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Author's Note

	I'm an avid gamer. So, I actually learned to program when I was younger and for a bit did some coding before I realised I really didn't enjoy it as a job. I went back to university, got my degree in Business Management, then my MBA, and went to work as an executive assistant...the rest, as they say, is history (and documented in the novel Personal Assistance). But still, I love computer games. I don't do consoles much — hubby does when he's allowed, but I prefer a mouse and keyboard — call me old-fashioned.

	Now, you're probably thinking I like The Sims, but I don't. The closest I came to that was Second Life, but no, the games I like are the Command & Conquer series, The Settlers, and from more recent stuff, The Division, and now Atomfall. I like to think that I'm a guy's girl... 

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

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

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

	Being the skinny wimpy kid in an English country school did me no favours. My pasty white skin was typically British, the type which turned lobster red at the first hint of sunlight, mixed with my ginger hair; both making me a target for bullies. I went through my childhood believing myself to be ugly and destined to live alone for the rest of my life; after all, I had heard how no girl would ever want me. But bullies are usually bullies for a reason, and in my case, I was the ugly duckling. My messy hair hid my looks, and over time, I began to realise that if I took some time to take care of myself, things would improve.[image: Image]

	By the time I had completed school, I had my first girlfriend and sexual experience behind me, and I had a lot more confidence in myself. Don't get me wrong, I had taken a serious hit in the confidence area growing up, but I knew I was not ugly. I was still skinny, still a wimp, but I was certainly not ugly.[image: Image]

	My school was a special technology-based school, where I had won awards for computer game design. My plan was to go directly to university, but sometimes, life has other ideas in mind. Those ideas came in the form of an email, and eventual Zoom call, with Ghostlink Games in New York. They had seen my work, and were interested in meeting me.

	"So we're thinking we fly you out to the Big Apple, have a meeting, talk things through, and maybe take in a show, get a meal, and see if we are the right fit for you?" The clearly gay Asian dude said. He was the cliché late millennial, with deliberately messy hair, wearing a grey, black short sleeved shirt, with a vegan leather vest over it, a pierced lower lip, and eyeliner to accentuate his Asian roots.

	[image: Image]"Why?" I asked, not for one minute believing someone would spend that money on a whim.

	"Well," The guy began, eyes looking over at the bearded lumberjack type character next to him.

	"We loved Archetron 5 and we want to buy the license and have you develop it into our next game." Lumberjack stated. So there it was. My idea, the game I had been working on since I was twelve, was suddenly in play.

	The thing about Archetron 5 was, it could become amazing, or it could descend into another bullshit battle-royale shitfest like every other game coming out. The idea was that you start out on a poor planet and have to hustle around junkyards, or steal from businesses, to get parts to build a spaceship, to get off the planet. From there, you have to land on other planets and find ways to improve the ship, be that through stealing, or buying components. All the while you also have to do side missions to make money, avoid cops, and do battle on hostile worlds.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Now obviously, I worked on it by myself, so really all you could do was build your ship and travel to world one, but the potential was there. My concern was that it if a big house got hold of it, it would be a case of land, fight, grab stuff, move on to next world. I didn't want that.

	That being said, I was eighteen, not rich, and had never been to the USA. At the very least, there was a chance to see New York, for free.[image: Image]

	"When do you want me there?" I asked.

	The harder part was telling my mom and dad that I was going to the US for a job interview. Obviously, mom was disappointed that I was even considering not going to university, but dad saw the logic in what I was doing.

	"Honestly, if you have a talent for it now, and you can make some money out of it, then go for it." Dad explained. He [image: Image]was an IT guy himself, so he knew the ins and outs of the tech world, and given he was in his early forties, he had hired his fair share of kids right out of school and always said that they were easier to mould than university graduates.

	Mom didn't see it the same way. "If he misses his opportunity to go to university..." She began, but dad interrupted her.

	"If he misses his opportunity to join a company like that now, he may not get the same opportunity again in three years' time. The tech world moves astronomically fast, and he doesn't need a degree to do what he does. And if he eventually does, then he can go back to college later."

	Two days later, I was arriving in JFK, where a driver was waiting for me to take me to the Hilton. An hour after check-in, Casey (gay Asian), and Terry (lumberjack) were waiting for me in reception to take me to dinner. They assumed I wanted to do the tourist stuff, so it was off to Bubbagump's over on Time Square. It was crap.

	Ghostlink's office was cool though. People came and went as they pleased, had loads of free food and drink, hammocks, and gaming places. It was exactly the place I imagined working.

	"So here's what we're thinking." Terry began, sliding over a sheet of A4 across the conference room table. I picked it up and looked at it.

	$800,000 to buy Archetron 5.

	$200,000 signing bonus, payable after three months.

	$120,000 starting salary, plus insurances, 401k (whatever that was), bonuses based on performance, assistance with moving, share options made available after twelve months.

	Role: Creative Director of Archetron 5, and a team of fifteen people working on it.

	There was no denying that it; this was a dream come true for any kid leaving school, but at the same time, Archetron 5 was my baby. There was not a hope in hell I was going to let someone ruin that, Creative Director or not.

	"l want it written into the contract that Archetron 5 will stick to my formula, and not become just another Fortnite." I told them.

	"If you can get it delivered in time, then we have no issue with that." Casey said.

	"But, this could easily balloon. We can't let you have complete free reign, that's how pet projects become white elephants." Terry explained. "We can promise you it won't become a battle-royale game, but we want to make sure it remains deliverable."

	That made sense. I nodded, and told them so.

	"So do we have a deal?" Terry asked.

	I looked at the page in front of me. I could have shopped around, maybe gone to Ubisoft or EA, but I wasn't greedy, and honestly, there was something about Ghostlink being more of a boutique house which spoke to me.

	"Yeah, we have a deal." I smiled. [image: Image]

	"Yes!" They whooped, jumping up and celebrating.

	This time, they decided to make up for Bubbagump's, taking me and the other department heads to a very nice

	Asian Fusion place in the Meatpacking district. Everyone seemed really nice, especially a gorgeous blonde woman named Alexis. She was from Los Angeles and honestly was the best-looking woman I had seen in my life. Twenty-five, tall, as tall as me at least, with huge round breasts (which I later found out were fake), sexy high cheekbones, and gorgeous dark blue eyes.

	"l love your accent." Alexis purred at me over drinks.

	"I love your..." I began to reply, realising I was putting myself in a dangerous position. "Erm, eyes?"

	She smiled at me seductively, allowing that long curly yellow hair to cascade to one side. For a moment, she dropped her eyes to the swollen bosom in her white scalloped tank-top, and then with a cheeky smile, she looked back up at me. "Eyes?" She asked incredulously. "l didn't spend thousands of dollars to improve my eyes."[image: Image]

	Of course, Alexis joined me in the taxi, and so began my relationship with the hottest woman in the world, like a hotter young Elisha Cuthbert. We ended up back at the hotel, where we made love all night, right until I needed to check out and head to the airport, with the promise to continue upon my return. Sex with Alexis was wild, as wild as I expected sex to be with such a hot girl. She was frantic, passionate, and very vocal. Her smooth, waxed pussy was a perfect slit, opening to reveal a soaked, aching hot pussy.

	l, on the other hand, was nervous, excited and, well, fast. The first time I entered her, I came in seconds. If she minded, she didn't say so, instead kissing me, then sliding down to blow me back to life, ready for round two, which was a marked improvement from my side. In fact, by round nine, I had shaken the nerves and was providing her with multiple orgasms. All was right with the world.


One

	I moved to the States a week later, and then six months later, saw Alexis and I back in the UK for the holidays. My parents had spoken to her over Skype a few times, but they had not met her in person until now. They were over the moon with her. Alexis explained that she was born and raised in LA, to a plastic surgeon father, and an ex-model mother. She explained that she had inherited her dad's brains, and her mom's looks.

	"But I am a gamer girl at heart." Alexis told them. "l have like an online feed, where I talk to fans."

	[image: Image]"An influencer?" My mom asked.

	"Yes, something like that."

	"How many followers?"

	"Oh not that many. Just a few hundred thousand." Alexis explained.

	[image: Image]"Sounds like a lot." Dad mumbled.

	Alexis shrugged. "Sounds like it, but there are influencers with millions of followers. I'm small time compared to [image: Image]them, but they do it full time. I prefer what I do with Ghostlink, which is managing the We are Warriors franchise."

	My dad snorted. "l remember playing the original version of that, back in the late nineties."

	[image: Image]"Before my time." Alexis laughed.

	"Oh, and there was the one in Chernobyl, that was good."

	"Return of the Union. That is being remastered this year." She told him.

	"Time to update my PC then." He mused.

	I was a little nervous about my mom knowing so much about influencers. It meant that she knew Instagram and would probably go looking for Alexis' profile, something I did not want to happen. Yes, Alexis was a gamer and yes, she was an influencer, but she was also hot, and a model, so that meant her profile was more risqué, showing her in various states of undress, or wearing sexy cosplay outfits or Kawaii gear. The profile also had a link to her Onlyfans site, where that various state of undress extended to full nudity, masturbation, sex with me (face covered) and some kink for those into it, like findom, not that we needed the money. She wasn't nervous about this, because her parents knew and couldn't have cared less, but she was from a different culture.

	Thankfully, if mom did check, she didn't say anything.

	[image: Image]Given who I was in school, I obviously used the opportunity to show off my super-hot tall model girlfriend to everyone I possibly could, which meant going down to the pub with her. This gave me ample opportunity to gloat at my fortune. Given it was Christmas Eve, the pub was slam-packed with ex-school colleagues getting together during the break.

	Even a former bully of mine, Jez Desmond showed up and met Alexis.

	[image: Image]"Fucking 'ell Clarkee," he said to me, "l always thought you was gay mate."

	Before I had chance to respond, Alexis spoke for me. "Oh I can assure you that Luke is anything but gay." She told him, before taking me in her arms for a long, passionate kiss.

	By the end of the evening, I was feeling vindicated. All was right in the world, and life was good. In fact, I was feeling so good about myself, I whipped up the courage to propose to Alexis on Christmas Day, receiving a teary-eyed and emphatic, "Yes!"

	We were married a little over six-months later, in Hawaii. I had tried to ask for a wedding in Europe, but Alexis' dream was to marry in Hawaii, and I could hardly deny her that, after all, weddings were a girls' dream, right? The problem with a wedding in the USA is the cost of it. In Europe, it would have cost a fraction of the price, I could have flown everyone over, had a lot of alcohol, and better food, for a lot less money; but it would not have been on a beach in Hawaii.

	The newlywed Alexis Clarke had something special planned for our wedding night. "l wanted to do something to make sure you remembered this special night for as long as we both live." She told me with a grin, as we approached the honeymoon suite. As she opened the door, I stepped inside, and followed the rose petals to the bedroom, where waiting in sexy red lingerie, was Alexis' maid of honour and best friend, Tamara. The sexy brunette lay on the bed, grinning, in the lacy lingerie, long legs encased in red silk-stockings. "Your first threesome baby." Alexis told me, stripping off her dress to reveal matching lingerie in white, and then climbing onto the bed to kiss Tamara.

	[image: Image]"Come on Luke." Tamara purred. "Time to make this a night to remember."

	Making love to two women, with my wife's consent, was a dream come true for most men, and it was pure porn fantasy for me. Never in my life did I imagine that it would happen, but here I was, my six-inch dick buried in the pussy of an extremely sexy brunette sex-goddess, whilst she licked my blonde goddess wife's pussy.

	My wedding night turned into a honeymoon weekend with the two women. It was sex, sea, food, drink and sex, for three whole days, before Tamara had to fly home, leaving us to enjoy the holiday.

	"l can't believe you did that for me." I told my sexy wife as we watched the sunset from the white-sandy beach.

	"That was a dream come true."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Welcome to life with me baby." She told me, resting her head on my shoulder. "Just say the word and I know Tamara will join us again, and I really don't mind. I love you and I want you to know that so long as we are honest with each other, we will always be happy."

	"l love you so much. Of course, I'll always be honest."

	Ten days later, we were flying home, looking forward to the next chapter of our lives. We lived in New York, in Manhattan, and we were in no hurry to have kids. We promised ourselves that we would have fun, enjoy ourselves, and settle [image: Image]down later.

	We returned to work on Monday to a fanfare of congratulations and plenty of questions about the wedding and the honeymoon. I had the chance to check in with the team developing Archetron 5 and found that we were on schedule for the alpha release to go to testing in a month's time. That afternoon, I sat down with Megan in marketing, and began planning the launch campaign.

	"We have E3 coming up in LA, and Casey will be there to announce it. We will have the first trailer draft available on Wednesday." Megan explained.

	[image: Image]"Excellent. Did the team follow my storyboard?" I asked, not wanting the wrong message to get across.

	"For the most part. We tweaked it for marketing purposes, but don't worry; the message is good. More importantly, are you guys still on track for a launch before the winter holidays?"

	"You mean Christmas?" I asked, not really understanding what was wrong with saying Christmas.

	[image: Image]"I'm Jewish..." She told me.

	I shrugged. "Christmas still exists though, right?"

	She paused for a moment, staring at me, and then nodded. "Yes, I suppose you're right. So yeah, parents will be able to get it under the Christmas tree, that's what you're saying then?"

	[image: Image]"Yeah..." I replied, confused as to what was the problem with mentioning Christmas, and wondering if I would be pulled in front of HR.

	"Yeah, so will it?"

	"Umm, yes?" I replied, still confused by the turn of questioning.

	[image: Image]"Are you asking me?"

	"Um...no?"[image: Image]

	[image: Image]We stared at each other for a moment, and then she continued. "So yeah, anyway, we wanna get the hype up at E3, get the kids turned on by it, so everyone wants it."

	I couldn't help thinking the phrase get the kids turned on by it, was infinitely worse than the word Christmas, but I didn't want to press. Instead, I decided to get the meeting with the weirdly nasal marketing chick out of the way as fast as possible, and return to my team.

	By Wednesday, the trailer was ready and we had the chance to get the first view in the conference room, together with Jay and Terry. It was gripping, cinematic and conveyed the message of the game, which was that it was a huge galaxy of exploration, combat, engineering and construction. I felt tingles run down my spine. This was going to be a hit, I could feel it. Little did I know just how big of hit it would be.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]Of course, Alexis and I got to attend E3, which meant flying over to Los Angeles. We considered staying with her parents, but it would mean trekking through traffic and honestly, neither of us wanted that, so we decided to stay at the team hotel close to the event.

	After watching hours of presentations from Ubisoft, Microsoft and others, it came time for Casey. Casey began small, talking about and showing off our mobile gaming division, before moving on to a presentation about an expansion of an RPG game doing the rounds amongst eSports fans. He then talked about the upcoming release of We are Warriors: Return of the Union Remastered, which received rapt applause. This was followed by further applause for the trailer for We are Warriors 2050, Alexis' next instalment in the war-saga.[image: Image]

	"But I saved the best for last. Nearly a year ago, we found an amazing talent in designer genius, Luke Clarke. He had a vision. A vision for a galaxy of opportunities; where you had to find a way off your poor, destitute planet by building a craft out of parts you pillage from various locations. Only then can you begin your travels through space, landing on other planets where you can choose to help others, or steal to further your gain. Perform missions and earn cash to improve your ship, or trade in illegal goods. Archetron 5 is going to revolutionise gaming and it is coming, this year. Take a look."

	To applause, the lights dimmed and the trailer began. Once it ended, the lights came up to reveal everyone standing, applauding and whooping. My back tingled and Alexis grabbed me into a tight hug.

	"They loved it." She gushed.

	[image: Image]"Yeah." And then nerves hit me. "But what if they don't love the actual game?"

	 


Two

	Three years later

	"I can't believe Casey and Terry would do that. After everything, to sell out like that, and to Zenactive of all companies."

	I whined to Alexis. Alexis didn't care. She had long ago taken a job with Rockstar and was more than happy out of

	Ghostlink. I, on the other hand, had poured blood, sweat and tears into Archetron 5, which had gone on to become one of the most successful games in the history of gaming. They were making money hand over fist, and then just as I was gearing up to release the sequel, Archetron 5: Realms, they sold the whole company to gaming giant, Zenactive. Alexis shrugged. "Just give me the word, and you know that Rockstar would take you in a heartbeat."

	"That's not the point. Archetron 5 is my baby, and I know Zenactive is going to ruin it."

	[image: Image]"They won't ruin something that is making so much money. Instead, they'll want to capitalise on it in ways

	Ghostlink couldn't. That means comics, action figures, hell, even a movie."

	"Jesus..."

	Marriage to Alexis had been everything which she had promised it would be. Sex, partying, travelling, and more sex. She actually didn't need to work at Rockstar, given that her Onlyfans account was now bringing in more money per month than I could ever hope to earn. We had argued only once about what she was doing and that was when she wanted to have [image: Image]a threesome with another guy and me, on camera. I know it was hypocritical, but I simply couldn't bring myself to allow it; so, we compromised. Instead, I allowed her to have regular femdom slaves who visited, and she would beat them on camera, and do stuff to. Of course, she offered to get me involved, to become her slave on camera, but I said an emphatic no to that.

	"Look honey," Alexis began, pulling me in for a hug. "I'm sure everything will work out fine. See what Zenactive are actually willing to offer you, and then make a decision. I'll support you."

	She was, of course, right. And when I spoke to my parents, they said exactly the same thing, as did Alexis' parents, who told me to stop worrying, that my success spoke for itself.

	On Monday morning, I arrived at the office to find pandemonium and confusion. Terry and Casey were gone, taking early retirement off the back of the billions they had received. Nobody knew who was in charge. That all changed at around ten in the morning, when a scruffy man with thick rimmed glasses and a beard showed up and just sort of randomly walked around the office. Nobody bothered him, but I noticed him.

	I stood and walked over. "Kyle Weathers right? Zenactive CEO?"

	He grinned at me. "l was wondering if anyone recognised me." He laughed, shaking my hand. "You're the wonderkid right?"

	"Luke Clarke." I smiled.

	"Yeah, most successful game launch of all time. Killed it in the ratings too. Honestly, I've spent weeks playing Archetron 5. It's such genius."

	[image: Image]"Thanks. Glad you liked it."

	Weathers looked like someone who simply got up in the morning, put on anything he found lying around and then left the house. His long hair was a tangled mess, and I seriously worried that I might catch headlice from the guy.

	"Wow, this place is like Iraq without Hussain huh?" He said, looking at the people trying to work out what to do without leadership. In fact, the only team which seemed to be really getting on with it, was my team, and that was only because I was operating a tight ship.

	"l think people are worried about their jobs."

	"Ah, that's bullshit. We didn't buy this place to lay everyone off. Hell, do you know how hard it is to get talent these days? Call them to order for me, will you? I wanna make a speech."

	I stood on a table and whistled loudly. "Everyone shush. Kyle Weathers, our new CEO, would like a word."

	Immediately, the large room became deadly silent. "Will that support me too?" Kyle asked me.[image: Image]

	"I'll get down, just to be safe." I smiled, as he climbed up.

	Kyle spent the next hour talking through plans, and putting everyone's minds at ease. He made sure to answer everyone's questions, before asking our office manager to make sure to order pizzas and beer for everyone for lunch.

	"Let's you and me go talk." He told me. "l have some special plans for you."

	*********

	Alexis sat back on the sofa and sighed. I was not sure if it was happiness, shock, anger, or sadness, or a mix of all of the above, but for a long time, she didn't say a word. I had explained to her Kyle's plans, and how it involved me. I told her about his plans to expand the Archetron 5 universe to become a franchise. How he wanted to introduce new characters and capabilities, and to create side games. He already had plans with Warner to create a series of movies and TV shows, connected to the whole premise of Archetron 5, which he claimed would rival even the original Star Wars trilogy, but also the Mandalorian and other shows. At the helm of all of this, as Vice President of Creative and Story Management, he wanted me.

	"First things first, you're gonna need to get setup in our LA office. Only there can you work with both the creative teams of the games, but also the teams in Warner." Kyle had explained.

	That had come as a shock. Alexis worked for Rockstar. She didn't need the work, but she enjoyed it, and I knew she didn't want to leave.

	"If you want me to turn it down, I will." I told her, wanting her to speak.

	Finally, she did. "l can't ask you to do that. That would be insane. This is a huge opportunity. How about this? Can you commute? Not daily, of course, but I don't know, five days there, weekends here?"

	[image: Image]"l think so, but is that going to be enough for you?"

	She shrugged. "l think our love is strong enough to survive that, right? I mean, we hardly see each other during the week anyway, so what's the difference."

	"l suppose you're right."

	I decided to make it a condition of my deal with Kyle, and he came back with a counteroffer. "How about this? For the first six months, you do Monday to Thursday, fly home Friday, every second week, and Alexis flies to LA on the Friday every other week? We cover the expenses, and we throw in money towards living expenses in LA. Mind you, you're probably gonna wanna find a share if you wanna live in the good parts of town."

	Alexis and I talked it through, and decided that it made sense. It was a great opportunity, and I couldn't turn it down. We'd make it work, somehow.

	The very next week, I was on the plane to Los Angeles. Alexis' parents arranged for a realtor to show me a few places, and whilst I could afford all of them, I'd be eating a huge portion of my wages, for no other reason than a roof over my head. I thanked the lady and decided to use the internet to scope for decent house-sharing opportunities. Eventually, I found one which sounded decent.

	"Down to Earth, mid-20s, British male, actor, looking for male housemate, ideally same age, to share medium sized house in Ocean Park, Santa Monica. Must be clean, no pets, with income. Love watching movies, gaming. Open to all races and orientations; LGBTQ+ friendly. $1000/month, plus security deposit of one month. Subject to viewing and mutual agreement."

	I decided to call the number and a deep South England voice answered. "Hi, I read your advert for the house. I'm just moving to LA right now for work, and really would like to share a place, rather than a place of my own, and well, I was wondering if it's still available."

	The voice chuckled. "Pretty much the same reason why I'm advertising mate. British yeah?"

	"Yeah. Suffolk."

	"Essex boy here. Yeah, yeah, listen, the place is still available. I've had a couple of viewings, but nothing really interesting from my side. When do you think you can get here?"

	"Well, it's seven PM now, but I'm just sitting around my hotel room."

	"No worries, mate, jump in a cab, we can have a beer and chat. The name's Chris."

	"Luke."

	[image: Image]"Nice one mate. The address is..." I quickly grabbed the hotel pen and noted it down.

	I jumped in a taxi and in thirty minutes, I was there. It was a nice two storey house right by the beach, with garages underneath. The neighbourhood looked nice, and I could see palm trees and a park nearby.

	I didn't even get the chance to ring the bell, when the door opened and I was confronted by a tall muscular man with a shaved head, wearing grey Bermuda shorts and a red tank-top. He smiled at me warmly, and for a moment I felt like he looked a lot like Tom Hardy.

	"You must be Luke?" He asked.

	"Yes I am. Nice to meet you Chris."

	"You too mate, you too. Come on in."

	He showed me inside the neatly furnished house. It had a large living room, with a huge TV, an Xbox and a PS5 underneath. The kitchen was modern, well kitted out and spacious. He led me upstairs, as he talked a bit about the house, explaining that it was rented from a friend of his, and he'd been there about a year.

	"This would be your room." It was a massive bedroom, with a black metal railed bed. The room was a dark pink.

	"Sorry about the colour. The owner's daughter used to sleep here."[image: Image]

	"I assume I can't change the colour?" I asked. "Sorry mate. Not allowed to make big changes."

	"Yeah, no issue."

	"It's got a big en-suite bathroom, and walk-in closet." Indeed, it had. The bathroom was huge, with a nice centre[image: Image]piece whirlpool bath in the middle. The walk-in closet was huge, but there were clothes in there already. "The owner said that you can box those up and put them in the attic if you want. He'll give them away to goodwill at some point."

	"Cool, cool." I nodded.

	"So? Like it?"

	"Yes, it's perfect, thanks."

	"Nice one. Let's grab a beer and talk."

	He asked me about my work and knew my game very well. As we were talking, he Googled me, just to make sure I was on the level, and everything checked out.

	"What about dates and stuff?" He asked.

	"Well, that's a little trickier." I explained about Alexis, and the deal with the company.

	"Ah, that's cool mate. I don't think I'd be happy if she lived here fulltime, but every so often, yeah, no probs bruv.

	Now, from my side, I just need to make sure that you're okay with my lifestyle. I'm gay yeah?"

	I shrugged. "Okay. And?"

	"Yeah, well, you'd be surprised how many straight men don't really wanna live with a gay bloke. Anyway, I'm in the gay porn business, so we sometimes have parties, and they spill over here, or we have get-togethers here. They get pretty raunchy. I need to know you are okay with that."[image: Image]

	Again, I shrugged. "If you are okay having a straight guy here, I really don't care what you do. I'm very open[image: Image]minded."

	"That's good. Just didn't want you to get freaked out to come out of your room and see a full-on gay orgy happening." He laughed; it was a deep very Essex-style laugh, and it made me feel like I was home again, back in the UK. It was an infectious laugh, and I joined in.

	"Seriously, if you don't mind me being in my room, then no issue with me."

	"Nah man, no problems."

	We had a few more beers and chatted about Britain and what we missed, and then criticised the Americans a bit, before I told him that I'd be happy to sign any agreement he wanted.

	"Don't need an agreement as such. A handshake'll do it. As to the deposit, just pay me that when you move in. No [image: Image]issue. By the way, when can you move in?"

	"I've got the hotel till the end of the week, but I think I'll move things across on Sunday afternoon, so I'm ready to go on Monday."

	"Awesome. Let me get you the keys and codes."

	Alexis took the week off the following week, to help me move and get set up. We flew over with suitcases of suits and clothes, and moved into the house. Chris and Alexis hit it off immediately, and Alexis later admitted to me that she was glad I was living with a gay guy.

	"Why?" I chuckled.

	"Because he's less likely to drag you out to bars full of sexy chicks."

	"Ah, but you never know what his friends might do. You know he has gay orgies here, right?"

	She cooed. "You scared some hot guy is gonna fuck you up the ass?"

	"Arse. Ass is a donkey."

	"Don't start." She laughed.

	During the week, when I wasn't working, Chris took us out, showing us the sights. Alexis knew the neighbourhood quite a bit already, saying that it was a nice place, but like all US neighbourhoods it made sense to keep your wits about you.

	"I'll look after him." Chris said, pulling me to him in a hug.

	“Oh, I'm sure you will." Alexis giggled.

	 


Three

	[image: Image]On my first week alone, I spent most of my time working late, eating take-away food, or watching movies on Netflix. One day though, Chris got home late with friends and a lot of alcohol and food. I didn't want to disturb them, but Chris knocked on the door to get me.

	"We have beer and pizza." He said. "We're going to do a round robin on FIFA."

	"Sure, sounds good."

	His friends were all muscular guys, but not what I expected. Chris was quite a beefy masculine guy, whereas these guys were muscular, yes, but very gay. Not in a derogatory way, but they were very effeminate in their actions.

	"Oh, who is this little cutie you've been hiding Chrissy?" A blonde one asked.

	"It's my straight, married roommate." Chris told him.

	[image: Image]"Straight and married...?" The blonde guy mumbled.

	Chris sighed, shaking his head. "Luke, this is Kay, Kay, Luke."

	"l didn't mean to make you uncomfortable." Kay sighed, looking me up and down in that longing way gay guys do.

	"No worries." I chuckled.

	Chris continued with the introductions. "This is Parker, and this is Jude."

	"Hi guys."

	"Hey." They shook my hand.

	We had a great time. The Americans were useless at FIFA but still they tried. We had way too much beer, and smoked a shit load of weed. By midnight, I was still playing, but the other four were making out on the sofas next me. It was strange, but Chris had Kay's huge cock out and was bent over, sucking it, something I never imagined seeing, but at the same time, I had trouble leaving, like I felt embarrassed to just go. I didn't want to seem like a homophobe, which I knew was crazy.

	[image: Image]"Want some Luke?" Kay purred.

	I was staring. I was high, and drunk, so I was glued to the chair as a gay orgy was taking place. I had expected Chris to say something, but instead, his eyes connected with mine, as he increased the intensity on Kay's cock.

	"Seriously Luke, nobody will say anything." Kay told me softly.

	[image: Image]"Yeah, it's cool if you wanna try it." Parker agreed.

	With a gulp, I forced myself out of the seat and walked to my bedroom, saying good night along the way. Once in bed, I immediately called Alexis and let her know what had happened. Of course, she thought it was hilarious.

	[image: Image]"Who knows? Maybe it would expand your horizons." She told me.

	[image: Image]"You'd be okay with me getting fucked by other guys?"[image: Image]

	Again, she laughed. "Baby, I fuck other women all the time, you know that."

	"This is different."

	"Babe, chill. I trust you, no matter what you want to do; so long as you don't fuck another woman. As long as I'm not allowed to fuck another man, you're not allowed to fuck another woman."

	"l don't want to fuck another woman." I reassured her.

	"But you'd take a dick?" She giggled.

	"No."

	[image: Image]"Did you get hard looking at them?"

	I paused. I was high, and sexually charged stuff was happening next to me, of course, I was erect. "Yes." I mumbled.

	"Are you still hard now?" She purred.

	"Well, I'm talking to you..."

	[image: Image]"So that's a yes. Put your hand on your cock."

	I did. "Okay." "Close your eyes." "Okay."

	[image: Image]"Rub your dick."

	"Right, I am."

	"Now picture a cock in your mouth, and one in your ass, as they pound you."

	I came hard. "Fuck!" I whined. "You know I'm never going to do it, right?"

	She paused and then purred, "Never say never babe." The call ended and I collapsed down on the bed, looking at the cum puddled on my gut. Using a couple of fingers, I picked it up and stared at it for a moment, working up the courage to do what I was about to do. Then with a gulp, I slipped the fingers into my mouth.[image: Image]

	It wasn't that bad, but I didn't want to eat more. Instead, I slid out of bed and washed myself up, before putting a t-shirt and boxers on, and heading back out to get some water.

	The living room was empty now, which suited me fine. I grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge, and headed back up. As I approached Chris' room, I saw the door was ajar, and the room was lit by a pinkish light. On the large bed, Chris was holding Kay's legs back as he pounded Kay's arse, and next to him, the other two were doing the same. Seemingly sensing my presence, Chris looked up at me, and we locked eyes. He didn't say anything, but he just stared at me, as he came inside Kay's anus.

	*********

	It had been two weeks since that event, and since then, things had settled down somewhat. Work was busy, which meant I spent a lot of hours there, and quite honestly, whilst it was busy, I was in so many meetings that I also felt it was massively unproductive. I was a person who liked to get hands on with the product, but lately, I was running from one meeting to another, which did not sit well with me. My next meeting was with my counterpart from Warner who wanted to discuss characters and actors.

	"I'm thinking Mark Wahlberg for the lead." Avi said.

	"No way. I like him, don't get me wrong." I told him. "But the lead is young. He's a kid who wants off the planet.

	Mark is the right type of guy, but younger. What about the guy who was in Dune?"

	"Timothée Chalamet?" Avi nodded. "l could see that. Let me see on that one."

	We spent the next hour talking through the leads before I moved onto my next meeting, with marketing. And that was how my day looked, each day, which meant I had chance to get to actual work done in the evenings.

	"Are you avoiding me?" Chris asked one evening.

	I was grabbing a beer from the fridge as he asked that. "Me? No, why?"

	"l dunno. Just since the party, I ain't seen much of you bruv. I just wanted to make sure you weren't freaked out or anything? I was pretty fucked up that night. Drunk and high. Didn't want you to feel uncomfortable or nothin'."

	I shook my head and plopped myself down on the sofa. "Nah, I told you, it takes a lot to shock me. I'm a child of the [image: Image]new generation." I smiled, and we clinked beer bottles. "Honestly, work has been mental. They want me to develop the [image: Image]storyline for the side games, and the new add-ons, whilst helping Warner with the first movie. It's one meeting after another, and I honestly feel like I'm not doing what I wanted to do."[image: Image]

	With a gentle nod of recognition, Chris said, "Ah, the corporate life. It's why I quit and went into porn."

	"You worked in an office?" I asked, more than a little surprised.

	"That I did. City boy in London. My first job at an investment bank. Got burnout in the first six months and never went back. Now I get to shag all I like, and I get paid for it."[image: Image]

	"Lucky for some I guess."

	He chuckled. "There's a job opening if you want it." He said, jokingly.

	For a moment, I wondered if he was really joking or if it was another dig at my sexuality, before kicking myself for allowing latent homophobia to sneak into my thoughts. It was one of those things where a straight guy wondered if a gay man was trying to flip him, but deep down, I knew that wasn't how things worked.

	"So is Kay your boyfriend?" I asked.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]This time, Chris actually burst out laughing, snorting beer through his nose. "Kay? Nah man, no way. Kay's just a mate, and he's definitely not boyfriend material. No mate, I am sans boyfriend right now."

	"Who is boyfriend material?"

	He looked at me for a moment, as if trying to read me, before looking away. "I'm into quiet submissive types. Boys who know how to do what they are told. Either twinks or trannies. Don't get me wrong; I love to fuck bears and muscle, but if I had to wake up next to a guy, then I'd want them to be smooth, skinny, submissive, and intelligent."

	We talked for a few more minutes about this and that, and played a couple of games on the Xbox, before I turned in for the night. As I cleaned my teeth and prepared for bed, I looked at myself in the mirror. I was skinny, but I needed to work out a bit. I wasn't the muscular type and I never would be, but I certainly didn't want to be unhealthy. On the body hair side of things, I had tufts but I wasn't hairy.

	"Hmmm..." I mused. I wondered what I would look like if I shaved it all off.

	Jumping in the bath, I lathered myself off and then shaved everywhere except my legs. I stared at them and wondered if that was too much, so ran the razor along it a little, just to see what it looked like. Immediately, I realised that I would look stupid with just a strip of hair missing, so shaved them both completely.

	I'm not sure what came over me, or whether it was just not thinking straight, but I wrapped a towel around my waist and went back downstairs to get a glass of water. Whilst there, I stepped into the living room.

	"Hey, do you know of a gym I could go to?" I asked.

	Chris looked up at me and gulped. He stared for a long few seconds before gathering his thoughts. “Oh, yeah, yeah. I go to one around here. If you come with me tomorrow evening, I can get you in for free for the first time, and if you like [image: Image]it, you can sign-up."

	"Thanks man. Appreciated."

	"No worries. Be home for six though, yeah?"

	"Yeah. Sure."

	As I began to walk out of the room, I felt his eyes on me. "Did you shave?" He asked.

	I stopped and turned around. "Well, I didn't have much hair to begin with, and thought if I was to go to the gym, I didn't want to have like, tufts, you know?" It was a stupid excuse. I have no idea what I was thinking, or rather, I knew all too well. I was flirting, which was ridiculous given that I was straight; but there was something nice about being wanted.

	"Sure. See you tomorrow mate." He replied, still looking at me almost hungrily.

	I headed back to my room and shut the door, taking off the towel and hanging it up in the bathroom. My cock was at half-mast, and for the life of me, I couldn't understand why. I knew I was playing with fire, but I put it down the fact that

	I hadn't had sex in a week, and I was mega horny. On top of that, I knew that Alexis was not available today for phone sex because she was out with friends.

	Deciding a wank would solve things, I opened up my laptop and signed into Onlyfans, going to Alexis' profile. I noticed she had a new video up. It was an instructional video for her findom slaves.

	"l want you to prove you are worthless nothings for me. Go out and buy a pair of bright pink panties, put them on, and take a picture. Send the picture to me, along with fifty dollars for the privilege of me looking at your sissy faggot body."

	Usually, these videos she made, made me laugh. She hated that I laughed at them, because she took it very seriously.

	[image: Image]"Come on," I once told her. "These people never meet you, but they'll send you money? That's crazy, sorry."

	"It's their fetish, Luke, and honestly, I get it. It's a massive turn-on for me, knowing that I'm so strong and sexy for them, that they worship me in such a way. Knowing that I have such control over them, makes me feel confident and [image: Image]powerful."

	This time though, I was no longer laughing, but instead, I was turned on. I closed my eyes, imagining that I was sending her such a picture, telling her I wanted to be her sissy slave. The more erect I became, the hornier I became.

	I decided to text Alexis. "l saw your new video. Very hot." I wrote. I watched as the text said delivered, and then stayed that way. I reasoned she couldn't hear her phone. However, as I began slowly wanking myself again, I saw it change to read, and then the three dots appeared. I paused my stroking.

	" @ Thx babe. I thought you don't like my domination content?" She wrote.

	"l think I get it. But doesn't make you any less hot. I love how powerful you come across in that video." 

	"You're horny, aren't you? >:-)" She wrote back, with the cheeky devil smiley.

	"Very."

	"Thought so. So horny you're imagining yourself as my little sissy too?"

	"Maybe I am. Maybe I want you to be my Mistress. ;)" I wrote back, but didn't send. I held my thumb over the send button, contemplating whether this was a good move, but I was horny, and I wasn't thinking straight. I pressed send.

	[image: Image]"But baby...I already am. But yes, maybe it's time you accept you are my slave and servant..." She wrote.

	"l do. You have full control over me. I would let you do anything, because you are my goddess."[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Anything? >:-)" I knew what she was asking, and I thought about her having sex with a guy. For some reason, I [image: Image]pictured Chris fucking her which was impossible, as I already knew he was definitely gay, not bi. He had told me so. In fact, he'd never even been with a woman, and never wanted to. Either way, I felt excited knowing she was getting fucked by another man, and lost in my excitement, I told her so.

	"Yes, anything. If you want to fuck another man, you can. I was wrong to tell you no."

	"Yes, you were. But I'm glad you said I can, because honestly, I'm so horny, and there are some cute guys out tonight."

	"Enjoy yourself!" I told her.

	"Good. Now stop bothering me slave, I'm going to find a nice man with a big dick."

	The texts ended and I was still not done. I didn't want to cum yet. I didn't want to ruin the moment. It was at that moment that I did something I definitely should not have done. I got up and walked into the closet where all the old clothes were still laid out. Opening up a drawer, I found a lot of panties; thongs, full cut, bikini, and so on. I found a really lacy pink satin pair of cheeky panties, and pulled them up my legs. They fit perfectly, and looked so nice on my shaven cheeks. In fact, they felt snug and comfortable.

	Taking out my phone, I took a picture of myself in the mirror and considered sending it to Alexis along with the $50 tip. I lay back down in bed and masturbated, still with my hand hovering over the send button. I came and immediately deleted the message. Once I'd done that, I took the panties off and mumbled about what an idiot I was. Then I remembered what I had told Alexis she could do.

	[image: Image]"Fuck, fuck, fuck!" I moaned. "No, no." I panicked, with all sorts of thoughts going through my head. 'What if she fucked someone and fell in love?' 'What if she lost respect for me?' 'What if this kills my marriage?' 'What if she tells her friends?'

	I considered writing to her, telling her it was all just a joke and that I didn't want her to do anything, but in the end, I held out long enough to realise that it would make me look like an idiot. I fell asleep imagining Alexis in the arms of another man.

	*********

	The ping of a text message woke me up before my alarm. Rubbing my eyes, I looked to the right and saw the panties lying on the floor. Suddenly, the events of the previous night came back to me and I groaned. At the same time though, I had my hand on my rock-hard cock, and I considered if it would matter if I put the panties on, one last time, in order to wank again.

	First though, I'd checked the text.

	"Hope you had a good wank and slept well? @ " Alexis had written. "And for the record, no, I didn't fuck another man, and I didn't even try to. I got you were horny, and I assume you regretted what you wrote about two minutes later."

	"Morning baby. Something like that, yeah."

	"I'm actually quite proud of you that you didn't text me back telling me you'd changed your mind. Why didn't you?"

	"l didn't want you to think I was a weirdo or something."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"l wouldn't think that, no matter what. You got me very horny with those texts too. I half wanted to tell you to go out and buy some panties and do the task I set."

	"l wouldn't need to buy panties. There are plenty left over from the previous owner here."

	"Ewww, second-hand panties! Please tell me you didn't try them on!"

	[image: Image]"They're all washed..." I reasoned.

	Suddenly, the phone was ringing. I picked it up to hear hysterical laughter. “You did, didn't you? You tried some on!"

	"No, well..."

	More laughter. "I'm not angry. It's a little gross that you are putting on panties which belonged to someone else, but I guess they are washed."

	"They look new actually."

	"It's fine. Take a picture, show me."

	[image: Image]"You're not angry?"

	"What? No! I think it's super cute and hot. Send me a picture." She giggled seductively. In fact, she sounded impressed quite honestly.

	"Hold on." I said, going into my phone and pressing send on the picture.

	[image: Image]"Oh my, you shaved yourself?" She asked, her voice now softer.

	"Yes." I replied meekly.

	"Wow, hot. Really, really, hot. You look good in panties, Luke. I'm not joking. If you wanna wear them, it would really turn me on."[image: Image]

	I suddenly felt less self-conscious about what I had done, and instead, began masturbating again. "Are you still in bed?”

	"Yes, it's early here. Are you still in panties?"

	"l put them back on."

	[image: Image]"Oh god. Facetime?" She asked.

	"Sure."

	We suddenly, we were on camera and I was watching her rubbing her clit, as I wanked off with the panties over my balls.

	"So you wanna be my sissy slut huh?" She was mumbling. "Probably a good idea when you're away during the week, that way I know you're behaving. You're not going to go out fucking sexy LA women whilst in panties. You gonna wear panties for me baby? Huh? Tell me you will."

	"l will."

	[image: Image]"Promise?"

	"l promise!" I came, but thankfully, so did she.

	We calmed and she asked me how I was feeling.

	"Weird." I told her. "After I cum, I feel like I'm doing something wrong."

	[image: Image]"It's just your libido. Seriously, you're doing nothing wrong, and all this has done is to reinforce why I love you so much. You know me, I'm a highly sexual person when it comes to words and actions, so this is so nice. Life is not boring with you, baby. I love you."

	"l love you too."

	[image: Image]"Good. I need to get a couple more hours sleep. Make sure you wear the panties to work today. Love you. Bye."[image: Image]

	"Bye."

	I showered, and prepared myself for work, slipping on the pink panties under my jeans, before heading down for breakfast. Chris was not there, as he normally slept in late, so I had my coffee and cereal, before heading out.

	One of the biggest hassles in America was the crappy public transport. Don't get me wrong, in New York it was fine, but in LA, it was not as good as it could have been. In fact, I got the distinct feeling that taking public transport in LA made you look cheap. I had considered getting a bike, but Chris told me I should give that some thought.

	"Someone will either run you over, or you'll die in the heat of the summer." He explained.

	Part of me wanted to get a car, whilst another part of me thought it was a waste of time. Chris had a Prius he drove around in, and I hated the damned thing. I was a techie, but I just didn't want an electric car. Someone at work recommended getting a Dodge of some sort, but I really didn't want an American car either. I just didn't like them. They were too big and too...pointless.

	[image: Image]"You know you have a car allowance, right?" My colleague Darren told me, as I thought about cars.

	"l can afford to buy a car Darren."

	"I'm not saying that. I'm saying, you're better off leasing it."

	"Oh, well, it still doesn't solve my problem. I don't know what to get." I said, and Darren opened his mouth to make a suggestion, but I stopped him. "l don't want an American car."

	He grinned. "Actually, I was going to say, I've got a friend who works at the local Jaguar dealership. What about the F-Type?"

	My eyes lit up. "Now that's a car for LA, right?"

	“If ever there was one." Darren chuckled.

	I turned to the blonde beachboy and smiled. "So, do you think your friend could arrange a discount for me?"

	With a cheeky grin, Darren said, "Well, I might need to do something for him, if you know what I mean?" He put his tongue in his cheek and made the oral sex move. I honestly didn't know Darren was gay, and I was beginning to feel like everyone around me was gay.

	[image: Image]"l didn't know you were gay?" I blurted out but quickly realised how that sounded. "My housemate is gay. He's in porn."

	"Is he now? What's his name?"

	"Chris Willard, but that's not his porn name. Not sure what it is, if I'm honest."

	[image: Image]"Got a photo?"

	"Um...." I Googled him, and eventually found a picture.

	"Oh, Flipper. Yes, very nice. He's my type indeed. And you live with him you say? How does your wife feel about that?"

	[image: Image]"Relaxed." I laughed.

	"Not sure that's such a good idea. Have you seen his porn movies?"

	"Nope."

	"He's called Flipper for a reason. He likes to take cute straight men and flip them."[image: Image]

	I laughed. "You realise these movies are scripted, right?"[image: Image]

	Suddenly, Darren's face looked dejected. "Don't ruin our fantasies, and we won't ruin yours."

	I put my hands up in apology. "Sorry! So will you call your mate at Jaguar?"

	"Yes, I will, but you need to do something for me."

	[image: Image]"Okay, I think." Not wanting to commit to blowing him or something.

	"Next time you have a house party, you invite me." He said, clearly suggesting he wanted to meet Chris.

	"l can do that. In fact, if you like gaming and stuff, you are more than welcome around after work." I told him, and he sighed, looking sad. "What?" I asked.

	[image: Image]"The best ones are always straight." He told me before standing. "I'll call my friend."[image: Image]

	That afternoon, we took an early day to visit the Jaguar garage. Darren's friend, Patrick, was an effeminate thin young man, wearing a visibly expensive suit. We chatted about the UK, and how he had never been but wants to, and then he showed me the red five-litre F-Type SVR on display.

	[image: Image]"Wanna take it for a test drive?" He asked me with a grin.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Sure." I said, lusting over the British beauty.

	After fetching the keys, he drove it out for me, and then let me take the driver's seat, whilst he jumped in the passenger seat. As we drove, he explained the buttons, the functions, and the specifications, before we switched to small talk.

	[image: Image]"So, Darren tells me you live with the Flipper?" He laughed.

	I smiled. "Apparently. I know him as Chris."

	"How long have you two been together?" He asked, clearly flirting.

	"Oh, we're not. I'm just a housemate."

	Suddenly, his demeanour changed and he became very flirtatious. "Single?"

	"Married." I said, holding up the ring. "My wife, female, lives back home in New York. I live here during the week because of work."

	"Ah, oh, I didn't realise. I just assumed because of the..." He coughed.

	[image: Image]"The what?" I asked, confused.

	"Well, the panties."

	All of sudden, I remembered I was wearing pink panties, and they had to have become visible above the jeans. "Shit, erm, that's just a thing we're doing with my wife."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Don't worry, you're with friends here. But just so you know, Darren noticed them too, and well, I guess he's wondering." He laughed, and I frowned.

	We arrived back at the dealership and we talked through the financing options. I told him I would prefer to lease, as I have a car allowance, and he told me that wouldn't be a problem.

	[image: Image]"So, there are a couple of options." He told me. "l can give you a good offer on this one, and given that we own it, we have more flexibility on the level of discount we can give. Or, I can order one brand new, which would take a few months."

	"What sort of discount can you give me on this one?" I asked.

	"Well that all depends." He said, cryptically, giving a quick cheeky look at Darren. "We're all friends here, right? How naughty can I be?"

	I raised my eyebrows as I began to wonder what he was going to ask of me, but given how the US was, I assumed he wouldn't want to do anything which would make it easy for me to sue him. I grinned as I replied, "I'm British, not Ameri[image: Image]can. I'm not going to sue you for making a joke!"

	He burst out laughing, and nodded. "Okay, off the bat, I can go down eighteen percent on this car. But, show me those panties, and I'll get approval to go down to twenty-five."

	I paused for a moment, and I could see him smile, but hidden behind that was a nervousness, a wonder if I was going to get angry and get him fired. "Just show you my panties? Like, go somewhere private and drop my pants?"

	"We can go to the bathroom and you can strip down naked, just leave the panties on, and I'll jerk off."

	[image: Image]"What about Darren?" I asked.

	"He can stand guard."

	"l wanna watch too."

	I turned to him. "Dude, we work together."

	[image: Image]"Hmmm..." Darren moaned.

	I turned back to Patrick. "For that discount, I have no issue with that. Now?"

	The showroom was not busy. Patrick looked around, and then said, "Give me a moment," and ran across the showroom floor and into an office where he chatted to an older man. Patrick pointed at the car and then nodded towards me. The other man put his hands behind his back leaned back in the chair, before asking something. I could make out the words twenty-five from Patrick's mouth, before he continued with something else, breaking out into a smile. The other man laughed and then nodded, and shook his head at the same time. Patrick left the office with a smile on his face. "Discount approved. Now come with me." He said, before looking at Darren. "You don't need to stand guard after all. Come on."[image: Image]

	We followed him up some metal stairs, and into a small room with a sofa and an old TV. He shut and locked the door.

	"My boss says we can use this room."

	"You told him?" I asked.

	[image: Image]"l had to. Don't worry. He gives discounts to women all the time for much worse than this."

	I watched as Darren sat on the sofa, and Patrick stood, watching as I pulled off my t-shirt, took off my shoes, and then dropped the jeans to reveal the hot-pink panties.

	"Oh my." He gushed, fanning himself, as he opened his pants to pull out a fat semi-erect circumcised cock. On the sofa, Darren did the same.

	I didn't know what to do as they both stared at me and wanked. I felt a little silly just standing there, so I began to squeeze and cup my dick through the satin material. Patrick circled me, looking at my arse, and then I felt a warm hand gently grab one cheek.

	[image: Image]"Do you mind?" He asked softly. Not able to speak, I shook my head that I didn't.

	I felt myself getting excited, which meant my cock was beginning to strain against the material. I now had two hands massaging my arse-cheeks through the panties, and it felt good. All of a sudden, a hand traced the edge of the panties and cupped my balls.

	[image: Image]"Is this okay?" He whispered.

	[image: Image][image: Image]I nodded quickly, gulping, my heart pounding.

	He was in front of me now, dropping to his knees, feeling my cock through the material. I was erect; my six-inch [image: Image]uncircumcised cock jutting out, stretching the soft satin and lace. His fingers reached under the top elastic and pulled the panties down to release it. He looked at it for a moment, and then his eyes looked up at mine. I looked forward, away, trying to tell him and myself that I didn't mind what he did; however, my eyes met with Darren's. They were smiling at me, seductively. He knew. He knew what was going through my mind.

	The warm lips engulfed my cock, and moisture surrounded it. My breath quivered as the sound of oral sex echoed around the small room. I closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling of quite possibly the best blowjob I had ever received. In the darkness, I heard the creaking of weight, lifting from the sofa, and I knew better than to open my eyes. If I kept my eyes closed, I could at least pretend it was just a dream, that I would never let men do this to me.

	Hands were touching me now. Darren's hands, feeling my bottom, stroking up from behind to my chest, pulling on [image: Image]my nipples. As he did that, lips connected with my neck. I was so close. I could feel it.

	"I'm gonna cum." I whispered.

	Nobody replied. Everything continued as it was. Darren only had one hand on me. The other was shaking, and I knew he was masturbating right behind me, and I was in the firing line. I said nothing, but I knew he was close, probably closer than me. He gasped and moaned, and I felt jet after jet of warm cum hit my lower back. I came hard into Patrick's mouth; so hard, that I had to bend over to stop my legs from buckling. Patrick kept on sucking until every drop was swallowed, and then with a plop, he removed my cock from his mouth and sat there, panting and smiling. I looked down and saw a pool of cum on the Iino floor. He had cum too.

	Behind me, Darren was pulling some tissues out from a box and began wiping my back.

	"Sorry." He mumbled. "Got carried away."

	"It's fine." I told him, because it was fine. It felt good to be wanted.

	"Worth it for the discount?" Patrick asked with a grin.

	[image: Image]"Absolutely." I told him. "Feel like a bit of whore, but who cares, right?" I laughed.

	Patrick slapped my panty clad bottom, before grabbing it tight and holding it, and said, "Well anytime you feel like whoring yourself out, you have your first customer right here."

	I signed the papers, and promised to get all the details from work the next day.

	"If we can get everything covered tomorrow, then you can pick the car up in the evening." Patrick told me. “I’ll get it detailed for you, so that it's like new when you pick it up." It only had a few hundred miles on the clock as a display model, so I wasn't massively worried.

	"Great, my wife is coming on Friday, so it would be nice to pick her up from the airport in this."

	"Won't be a problem, I promise." He said with a smile, shaking my hand.

	"And thanks!" I told him.

	"Oh, I thank you. Trust me, this was the most fun I've ever had in this job."

	I said goodbye to Darren outside, and headed home, where I had an appointment with Chris at the gym. He was already waiting for me when I arrived, and I apologised and said I would explain everything later. "Let me get changed and I'll be right down."

	I'd learned my lesson from wearing the panties, so I was determined to not get caught out again, especially not in a gym, so I changed into boxers, then shorts and a t-shirt, and headed down.

	Chris was a good trainer, helping me to understand how to use everything, basically explaining that I should stay away from the machines, and use the weights and equipment instead. "Forget bench-pressing, that's bullshit for the boys, and just a showing off thing. If you want to get an all-round workout, then do squats, kettlebell swings, TRX pulls, deadlifts; use the elastic bands to do squat-pulls, push-ups, that sort of thing." By the end of the workout, I knew I would be in pain in the morning.

	"Wanna shower here, or back at the house?" He asked.

	"What do you normally do?" I asked him.

	"I usually shower here because I don't want to stink out the place when I get home."

	I really stunk. "Good plan."

	We headed to the locker room, where we stripped down and headed into the large, shared showers. Of course, I peeked at his cock, which was circumcised, very long, and very fat. Not wanting to make anything obvious, I quickly looked away, as we both soaked up under the warm water.

	"l already hurt." I moaned.

	"We can do some stretching at home. It'll help, I promise."

	"Sounds good."

	I washed soap out of my eyes, and opened them to see him staring at me. I looked back at him, as he soaped himself. His eyes trailed down me, and I allowed mine to trail down him, following as his hand seemed to lead my eyes to his cock, which seemed to be swelling. He began to rub it, as he watched me staring. I gulped, unsure of what to do. He continued to rub, and it became erect. I felt my cock join him in stiffness, even though I wasn't touching it. He leaned against the wall as the water cascaded down his muscular, smooth body.

	"Oh fuck." He whispered, as cum shot out of his cock, onto the wall, only to be flushed down the drain. "Ah, that's better. I always need a wank after I work out, otherwise I have too much adrenaline left over. You should too."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"I'm fine, thanks."

	"Doesn't look like it, mate." He chuckled, as he shut off the water and walked past me, slapping my left arse-cheek [image: Image]on the way.

	Back in the house, he told me to go put on something stretchy, and that he would show me some stretching moves to help deal with the muscle aches. So, I headed upstairs to my room, where I put on a t-shirt, and considered what to wear for bottoms. I realised that bicycle shorts were the best option, but as I did so, I looked at the open drawer of panties. I'm not sure what came over me, but I grabbed a baby-blue lace thong, pulling it up my legs, before pulling on the tight shorts. "Ready." I told him, as I entered the living room. He had moved the coffee table out of the way and placed two yoga mats on the ground.

	"Okay, mirror my moves."

	We did some simpler stretches to begin with, arms over the head, and such like, before moving into tougher ones.

	When I tried to stretch my legs apart on the ground, I struggled to push my body forward.

	"Wow, you're out of shape, huh?" He laughed. "Okay, I'll help you. Lay on your back and place your right arm out, turn your head to face your right hand, and then drop your right knee over your left leg." I did that, and felt my arse muscle pull tight. "Yeah, that's not good. If we don't stretch that, you'll have backache."

	He told me to put my legs tight in the air, and then he leaned against them, pushing forward, as my legs came backwards. I felt the stretch, but also the warmth of his crotch approaching me. We did that for a couple of minutes, before he pushed my legs to the side, but rested a hand on my shoulder, forcing the stretch. His knee pressed into the muscle on the side of my backside, and gently rubbed it, causing me to cry out in pain.

	"We need to do this every day, otherwise you'll become a cripple by the time you're forty." He laughed.

	"Urgh. This is sheer agony."

	"It gets better."

	As he rubbed, something worse than the pain began to happen. My shorts were moving down.

	"Nice panties." He laughed.

	"Um, Alexis' idea. We're playing around somewhat, you know how it is. Long distance."[image: Image]

	"It's fine."

	"By the way, those panties got me a discount on that car today. Well, not these panties, but different ones."

	We changed the stretch to the other side, as he asked for details, so I told him about everything that happened with Patrick and Darren. "So your first gay experience got you a discount on a Jag? I can think of worse first times!" He scoffed. "Did you enjoy it?"[image: Image]

	"l did. I mean, they were doing it to me, so..."

	"So it doesn't make you gay, right?" He laughed. "The heterosexual's justification for going temporarily bi. Like I haven't heard it before." He grabbed the shorts and pulled them down and off me.

	"Hey!" I whined.

	"If some random stranger can see them, then I should be allowed to, too."

	"Hmm..." I frowned, as he continued to stretch me.

	We continued to stretch, wordlessly, and with every touch, I felt my excitement grow. I wasn't sure if I was questioning my sexuality, or whether it was the submissiveness of not being in control of the situation. I broke the silence, with a question which came out of nowhere.

	"Can we do that stretch where you push my legs back again?" I asked.

	He looked directly into my eyes and said, "Sure."

	My legs raised, he began to push them back, leaning into them, pushing his pelvis forward. His eyes burned into mine, as I felt his shorts make contact with me, and I realised that his cock was erect. There was a question now— did I want this to go further or not?

	The question was answered for me. I'm not sure if he saw something in me, or if he reasoned that this would not be good for our housemate relationship, but he pulled away and said, "There, you should feel better tomorrow than you would. Let's stretch again tomorrow, and there shouldn't be an issue."

	"Sure." I said, and watched as he disappeared to his room. I decided to do the same, and headed off to bed, where I immediately called Alexis and told her what happened, leaving out the story about the car, as that was a surprise. Of course, she found the whole thing hilarious, but told me that I shouldn't do anything which I felt might jeopardise the living arrangements or atmosphere.

	I fell asleep early, worn out from the workout, and from the evening wank. I hadn't even realised I had forgotten to eat.


Four

	I woke up feeling good. I had slight aches and pains, but not really pain, rather this good feeling of tightness after a very good workout. My first thought went to the events of the day before, and to the fact that I would be picking up the car and seeing Patrick again. I masturbated, remembering the events of the day before, and was glad to find that I had no regrets, even after I came. I showered, shaved, and then went to get dressed. Once I was in the closet, I found a nice pair of red silk, with black lace trim and insert panties, which I slipped on. I took a picture of them, and send the picture to Alexis, before getting dressed.

	This morning, Chris was already up and making coffee. In fact, it was the first time I had ever seen him up on a weekday, before me. The difference was, this time, he was stark naked.[image: Image]

	"Ah, sorry mate. I'm so used to no-one being here in the morning, that I completely forgot. I'll go put something on." He said.

	"No need to be uncomfortable on my account." I told him. He paused for a moment, looking at me as I sipped on coffee, and then smiled.

	"Sure, thanks." And he went back to preparing his breakfast. "Sleep well?"

	[image: Image]"Like a log. I don't think I've fallen asleep so early in a long time."

	"l came in to offer you some dinner last night, but you were out like a light. Still had those knickers on though ' He chuckled.

	I semi-smiled and frowned. "Yeah." And then after a moment. "Different ones today though."

	He looked at me, contemplating, before deciding. "Show me."

	Without hesitation, I jumped up and dropped my pants, showing off the sexy red and black panties.[image: Image]

	"Very nice." He said, rubbing his cock.

	Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, I didn't have time to hang around, so I apologised for not being able to stay longer, and pulled up my jeans, heading out.

	That day, I had fewer meetings, so decided to use the morning to get all the approvals for the lease out of the way. Everything was submitted by eleven, and at one, I received a phone call from Patrick to say everything was already approved and waiting for his signature.

	I ran to Darren to let him know and to ask if he didn't want to come with me to pick up the car.

	[image: Image]"I'd love to Luke, but I am completely buried today. Rain check?" He asked. I looked at him blankly. I knew exactly what it meant, but I hated the term, and liked to make it look like I didn't know it. "l mean let's rearrange for another time."

	[image: Image]"Why not just say that?" I asked.

	"Urgh, you're making fun of American English, aren't you?" He rolled his eyes and pushed me away as I burst out laughing.

	At the dealership, the car was waiting for me, with a giant bow on it. It was gleaming like new, and the black leather interior had been thoroughly scrubbed and polished. Patrick had the contracts ready, and after a quick read-through, I signed. It would be my first car, even though I had driven lots of times before.

	"Um, so I have another favour to ask, if I'm not being too presumptuous?" Patrick asked, nervously.

	"Shoot."

	[image: Image]"Can we be alone again?"

	"Same as yesterday?" I asked with a grin.[image: Image]

	"Uh-huh." He nodded.

	"Okay." I agreed. "After all, you did me a great deal."

	Once again, he led me up the staircase to the breakroom, which he locked. I stripped down to the sexy panties, and Patrick immediately gushed about how beautiful they were, and how well they suited me. This time, he also stripped down completely, and was not hesitant in feeling me in the panties. In fact, he pulled himself tight against me, allowing his cock to rub against mine through the material.

	[image: Image]"Do you mind?" He asked.

	I shook my head.

	I felt his lips latch on to my nipple, nibbling and licking it, and I let out a little moan. His hand reached into my panties and grabbed my erect cock, tugging it a bit. I'm not sure why, maybe for comfort, I allowed the tips of my fingers to make contact with the side of his hips, and then to circle around his buttocks.

	"Grab them." He whispered, so I did, massaging that hairy backside, and pulling him tighter.

	He was now rubbing his cock against mine, thrusting against it, our bodies tight. Then he pulled back a little and reached for my right hand. I allowed him to reposition it, moving it around the front and placing it on his cock.

	[image: Image]"Rub me." He told me, with confidence in his voice now. "Do it."

	I began jacking him off as he nuzzled against my neck and held my silk covered backside. Then his hands trailed up to my shoulders, and he pushed at me, urging me to my knees. I dropped down and then looked up at him. My stomach began making noises as I realised what he wanted. He traced the tip of his cock on my lips as he panted, staring down at

	"Suck me." He whispered.[image: Image]

	I slightly parted my lips, and he pushed forward, but only the tip entered. I pulled back. "l can't. I just can't."

	He didn't say anything. He just pulled a little back and continued to wank, staring at me sat there. "Feel my balls." I reached up and gently massaged his balls, and as I did so, he let out a moan, and I felt cum splatter my face.

	"Let me get you a tissue." He told me.

	"No, it's okay. Suck me first if you want." I told him, leaving the cum on my face.

	He grinned and pushed me to the sofa, pulling out my erect cock and sucking on it with gusto. After a few minutes of sucking, he stood. "Can I try something?" He asked.

	Staring at him and panting, I nodded.

	He pushed be back a bit on the sofa, and then climbed onto me, before reaching behind and aiming my cock has his anus. We stared at each other as he lowered himself down on my dick. “Oh fuck." He moaned, closing his eyes. Then he propped himself up against my chest with his fingers, as he slowly rocked on my cock. I began to moan with him. "Do you like it?" He whispered.

	"Yes." How could I not like it? It was my cock in a warm hole.

	He opened his eyes again, and then reached up to scoop some of the cum on my face with his thumb, before sliding it down to my lips and pushing it in and watching me suck on it. Smiling, he grabbed a lot more, feeding it to me. "Eat it. Eat my cum straight boy." He whispered seductively. “I know you like it. Grab my cock again, and I'll give you more."

	I grabbed it and began rubbing at it furiously, as he moved faster and faster on my cock. We both began moaning out loud as our respective orgasms approached. We both unloaded at the same time, and as he came, he grabbed the cum and pushed it in my mouth. I sucked on his fingers as my cum continued to shoot inside him. He leaned down and the next thing I knew, his tongue was in my mouth and his hands held my cheeks, as we kissed passionately.

	[image: Image]Finally, we calmed, and we both stood to dress. "The best sale I've ever made." He laughed. l, on the other hand, was a little nervous, and he could tell. He stepped over to me and kissed my cheek, rubbing it. "Don't worry, I'm perfectly clean and safe, and I won't tell a soul."

	"Thanks." I replied. "This is all just a little new for me."

	"l get it. But you enjoyed it, right?"

	[image: Image]"Yes, I did."

	"That's most important. You'll be fine. In fact, I hope you will find time to come see me again sometime, or maybe I could come see you?"

	"I'd like that." I smiled and I don't know why, but I really meant it.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Once dressed, he pulled me to him again and kissed me, before letting me go. "Better stop, otherwise it'll be round two." He laughed.

	*********

	The car was amazing, and it made a hell of a racket when I drove it. People turned to see what on Earth was making such a noise, and in return were exposed to one of the most beautiful cars they had ever seen. Once I arrived home, I picked up Chris and took him for a drive along the coast, cruising up to Malibu.

	"Fuck me, this car is ridiculous." Chris shouted over the engine. "l mean listen to that fucking exhaust note!"

	"Right? Sheer class."

	As we drove, Chris asked me if there was any more fun at the showroom. I don't know why, but I didn't want to tell him the whole truth, not because I thought he might think badly of me, but I kind of felt guilty that I had fucked another guy and not him. Instead, I told him it was more of the same as yesterday and left it at that.

	"Fuck man, in those knickers?" He asked. "That guy must have more self-control than I do."

	"Why's that?" I asked.

	"Because in that sort of sexually charged situation, if you showed up with those on, I guess I would have a hard time not ramming my cock up your arse."

	I laughed off his comment as a joke, and he laughed with me, but at the same time, I felt myself become rather uncomfortable in the pants. Chris must have thought the conversation was making me uncomfortable on the whole, as he changed the subject.

	"So Alexis doesn't know about the car?" He asked.[image: Image]

	"Nope, picking her up tomorrow from the airport. I'm kind of excited to see what she thinks of it."

	"I'm sure she'll love it." He told me. "Are you ready to train again today? How are you feeling?"

	"Yeah, I think so. I feel tight, like, I can feel I trained, but no real pain, just this strange tightness."

	[image: Image]"We'll do a quick workout at the gym today, focus on some other areas today, and then stretch some more at home. Cool? "

	"Yep. Sounds like a plan."

	The workout focused more on legs today, whereas yesterday it was core and upper body. I could feel my legs tremble as we headed into the changing room, and whilst I knew it was from the workout, part of me wondered if it was not really from the expectation of what was about to happen. To my strange disappointment though, the locker room was busy, as was the shower, so we quickly washed up and headed home.

	"Bollocks." Chris moaned. "Didn't get my after-workout wank in. Now I'm gonna be charged up."

	"Sorry about that." I told him. "I'm going to get changed for stretching, if you want a few minutes alone?"

	"Nah, I'll do it later."

	As I changed into my biking shorts again, I put the red silk panties back on underneath them, this time leaving the thick black lace trim visible above the shorts. I wondered what to wear for a top, if a t-shirt would do it, or something else. I searched through the drawer of bras and found a black Nike sports bra. It was one of the soft ones which worked regardless of cup size. With a deep intake of breath, I put it on and checked myself in the mirror. It came down to my mid-riff and at first look could have been mistaken for the type of tops weight trainers wear, but the strappy back made it clear what it really was.

	I'm not sure what came over me, or why I really did it, but after psyching myself up for a few minutes, and hearing Chris call and ask if I was coming, I left the room and went downstairs.

	Chris stared at me but said nothing. Instead, we mirrored each other again, doing the stretches he showed me and some new ones. After a particularly difficult one, he got up to get a couple of glasses of water, and whilst he did so, took his tank-top off.

	"Let's do some of the leg and glute stretches we were doing yesterday." He said. "Take the shorts off though."

	"Why?" I asked.

	"Because I said so."

	I slid the shorts off to reveal the red panties, and then we began the stretches. The glutes still hurt, but the stretches we were doing also felt like a relief.

	"Be right back. Need the 100." He said, and disappeared. I sat there, questioning what on Earth I was doing, seemingly trying to seduce my male housemate, and if I wasn't going mildly insane, when Chris stepped back out, this time in only small tight black underpants. He had removed his shorts. "Right, let's go. On your back."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]He did the stretch where he held my shoulder down and pushed my legs the opposite direction. Then, after that, he pulled my legs up and climbed behind me, pushing my legs back and leaning in. I felt his crotch make contact with me, and hold. His cock strained against the material of the underpants, and I could see it must have been uncomfortable, but he didn't do anything about them. This time, he didn't dare look into my eyes. He looked away, as he was clearly unsure of what to do. I actually felt sorry for him.

	"Mate," I began. "You look uncomfortable. Um, don't you usually stretch in the nude?"

	"Actually, before you moved in, I was always naked here."

	"Why did you stop? You shouldn't have to change your habits just for me."

	He looked at me again, seemingly trying to read me, but at the same time, he appeared grateful for what I had said.

	He pulled away and stood, pulling down the black undies and kicking them away. His cock jutted upright to full erection.[image: Image]

	It was huge.

	"Thanks." He said.

	"Let's do that stretch again."

	"Yes, let's." He smiled.

	This time, as he leaned into me, I could feel his cock press against the panties, pushing them up my crack. I shuffled a bit and the head of cock pushed forward and aligned with my hole. An electric buzz shot through me as the penis tickled [image: Image]my nerve endings, and for a moment, I closed my eyes, wishing I was completely naked.

	"If you want," Chris said, seeming to read my mind, "You can be naked here too."

	"Um," I couldn't bring myself to do it. In fact, I didn't want to do it; I wanted to be told to do it. I just wanted him to take charge. "l mean, I don't know."

	We stayed in that position, him gently rubbing against my hole, but not going any further. God, I wanted him to just take me. What the fuck was wrong with me?

	Finally, he backed away. "l think we're done here." He said. "Good workout." And with that, he grabbed his things, and left the room. I lay there, my erection jutting out from under the panties, and all I could think about was how disappointed I was that I wouldn't get another chance tomorrow, because Alexis was coming.

	 


Five

	I didn't wear panties on Friday. I'm not sure why, but maybe it was because of what she said about wearing someone else's panties. Still, I was more concerned about what she thought about the car. She was never one to want a car, but that was in New York, where we really didn't and couldn't have one. This was different.

	Waiting in LAX, I finally saw her arrive at the usual place, and she ran to me as if she hadn't seen me in years. We [image: Image]kissed like long-lost lovers.

	[image: Image]"Oh baby, I missed you so much!" She gushed.

	"l missed you too. Come on, lots to tell you."

	"Oh?" She grinned as we walked. "Something kinky I hope?"

	"Maybe." I laughed.

	She reached down and checked under my jeans, and was disappointed to find I was wearing standard boxers. "l don't have my own yet, and didn't want to wear the ones at home, after your last reaction." I told her.

	"I've gotten over that. I guess they're washed and clean."

	"Then I'm sorry." I laughed.

	[image: Image]"Where are we going? The taxi rank is over there."

	"We're not getting a taxi. I've got something to show you."

	She looked at where we were walking to, and noticed the parking. "You bought a car? You bought a car didn't you?"

	She asked quickly, visibly excited.

	[image: Image]"l did. I get a car allowance, so I allowed myself a car." I smiled.

	"What type?"

	"You'll see."

	We entered the car park and made our way over to my area, until finally she saw the Jag, and she squealed in delight.

	[image: Image]"Oh my god! That's the sexiest car I've ever seen in my life!"

	"Wait till you drive it."

	"Can I drive it?" She asked, eyes wide.

	I handed her the keys, and made my way to the other side of the car. Again, she squealed in excitement. She climbed inside, and pressed the button to start the car, listening to it roar to life.

	"Ohhh, I think I just came." She moaned.

	[image: Image]After adjusting the seat, she pulled away, windows down to listen to the pop and crackle of the V8 Supercharged engine in the echo of the garage. Alexis was a party girl, she knew how to have fun in any situation, and if that meant breaking a few laws on the freeway, that's what she would do. She knew LA well enough to know where was best to drive slow and where she could put her foot down.

	"It drives like a dream." She told me. "Now I'm gonna be sad I won't get to drive it until I'm back again."

	"l got a huge discount on it." I told her.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"How come?"

	"Well..." And I told her all about Darren and Patrick and what happened, right down to the detail that I fucked Patrick, or rather, he fucked himself on me. She didn't say anything for a while, eventually turning off the main streets and [image: Image]pulling into a quiet, closed off-road area.

	[image: Image]"l need to fuck, right now." She said, her eyes glazed in excitement. "You can't tell me a story like that and not expect me to be excited." She said, climbing onto me as I pulled the seat back.

	"You don't know the half of it." And as she worked my cock out of my pants, I told her about what was happening with Chris, and she cried out in the agony of not being fast enough at getting my cock into her pussy.

	She rode me, hard, fast, and uncomfortably. It wasn't a car designed with sex in mind, but she didn't care. She made it work. "Fucking sissy faggot flirting with men, aren't you?"

	"Yes Mistress." I gasped.

	"Oh baby, yes, call me Mistress again."

	[image: Image]"You are my Mistress. I love you Mistress."

	"Oh, I love you, Luke." And with that, she came, letting out a long guttural groan. We kissed, and she continued, but I stopped her. 

	"But you didn't cum."

	"Can I be honest?"

	[image: Image]"Sure."

	Embarrassed, I said, "I'm kind of worried about getting cum in these little holes in the leather."

	She stared at me for a moment, and then broke out in laughter. "Okay sissy! It's me who needed to cum anyway."

	She laughed, climbing off me, and back into the driver's seat. "Let's go home and we can finish what we started."

	On the way home, I begged her not to talk to Chris about anything which had happened. She asked why not and[image: Image] I told her because essentially, nothing had happened. Yes, there was tension, but nothing really more than that. She agreed. "But I do think it would be a good idea to call Patrick and tell him I would like to personally thank him for the car."

	"That I can arrange." I smiled.

	That evening, as Alexis and Chris chatted in the living room, I placed a call to Patrick to let him know how happy we are with the car, and how the surprise went.

	"l wanted to let you know that I told Alexis about how I got the discount." I told him.

	[image: Image]"You know I would've given you that discount anyway, right?" He laughed.

	"l know, but I like to work for things."

	"Hmm, so how did she take it?"

	"Oh, very well. In fact, she said she would like to come down and thank you personally."

	[image: Image]"Sorry babe, I don't swing that way."

	This time it was my turn to laugh. "l don't think she has that in mind. I think she wants to replay for her own private viewing."

	"Oh, now that I'm available for. When?"

	[image: Image]"Are you working tomorrow?"

	"l am."

	"Then in the afternoon sometime."

	"Any time before five works."

	[image: Image]"See you then."

	"Wear something sexy." He purred.

	*********

	I couldn't believe I was really going to do this. Here I was, in the car, being driven by my wife, wearing jeans and a t-shirt, over red stockings, red satin lace trim panties, red suspender belt and a matching bra, all purchased by her for me this morning from Victoria's Secret. Just a fraction of the things she had purchased for me today.

	"I'm nervous." I told her.

	"You've done this before."

	"l know, but what if you see it and decide you are put off by me."

	"Babe, I've seen two men have sex before. I've dated a bisexual guy before. It's no big deal. You're just working yourself up in your head. Chill."

	We arrived at the showroom, and found Patrick was busy. We looked at cars whilst we were waiting. As we walked around, we were approached by Patrick's boss. He was a guy in his late thirties, muscular, sharp features, handsome, and slick; with immaculately combed dark hair, and a body poured into the expensive Dior suit he was wearing. "Ah, Mr Clarke. Welcome back. George Karagiannis, I'm the owner of the dealership. Everything okay with the car I hope?"

	[image: Image]"Yes, everything is perfect." I told him. "This is my wife, Alexis."

	He took her hand. "A pleasure to meet you ma'am. How do you like the car?"

	"Oh, I love it. It's just a shame I'm only here every other weekend to use it."

	"Really? How come?"

	"Alexis works for a big software house back in New York, and I was moved over here. We're giving it a go for a few months and then we'll make a decision after that as to where to move permanently." I explained.

	"Wow, well that must be hard on you?" He said, with more than a hint of what he meant. "Well, if you ever do move over, I can arrange a special discount for you on a second car." He promised.

	[image: Image]I'm not sure what came over me at that point, but I went for broke and said, "l believe that if you take care of George [image: Image]here how I took care of Patrick, he's able to give you a very special discount." I told my wife, and her face lit up in delight. "Really?" She asked. "Wow, well, I'm more than happy to discuss terms for such a discount right away. I'm sure George here will remember me when I come back next time."[image: Image]

	For a moment, George tried to make sense of what we were saying, and then it finally clicked, and recognition appeared on his face. "Yes, absolutely. If that is okay with you Mr Clarke?"

	"Luke, please, and yes, it is absolutely okay with me."

	"But..." Alexis said quickly, looking at me. "My husband gets to watch."

	"Of course." George grinned. "Follow me." As he led us to the staircase, he called out to Patrick. "Patrick, I'm taking Mr and Mrs Clarke upstairs to go over a few things. Once you are done here, feel free to lock up and join us."

	"Sure George." Patrick replied, with his own knowing grin.

	In the usual room, George invited us in, and then took Alexis' hand, as I sat down on the sofa. She leaned forward, and George matched her movements and the two kissed. I watched as their tongues danced and his hands explored her body. He pulled away long enough to strip down, whilst she pulled off her crop-top and dropped her mini-skirt. She then removed the little white bra and the little white thong, and George stood, admiring her sexy D-cup enhanced breasts, and the firm pierced belly.[image: Image]

	He felt up her breasts as they kissed, and then she dropped to her knees, taking his long thick cut cock into her mouth, and sucking it like a pro. George looked over at me and winked.

	"Cuckold?" He asked.[image: Image]

	"Something like that." I replied.

	"Love that fantasy."

	"You're my first." Alexis told him. "We're just starting."

	"Well, my honour then."

	She blew him for several minutes, until she pulled away, and climbed onto the small table. He stood over her and leaned forward. "Rubber or not?" He asked.[image: Image]

	Alexis looked over at me.

	"Up to you." I told her.

	"l take it you are clean?" She asked.

	[image: Image]"I'm tested regularly, and married." He replied, showing off the ring.

	"I'm on the pill." She replied, and he pressed forward without. She moaned as he entered her. There was no denying that he was bigger than me, so she must've noticed the difference.

	I was getting very horny by now, and was kind of wishing Patrick was here with me. As if by telepathy, the door opened, and Patrick walked in, closing and locking the door behind him. He grinned at the picture in front of him, and began stripping.

	"Get undressed." He told me, and nervously, given I wasn't sure how George would react to my sense of dress, I stripped down, to reveal the red lingerie. I needn't have worried. George simply wolf whistled and went back to fucking my wife.

	Patrick pulled me to him and we kissed. He told me I looked fantastic in the lingerie, and began feeling me up. He pulled my hand to his cock and told me to play with it. This time, when he pushed me to my knees, he didn't hold back. I knew I needed to do it; it was what Alexis wanted to see. I opened my mouth, and for the first time, accepted it. Alexis gasped.

	"Good boy." Patrick told me as I began sucking him off.

	My eyes looked across at my wife who was getting pounded. She stared at me with such visible delight on her face, that I found myself really getting into it. I put my best effort into making the man happy, and sure enough, soon he was moaning in encouragement. "Fuck, you're good." He whispered. Meer minutes later, I got to experience his cum coming direct from his cock, and into my mouth. "Did you enjoy it?" He asked.

	[image: Image]I nodded quickly. "Surprisingly yes."

	"Good." He said, taking my face in his hands and kissing me again.

	On the table, Alexis was approaching orgasm number three or four and George was still going strong. He changed her position, putting her on the sofa next to me to fuck her doggy style. As they did that, Patrick pushed me back and climbed on my cock like before. He rode me as Alexis leaned over to me and we kissed. Finally, George reached his limit and came in her pussy. Immediately, I was rearranged to be on my back, and my wife was riding my face, whilst Patrick [image: Image]rode my cock. I was drinking George's cum from my wife's pussy and that was the straw which broke the camel's back. I came inside Patrick.

	"That was a lot of fun." George chuckled. "You are welcome back anytime, both of you. And yes, a sizeable discount [image: Image]is waiting for you on car number two."

	In the car on the way home, Alexis asked me how I felt about the fact she had fucked another guy. Honestly, I had expected to be jealous, but in the moment that they were fucking, I was only jealous that I wasn't with Patrick. That all changed when he walked in.

	“It was a far hotter experience than I had ever imagined it being." I told her.

	[image: Image]"Right? And I'm glad I could do it with you present."

	"Me too."

	"Which begs the question. If I was to do it again, back home, would you mind or what that be too hard for you?"

	"You mean whilst I'm here?"

	[image: Image]"Yes."

	I gave it some thought, and it led me back to my initial thought. So long as I have something going on here to take my mind off the worries, I guess I'd be okay. "l suppose we won't know until we try. All I can say is, I won't be upset or angry if you do, do it, so long as you always tell me after."

	[image: Image]"Thank you honey. I promise, I won't do it unless I can record it."[image: Image]

	"You don't need to record it. Just make sure you tell me."

	 


Six

	Alexis left on Sunday afternoon. We had spent the morning with her parents, before having a nice lunch, making love, and then driving to LAX. It had been an eye-opening weekend for me, and one which reminded me of why I was so lucky to [image: Image]have her in my life.

	Once I arrived back home, Chris was getting ready to go to the gym. I asked him to wait for me, and grabbed my things to join him. As we worked out, he asked about my weekend. I decided to leave out the part in the dealership. That was for me.

	After the workout, we hit the showers. Given that it was Sunday evening, the gym was not overly busy, and once again, we were alone. This meant Chris could get his after-work out wank on, and this time, I decided to join him.

	That I was wanking off too this time, surprised him. He stared at me as I rubbed myself, and I stared at him. Then I did something he hadn't expected. I turned and faced him as I wanked, and with a smile, he did the same. Moments later, our cum splashed over each other's bodies, only to be washed away by the showers.[image: Image]

	"See, feels better right?" He pointed out.

	"Yep. I enjoyed that."

	We headed back to the house, agreeing to order in some wings and snacks. "After stretching though."[image: Image]

	"I'm going to change." I told him at home. "Don't bother with the shorts this time, yeah?"

	"Of course." I said, wondering why I said it.

	I went upstairs to my room and changed. Initially, I considered wearing the sports bra again, but then I found a pink lacey bralette, which functioned the same way as the sports bra. It was the same colour as a pair of panties Alexis had bought me which were extremely lacy, but had one interesting feature. They didn't have a back. They were completely open around the anus and arse.

	Once again, taking a deep breath, I put both on and headed downstairs, whereas I expected, Chris was waiting, naked. He saw how I was dressed, in the hot pink combination, and I saw him gulp and tremble a bit. Now he was having a battle internally.

	As we began stretching on our own mats, I watched him intently. His cock was already rock solid and must have been painful without relief. After ten minutes of stretching, he stood and began rolling up his mat.[image: Image]

	"l think that'll do for today." He mumbled, seeming confused and conflicted.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"No, wait. I really need to work on my glutes and stuff."

	He stared at me and frowned. "What are you doing Luke?" He asked.

	"What?" I asked innocently. "l just need to stretch. I don't want to upset you."

	"Why would you upset me?"

	"Well," I shrugged, struggling to find the right words. I knew what I wanted and how I wanted it, and I knew I didn't [image: Image]want it. In fact, the only thing I really knew was that I couldn't ask for what was going through my mind, I needed it forced on me. I needed to be dominated. "Nothing. I don't know." I said, starting to get up.

	He stared at me for a moment and then nodded. "No, we'll stretch. Come on."

	We did a few of the usual stretches, except this time, when he held down my shoulder, he allowed his hand to travel down to my chest, where he felt my nipples through the lacy material. He then repositioned himself, so that he was behind my head, and asked me if my chest hurt. I said it did. Suddenly, he was rubbing my chest, pulling at each muscle. I had to admit, it really felt good, not in a sexual way, but helping my muscles way. However, the further he leaned forward, the closer his cock and balls came to my face, until finally he shuffled forward and opened rested his crotch on my face. I [image: Image]opened my mouth and allowed his heavy balls to drop in. He moaned a little as I sucked, and then he pulled out and stood.

	"Legs up." He said.

	"Yes sir." I replied, and once again he looked at me, but this time, it was a look of understanding and recognition. It had clicked.

	"l think we should agree on a set of rules for the house, so that we are both comfortable here, don't you?"

	"Yes." I replied. 

	"Excuse me?"

	"Yes sir."

	"Hmmm.... This dress sense you have here. I think it makes sense for you to dress that way around the house from now on, right?"

	"Yes sir." 

	"Maybe you can find other items, similar, that would make you comfortable. Maybe some nighties."

	"Yes sir."

	"And I'm going to be naked from now on."

	"Of course, sir."

	He climbed behind my legs, and performed the stretch again. Once more, I felt his cock press up against my arse, but this time, there was nothing in the way to stop him from entering me.

	"Are you sure about this?" He asked. I stared at him but didn't respond. "You don't want to be asked, do you?" [image: Image]Again, I didn't respond. "You just want to be taken." He mused, pushing forward, and tickling my anus, but then backing off.

	He stood and walked away, heading to the bathroom. I sighed, thinking that he'd changed his mind, but moments later he was back again. "Legs up." He said firmly, and he climbed back into position. Once again, his cock pushed forward, but this time, I felt a cool dampness touch me. He had lubricated himself.

	Our eyes met, and I found him grinning at me. "You realise, this changes everything?"

	I gulped and nodded.

	He continued to move forward. "No going back now. I don't wanna hear stop, or I've changed my mind." And with that, I felt his cock press against me, and then slide in. I hissed as my anus stretched. He held and I panted through it. His eyes sought out mine, not the eyes, but the signal. I blinked, and he pushed into me. "l own you now."

	"Yes sir."

	"No, you don't understand. I own you. That's it. I don't share, not with women."[image: Image]

	I thought about what he had just said, and I had to take it as just sex talk. "Yes sir."

	He leaned over further, and our lips touched. His tongue snaked into my mouth and we kissed as he began to thrust in and out. I had been waiting to feel that cock inside me, and it didn't disappoint. Yes, I had been fucked up the arse before, Alexis owned a strap-on, but this was something completely different.

	"Oh fuck." I gasped. "Yes fuck, this is so good."

	"l knew it." He purred at me. “I knew you were a sissy the moment I met you, but I promised, I would try, try not to fuck you. But you wanted it too much, huh?" "Yes, god damn it, yes. Fuck me."[image: Image]

	"You're so tight." He growled.

	We slammed in and out against each other, each feeling our own orgasms approach. We held onto each other tight, slamming hard, growling, raw passion and lust. He screamed out and I felt shot after shot of hot semen splash into me. That triggered me, and my cock sprayed all over his body. We kissed, a long, sloppy kiss. Then he pulled out and walked away, heading straight to the bathroom without another word. When he came out, his mood had changed.

	"This was a mistake." He told me. "You're a married man, and I have met Alexis. I promised myself that I wouldn't ruin any more marriages."

	"Yeah, but that was just a joke, right? The whole flipper thing?" "Nope. Do you know how many straight men, I've turned gay?"

	"You can't make a straight man gay." I snorted.

	"And here you are, taking cock like the best of them. You were never straight, you just thought you were. But you love your wife, and if I do what I normally do, you'll end up leaving her, and I don't want you to do that."

	"So don't do that?"

	"It doesn't work that way. Look, dress how you like, and I'll dress how I like. Regardless of what we do, I think being comfortable the way we agreed makes sense."

	"Okay." I said, feeling a little dejected.

	We ordered food and watched a movie, but I couldn't concentrate. Around ten, I received a call from Alexis to say that she was home. I went to my room and told her everything which had happened, and whilst she was happy to hear that I had finally lost my anal virginity, she felt sad for me that it might have messed up my relationship with Chris.

	After the call ended, I walked into the closet, and found a pink chiffon baby doll nightie to wear. I slipped it on and headed back downstairs. Chris stared at me and gave me a nod, basically saying he approved. Unfortunately, it did not incite him to do anything, so I went to bed.

	*********

	I didn't see him on Monday, but I did manage to talk to Darren. I told him everything which had happened, but Darren didn't really have any advice. I had hoped he would be able to give me advice into the mindset of a gay man, but I realised that was ridiculous.

	"Honestly man, it sounds to me like he genuinely doesn't want to fuck up your marriage." Darren shrugged. "My advice, find someone else."

	I headed home to find nobody there, and I waited an hour, but Chris was clearly working late, or out. Not wanting to hang around, I called Patrick and asked if he wanted to meet up.

	[image: Image]"Your place or mine?" He asked.

	"Um, your place I guess."

	"Come on over." He gave me the address.[image: Image]

	I put on the pink lingerie from the day before, and over that put the pink nightie. On my legs, I pulled up some pink fishnet self-holding stockings, which we had bought with Alexis. Then, I covered that with a cardigan and trousers, before [image: Image]heading out to the address Patrick gave me.

	When I arrived there, I found Patrick was not alone; Darren was there with him, both naked. Without a word, they undressed me down to the lingerie, and pulled me into the bedroom, where I was pulled into a passionate kiss with both.

	As Patrick and I kissed, Darren rolled over to a sideboard, where he took out a small bottle and a spoon. He allowed it to drip a few drops and then drank it down. Then he repeated the process and put it in front of Patrick, who also drank it down. Finally, he prepared one more, and put it in front of me.[image: Image]

	"What is it?" I asked.

	"Drink it down." Patrick said, forcefully.

	"Well, what is it?"

	"l said, drink it. I'm telling you. Do it."

	I stared into his eyes and drank the bitter soapy liquid down. They then pulled me to the bed and began feeling me up, kissing me all over. Patrick pulled me to his nipple and I began sucking on it, and then I was lowered to his cock, and I sucked on it.

	A small, foul-smelling bottle was placed under my nose.

	"Sniff." Patrick ordered. I did.

	Immediately, I felt a rush of heat in my face, and I was over-come by excitement. I slobbered over that cock as if there was no tomorrow. Next to it, I noticed Darren's cock, and moved over to that one, before moving back to the other.

	This continued for nearly fifteen minutes, until I began to feel drowsy, and excruciatingly horny. I needed to be fucked. I moaned, as I lay back, sucking on a cock, and feeling another enter my arse. I didn't really know who was fucking me, and who I was sucking, I just needed more of it.

	For the next four hours, I was fucked over and over. Of course, I also had the chance to fuck them, but there was something nicer about the feeling of being filled by a cock. By the end of the night, we fell asleep in each other's arms, only to be woken by the alarm, four hours later.

	I knew I'd be late for work, but I had to get home and get changed first. When I arrived back, Chris was awake, sitting at the breakfast bar, eating cereal.

	"Hi." I mumbled, embarrassed I was doing the walk of shame.

	"Hey. Rough night?"

	"Something like that."

	"Show me." He told me.

	I stripped off the sweater and the jeans, to reveal the lingerie, stained with dried cum. He snorted out a laugh.

	"What the fuck did you do, man?"

	"Met up with Patrick and Darren."

	"The car guy and the colleague?"

	[image: Image]"Yeah."

	"They fucked you?"

	"Most of the night, yeah. Um, they gave me some liquid and it made me mega horny."

	"GHB." He nodded. "Fuckin' hell man, you go all in, don't ya?" He laughed. "Well, I'm having mates over tonight, [image: Image]we'll try not to make noise."

	"Kay?"

	"Yep, and Parker, Jude, and maybe a couple others."

	I nodded. "l need to get ready for work."

	My biggest worry that day, was how Darren was going to behave around me. I needn't have worried though, as he was a proper professional. During the morning, I chatted with Alexis and told her everything, and of course, she was happy for me. She admitted that she had had a girlfriend over, so she was glad I was exploring my bisexuality.

	In the afternoon, I called off sick, saying I felt like something was coming on. I drove home, changed into purple corset, stockings and matching thong panties, and over that, a matching satin robe I had found. I then jumped into bed, falling fast asleep.

	*********

	I was awoken by the sound of thumping music playing, and laughter. I was a bit disorientated. Without thinking, I stumbled over to the door and opening it. I then walked downstairs, where Chris and his friends were already down to their underwear, dancing to some sort of electronic music. Rather cheesy music.

	"Wow! The flipper strikes again!" Kay called out, dancing over to me.

	Chris laughed and waved a finger. "Nah man, this isn't my work. He managed to do this all by himself."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Well, whatever baby, you look good." Kay told me, pulling me in for a kiss. His tongue tasted like cigarettes.

	After the kiss broke, I asked Chris if there was any food. He pointed at a pizza box, so I grabbed a slice, and a beer.

	[image: Image]On the table was a metal box, open, with a number of syringes, and a rubber band next to it.

	"So wanna tell me what happened last night?" Chris asked, sitting next to me.

	[image: Image]"l felt lonely, and well, I called Patrick, and went over there. Turns out Darren was there, and he told him about what turned me on the other night."

	"With me?"

	I laughed nervously. "Yeah."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"And what did you tell him?"

	This was it. It was the moment I needed to tell the truth. "That I liked to be forced, dominated. That I need to be controlled, and made to do things."

	"You liked that did you?" He asked.

	[image: Image]"Yeah."

	Chris nodded his head. "Can you call in sick tomorrow?"[image: Image]

	"Well, I left early sick today, so that should be possible."

	"Good." He reached down and picked up one of the syringes. "Sit down. Kay, get the rubber band. This slut is going to take some tina, and then she's gonna be our fuckdoll for the rest of the night."

	"Hell yeah!" The others whooped.

	"What is it?" I asked Chris.

	"It'll make you mega horny, and wide awake. Trust me, if you liked GHB, you'll love this. And you're gonna do it [image: Image]whether you like it or not."

	"Yes sir."

	"That's a good sissy." He smiled. He turned to Kay. "Shoot him up. Where's your phone sissy?"

	"Erm, bedroom." I told him, as Kay tightened the rubber band, and found a vein. The needle entered me and the plunger went down. As the band was removed, Chris returned with the phone. He showed the phone to my face, and it unlocked. I felt a huge rush to my head, my heart raced, and suddenly I felt extremely horny.

	"Hey Alexis, how are you?" Chris said to the phone.

	"Good Chris. What's going on? What are you doing to my husband?" She laughed.

	[image: Image]"Well," Chris pressed something on the screen, just as the other guys pushed their cocks at me. I took the first one in my mouth. "I'm turning him into my little cockwhore. Sorry honey."

	I heard her laugh, "That's quite alright babe, I already told him I'm okay with it."

	"Yeah, I don't think you get it sweetheart. I have a talent you won't like."

	[image: Image]"Which is?"

	"They call me the flipper."

	"Yeah, Luke told me."

	"l don't wanna ruin your marriage."

	[image: Image]"Listen Chris, if he ends up turning out to be gay, then maybe it is for the best. We married young, and he needs to find out who he is. I love him, and he loves me, but what happens, happens."

	[image: Image]I couldn't believe my wife was saying these things, but at the same time, it made me even hornier. But I couldn't think about it any further, as I was being bent over, and Kay was lining up his cock with my arse, as I began sucking Parker's huge black cock. Soon, Kay was inside me, Alexis was confronted with the slap, slap, slap of skin on skin. She saw how I slobbered all over that cock, how I begged for more. How once Parker came in my mouth, I was begging for the next one. "Okay." Alexis mused. "Maybe I might have a challenge." She then giggled and Chris ended the call. As Kay unloaded in my arse, he pulled out and Chris entered.

	[image: Image]"You aren't going to be sleeping in your room anymore. You're my bitch now, so we sleep together." Chris told me.

	"Yes master! Gladly."

	For the next eight hours, we fucked, drank, danced, kissed, sucked. Hell, the boys even pissed in my mouth. I loved every single second of it. We finally fell asleep around 6am. I sent an email to my boss to tell him I felt sick, before finally passing out.

	I awoke at midday. It was just me and Chris in bed, as the others slept either in my bed, or on the sofa. As I stirred, so did Chris. He pulled me to him and kissed me. We increased intensity, and he pushed my legs up, and pushed his cock into

	[image: Image]"Want my cock, yeah?" He asked me.

	"Yeah, yeah. Fuck me sir!" I begged. I needed it in me.

	As he fucked me, he held my head, staring into my eyes. I only wanted one more thing, I wanted him to kiss me, and [image: Image]he did. Our bodies were like one, moving as one. Our foreheads touched and our bodies rocked. The phone rang; it was

	Alexis, Facetiming.

	"Answer it." He panted.

	I pressed the green button. "So how was it?" She asked, grinning, but then she was confronted by the face of her husband with eyes locked on his new gay lover. She watched, wordlessly, and she realised one thing; we were not fucking, we were making love.

	When we were finally done, after significant kissing, we turned back to the phone, to find Alexis reaching a climax of her own.

	"So, you had fun?" Alexis asked us.

	[image: Image]"A lot of fun." I told her. "Um, so Chris and I have agreed it makes sense for me to sleep with him, rather than my room from now on."

	"Well if you are fucking, it makes sense, sure." She snorted.

	"You're not upset?" I asked.

	[image: Image]"No babe. Enjoy your life, it's the only one we have. But, I will see you this weekend, right?" She asked.

	I almost immediately answered of course, but then I realised that would be a bad idea. I hoped I wouldn't piss off my wife with what I was about to do, but I had to do it. In the end though, what I did do, made Chris extremely happy. "Master, may I visit my wife this weekend?" I asked.

	Chris smiled. "Yes, you may slut, but you both need to make it up to me next week when you are here, Alexis."

	[image: Image]"Make it up how?"

	"Well, I might hold a little party, here, an orgy, and you will need to be our maid, in a little slutty outfit."

	"Deal." She replied immediately.

	"And... I want to get a few friends over, and have them fuck you over and over, and I want Luke to watch as they take you."

	"Oh, double deal."

	"And Luke sleeps with me here, and you sleep alone, well, with other men."

	"Deal."

	We ended the call, and I took the time to clean up, shower and eat something. Then Chris asked if the guys wanted to hang over, and they not only said that would, but basically called more guys to come over. An hour later, there were twenty hot porn actors in our building, and I was dressed in my pink lingerie, with a black PVC mini skirt, and a pink crop top. I even found a little make-up to put on.

	[image: Image]"l need you to take more of the meth." Chris told me.

	"Yes sir."

	[image: Image]One of the guys pulled me aside, got the elastic band wrapped around my arm, and injected the drugs.

	"You're being passed around babe." Chris laughed. Before I could react, I had a dick in my mouth, and another in my arse. If I wanted a rude introduction into the world of homosexuality, this would be it, and I loved it. Cock simply felt good. I felt a mouth latch onto my dick, and begin sucking like a Dyson. It was too much, I couldn't hold back, and I filled the mouth sucking me; but still, I didn't want to stop.

	"Fuck. Fuck me. Please!" I begged, as the first cock came inside me, and another replaced it. For the first time in my life, I was the most content I had ever been.


Seven

	Alexis ended the Facetime call and sighed. For the first time in this whole thing, she felt like she had made a dreadful mistake by encouraging him down this path. She had been brought up in an open family, where the subject of sex and relationships was not taboo but rather discussed. Once she hit a certain age, she began to understand the type of relationship her parents had, an open one, where each had multiple partners. Her parents were both bisexual, so for her, sexual freedom was critical.

	However, in this case, she worried that maybe Luke was not handling things the way she would. Or worse, maybe he was finding out his true sexual orientation. No, that couldn't be, she told herself, because he had been, and was, attracted to her, which meant he couldn't possibly be homosexual.

	As far as Alexis was concerned, she needed to get on with life, and what happened, happened.

	During the day though, Alexis struggled to concentrate on work. It wasn't that she was upset, rather every so often, Chris would text her photos of Luke in various positions, getting fucked or blowing a dick. The photos only served to make her brutally horny. It reached a point where she could take no more, so called a number she had saved but promised never to call. Her ex.

	Tyler Howett was a tall muscular black man, who dated Alexis when she was in college. Older than her by eight years, he worked as an executive in a finance company, and came from money. He adored Alexis and Alexis adored him, but he was too focused on work and he was unreliable. Alexis struggled hard to break free of him; he was hot, domineering, and smooth, with rugged good looks, and a smooth shaved head. He commanded respect wherever he went. And the sex...wow, the sex was amazing.

	But once she broke free of him, she was determined to stay that way. So why on Earth was she calling him after all these years? She herself didn't know, but something inside her said it was the right thing to do.

	"l heard you're married." He said, by way of greeting.

	[image: Image]"Over three years." She replied.

	"Skinny British guy. Seems like a clever guy. Would be stupid to fuck around on a girl like you."

	"He isn't, well, not as such anyway. He's doing nothing I don't approve of." She could actually hear him smile. He knew what she was like, he knew that she was kinky and had plenty of ideas of things she wanted to do with her life. He knew she had dominated some guys and knew about her Onlyfans. Hell, he followed it.

	"Lemme guess. You turned him into your little bitch and now you are coming crawling back to me, coz you need a [image: Image]man to turn you on." He purred at her.

	[image: Image][image: Image]She contemplated how to react to that, and in response she said, "Well given that my husband is in LA getting gangfucked by about twenty guys right now, I think that makes sense, right?"

	The laughter which rang down the phone was deafening. She wondered where he was, and if he cared who heard him. "That has you written all over it. Sure, I'll be your man, but you know that comes with rules, and a hell of a lot of risk. Mainly for your husband."

	[image: Image]"l know."

	"Think this through, talk to your husband, then call me."

	"l don't need my husband's permission."

	"I'm not saying you do, but I ain't gonna be responsible for breaking up a marriage, just coz you going through some sort of crazy awakening, because at some point, you'll wake up to what you've done, and I promise you, it's not gonna be easy to just walk away this time."[image: Image]

	"Okay." She sighed, hoping to get that huge black cock in her sooner.

	"Call me then. Good talkin' to ya girl." And the phone went dead.

	[image: Image]"Well shit." Alexis mumbled, wondering what to do next. She was beginning to question whether any of what she was doing was right. For the first time in years, she actually began to cry as she wondered if she was going to end up alone. Once again, she picked up the phone and dialled someone she knew would help her. "Mom, I think I did something stupid."[image: Image]

	*********

	It was almost midnight, and I had a flight home on Friday around noon. No work, no need to get up too early. We had been fucking and doing meth all day. I was completely fucked up, but I didn't care. Somehow, what had been an orgy of a few people, grew and now we had like eighty people in the apartment, fucking like mental. I was so high, I didn't really consider the consequences. Cum was free flowing, and because I hadn't really eaten all day, the only thing going in or coming out of me, was sperm.

	At some point during the day, a friend of Chris' turned up bringing something Chris had asked for. It was a metal cage, which he locked around my cock.

	"How am I supposed to fly with this on?" I asked.

	"You'll need to declare it and submit to an inspection." Chris grinned.

	"Fuck." "Yeah. But you ain't fuckin' your woman. You don't do that no more bruv. Got it?"

	"Yes sir."

	We were done by four in the morning. Chris had work on Friday, and I needed rest. We fell asleep in each other's arms, only to be woken by the alarm at nine. After a quick morning suck and fuck, we showered together, and I dressed up in black lacy lingerie, and over that put a sweater and jeans.[image: Image]

	"Have a great time, and send my regards." Chris said to me as I was leaving. “I’ll miss you."

	"I'll miss you too." I said, before kissing him goodbye and leaving the house.

	The line towards security at LAX was one of the most nerve-racking of my life. As I approached the security scanner,

	I made sure to pull one of the TSA guards aside and tried to explain my situation.

	"l have something I can't remove, which will show up on the scanner." I told her.

	"Do you a metal implant or something?" The tall black woman asked.

	[image: Image]"Not as such. It's kind of sensitive. It's, erm, linked to my sexuality."

	She looked at me for a moment and then broke into a knowing smile. "l understand. Just a moment." She said, far more professionally than I had expected. She then walked over to one of the male officers and whispered in his ear. The officer appeared to sigh and roll his eyes and then nod. She came back. "Okay sir, this officer will take you to a private room, where you'll need to show him the item."

	"l understand." I nodded.

	"This way." The fat man said, and I followed him into a both, where he pulled a curtain closed. "Please take off your clothes."

	I dropped my pants and took off the sweater to reveal the lingerie. "This too?"

	"No, that's fine. Just the, erm, cage. I need to see it."

	I pulled down the panties and he gave it a quick inspection and nodded. "Thank you, sir, you can get dressed now."

	"Thanks, and sorry."

	[image: Image]"None of my business sir." He said, but then he asked, "Is it comfortable?"

	"Yeah, so far. I've not had it on long." 

	"Each to their own, I suppose. You can go collect your things. Have a great day."

	"Thank you for your professionalism."

	Finally through, I relaxed, only for another thought to creep into my head. How would Alexis take it? With a sigh, I realised it was probably a good thing. With what I did the day before, I really didn't want to put my dick anywhere near her, until I got tested. Sure, Chris said they were all from the industry so regularly tested, and most, if not all, were on PrEP, but still, the lingering worry was there.

	Alexis was waiting for me at JFK, and we literally ran into each other's arms. The moment I saw her, I was reminded as to why she was my wife, and the events of the past days were momentarily forgotten.

	"l missed you so much." She told me.

	"l missed you too."[image: Image]

	We travelled home in a cab, talking about work, trying to avoid anything sexual in front of the driver, and finally when we arrived in our apartment, we pounced on each other lost in sexual heat, right up until she placed a hand on my crotch and felt the cage. She stared into my eyes and nodded. "I'd been expecting it, if I'm honest." "I'm sorry." [image: Image]"No, it's fine. It's hot, really. I think had it been yesterday, I might have reacted differently."

	"How come?"

	"l was experiencing a little self-depreciation yesterday. I'm not sure why, I think I just allowed reality to rear its ugly head for a moment, and I worried."

	[image: Image]"That you're losing me?" I asked. Or did I ask it? Was it a statement? I couldn't be sure.

	"Yes. Am l?"

	"l don't know. Maybe." I told her.

	She nodded sadly. "You miss him?"

	[image: Image]"Terribly. But I miss you terribly too."[image: Image]

	Another nod. "It's that good?"

	"Like you wouldn't believe."

	"l called my mom." She told me, sitting down on the bed. "l was crying, asking for advice." 

	"What did she say?"

	"She said I did all the right things, and life will sort itself out in the way it is meant to be."

	"Maybe she's right."

	"l know she's right."

	[image: Image]"What else did she say?"

	"She said that the best thing I can do, is encourage you to analyse your own sexuality, and decide where you feel happiest. And then do the same for myself."

	"When do you feel happiest?" I asked her.

	[image: Image]"l felt happiest, when you told me I was your mistress. I felt happiest, when I fucked George in front of you. It felt freeing, but not because I felt like you didn't care, but rather that you cared about my own happiness, that you were quite prepared to transform yourself, because of me."

	It was a poignant statement, because I understood how freeing it was to give up control, from my side. The moment I no longer had a choice in the decision I made with Chris, was the moment I actually relaxed inside. I felt like stress had been lifted. Initially, I thought it was because I was really gay, but listening to Alexis made me realise that it was actually being submissive. I explained this to her and she smiled.

	"Yes." She nodded. "l think it is time you understand that you will not be making any decisions in this relationship anymore. I also called Tyler."

	"The Tyler? The one, Tyler?" I asked, with panic in my voice. I knew about Tyler. She had once admitted that the love she felt for Tyler was so strong, that she still would sit in the bathroom and cry at the fact that she wasn't with him. It hurt me at the time, and she'd said it in an argument, so I put it down to her trying to hurt me, but deep down, I knew how much she missed him.

	"Yes. He is waiting for another phone call, one where we agree he can be part of my life again."

	I nodded. "So call him."

	"You agree?"

	[image: Image]"It's not for me to agree or disagree, is it?" I smiled. "Mistress."

	She smiled back at me. "I really do love you."

	"l really love you too."

	"I'm sorry it has come to this, and I hope once things have settled down, we'll still be husband and wife."

	"Me too."

	"No matter what that looks like."[image: Image]

	"l agree."

	She then picked up the phone and spoke to Tyler. Five minutes later, she was back. "When is the next flight back?”

	[image: Image]"I'd need to check. Why?"

	"You need to go home. I will have instructions for you during the week."

	"Will I see you next week?"[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"No. We probably won't see each other for a while. It's best that way. You won't like me anyway."

	"Why?"

	"Do you really want to know?"

	"Yes."

	[image: Image]"Because I'm going to be a slave for the love of my life. The man who has satisfied me more than you could ever have. He doesn't work anymore. He sold his business, and is stinking rich, occasionally investing in companies."

	"In other words, the reason you left him in the first place, is gone." I said, matter-of-factly.

	She smiled it me. "Yes." Then she tilted her head and her grin became sinister. "lsn't that great?"

	I grinned back at her, and then kissed her. "It's fantastic."[image: Image]

	*********

	Alexis watched her husband leave for the airport, having been home barely an hour, and she smiled, giddy with excitement. Tyler was very happy to hear her voice again, and the agreement she had made with her husband, right down to telling Tyler that Luke was in chastity anyway.[image: Image]

	"Send him back to his boyfriend." He ordered. "We need to submerge him in the lifestyle, so make sure he doesn't see you for a couple of months. At the end of that time, you'll be back to where you were with me, collared and owned, and if things go right, then your husband will be too."

	This would be how she saved her marriage. At least, that was what she hoped. The thing she had never mentioned to Luke was that Tyler was bisexual, and dominant. He loved the idea of dominating men, especially white married men.

	He had once confided in Alexis that his dream was to wake up next to two women, one CIS, the other trans.

	Before setting off to Tyler's apartment, Alexis called her mother, and shared the news; after all, it was her idea to begin with.

	 


Eight

	I wasn't an idiot. I knew something was afoot, I just hoped I was right about it. I knew that she wouldn't get Tyler involved in her life, if she didn't have a plan, and I knew she loved me far too much to mess up our marriage in such a way. My worry was that I was completely wrong and she believed me to be completely gay and going away from her anyway; and quite honestly, I was not sure about that myself.

	The moment I met Chris back when I went to check out the apartment, something inside the pit of my stomach clenched. When he spoke, I felt disarmed, like he could say anything, and I would do it. It was like ASMR, when he talked, my body trembled in excitement. Whenever I saw him naked, I drooled, and whenever I felt his touch, I wanted him to kiss

	I sat on that plane heading back to LA, and I smiled as I realised, I would see my wonderful man again soon. So, maybe I was wrong. Maybe I really was gay.

	However, the moment I was in my car, I decided not to drive home, but rather drive further, into Malibu, and over to Alexis' parents' house. I parked up in the long round driveway, and watched as the door opened, and Jane, the blonde bombshell, stepped out.

	Alexis' mom Jane still maintained the gorgeous good-looks she always had, albeit her husband helped out with keeping it that way. She was as tall as her daughter, meaning slightly taller than me, at five foot eleven. Like her daughter, Jane had surgically enhanced boobs, but she had gone a little further than Alexis, to what I would say was an extreme.[image: Image]

	"Luke, darling! What a pleasant surprise!" Jane gushed, pulling me in for a hug and crushing her boobs against me. As she held me, I felt her hand drift across the back of the sweater and grab the back of the bra I had on. "Come inside, and take that sweater off."

	With a deep breath, I nodded and walked into the huge hallway, where Conchita the maid stood waiting. "Good afternoon, Mr Luke." Conchita said in her squeaky accented voice.

	[image: Image]"Hi Conchita. How are you?"

	"Very good Mr Luke."

	"Sweater off Luke." Jane said firmly. Nodding again, I slipped the sweater off to reveal the lacy, shiny black bra.[image: Image]

	"Jeans too." She said, just as Mike, Alexis' dad walked in.

	I slipped off the jeans, revealing the rest of my sexy lingerie. "Why do I think this isn't much of a surprise?" I asked with a knowing smile.

	"We had assumed you would come here, after we heard what happened in New York." Mike told me. "It's okay. Come in." Conchita picked up my clothes and walked away, and I followed my in-laws into the living room.[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Scotch?"

	"I'm driving." I said.

	"Not tonight you're not." Jane informed me. "You're staying here tonight. We have a lot to discuss."

	As Mike poured me a drink, I sat down on the leather sofa, nervously clenching my legs together. I knew that they were a very open couple, who shared everything with Alexis, but I never imagined sitting there in women's lingerie.[image: Image]

	"You're nervous." Stated Jane. "You have every right to be, but don't be. We get what you are going through." Mike handed me the drink and we clinked glasses. He sat down next to me. "Jane and I went through a similar thing when we were younger. I think we were married for about two years when I told her I had an interest in BDSM, and that I wanted her to cuckold me."

	"At the time, I was embarrassed and shocked." Jane chuckled. "But at the same time, this wasn't the dark ages, so I decided to just accept it and ask him what it meant, without judgment."

	"And I told her. I told her I like it when she's mean to me. I like the idea of her humiliating me, and I love the idea of watching her with other men."

	"So, we tried it. Starting light, I whipped him, made him wear my panties, normal stuff. Then one day, I went on a date. He struggled with it, even though it was his idea, and we hit a rough patch, but he came to terms with his needs and began to trust me. I began to see more people and I realised that this wasn't something which just excited him, but me also."

	"We joined a community of like-minded people, and then one day, Jane said she wanted to see me with another man. I wasn't sure about it, but we tried it, and ended up loving it."

	Jane nodded. "The only thing was, he was not a bottom when it came to men. He liked young men. Young and submissive. That turned him on. He couldn't dominate a woman, but he could dominate a man."

	As I downed the whisky, I let what they had told me sync in. "Wow." I croaked.

	"What I love to do," Mike continued, "is see a beautiful young man, in a nice sissy dress." As he said that, he placed his hand on my stockinged leg, and looked up as Conchita entered the room, carrying a pink satin dress, lined with white lace.

	"Put the dress on." Jane smiled. It was a smile which suggested there would be consequences if I didn't.

	I put the glass down and stood. Conchita helped me get the pink French maid dress over my head and down my body, and as she did that, I felt Mike's hand grab my buttock, before sliding his fingers under my panties, and towards my anus.

	"You are going to pleasure me tonight." Mike explained. "Alexis informed us that this is what you want, to be a gay submissive."

	"You need to understand something Luke." Jane said, standing and walking over to me, as Conchita padlocked the collar of the dress. "We loved you as our son-in-law, and still do. It's because we love you that we accept you and your desires. We love our daughter, and we understand why she wants to return to Tyler. Now, do you understand what that [image: Image]means for you?"

	My eyes welled up. "That my marriage is over."

	"No dear. It's only just begun." She explained. "You see, Tyler is bisexual. He is dominant, controlling, and tough, and that is what Alexis needs. You will be part of that, eventually, should you choose to be. If you decide to stay with Chris, that is to be foreseen, but in the meantime, you need to be made ready for any eventuality, and we need to help you [image: Image]through that."

	"l understand." I replied, feeling Mike's finger enter me.

	"Bend over." Mike stated, just as Conchita raised her skirt, pulled her panties to one side, and revealed a cock. I opened my mouth and accepted it, just as Mike pushed his dick into me, not even bothering with lubricant.

	"It'll be okay." Jane said, squatting down next to me as Conchita skull-fucked me. "It'll all be okay, no matter what."

	*********

	"I can't believe you had the tattoo removed." Tyler growled, tracing his finger around her naked buttock where his name used to be. "You know that can't go unpunished, right?"

	"Yes master." She sighed.

	[image: Image]"Your piercings are gone too."

	"They can be put back." She reminded him, but she quickly remembered not to speak out of turn. Not fast enough though, and he brought his hand down on her arse hard. "Sorry master." She hissed.

	Tyler's face contorted in anger. When they had broken up, she was a different person. She would never have dared speak back to him. Hell, she was collared, pierced, and knew how to dress to satisfy him and his friends. He had her off the streets, and working high-class Johns and she did so with pride. She was his best whore, and now look at her. Finished her college and suddenly got a conscience.

	"You're a hypocrite, you know that right?" He told her.

	She didn't dare reply.

	[image: Image]"You came to me for protection. You wanted off the street, and I turned you into the best whore in this damned city, and then you run off? Why? Because you thought you were too good for the job? You may answer."

	"Master, I was young and I knew what I wanted to do with my life. I was scared because I worried that I couldn't do the job in the gaming company, and work as a call girl. Now that I'm older, I understand where my priorities are, and I understand the yearning I feel."

	"And how will your husband feel about you working for me again?"

	"He will accept it." She said, and then paused, before smiling. "He will also work for you."[image: Image]

	"Good."

	She knew that this was not his fantasy, it was hers. He had been driving by when he saw her on the street, trying to get customers. He had assumed she was someone down on her luck, in need of some hot daddy to look after her, but he [image: Image]found out that she came from money and the only reason she was doing it, was because it turned her on to call herself a whore. It turned him on too, he found out, but not enough to allow her to go into harm's way. Instead, via a friend, he got her setup as a call-girl to the rich and famous. He would know who she was with at any given time, and knew she would be [image: Image]safe. In return, she would submit to him, which she did willingly.[image: Image]

	The problems began to arise when he had to travel for work more often. In fact, he became so busy, that he had no time at all for her, which meant she wasn't getting work either. When she was offered the internship at Ghostlink, she stopped seeing clients. Tyler had accepted that, so long as she remained his submissive. But once she completed her course and was offered a full-time role at the company, she told herself that staying with Tyler would be self-destructive. Over the next five months, Alexis did her best to extricate herself from the relationship, but she constantly ended up coming back, until such time, that Tyler stopped opening the door. It broke her heart, but not as much as it broke his. He loved her, but he knew that if he ever had a hope of getting back together with her, on his terms, he needed to set her free.

	[image: Image]So, why had he taken her back this time? Because, as a woman married to a sissy, she was ready. She would father his children, he was sure of it. She knew what she wanted. She was in the right frame of mind. But most of all, she understood him now, and he understood her.

	"You'll start from the beginning." He warned her. "That means the streets again. Common whore."

	"Yes master." 

	"Six months, maybe more. Most nights."

	[image: Image]"Yes master."

	"After that, I'll decide if you stay on the streets, or if I move you back to the high-life again." He pawed at her breasts. "The piercings go back in. I want the tattoo back. And for punishment, you'll get a second tattoo on your lower back. Slut."

	She nodded, and then lowered herself to his erection. "Yes, of course, master. Anything for you."

	 


Nine

	I couldn't believe what I was seeing. I thought I knew my wife completely, but she had been keeping this part of her life a secret from me for so long. In fact, I couldn't believe that Jane and Mike were showing me these photos and emails so nonchalantly, as if it was completely normal. My wife was a whore. She had worked on the streets, and then Tyler became her pimp, and they had accepted it as completely okay and normal.

	The thing was, I wasn't disappointed, or upset with Alexis. Not even for hiding from me. I was upset because I was jealous. I was jealous because she got to experience such a thing and I hadn't had the opportunity, and probably never would have.

	Mike's cock was inside me as they showed me this. In fact, his cock hadn't really left my anus for the past five hours, and when it had, it was only to allow Conchita a go at me. I had begun to wonder if this much anal sex could do serious damage.

	"Why are you showing me this?" I asked them as Mike rocked gently back and forth inside me. "Are you trying to justify who she is?"

	"No, not at all." Jane explained. "We're trying to prepare you. I said you need to be prepared for what is expected of you from Tyler. If you go back there, you will no longer to be allowed to make love to Alexis. His expectation is that you [image: Image]will work the streets, just like her. His expectation will be that you become devoted to him, and that includes working as a whore."

	"That's what he wants?"[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"No, that's what Alexis wants. This was never his fantasy. This was hers."

	I nodded. So that was my choice. It wasn't Chris versus Alexis, gay versus straight. It was Chris versus being a whore.

	[image: Image]One way or another, the life as I knew it with Alexis was over.[image: Image]

	"She's already gone to him." I noted, and they nodded.

	[image: Image]"I'm sorry." Jane said, stroking my made-up face. "l know you loved, love her. But I think you were never the life she wanted, and this, opportunity, just opened her eyes to who she really is."

	"It's a difficult decision."

	“It is."

	Mike and Conchita told me I'd be spending the night with them that night, and Jane would go to see a lover. I considered this and provided an alternative option. "How would you like to come back to my place? Chris will likely have friends over."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"That sounds like fun." They grinned.

	Of course, I had to explain everything to Chris, and he told me that he thought the choice was easy. "Look mate, stay here with me. If you want to be a whore, be my whore. I have no problem pimping you out, and even getting you into porn, as you know." [image: Image]

	"I'm leaning in that direction, yes." I told him.

	It was a relief to be home. Not that I didn't miss Alexis, but for some reason, I missed Chris more. When I arrived and he saw me, he literally ran over and kissed me, holding me tight and telling me he missed me. When he pulled back to look at me, and smile, his eyes projected something warm; love. It was at that moment that I realised I didn't want Mike or Conchita there, or anyone else. I needed to be alone with Chris. I called Mike, who wanted to do something before driving over, and told him not to bother coming. They were, of course, disappointed, but when I explained why, they understood.[image: Image]

	Chris and I lay in bed, eating, cuddling and watching a movie. We didn't need to make love straight away; what we needed, was our company. As I lay there in my silky pink nightie, cuddled up against him, he painted my fingernails hot pink.

	[image: Image]"l love you." I told him.

	"Thank god." He gasped, laughing, causing me to laugh too. "Why?"

	"Because I've been wanting to say it since Friday, but was worried you'd freak. I love you, Luke. You're the best thing to come into my life. I never thought I'd want to settle down with someone, but here you are."

	As I cuddled him, I realised something. "I don't want to be a whore. Porn is good. I'd do porn, but I'm not sure I want to be a street whore."

	"l mean, I get the fantasy, but I have a feeling the reality of it wouldn't be the same. I'm glad you said that, because quite honestly, I'd be scared something would happen to you. But if you ever change your mind, I'll support you, no problem."

	"For a dominant man, you're not overly dominant." I chuckled.

	"Ah, I usually am, but you've gone and made me all soppy, ain't ya?" He laughed, before kissing me on the head.

	[image: Image]"How do you feel about shemales?" I asked him.

	"Why? Wanna get boobs?"

	"Maybe one day."

	"I'm fine with it, but I prefer sissies to stay as men underneath it all. There's something that little bit more kinky, knowing that you're not able to be one side or the other, if you catch my drift?"[image: Image]

	I think I did. It was about representing me for who I was, not what I aspired to be.[image: Image]

	We began making out, passionately kissing and feeling each other. The cage was off, which was a welcome relief, and Chris was playing with my cock. Then he did something I hadn't expected; he slid down and took my cock in his mouth, sucking it for several minutes, before climbing over to the bedside table and pulling out a bottle of poppers. He sniffed deeply, before lowering his arse on my cock. I took the poppers and sniffed too, feeling the urgent rush.

	He put the bottle down and leaned over so that we could kiss. This was where I wanted to be.

	Of course, I was cursed by my usual problem of climaxing too fast, not that Chris seemed to mind, but I did something he had not been expecting. I ate my cum from his arse, which he thoroughly enjoyed, and then moved up to his dick, slipping it into my mouth and slobbering on it.

	"Shall we do some tina?" I asked him.

	[image: Image]"You might wanna take a break from that for a bit, otherwise you could get addicted." He warned. "But I might have some GHB if you want some of that."

	"Sure."

	We did the drugs, and then I went back to sucking him. After several minutes, I felt the come up, and I was ready to feel him inside me again. I climbed up onto him, and then lowered myself onto his cock. I rode him like a cowboy riding a bull, but I needed to feel that cock in me. Chris held onto my hips, and was moaning for more, harder, faster. I felt my own orgasm grow inside me, purely from the feeling of his dick thrusting against my prostate. My hips propelled back and [image: Image]forth, back and forth, until both of us let out wail. My back arched as his hot cream shot inside me, and mine all over his chest and belly.

	I collapsed onto him, his penis still lodged inside me. My tongue threaded into his mouth and found his. I sucked on his tongue, and he let out a small whine of excitement. His dick, still firm, twitched inside me. After making out for another ten minutes, I felt his hips begin to thrust again.

	He spun my around and we almost fell off the bed, making us laugh for a moment, until once more we kissed and he began thrusting.

	"So good." I gasped.

	"l love you."

	[image: Image]"l love you so much." I told him. "Thank you. Thank you for showing me who I am."

	"You were made for this."

	[image: Image]Our movements were in tandem, his thrusts and my movements synchronised as we continued to kiss.

	"Don't stop." I whispered. "Don't ever stop."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"l won't. I promise."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]Our drug-enhanced excitement made us want more than we had planned. It was almost midnight on a Friday going into Saturday, but it felt like a shame to just leave this lust to the two of us. We decided we didn't want the usual crowd though, but rather someone more intimate. I considered re-inviting Mike and Conchita, but that all felt a little off, so instead, I called Patrick and Darren.

	"I'm in a club." Patrick screamed down the phone. "Why don't you join me?"

	I looked over at Chris. "Wanna go to a club?"

	He made a face. "Not really." [image: Image]"Me neither."

	"Sorry Patrick, not tonight." [image: Image]I was about to end the call, when he called out again. “Is Darren gonna be there?"

	"l was going to call him next."

	[image: Image]"Call Darren, then text me if he is."

	I called Darren, who was doing nothing and thinking about going to bed. "Sure, I'll join you." He said. I texted

	Patrick, who immediately replied. "On my way."

	I quickly ran to my room, where I changed into a red and black corset, black fishnet stockings, and then did my make-up. Over that, I slipped on a red silk robe, and headed downstairs where I went to prepare some drinks.

	"Shit." I mumbled.

	"What?"

	"We're out of beer and wine."

	[image: Image]"Just text one of the lads to pick some up on the way."

	"No, I'll run to the store."

	"You just did your make-up." He smiled.

	"So?" I grinned back at him, running upstairs and slipping on a skirt and red tank-top, and then putting on a fairly cheap-looking blonde wig which must have been part of a costume of some sort. Then I found some black heels which were about my size, and slipped them on. They weren't massively high and the heel was fat, so walking in them was not hard.

	"Are you sure about this?" He asked.

	[image: Image]"I'm only going to the store around the corner. It'll be fine."[image: Image]

	"Be safe." He said.

	It was a blip in my nerves which caused me to just say fuck it and tear the band-aid off. I knew that the moment I got out as a transvestite was the moment, I could begin the transition to my new life. If there was ever one thing I was certain, [image: Image]it was that I didn't want to hide who I was from anyone, and that meant eventually coming out to my work, and my family.

	If I was not able to face people I don't even know, then how could I face people I did know?

	I need not have worried. Los Angeles, like London, had good parts and bad parts, but on the whole, people just didn't care how you were dressed. I walked the three hundred metres to the local Whole Foods, and nobody batted an eyelid. In fact, the only person who said anything, was another crossdresser complimenting me.

	As I was walking back, I saw Patrick pulling up in a cab. I immediately walked up to him and we kissed.

	"Hello darling." He gushed, effeminately. "How are you?"

	"Great, thank you sweetie. Come on, let's go inside."

	"You look amazing." He told me, squeezing my arse under the skirt. I gave him a boop and giggled.

	As I introduced Patrick and Chris, I prepared the drinks. The two laughed about my transition, and how both played a part. Patrick made a joke about Chris being the flipper which Chris accepted with a high-five. "You know I hadn't planned it, right?" Chris pointed out.

	"l think it was probably subconscious." Patrick explained with a laugh, earning one back.

	The buzzer rang out. "That'll be Darren." I told them, heading out the door and walking downstairs. I opened the door to find Darren, dressed in tight black leather hot pants, and a pink fish-net crop-top. For some reason, I found him desperately attractive in them. "You look hot!" I told him, kissing him on the lips.

	"As do you babe." He told me, grabbing my arse with both hands and snaking his tongue into my mouth.

	We headed inside, where I found Patrick and Chris already naked and making out. Without a word, Darren grabbed me and began doing the same, dropping down on to the sofa next to the other couple. Darren stripped and pushed my head down to his rapidly inflating tool. I accepted it with gratitude.


Epilogue

	I didn't speak to my wife after that. Not for nearly half a year. I saw her dad from time to time, he came over for orgies, but honestly, my time was spent doing other things. About two months after the split, the game studio had a series of massive failures, to the point that the Archetron-5 movie got cancelled. The planned sequel was massively overbudget too and the studio needed a scape-goat for it. I was let go, for which I was pretty much glad, because the studio was draining me [image: Image]emotionally.

	Rather than move home, I stayed with Chris and began doing gay porn. I opened up my own OnlyFans and soon found [image: Image]myself making more money than I did working on video games.

	I tried to keep up with Alexis via her OnlyFans account, but that quickly went silent, and eventually closed. I had to assume that it was Travis who ordered it.

	Eventually, Chris and I needed to travel to New York for a shoot, and I decided to reach out to Alexis, after all, she was still my wife. The phone was answered by a deep voice and I knew it was Travis.[image: Image]

	"Oh, hey." Travis said. "Come round, I'll take you to her. She's working right now."

	I asked Chris if he wanted to join me, but he wasn't interested. I loved him but sometimes he could be a little lazy. Back home, I did all the washing and cleaning, like a good little sissy, but I got the feeling that suited his laziness.

	Travis was not what I expected. He was ridiculously handsome, tough, but had a softness to him which made me want to trust him. When he saw me in the little pink satin skirt, the lacy white wench-top and the pink corset, he smiled and nodded.

	"Fuck, you're perfect." He told me. "She wasn't wrong, you really are the best."

	"Thanks." I blushed.

	He reached out, grabbing me by the buttock with his huge hand and pulling me to him. He didn't hesitate or ask for permission, he just took, kissing me, feeding my mouth with his huge tongue.

	"On your knees, suck."

	I had literally just met the guy, and there I was, taking a nine-inch dick in my mouth and slobbering like it was my last supper. It was a gorgeous specimen, and I knew it would be hard to say no to it again in the future.

	“I wanted to wake up next to her and you." He said. "l wanted kids with her, but only if I could have you too. I want to be in a polyamorous relationship with a husband and wife. A sissy husband."

	I listened, not saying a word, just savouring that dick in my mouth.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"But then you abandoned her. She's a broken woman, Luke. She's high every day, working the streets from morning till late night. I told her to stop, but she refuses. I'm about to break up with her."

	Still I said nothing, I just sucked, my eyes looking up at his as he thrust in and out.

	"But if you came back..."

	I blinked. I was open to it. My six months with Chris had been nothing short of amazing, and the porn films had made me a tonne of money, but sex was the only thing we had. He never wanted to go out, he never wanted to see anything. I wanted more.

	"Fuck me." I hissed.

	“I need lube..."

	"No, rape my arse!" I snarled. "Rip it for all I care!"

	The man grinned, perfect white teeth on display to show me he'd do just that.

	I screamed in pain as he entered me, dry, hurting me, punishing me, just as I needed. I held on to him tight, forcing myself down as he tried to be cautious. “Oh god it hurts so much!" I cried, sobbing as I felt him damage me; damage me for being the selfish stupid idiot I was.

	We kissed and then I nodded. "l want a life. I want a relationship, with you both. I want to be able to fuck my wife again.

	I want to travel, to see the world. Most of all, I want to be loved."

	His eyes bore into my soul, searching for any hint that I might be lying, but then he nodded. "Fuck your wife tonight. Go get her, force her to come home, and I want to watch you fuck her."

	"I'm in this cage." I said, showing him the prison my cock had been in all of this time.

	"Ha, I can break that off." He said, grabbing the metal and snapping it backwards. Something inside clicked and half of the brass locking mechanism slid out. He then pushed me on my back and began thrusting in and out of me hard. I moaned [image: Image]and screamed at the pleasure and pain I felt, until finally with a moan, he pushed cum inside me.

	I pulled off him and we kissed, then he showed me to a bathroom where I checked myself, finding blood from the tear caused by his cock. I knew it would heal with some ointment, but I knew that it would be several days before I was ready to be fucked there again.

	"You okay?" He asked me after, a concerned look on his face.

	"I'll be fine in a few days. Won't be able to do anything until then." I told him. It also meant I'd need to cancel my shoot, as I was always the sissy bottom.

	"Ready to go?" He asked. I said I was, but he warned me we might need to wait. "She goes through twenty or so customers a day."

	"Is she safe?" I asked.

	"For the most part. There was a guy who hit her. Beat her pretty badly a couple of months ago. He hasn't been back since, and we've handed over his description to the police."

	We drove to the place where she worked. It was a dingy street in Brooklyn lined with hookers, some women, some transgender, but there was no sign of her. Whilst we waited, Travis made me go down on him in the front seat. It was only as he came that we saw my wife being dropped off by a client.

	She looked awful.

	Her skin was pale and there were visible track marks on her arm from needles. Travis told me she was hooked on heroin but she didn't listen to reason when he told her to stop. Thankfully, she was taking PrEP and was checked regularly, otherwise he'd be scared to be with her. Her hair looked matt, ruined, and she carried a sadness about her. Clearly, this was no longer about Travis or the job, it was about me.

	I got out and walked over to her. At first, she didn't recognise me, dressed as I was, now with bleached blonde long hair, but once she did, she came alive, lit up by a moment of happiness, of hope.

	"Honey, it's time to come home." I said.

	Her eyes searched mine, wondering if it was possible to be true, and then saw the honesty in them, and saw my feelings. I'd missed her terribly, more than I expected to. Once the fun of the sex with Chris had worn off, I was left wondering what my life was.

	Instantly, she broke down, hugging me and sobbing, apologising over and over. But I told her that it was fine, that she was with me now.

	In the car, Travis and I told her the plan, that she would have them both, that we would have a life, me as an equal, not as a slave. I would be a sissy, yes, but I would be her wife, and Travis would be our husband.

	I needed to pick my things from the hotel, to tell Chris that it was over. Once we arrived to our room though, I found it empty, only my things remained. On the bed was a note.

	[image: Image]"Luke, I'd love to say that this was to be forever, but I realised I'm not a one-trick pony. I need more than this, not to settle, and I feel that you need Alexis more than you know. There is no shoot, just a reason for you to come home. I'll have your things shipped, just let me know where. I'll never forget the time we spent together, and I'll always love you. Chris."

	I smiled, realising that things did indeed have a way of sorting themselves out.

	Over the next few months, Alexis got herself clean and she stopped the hooking on the street, though she argued that she had a few good regular clients she wanted to still see, we agreed, so long as I could get some too. I had no problem becoming an occasional hooker, just not go deep like her.

	We travelled and loved, and with Travis we had the perfect life. When Alexis became pregnant, things settled into a welcome routine, and I was glad Travis had no problem getting hard for Alexis and me, because we both needed regular fucking.

	Work wasn't a problem. It turned out Casey from Ghostlink was bored with retirement and started his own boutique studio, and of course, he was only too happy to hire Alexis and l, though he was surprised by my new look.

	"l say, I do love it." He gushed, blushing.

	I licked my lips. "What's the policy on interoffice relationships?"

	For a moment, he seemed confused, noting I'd been with Alexis for a while, but then he realised what I was saying, stepped close to me and wrapped an arm around my waist. "What do you have in mind, sweetie?"

	I smiled, then kissed him. "You tell me...daddy." I whispered.

	"Oh my. This will be a fun new start!" He said, pulling out his long, very fat cock and pushing me to my knees. "Now suck daddy's cock. I expect this treatment every single day!"

	"Oh, you can fuck me too!"

	"Oh I will!" He winked.

	Eventually, Alexis and Travis' son, Kyle, was born, and to all our surprise, the baby looked just like me. It was then that I realised, I had somehow counted with the baby being Travis', but I forgot that I was fucking her too.

	Travis didn't mind, and said he would love him all the same, "I'm still daddy, and you are both mommy." He smiled.

	"Anyway, I'll get the next one."

	THE END
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