulling them slightly. “We need you here.” She explained, almost begging me. “We need you because we’ve decided to go all in. Full BDSM, femdom, cuckolding, sissification, whatever. We want you to be in our life forever, all of us. Yes, us three will share a room and you’ll have your own, but I promise, one of us at least, will fuck you on a regularly basis.” She chuckled, “Yes, maybe not your dick.”

		“Definitely not.” Said Mia, approaching now.

		“But we will fuck you.” Susie finished.

		Now Mia stepped to me and took my hands from Susie. Her eyes were red from crying. “If you want me to stop all this, right now, then I will. I will remove that cage and we will live as normal husband and wife. Maybe we will play sometimes, just to keep the passion alive, but I will dial it back. But in my heart, I think you want this too. I think you want all the passion that goes with it.”

		It was Seth’s turn to say something. “Just so you know, so that you are kept in the loop; there is more to this than just us.” He explained. “I’ll be funding a new business for Mia, so she can have her own lingerie and fashion house, not working for someone. I’ll be buying an old club in London, one that many years ago was a place for cuckolds, sissies and hot wives, and reopening that. The plan is to get more sissies and wives to spend time with us.”

		I looked at all three of them, then looked away, trying to process everything I had heard. I had heard promises from each other them before, and each had lied, broken their promise to me. I wanted to believe Seth, I wanted to believe all of them, but how could I when they could all just dump me at a moment’s notice.

		However, it was Susie who said the thing which touched me the most. “Amanda told me you went on a tonne of dates, trying to find someone to give you exactly this. She said each time you came back more and more depressed, and that you’d given up. She told you to lower your expectations and just put yourself out there, and then you met Mia who ended up being the person you needed this whole time. That chance won’t come again, and I promise you, the moment you leave this lifestyle, whatever side of it you are on, it hurts. Life is just plain boring after, and you end up depressed, just like I was. Don’t do it. Don’t run away. Trust us, this time.”

		Finally, I turned away from her, picked the suit back up, then placed it back in the closet. Mia pounced on me, pulling me in for a long passionate kiss and a tight hug. Tears streamed down her face as she thanked me over and over. As she released me, Susie took me and did the same. It had been a long time since I last kissed my ex-wife, but for some reason, it felt like old times. Then, to my surprise, Seth pulled me to him and I felt his lips on mine and his tongue in my mouth.

		“I think you need some love from us all.” Seth told me, taking my hand and pulling me to the bed. He stripped naked and then climbed up and presented his dick to my mouth, as the girls pulled out strap-on dildoes and readied themselves.

		For the next hour, the three of them took turns to fuck my anus, kiss me, and generally play together. We laughed, moaned, and climaxed together, but by the end of it, I realised this was where I was meant to be. This was my future, and the future I wanted for myself.

		Am I a wimp? Probably, in the society’s eyes, or I am strong for standing by what makes me happy, by being the person I enjoy being.

		From that point on, Seth and Susie became regular fixtures in our house, and permanent fixtures on the weekend. Sunday’s Amanda would come over with her boyfriend for lunch, and Amanda told me how happy she was that things worked out in the end. I did wonder how her boyfriend Tim felt about the bizarre household, to which she laughed and said that Tim was her sissy cuckold too, and that he was so jealous that he couldn’t live it too. I asked why, to which she said that they did play part-time, but she also wanted him to have a life, friends and family, so she was doing her best to keep things normal outside the house.

		Eventually, the time came. Seth and Susie formally moved in with us. For me personally, I needn’t have worried about feeling left out, because any waking moment I had, someone was doing something with me, be it pegging me, whipping me, or walking me outside. There was a part of me that wished I could quit my job to focus on being a sissy full-time, but Seth wouldn’t allow it.

		“From what I understand, your work is vital to European security, and we need that now more than ever.” He told me. “Sorry, but one day, maybe.”

		Then there was the club. Seth took me down to London to take a look at the old building in the east end. It was a bit run down. It was once a club called Stock, some sort of kink-friendly place in the late seventies, a place where everyone who was anyone went, until some sort of scandal. It was before my time, but apparently it almost brought down the government. Anyway, after that, it lay empty for a bit before it was sold and turned into a normal nightclub, later some electronic music club which went bankrupt, before it was turned into a pub. When that went under, it lay dormant, and that’s when Seth stepped in.

		The place was a mess and it need of a lot of work, but given the success of Seth’s business, he could afford to throw personnel at the renovations, and restore it to its former glory. He even hired a woman named Erica Currie, daughter of Sally Currie, who was the manageress of the original Stock.

		“Yeah. One day, this place will be a safe haven for people like us.” Seth explained. “It will be a place where cuckold men can watch their wives play, where sissies can work and feel safe, where dominant, horny men, can find lovers. Mark my words. Stock is coming back.”

		As I looked around the dusty run-down multi-storey building, I could picture the history, see the sissies prancing around serving drinks, sitting on laps, sucking cock, being taken away to private rooms. Submissive men turning up with their wives, nervously wondering what will happen to them. Yes, Seth was right. We needed a place like this. It was time to reopen Stock.

		

	
		Nine – Susie’s Story

		

		From the moment I met Dan, I knew I loved him. Yes, we were a normal couple doing normal things, but he always supported me, never belittled me, never wanted from me. We had Amanda, it was an awful birth that almost killed me, and I knew he wanted another child but I said no, and he respected that. It was never raised again. And yet once Amanda left for university, everything just felt so stagnant, like we’d just given up on life.

		When the house fell down and we moved in with Seth, things began to change for us, but for me personally, my life became a little clearer, and I realised that perhaps things had run their course with Dan. I didn’t think he could really bring anything new to my life and we were both still young enough to start again, but old enough to have learned lessons.

		But then the dinner with Seth happened, and there was something about the way Dan questioned me about the dresses that gave me pause. Was he asking me to be more flirtatious with Seth? Why ask me to wear my sexiest things?

		Over dinner, I found talking to Seth felt natural, easy, but also sexy, flirty. He gave off an air of danger, yet was terribly polite and not the least bit intimidating to talk to. In fact, his deep voice made my pussy tremble with desire, something it hadn’t done for years. I was physically attracted to him, but then I heard his story, about his failed marriage, the business, and the reason for renting to us in the first place, and I found myself wanting him even more.

		Still, we got home from that dinner and I told myself that it was stupid to think that way, that Dan loved me and I made a commitment, no matter how bored I was. But then Dan told me about the incident when he saw Seth in the towel, and how he had a huge cock. It was in that moment that I knew I had to have him.

		I was so horny, I had to fuck, and for the first time in ages, Dan and I fucked. All I could do was think about Seth and his tight body, his hard dick. Fuck, how amazing it had to feel. At the same time though, something was going on with Dan. It had been a while since we fucked, sure, but he was never this hard, this turned on. Why? What could have turned him on so much?

		And then it clicked. The dress, the dinner, the fact that he’d just told me about Seth’s dick... Dan got off on the idea of me being with Seth. It had to be that, had to. I’d read enough woman’s magazines to know about cuckolding, it had come up so many times, but I never imagined Dan as having a cuckold fetish. Maybe he didn’t know he had it.

		The next few nights it was the same, but he came crazy fast, which had to mean it was getting to him.

		Obviously, the job offer from Seth had me going crazy too, because that was a life changing event. Could I honestly take it, and would my hormones survive being around Seth all day without eventually fucking him? But the bigger issue for me was security. Raine and Doverman, annoying as they were as a corporation, did give me some pretty awesome benefits, and it was the only place I’d ever worked. Could I leave them after all those years?

		“I just don’t know if it would be a good idea. What if after a month he realises it was a mistake? What if he fires me and we still need to live here?” I told Dan.

		Of course, Dan knew how to analyse all sides of the problem, and he really did present a compelling argument. It was my dream job, and perhaps my one opportunity. I had to take it.

		“Should I go tell him?” I giggled.

		“Yes!”

		Sure, it was morning on a Sunday, but I had to do it or I’d explode. I tightened my long red silk robe, wondering if I should put on panties, and I even considered asking Dan if I should, but I was still not sure if he really wanted me to cuckold him or not. Screw it, I thought, and went without. I put on some slippers before running down the metal steps to the front door. Pressing the bell, I felt myself shiver with excitement at the idea of having my dream job, but when the door opened and I saw him in just some loose boxer shorts, with that smooth rock-hard chest, I froze. My eyes traced down his body to see the shorts tenting, a visible erection that he was doing nothing to hide.

		“Sorry, morning.” He shrugged, clearly not embarrassed.

		“Err...no...no need to apologise on my account, I assure you.” I said, my eyes glued to it. That fucker had to be eight or nine inches for sure! Finally, I forced my eyes up to him and I caught his smirk. He knew. He knew full well. “I...I just wanted to say that I’ll take the job.”

		Suddenly, his face lit up with gratitude. Gone was the self-satisfied smirk, replaced by a genuine appreciation of my decision. He grabbed me and pulled me in for a hug and I felt that cock press into my crotch. I no longer gave a damn about the job, I just wanted that cock to slip down and fall into my soaking pussy.

		As Seth began to loosen his grip, I tightened mine, moving my hips a little. The cock slid down a little and then pushed against my labia, unfortunately unable to enter because of the fabric between us.

		Our eyes met and I found myself licking my lips, half expecting him to kiss me. In fact, I’m pretty sure he gulped. I moved my hips back and forth, just a little, feeling his cock tease me clit. “I’m sorry for waking you.” I said.

		“Oh, you don’t need to apologise for anything.” He said softly.

		It suddenly dawned on me that we were in public, not that it was busy in our village, but if someone did walk by, it would require some explaining. I pulled away from him, embarrassed by my brazen behaviour, then said thanks and ran back to Dan.

		As the door slammed, I leaned against it. “What’s wrong?” Dan asked me.

		“I woke him up.” I said, biting my bottom lip to show I’d been naughty. Now to see Dan’s reaction.

		“Oops.” He chuckled, that was a good sign.

		Time to test the water further. “No, he was okay with it, and he was really happy I was accepting the job. We hugged.”

		“Great!” He cheered.

		“Not great.” I mumbled, shaking my head and holding back my laugh, trying to play coy but visibly turned on. It didn’t work and I felt a bit silly, so I burst out laughing. “He was in boxer shorts. He had morning wood.”

		“Oh-oh.” He smiled.

		Now. Now I’d see if he was a willing cuckold or not. “Babe.” I giggled, “He’s too big.”

		“What?” He asked, his smile dropping but not angrily, more, inquisitive.

		“It’s too big. His cock is so big, I think it would tear me in half. I think he’s nine-inches or something. It’s massive.” I told Dan. He shifted uncomfortably and I allowed my eyes to travel down to his crotch where I could see the outline of his dick swell. “Fuck, I was so embarrassed, but he didn’t seem to notice, or care. It just prodded me.”

		Suddenly, he grabbed my hand, pulling me back to the bedroom where he pushed me onto my front, shoving into me. He must have felt how horny I was by how soaked I’d become, but one thing was for certain, he was definitely into being cuckolded, I was sure of it.  “God, if the material of the robe and boxers weren’t there, he’d have for sure slipped inside me, because it was pushing my labia apart!”

		“You weren’t wearing knickers.” He said, a statement not a question.

		“Forgot.” I giggled, but no, no excuses. “Or maybe I didn’t.” His dick became harder!

		“Your robe could’ve come apart.” He told me. His breathing was laboured, he was almost there.

		“His cock could’ve come out the hole.” I purred, suggesting I would have had no option.

		“Would you have let him?” He gasped. This was the moment I’d find out for sure.

		“I...yes, probably.” I giggled. No need to lie. “Hard to say no to something like that. It was so big. So huge. He could’ve just taken me there and...”

		I felt his dick spurt inside me, shooting cum over and over. He was fast, and to me, I knew now that I had a husband who wanted to be a cuckold. This changed everything, because now, I no longer had a boring marriage, I had possibilities.

		“Who’d have thought I have a kinky cuckold fetishist at home?” I laughed.

		I then had to explain what a cuckold was to my husband, which surprised me, I would’ve thought someone with such a fetish would know what one was, but clearly, he was probably just discovering himself too. Of course, I teased Dan throughout the day about it, and when I did, we ended up fucking.

		On Sunday, Seth went out and came back with a woman. Inside, I was pissed. I know it’s ridiculous, the man didn’t know I fancied him, but now that I did, I felt jealous that he’d brought some whore home with him.

		Then we had to listen to sex noise, or well, I did, it seemed Dan was fast asleep. Hmm...but that meant I could fantasise, pretend it was me he was fucking. Mmm...Seth... Listening to the woman describe his huge dick just made me want him more, to feel him inside me. Could I do it? Could I cheat on Dan? Cheat on Dan... Yes, I fucking could for that cock, for that huge penis slamming in and oh, oh! “Oh Seth...” Shit, did I say that out loud?

		The next day Seth came over with the contract. I decided to give him a hard time about the screaming banshee from his place, but I was surprised to find that Dan was actually awake the whole time, which meant he must have heard me climax saying Seth’s name. When Seth apologised for the noise and Dan said, “Don’t worry. I think you gave Susie a lot to think about,” my mind went into overdrive. Clearly Dan enjoyed it.

		“Erm, well, happy to have been of service.” Seth joked, raising the beer bottle as a toast. Fuck me, yes! Yes service me!

		Seth explained that the woman was married but that the husband didn’t know. I felt it was time to set the gears in motion and get Seth’s mind moving. “Oh, you know, there are some husbands who like it. Some guys who want their wives to fuck another man.” And as Seth’s eyes focused on me, I gave a quick side-glance at Dan. The side of Seth’s mouth curved up in a curious smirk and I knew he got it. Of course, I needed to explain cuckolding to him so that he understood exactly what role I had planned for Dan.

		As Seth left that night, he offered me a kiss good night, but away from Dan’s view, he slid his hand on my buttock and gave it an affectionate squeeze. It was a signal to show me he was interested. The game was afoot.

		Still, I needed to fuck and the closest person available was my husband. “I wanna fuck.” I snarled, slightly angry inside which I put down to Dan being sneaky, but really it was because I wanted Seth. “On the bed, now. I can’t believe you listened to me wanking last night and didn’t do anything.”

		“I was embarrassed.” He whined.

		“Dick!” I laughed, pushing him on his back and scrambling to get undressed. Seconds later, I was on him. I decided to push the limits, give him what I knew he wanted. “Go on quickie, cum in me. I know you won’t last, not imagining Seth and his monster cock making me scream like he made her scream last night. And not now you know he fucks married women.”

		“Are you going to let him fuck you?” He asked, panting already, he cock already swelling after mere seconds.

		“I should, right? I should let him. Tell me. Should I?” I wanted him to say it. I wanted him to give me certainty.

		“Yes! Yes! Yes!” He screamed, shooting up me. Thirty seconds. “Let Seth fuck you!”

		“Shhh!” I slapped his chest, laughing, but inside I hoped Seth had heard.

		The next morning, after Dan left for work, I headed down to my car only to bump into Seth. He said hello but then gave me a smirk as he locked his door. Of course, I had to ask him about it and he explained that he’s not the only loud one in the house.

		“You heard Dan?” I asked.

		He stepped closer. “I have a feeling that’s what you were hoping for. So what is this?” Now he was right up close to me.

		“I want you to fuck me.” I told him, being brutally honest.

		The smirk was back but with it was questioning concern. “I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want that too, but I need to live with you guys. If we’ve got this wrong, then it might end badly. Are you sure it’s what Dan wants?”

		“You heard him.”

		“That was during sex. Reality is different.”

		I sighed, nodding. “You go clubbing Friday’s, right?” I asked, and he said he did. “Invite us out. Come over on Friday and invite us. Celebration for the job or something.”

		Again, he smiled. “And he can watch us dance, maybe make-out a little. If he gets nervous we can say we’re drunk.”

		“Exactly. And if he likes it...”

		I left the words trail off because Seth’s hands were on me now, rubbing my hips, then tracing up my body to my breasts. His lips touched mine and I opened my mouth, accepting his tongue. Suddenly, we were all over each other, our passion threatening to boil over.

		“I can’t wait till then.” I told him.

		“Can you be late for work?” He asked.

		“Ha, what are they gonna do? Fire me?” I grinned.

		Grabbing my hand, he rushed to the front door, unlocking it and allowing me entry. I scrambled to remove my dress, as he pulled off his trousers, then his lips were on me again. We fell back into the sofa, as my hand reached down to his huge erection. God, it was like a dream, I could barely fit my hands around it. I had to have him inside me.

		“Condom?” He asked me.

		“Fuck that! I want your cum!” I squealed.

		“Nice!” He grinned, pushing into my sopping vagina. I let out a guttural moan as my body swallowed that huge dong whole. God! I’d never felt so full in my life, never!

		“Fuck your cock is huge! My god!” I told him, but he was too focused on fucking me now, taking me, claiming me. Sure, I had promised Dan just hours ago that I wouldn’t cheat, but sorry, I couldn’t say no to this, never in a million years. “I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum!” I screamed and then cried out.

		“You’re so tight!” He said.

		“That’s because hubby’s tiny.” I laughed.

		“If you don’t mind, I’ll not fuck long today. I have work.” He explained.

		“I don’t mind! Just promise we’ll do this again?”

		“Anytime honey, when hubby’s not around. After Friday, then we’ll see.”

		I had one more climax before Seth came in my cunt. He released bucketloads of potent semen, and I don’t know why, I kind of regretted having an IUD. I know I said to Dan no more kids, but something about Seth made me want one with him.

		We cleaned ourselves up and dressed, interspersing with some kissing action which did nothing to speed us up. Eventually though, we headed off to work, and I felt thoroughly satisfied.

		

	
		Ten

		

		Seth and I fucked daily after that, not that Dan was aware, and when Seth eventually invited us out, I knew I needed to dress the part, to get pulses racing. The silver dress certainly made Dan’s pulse race, but when Seth saw me, and I saw the lust in his eyes, I knew that I would be getting fucked that night.

		The agreement with Seth was that we would be close but not overtly obvious. That way, if Dan really wanted us to do something, he would show it through his disappointment in the lack of progress. And indeed he did. In the club that night, he kept encouraging us to dance together, pushing us, forcing us to be alone with him watching. Seth behaved like the perfect gentleman, until the last dance when we disappeared to the toilets where I blew him. As we were leaving, I kissed Dan, a little cum still in my mouth and on my lips to see if he noticed, but he seemed oblivious.

		Fine. Time to move things forward.

		In the taxi, I made sure that Dan sat in the front, that he knew that Seth and I were making out. Not once did he move to stop us, to the point that Seth whispered in my ear, “you’re staying with me tonight.”

		We arrived, now was the moment of truth. “Good night, Dan.” I said softly, nervous that I had it all wrong, my eyes studying him for a reaction. His mouth opened and for a moment, I was scared he was going to stop me, so I quickly spoke again. “Good night babe. I’ll see you in the morning, okay? That okay?”

		I could see him trying to process his feelings, and I even saw a shiver but it wasn’t cold. Finally, he nodded and said what I needed him to say. “Of course. Enjoy yourself.”

		Yes, that night I was deliberately vocal with Seth, to the point I had to slap him to stop him from laughing, but I knew that the sexual torture for Dan would be spectacular, that he would be up there tugging on his little willy like a pubescent teenager. Good for him, but better for me. From this point forward, I could be with Seth however, whenever I wanted, and Dan would love it.

		The surprising revelation for me was finding out that Dan struggled with my infidelity after masturbating. It seemed that his libido suffered for it. There was a simple solution, I reasoned, chastity, and luckily for me, he thought of it too. If I could cut off his access to his cock then he’d be eternally horny, and I would decide if and when he came.

		That weekend, I made Dan shop with me. If I was to be the radiant hot-wife, then I needed to lingerie to match. At some point, an assistant in one store suggested buying lingerie for Dan. An interesting proposition, but what would be the point? Why would turning Dan into a transvestite be humiliating? It’s not humiliating to be a woman!

		Finally, we made it to a sex shop and I managed to get Dan into chastity. Freedom for me, came with jailtime for his little ding-dong. Did I feel bad? No, not in the slightest. He was enjoying it just as much as me...well...maybe not as much, because I was getting fucked.

		It was only after a few weeks of fucking Seth that something happened. We were fucking in front of Dan, in the missionary position, and things were getting sweaty. I had my face next to Seth’s as he fucked me, and then I heard a whisper next to my ear. “Oh, I love you Susie.” Seth said. Then he pulled back and I stared at him, shocked at the admission whilst his eyes searched for the same from me. But as I looked at him, I realised I did love him, and if I continued with the way things were, spending every moment with him, then I’d love him more than Dan. Could I really do that to the husband who had been so good to me all these years?

		And yet, when I made that admission to Dan later, when I cried saying maybe I needed to stop, he encouraged me to continue. He encouraged me to fall in love with Seth. And the weird thing is, it turned me on to know my husband wanted me to be with someone else. I made a decision then and there to fall completely and hopelessly in love with Seth, and damn the consequences.

		Again that evening, the subject of sissification came up. Dan had been cleaning Seth’s apartment and he suggested that perhaps it would be more fun in a maid’s outfit. Hmm...well, a French maid outfit could be pretty cute on him. But why call a transvestite a sissy? It’s derogatory!

		Dan fell fast asleep but I couldn’t. It was playing on my mind and I needed to understand it. Picking up my phone, I began to learn about sissies and their place in these sort of relationships. It didn’t take long to realise that I had completely misunderstood everything.

		A sissy male, is still a male. The clothes they wear are designed to be hyper-feminine, to the point that they would not be worn by women in normal society. The closest type of feminine clothing could be described as cottage-core, but sissy clothing was cottage-core on crack. It was not designed to demean women or transgender persons, but rather to polar-detract from any form of masculinity, whilst reminding the man that they are a man underneath but unable to be so. “Sissies are usually not transgender to begin with, but as they find peace with themselves, some choose to become transvestites later on.” I read. “However, a sissy who ends up taking hormones to become more female may find themselves struggle with depression later on. It’s important to note that feminisation for such purposes should be of mutual consent in a committed partnership.”

		Okay, so I wouldn’t put him on hormones, but okay, dressing him in a pink hyper-feminine outfit would be pretty fucking funny. Actually, he once bought me knickers which were just like that. I remember telling him that they were way too over-the-top to actually wear. Pink with masses of lace that I wouldn’t just have a visible-panty-line, I’d have a visible-panty-ledge.

		I knew Seth was still awake, so I texted him my plans to put Dan in sissy clothes. “Good! About time!” He wrote back. He knew what a sissy was and was open to it. Great!

		The next morning, I was up early and had dug up the knickers. I left them with a note in the bathroom for Dan to find, then headed down to Seth’s for a morning fuck. I had a key and was so horny I needed him. He awoke to find me sucking on his cock and of course, pounded my pussy six-ways from Sunday.

		By the time I got back upstairs, I found my new sissy cleaning in his panties, and I had to admit he looked perfect. Well...almost perfect. He needed just a little extra. I found a nightie which worked well and handed it to him, and now he was perfect. Yes, he was a sissy and I loved it. Sure, I didn’t find him sexy, but I didn’t need to, I had Seth for that. But I did feel powerful, like I owned Dan now, that if I wanted to, I could do anything I wanted to him.

		Fuck it. I needed to keep him this way, and that meant a full wardrobe. And hell, if that meant shopping, I’d do it. Off I went, spending way too much money, but coming back with a lot of stuff to fully transform my cute little slave bitch.

		I had one more bit of fun for him too.

		Pegging. Yes, I’d read about it, seen porn videos, and considered it in the past but couldn’t get my head around how it is good for me. I’m not the one getting fucked; I don’t feel anything via the dildo, so essentially, I just saw it as exercise.

		However, this time, I did it because I wanted Dan to be fucked and I didn’t dare ask Seth. Not yet. I wanted Dan to get the full sissy experience, and I have to say, I’m full of regret. Not regret that I pegged him, no, regret that I didn’t do it sooner. Sure, I was right, you don’t feel much except rubbing on the clit from time to time, but what you do feel is an immense sense of power. I felt like an absolute fucking queen.

		Suddenly, the power got to me and I was ramming into him and calling him every single name under the sun. This wasn’t my husband anymore, this was a slave, a man I could turn into my bitch and abuse, and he’d take it because he wanted to be abused. But it made me realise something...I could do whatever I liked to Dan now, and I felt nothing but power. Before, I would consider his feelings, even the ones he hid behind his excitement, but now, I just wanted to humiliate him, because I knew Seth would be there to fuck me after.

		Mmm...Seth. Yes, he needed to see this sissy. I texted him and he was there within minutes.

		Unfortunately, that weekend, things came to a crashing halt, or at least, I thought they would. Amanda coming home was just so frightfully annoying. Yes, I love my daughter and am glad to see her, don’t get me wrong, but timing is everything. Thankfully, I needn’t have worried; I’d raised her well, and it seemed she knew how to cope with having a sissy father and a dominant hot-wife mother.

		Over the following weeks, Seth and I became so close that we were regularly saying we loved each other. I was glad Amanda was home in the end, because I felt less guilty about leaving Dan alone upstairs, to the point that I was spending even more time with Seth. Eventually, I didn’t even think about Dan, other than to check that he was cleaning correctly, or eating the dinner he cooked.

		Then suddenly, things changed for me. I was lying in bed with Seth, we’d just had sex, and I asked, “Do you want to have a baby?”

		He looked at me and frowned. “One day, yeah.” He said, without realising that wasn’t what I was asking.

		“No...” I said slowly. “Do you want to have a baby, with me?”

		Seth’s eyes widened but then a smile spread across his face. He pounced on me, hugging me tight. Of course he wanted to have a baby with me! We were so excited that we fucked again like animals. The next day, I made an appointment to have my IUD removed, and after waiting the obligatory amount of time, we began trying. So lost, though, was I in the idea that I was going to have a baby with the man I loved, that I forgot about the fact that there was a slave upstairs I used to love.

		It was the first failed pregnancy test, the first could this be it moment, that made me realise that things had to change with Dan. I sat down with Seth one evening and came out and said it, “I think I need to leave Dan.”

		Seth’s face paled. “Why?”

		“Because I don’t think I can be the person he needs me to be. I love you, I’m about to have a baby with you, do you think it’s healthy to bring a baby into this?”

		The hunk shrugged, “This needs to be your decision. One way or another, I’ll support you, but I would feel horrible. I never wanted you two to break up.”

		“Look...the house, once it’s finished, we’ll give it to Amanda. Maybe we could buy a bigger one, one with room for the baby, closer to town.” I told him.

		He sighed and then nodded. “I can give this house to Dan, so he’s not left with nothing.”

		“Exactly.”

		Once more, Seth frowned. “Poor guy.”

		I loved the fact that he felt sorry for him, he had a kind heart.

		Of course, before I could tell Dan anything, he’d already put two and two together. He could feel it from me, how we were becoming distant. I made Seth promise not to say anything to him, that it was up to me, but when Dan confronted him, he didn’t know what to do; so he lied. Then, for some bizarre reason, probably because he felt sorry for the sissy, he made out with him and let him suck cock. Yeah, when I heard about that, I was fucking jealous. I wanted to be there when that happened and I fucking missed it!

		Anyway, the break-up happened, and whilst I know I should have been sad about it, I actually found myself getting excited, sexually, telling Dan that I was leaving him for the lover who had cuckolded him this whole time. It was the ultimate humiliation, and I had inflicted it upon him. If only I could do it again and again.

		I know, I know. I’m a sadist bitch. Yeah. I’m also a fucking idiot.

		Look, the divorce was quick and painless, sure, and I had an awesome time with Seth, fucking to have a baby. But when that didn’t work, I began to get worried. He began to get worried, what if it was him, after-all, I had a kid already. So, we got tested. Seth was fine, I was not.

		After my mega bad first pregnancy, things down there were not in a good state. Yes, I’d been going to regular check-ups but they don’t check for everything. I was no longer producing eggs, simple as that.

		I was heartbroken. Seth was heartbroken. Of course, I told him that he should find someone better and to leave me, but he wouldn’t hear of it. I couldn’t fault his commitment, but it really didn’t take long to realise that our life was now incredibly empty. Leaving Dan, taking him out of our lives, that was huge mistake.

		It was on one of Amanda’s visits, when I wanted to tell her how Seth and I were planning to invite her father back into our lives, that Amanda told me about Mia, and how Dan was going to propose. Seth and I were freaked. Without Dan, without a child, Seth would leave me for sure, and I’d end up sad and lonely.

		I wasn’t going to let any of this happen. And so Seth and I hatched a plan, a plan to get Dan back, and maybe get something from Mia too.

		Okay, so finding Mia and meeting up with her was a little creepy, I’ll admit, but it was the only way. Basically following her from work, then approaching her at her gym was just bad form, I’ll admit, but it was the best we could do.

		I was actually the first one to make contact with Mia. Or rather, she recognised me and made contact with me, which was even better. I was on a running machine next to her when she looked across and saw my face. It took her a moment, but then she paused her machine and turned to me, asking if I was Susie.

		“And you’re Mia.” I replied with a smile. “I thought I recognised you. Dan’s posting a lot about you on Instagram.”

		“I’m amazed you still follow him.” She chuckled.

		“He’s the father of my child, why wouldn’t I?” I told her. “Anyway, what are you doing in my gym?” Sure, it was the first time I was going to that gym, but she didn’t know that.

		“I’ve been going here for years and never seen you here.” She replied knowingly.

		“Must have missed each other.” I said. “Want to get a drink after?”

		She scoffed. “Yeah, I don’t think Dan would be too happy about that.”

		I smiled at her. “Oh, I think Dan and his kinks stretch far beyond that. His fiancé hanging out with his ex-wife, ex-mistress, potentially getting seduced by his ex-wife’s former lover? I think Dan would go crazy in his cage. You do have him in a cage, right?”

		Mia’s smiled extended, as if asking who I took her for. “Of course.”

		“Then let’s have a drink and talk. But don’t tell Dan yet. Hear what I have to say.”

		It was that easy to get her to sit down with me. We talked and gossiped about our lives, I won her over because, well, I am a nice person really, and then we got down to what I wanted. My plan to seduce Mia was well underway.

		“I feel guilty for how things ended with Dan, and I want to give him something back, with your permission and help.” I told her.

		“Go on.”

		“I can’t get pregnant anymore. I want to give Seth a baby but I can’t. The one thing Dan really wanted was for a lover to make his wife pregnant, but imagine if his fiancé was already pregnant with his lover’s baby and showing at the wedding. Imagine him knowing that the world could know he was a cuckold.”

		Mia’s smile told me that she was enjoying the story, but that didn’t mean she supported it yet. She leaned back in her chair and folded her arms.

		“I want you to meet Seth. I want you to get to know him and then become his lover. It will be erotic torture for Dan because of what happened, but to become pregnant too. But there is more to this, and by the way, it is not contingent on you doing anything with Seth. With my help, Seth has transformed his business into a thriving international powerhouse but he wants to take a step back from leading it now. He would prefer to be chairman but not CEO. So, he’s looking to diversify. You work in fashion, namely lingerie, correct?”

		“That’s right.”

		“I’ve been looking at your designs. They’re amazing, and the world recognises your work, but does your boss?”

		The frown on Mia’s face was reminiscent of the days when I worked for the man. Under-appreciation, under-value. “No. I’d like my own fashion house, but whilst I am wealthy, I can’t put everything into it.”

		“Let Seth fund it. Seth and I want to get involved, with the proviso that I can be CFO, and that we also make sissy clothes on the side.”

		Excitement lit up Mia’s gorgeous Italian face. “I need to meet Seth, of course, but this would be a dream come true.”

		Hook, line.... “Let me text Seth, see if he is available.” He was, of course.

		Twenty minutes later, Mia was listening to Seth’s plan, soaking in his gorgeous body, deep sexy voice, and literally melting with his every word. When he suggested a drink at our place, she jumped at the chance. The moment we were through the door, Seth took Mia in his arms and kissed her. She didn’t resist, just simply went with it. When they broke off, I went off script and placed my lips on hers, kissing a woman for the first time in my life. She had zero hesitation.

		As we shuffled and kissed, we stripped, moving towards the bedroom. The first time Seth’s huge cock entered her, I knew we had her. Her eyes glazed over and she gasped in delight.

		That night, I tasted pussy for the first time. It was okay, nothing special, but I did enjoy Mia licking me.

		From that point on, Seth and Mia remained in regular contact, to the point that he found time to fuck her whenever he could. I found it hilarious to know that there were days when Dan was at work that Seth and I were there fucking Mia, him with his huge dong, and me with a dildo. Mia was literally begging us to come over by the end of the week, she was that addicted to him.

		It took less than a week to convince her to get off birth control. Three weeks after that, Mia noticed that she was feeling a little weird, not sick per se, but weak and a little off. Given that she had been on birth control, she didn’t really get periods too much, some spotting sometimes, so she wasn’t really paying attention to it.

		The first test came back negative, so she blew it off, but over the next two weeks the sickness intensified, so she did another test. This time, she knew she was pregnant with Seth’s baby, but by then, rather than be nervous about Dan’s reaction, she was looking forward to it.

		That night in bed, I told Seth that I didn’t want Mia marrying Dan. He asked why not, to which I said that if that happened, I’d become even more irrelevant. I’ll admit, ever since finding out I couldn’t get pregnant, I’d been feeling incredibly insecure, that Seth would leave me. I think I couldn’t believe he really loved me so much to stay but maybe that was because I still loved Dan more than Seth.

		Of course, Seth and I ended up in a huge bust-up. Seth tried to explain that he had an awesome plan, something to do with a club he’d been researching, some cuckold swingers club he’d been reading about. So lost was I in my hysteria, that I ignored what he was saying, and went and slept in the spare room.

		As I lay there, I realised there was only one thing I could do. I would make sure Dan remained single, remained my safety net. I’d have him back so that when Seth divorced me, Dan would remarry me. It was the only way. I’d see him tomorrow and tell him everything, and I’d force him to back down.

		I’m going to skip the day I confronted Dan, save to say that it wasn’t the day of which I was most proud. It was a day which saw me almost lose everything, and in the end, I was lucky to come out of it unscathed. The following day was the day Seth sat down with me and asked me what was really wrong. It was the first time we properly spoke about our feelings and the first time I had properly articulated my fears of losing him.

		“You will not lose me.” He said. “Without you, none of this is worth it and I might as well give up. Here is my plan. I want to convince Dan and Mia to live with us. I want us to all be together under one roof and I want us to enjoy this life. There is a place in London, the club I told you about, it’s dormant, empty looking for a new owner. At some point, someone will snap it up and turn it into an Apple store or something, but I want to get first and reopen the club.”

		He then told me the story of Stock, the history behind it, and the fact that it was opened way ahead of its time. Everything he was telling me, made so much sense. I was so stupid, I just wanted to pick up the phone and call Mia, call Dan and apologise, but Seth told me to let him handle it.

		I left Seth be and focused on my work, until Saturday came about and he finally told me that it was now or never, that we needed to travel to Mia and Dan’s place and if everything worked out, then we would move in.

		When we pulled up at Dan’s place, my stomach was in knots. How could I possibly be dominant to him after how I treated him last time? I told Seth that I would hug Dan and apologise but he wouldn’t hear of it, telling me I needed to be strong, show my power, my courage. Okay, maybe spitting in Dan’s face when he let us in was a bit much, even Seth was shocked by that, but I was so confused!

		I needed to double down. “Leave it there.” I told him.

		“Yes Mistress.” He replied, making my heart flutter.

		Mia had been prepared by Seth, kissing each of us with passion before leading us upstairs. “These will be your drawers from now on.” She told us. “I assume as you move in that you will need more space, but I’ll need time to rearrange the closet.”

		I wanted to grin, but the look on Dan’s face had me concerned. Yes, Seth had prepared Mia, but had Mia done enough to prepare Dan, after all, she was new to all of this, did she fully understand the psyche of a submissive man?

		We began to unpack some of the underwear that Seth had asked me to pack into the empty drawers, the whole time my eyes watching Dan and his movements. His hands were trembling and he was visibly distressed. That was my fault, I knew. My whole mishandling of our relationship had created trust issues.

		Mia then explained to Dan that it would take time for us to move in completely, but that we would be coming and going as if the house was ours from now on. When she then said that Dan was to use the sissy room to sleep, and that he would no longer be allowed to sleep next to her, I could see the doubts on his face. I had to step in, surely.

		“Will I still be allowed to go down on you?” Dan asked Mia. “Will you still peg me?”

		“Of course!” Mia gasped, surprised that he hadn’t understood that. But I knew that the doubts came from the concern that the relationship was coming to an end.

		“But you do not have my permission to touch her breasts, or to use your fingers to touch her.” Seth told him. “No holding hands, no touching.” I wanted to slap Seth, he was making things worse! Dan wasn’t in the mindset! We were doing this wrong!

		“Yes Master.” Dan said, looking down at my feet. His eyes were darting left and right, looking for answers to the million and one questions going around his head.

		“You’ve fucked up!” I whispered to Seth and Mia. “You’ve done this wrong!”

		“Huh?” Mia asked.

		Dan clearly hadn’t heard me, but he did notice I was talking. “No, fine Susie, you’ve won.” He said. “I can’t do this. I can’t throw my happiness away again. Sorry, I’m done Mia. Wedding’s off.”

		Mia began to move to Dan, but I knew she didn’t understand what was happening. I grabbed her arm and stopped her. “Let me.” I said.

		Already in the closet and reaching for his suit, I knew that the moment he had male clothes on, he would be lost. I needed to act fast and I needed to show him love, not dominance. I needed him to see that it was all still a game. I place my hand lightly on his arm, then reached up to his face and wiped the spit off.

		“I’ve been stupid and bitter, and yes, I upset you more than once.” I explained. “But my biggest regret was ending our marriage. Just like you now, I became confused and scared by my feelings. If I have a child, is this the environment I want to bring it into? That was going around my head. I ended things, but it really didn’t take long for me to regret it completely, before I found out I can’t have kids anymore.

		“When I came to you and threatened you, it was because I thought I was about to lose Seth and end up alone. I thought he wouldn’t want me anymore,” I felt tears burning my eyes, my nose filling up, “why would he? I’m damaged goods. I thought he would take Mia from you and maybe I could win you back. But then Mia called me that day and we talked. She explained that no matter what, she would marry you and never Seth. Then when Seth and I spoke, well...” I paused and shrugged. “Argued. He explained that I was always part of the plan, as were you.”

		With his hands in mine, I gave them a gentle tug. I needed him to understand that he was the glue holding us all together. “We need you here.” I begged. “We need you because we’ve decided to go all in. Full BDSM, femdom, cuckolding, sissification, whatever. We want you to be in our life forever, all of us. Yes, us three will share a room and you’ll have your own, but I promise, one of us at least, will fuck you on a regularly basis.” I chuckled, “Yes, maybe not your dick.”

		“Definitely not.” Said Mia, approaching now. Her eyes glanced at mine and I finally saw recognition, understanding. She got what she did wrong now, the lack of love was the problem. Without it, there was nothing to connect Dan to us.

		“But we will fuck you.” I said finally.

		It was now Mia’s turn to take over the conversation. I turned to Seth and whispered in his ear. “He needs love. Show him you love him too.”

		Seth nodded at me and stepped forward. “Just so you know, so that you are kept in the loop; there is more to this than just us.” He explained. “I’ll be funding a new business for Mia, so she can have her own lingerie and fashion house, not working for someone. I’ll be buying an old club in London, one that many years ago was a place for cuckolds, sissies and hot wives, and reopening that. The plan is to get more sissies and wives to spend time with us.”

		Dan’s face showed he still had trouble believing us, but he wanted to, so very much. I was the one who destroyed his trust, it needed to be me to bring it back. Once again, I stepped close to him and reminded him of the person who joined us together, our daughter. “Amanda told me you went on a tonne of dates, trying to find someone to give you exactly this. She said each time you came back more and more depressed, and that you’d given up. She told you to lower your expectations and just put yourself out there, and then you met Mia who ended up being the person you needed this whole time. That chance won’t come again, and I promise you, the moment you leave this lifestyle, whatever side of it you are on, it hurts. Life is just plain boring after, and you end up depressed, just like I was. Don’t do it. Don’t run away. Trust us, this time.”

		There was a quick spark in Dan’s eyes, like the spark of a gas furnace just before it lights. The fire was reigniting and he was ready to trust again. This would be the beginning of our lives together, I knew it. Now we needed to make sure we never broke that trust again.

		The day we moved in with Dan and Mia was the best day of my life. We played, we enjoyed each other’s bodies, yes, but there was one thing that made it extra special. It was on a Sunday, when Mia and Seth were out looking at cribs, that I finally had the chance to be alone with Dan, all dressed up in his sissy maid attire, the only clothes he wore outside of work now.

		“This is the last time I’ll say this, but,” I began, “I’m sorry for all the hurt I caused you. I’m sorry I screwed things up. But I’m so glad we’re together again.”

		Dan kissed my cheek, breaking one of the rules of the house, but I allowed it. “It was the best thing you could have done for us in the long term. I just didn’t have the vision to see it. I love you Susie, I’ll always love you. You were my first Mistress, and I will worship the ground you walk on.”

		

	
		Epilogue – Mia’s Story

		

		The feeling of Seth’s cock entering me was enough to kick things off. Two fucking weeks overdue, and I was willing to kill to get this baby out of me! Now, finally, just one push of Seth’s big dick and away I go, off to hospital, Dan driving with Susie in the back with me, and Seth upfront. I needed Susie there, not Seth, I needed a woman who understood what fucking pain I was going through. Dan was clever enough to keep his mouth shut.

		This whole thing had delayed Seth’s plans. The grand reopening of Stock was meant to coincide with my ability to fuck again after the birth, but the delay meant a shift in the opening date, much to the annoyance of Erica Currie, the manager, and Don Quentin, Seth’s partner in the business.

		By the way, I’m Italian, and when Seth introduced me to his old friend, Don Quentin, I thought his name was Quentin and he was some sort of mafiosi. I kept calling him Quentin, even crying out Quentin when he fucked me later that evening. It wasn’t until after he left that Seth asked me why I was calling him by his surname.

		“I thought Don as in mafia don.” I said.

		Seth burst out laughing. “Ha! He’s anything but. I wouldn’t get into bed with the fucking mafia! No, his name is Don, like Donald. He doesn’t call himself Donald anymore because of that fucking orangutan in the US, but yeah, Don as in Don, not don.”

		“Sei un coglione!” I said, calling him an idiot for not correcting me sooner, much to his amusement.

		Anyway, since then, Seth and Don had been busy scouting for hot-wives and cuckolds. They used forums to look for women, and even relied on information from Susie and myself to find potentials. I won’t go into too much detail, but there was even a woman from my old office who I knew had a bit of a thing for cheating, but her husband didn’t know. I suggested that maybe it was time to tell him, to which she said she would consider it. Of course, I set her up with Don.

		As my pregnancy progressed, sleeping together with Seth and Susie was getting difficult. So for the last few weeks, I swapped with Dan and slept in his sissy room. When after the first couple of nights I notice Dan hobbling a bit, I asked him what the problem was.

		“Seth’s cock is the problem.” He whined. “He never gets soft. He’s either fucking Susie or me, constantly. I’ve had about three hour’s sleep, my arsehole burns when I shit, and why? Because he can’t get enough!”

		I giggled. “Just imagine what it will be like once the club opens.”

		“Urgh!” He moaned, but then winked at me. He loved it really.

		The one person who became my truly new best friend, was Susie and Dan’s daughter, Amanda. If there was a person who was always available for a chat, it was her. We shopped together, hung out together, and could talk about anything. Amanda also got on well with Erica’s daughter, as they were similar ages, and when the whole idea around Stock began to bear fruit, Amanda and her boyfriend were all for it. In fact, Amanda couldn’t wait for it to open.

		With the epidural in my spine, I finally could relax a bit. I held the hands of my husband on my right, and my lover on my left and considered my life before I met Dan. My first husband was just a bad guy. He was mean, couldn’t care less, and my god, my life was so goddamned boring! In fact, before I met Dan, I spent my time buried in porn because normal sex just bored me.

		It’s amazing how life can deal good cards when you least expect it. I think had I gone out looking for someone like Dan, then I wouldn’t have met him, but that one bump, that one accident...

		It wasn’t an accident.

		When I met Dan, he was bending over to grab something. It was at that moment I saw the lace of pretty pink panties, panties I had once designed. I wanted to say something to him about it, but I couldn’t think of the words, so I stood close to him and deliberately bumped into him. When he sat down, I sat with him. I made sure to find out more about this sexy man who liked women’s underwear, to find out what made such a gorgeous man so interesting. The moment I knew he wasn’t gay, that was the moment I knew he’d be mine.

		As I pushed Seth’s baby out of me an hour later, it was Dan’s hand I squeezed, Dan’s I held onto for dear life. No matter whose baby this was, Dan would be my husband, my slave, my cuckold, my sissy. Forever.

		

		––––––––

		

		THE END
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