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  Chapter 1


   


  The car began to move. Immediately, I felt my back prickle with cold sweat. I could feel San Relando Central Prison falling away behind me. The place I’d thought was hell. Only now I was going somewhere much, much worse.


  Up front, a chauffeur drove with calm professionalism and without a single glance backward at his three passengers. Next to me in the rear seat was Sherri. My beautiful wife, separated from me for days and now within touching distance. She looked so gorgeous in her figure-hugging white blouse and blue skirt that I ached inside. It should have been a joyful, tearful reunion, with the two of us running into each other’s arms. But I was still manacled, my wrists and ankles chained and then the two joined together, and a ball gag held my tongue to the floor of my mouth. I could barely move, much less hug her or kiss her. Worse, she was looking at me not with joy but with pained sadness and regret. She didn’t want to embrace me.


  And on the far side of the car, the man who’d orchestrated this torture. The man Sherri and I had come to San Relando to work for, who I’d gone to the authorities about when I’d discovered he was laundering money. The man who’d framed me for his crime and had me sent to prison with the help of his friends: the chief prosecutor, Marcorlo and the judge, Saldini. The man who’d seduced my wife while I was away…and made me watch. He’d convinced her that I was guilty and that I loved to be cuckolded. That I dressed up in women’s clothes and got hard thinking about “real men” taking her. He’d wrecked my life and destroyed my marriage…and now I’d been released into his custody.


  Kyle Dacosta.


  “Say something,Tom,” Kyle said in a voice that was beyond smug. “Aren’t you pleased to see us?”


  I felt the cold fear being slowly melted away by a hot, deadly lance of anger. Kyle was taller than me and wider, too. He was in better shape and he probably knew a lot more about fighting than I did. But at that moment, if I hadn’t been chained, I would have leapt straight for his throat.


  “Oh,” said Kyle. “I forgot. You have that ball in your mouth.” He turned to Sherri, mock-horrified. “That’s awful! He can’t even give you a kiss!”


  Sherri looked at him and then at me, smiling nervously. I wondered what was going through her head. Kyle had told her on the phone, right in front of me, that I knew about the two of them sleeping together. But she likely didn’t know about all the DVDs that Kyle had sent me. She didn’t know I’d watched her and Kyle and his girlfriend Alexa in a threesome. Was she feeling guilty about everything that had happened? Angry with me, because she still thought I was the one who’d laundered the money? Both?


  “Don’t worry,” said Kyle. “I’ll do it for you.”


  My eyes widened. What? No! He can’t! Not right in front of me!


  Sherri also looked shocked. Her eyes flicked to me. “We…can’t,” she said quietly.


  “Yes we can,” Kyle told her. “Tom knows all about us. And he gets off on it.”


  I tried to say “No!” but it came out as “Nnnmm” I rattled my chains to make my point, glaring at Kyle.


  “Oh, I know you have to pretend not to like it, Tom,” Kyle said. “That’s all part of the fun, isn’t it? You can’t admit to yourself that you love it and just be a good little cuckold, so you have to fight it and rant and rage. That’s fine. We don’t mind. Your cock tells us all we need to know.”


  I glanced down at my orange jumpsuit. My cock was soft, the fabric at my groin lying flat…for now.


  “Come here,” Kyle told Sherri. “And you can see it for yourself.”


  Sherri looked at me again. “I don’t know…” she said.


  “Come here,” Kyle said again, and this time he said it in a sort of growl, that low, firm, alpha male voice that women can never resist.


  I saw Sherri try to fight it, her eyes flicking between the two of us. But I could also see her weakening. She kept looking at his strong, grizzled jaw and clear blue eyes, at the way his muscled bulk filled his side of the car while I huddled and shivered in my rain-soaked jumpsuit like a drowned rat. She slowly turned her head towards him—


  No!


  I saw her lips part and her eyes close—


  No! No! Not in front of me!


  Kyle leaned in, grinning victoriously, and began to kiss her. At first it was tender, a romantic kiss, and Sherri gave a little sigh of pleasure as he nibbled and sucked at her lower lip. Then I saw her mouth open under his and his tongue plunge in. He pressed her head back against the headrest with the force of his kiss, his head twisting as he worked at her, his tongue plundering her soft cavern. The car was expensive enough that there was almost no road noise and I could hear Sherri’s breathing become quick and ragged. Kyle kept his eyes open the whole time, staring at me, as he mouth-fucked my wife.


  And then he pulled back, leaving her open-mouthed and flushed. “There,” he said. “See?”


  I looked down. Oh no! My cock had swelled and was tenting the front of my jumpsuit. However much I hated Kyle, however angry I was about him seducing my wife, the sight of her kissing him still had the same effect. If anything, the sense of outrage and humiliation twisted together with the lust, making it stronger—like the way a candle seems brighter in a dark room. I couldn’t help it. I couldn’t not be turned on.


  Sherri looked at me, aghast. Kyle had told her that I liked seeing her with other men, but this was the first time she’d seen the effect it had on me in person. She shook her head softly, her long, black hair tossing on the leather seats. “I don’t…why did you never tell me?” she asked.


  I wanted so badly to explain. I wanted to tell her that Kyle had lied to her…about everything except my lust. It did turn me on to see her with someone else…but that didn’t mean I wanted to see her with him, my mortal enemy. And she still thought I was guilty, that Kyle was the white knight who’d rescued me from prison…not the one who’d put me there in the first place. I had so much to tell her.


  But all I could manage through the gag was a strangled moan. I saw her expression change to something I’d never wanted to see: pity.


  “Can’t we take the gag out, now?” Sherri asked. “It seems so cruel.”


  “When we get home,” Kyle told her. “Tom’s all frustrated and angry—aren’t you, Tom? He’s not the man you know. Not anymore. He might hurt you.”


  My eyes bulged. I’d never even dream of hurting my wife. Sure, I was a little angry that she’d succumbed so easily to Kyle’s charms…but all the blame was on him and his bitch of a girlfriend, Alexa. Sherri had been alone and vulnerable. None of it was her fault. Or at least, I didn’t want to believe it was her fault. I wanted to keep her as the shining beacon of innocence in all this.


  Something else registered in what Kyle had said: when we get home. That phrase bothered me almost as much as the kiss. The idea that Sherri thought of Kyle’s mansion as her home, after just the week or so she’d been there, sent dark, creeping dread up my spine. I was losing her—fast.


  Could I win her back, now that I was around her again? Could I stop her sleeping with Kyle and tell her how I really felt? I still had no idea what Kyle had planned for me at his house, or why he’d even freed me from jail. Why hadn’t he just left me to rot?


  There were too many questions. And I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like the answers to any of them.


   


  ***


   


  Hours later, we turned into a driveway. I recognized Kyle’s mansion immediately. The last time I’d been there had been the night of Kyle’s party, when I’d watched him first flirt with Sherri. The night before I found out about his money laundering and reported him, only to wind up in jail myself. I hadn’t known that the local chief prosecutor and judge were guests at the very same party, and were on Kyle’s payroll. When I’d gone to the party, the mansion had seemed a glamorous place, an example of what we could achieve in San Relando if we worked hard. My stomach knotted. The irony was, if I’d only kept my mouth shut, we’d still be happily working away at Kyle’s company now, our bank accounts growing fatter by the day. Doing the right thing had wrecked my life.


  And now, it was about to get a whole lot worse.


  As we climbed out, Kyle kissed Sherri goodbye, telling her he needed to speak to me alone. He made sure that I saw him grab her ass through her skirt. Sherri flushed and she glanced at me, but she didn’t try to stop him.


  Kyle led me inside and into one of the mansion’s many reception rooms—led me literally, pulling me by the chain that connected my wrist and ankle cuffs. He closed the door and sank down into one of the expensive leather armchairs with the sigh of a man realizing his dream.


  “Sit down, Tom,” he said, pouring himself a scotch. “Relax. And I’ll tell you how things are going to be.”


  I just stood there glaring at him.


  “Sit,” he told me, his voice like a weapon.


  I slowly sat.


  Kyle looked thoughtfully up at the ceiling. I could hear the faint sounds of Sherri moving around, somewhere up there. “You know, I’ve really taken a liking to your wife, Tom. She’s not like Alexa—that girl’s kinky as they come. Sherri’s all stuck-up and innocent and that grated for a while—I mean, it took me a good couple of days just to get her to spread her legs for me. I almost thought I was losing my touch.”


  I leaned forward in my seat, my eyes burning into him. God, the way he talked about my wife! If she could only hear this, just once, she’d see him for what he really was! But around Sherri, he was always thoughtful and polite.


  “But after a while, Tom, I came to like that whole innocent thing. It’s been all sorts of fun corrupting her. And I have a lot more in mind for her.”


  I let out a moan of anguish through the gag. More?! What more could he want from her? He’d already fucked her—bareback, without any birth control. Sherri was on the pill, but she didn’t know he’d swapped the pills out for fakes, or that he intended to get her pregnant. He’d already coaxed her into a threesome with Alexa. What more was there?


  Kyle grinned. “Oh, I can see your mind working away, Tom. ‘What’s he going to have my wife do?’ Is he going to get her to deep throat that big cock right in front of me? Is he going to share her with other men? Is he going to pimp her on the streets, or invite some young black bucks round to fuck her?’”


  I groaned and he laughed. “Maybe none of those things. Maybe all of them. Maybe something else. You let your imagination run riot, Tom. I’ll do whatever the hell I like with Sherri, and the beauty of it is that she wants it! She was so starved of a sex life with you that she’s just aching for…well, you’ll see.” He leaned forward, swirling the ice cubes in his drink. “And all of this is your fault. Think on that.”


  I could feel the guilt swelling and throbbing in my chest, pushing out everything else. It was my fault. If I hadn’t gone to the authorities….


  “But that leaves the question of you,” said Kyle. “You must be wondering why I sprang you. I mean, the prison warder was delighted to have one less prisoner to worry about. Did you know that the government actually pays me to keep you here?” Kyle threw his head back and laughed. “They thought it was pretty funny that I was going to have a male slave. Normally it’s the female prisoners who get ‘rehabilitated’ in someone’s house.”


  Slave. The word echoed around the room. He couldn’t be serious…could he? I’d heard how women who were “rehabilitated” were treated: the joke around the prison was that they spent their lives on their knees, scrubbing floors...or servicing their masters. But Kyle couldn’t want that of me. He wasn’t gay…was he?


  “Don’t worry,” said Kyle. “I didn’t get you out so I could ravish your scrawny little body.” He paused and looked at me. At my face. No, at my mouth. “Well…maybe just a little bit.”


  My eyes bugged. Is he joking? I’m not gay! I can’t let him— I shook my head. I wasn’t homophobic—hell, I had no problem with anyone: gay, straight or any other flavor. But I sure wasn’t gay!


  At least…I was pretty sure I wasn’t.


  Kyle laughed at my reaction. “One reason I got you out is Sherri. See, first of all, she misses you. God only knows why, but she does. She doesn’t want to think about her darling husband locked up with all those nasty men, and that really distracts her.” He grinned. “Especially when she’s blowing me. I look down at her, with her lips around my cock, and I can just tell that she’s not giving it her full attention.”


  Every muscle in my body went tight with rage. She’d gone down on him? I’d seen her do that in one of the DVDs, but the way he said it—


  “Oh, that’s right, Tom. Since our little threesome with Alexa, I’ve been training Sherri well. In fact, on the drive to pick you up from jail, guess where Sherri’s head was?”


  My stomach twisted…and yet even as it happened, I could feel another movement. A tightening in my cock. Just the thought of my wife doing it, the image of another man’s cock sliding between her lips….


  Kyle laughed, as if he could sense it was turning me on. “Oh, your poor bastard. Don’t know whether to get hard or get angry, do you? Well, that’s one reason, anyway. I got you out so your wife could relax.” His voice turned hard. “And so you could convince her not to feel guilty anymore.”


  My eyes widened. What?! He expected me to tell her she could fuck him? No way! As soon as I got the gag out, I was going to tell her the truth! I’d expose Kyle for the bastard he was, and Sherri would come running back to me! I glared at Kyle and shook my head.


  “Oh, you will,” said Kyle. “Don’t forget that I have the power to send you right back to jail. And that’s where you’ll be going, if you don’t do exactly as I tell you.”


  I froze. And then I shook my head again. I couldn’t lie to my wife…couldn’t tell her I was okay with her sleeping with Kyle when I wasn’t. I’d go back to jail before I did that.


  “You sure, Tom? Because it won’t be like last time. You think those guys you shared a cell with before were bad? How about I have you thrown in solitary for the rest of the twenty years? No more visits. No more DVDs of me fucking Sherri. Nothing except a concrete wall and a bucket for a toilet. Or how about I put you in a cell with some San Relandan gang members? Big black guys who haven’t seen a woman in years? They’ll use you, Tom, use you and turn you into exactly the sort of prison bitch Sherri thinks you already are. And you won’t get out in twenty years. Prisoners get lost in the system all the time, and there’s no one out here who’s going to ask after you. I can tell the warder to just forget about you and you’ll be there for the rest. Of. Your. Life.”


  I shook my head in denial, not wanting to believe it was happening. But I could feel the fear overriding my anger. I didn’t want to lie to Sherri, but I couldn’t face…that!


  “What’s it to be, Tom? Can I take that gag out, now? Are you going to play nice?”


  I stared at him, my eyes begging for mercy but finding none. He’d got me exactly where he wanted me.


  I nodded.


  Kyle stood and came around behind me, then slowly unbuckled the ball gag and pulled it out. My jaw was so stiff that it was difficult to close my mouth.


  “Say, ‘Thank you, Kyle,’” said Kyle.


  I closed my eyes. “Thank you, Kyle,” I grated.


  “Good boy.” I heard someone coming down the stairs above us, the footsteps too light to be a man. Sherri? “Oh, and there’s one other reason I got you out,” said Kyle. “Someone I need to keep happy.”


  The door opened and Alexa burst in. When she saw me, she actually clapped her hands together like a child presented with a puppy. “Oh, look at him! He’s just adorable!”


  I gazed at her in fear. I’d only ever seen her in the final DVD Kyle had sent, when she’d drawn my wife into a threesome. I knew she was at least as cruel as Kyle—maybe worse. What I hadn’t counted on was her being interested in me.


  Alexa was gorgeous. Just a little taller than my wife, with perfectly straight, long blonde hair in a silken curtain down her back. She was wearing a white summer dress with a design of pink and blue flowers and just a touch of make-up to enhance her high cheekbones and full lips. She looked wholesome, as if she’d just finished baking a tray of cupcakes. But I knew the black heart that lay beneath.


  “We’ll have to get you into something more appropriate,” she said, looking at my chains and jumpsuit.


  What did that mean? What the hell were they going to make me wear? My head swam with images of BDSM slaves in leather gimp masks.


  At that moment, Kyle’s cell phone rang. “Plenty of time for that later,” he said. “Go wait with Sherri.”


  Alexa pouted like a spoiled child, but left. Kyle whipped out his cell phone and took the call. “What?”


  I could just barely make out the voice on the other end, but it sounded like Russ, Kyle’s buddy and right-hand man. Something about money.


  “Relax. It’s fine. The Russian won’t be here for weeks. I’ll have it back by then,” said Kyle. I didn’t understand for a moment why he’d bothered to send Alexa out of the room, but left me right there listening. Then it hit me: he plain didn’t care what I heard, because I had absolutely no power to do anything about it.


  “Relax,” Kyle said again and hung up. Then he looked at me. “Now, tonight, you’re going to be a good boy. You’re going to tell Sherri how much you like seeing me fuck her. You’re going to make sure she feels absolutely no guilt at all. Got it?”


  I stared at him with absolute hatred. I knew what the alternative was…but could I really do that? Maybe if—


  “Oh, I know what you’re thinking,” said Kyle. “You’ll tell Sherri everything…and then get her to pretend she doesn’t know—right?”


  I tried to keep my face blank. That had been exactly what I’d been thinking.


  “You selfish fuck. Have you thought about how that’ll be for your darling Sherri?” Kyle grinned. “She’ll have to keep fucking me, so that I don’t know you’ve told her and send you back to jail. Right now, she’s fucking a guy she likes…maybe even loves. If you tell her, she’s going to have to fuck a guy she hates.”


  The slow, sickening realization felt like my body was freezing from the inside out. He was right! If I told Sherri, her life would become a living hell.


  Kyle had come up with the perfect trap, and he knew it. “Tell her or don’t tell her,” he said, grinning. “Either one of you is miserable, or you both are. But if you tell her, you better be sure she’s a good enough actress to keep smiling while she fucks me, or you’ll be back in jail, bent over a bunk before you know it. So: are you gonna play nice?”


  I stared at him. It was impossible to hate another human being more.


  I nodded.


  Chapter 2


   


  That evening, Kyle removed the manacles and let me shower. Despite everything, it was still blissful to enjoy a solitary shower after the communal showers of the prison.


  Sherri had moved all our things into the mansion, so I’d expected all my clothes to be there. But when I asked, Kyle shook his head. “I threw them out,” he said. “But don’t worry—we’ll get you a whole new set.”


  What did that mean? But I had no time to worry about it, because he led me—in just my jockey shorts—through to the bedroom.


  I recognized the room, with its Emperor-size bed and huge leather headboard. I’d seen it in the DVD of the threesome and the over-the-top style was Kyle all the way—there was even a bottle of champagne chilling in an ice bucket. Sherri had changed from her blouse and skirt into a dress I didn’t recognize, which meant that Kyle must have bought it for her. This one was dark red, with a silver chain belt. Its expensive fabric stopped it from looking slutty, even though the hemline was halfway up her thighs.


  Alexa was there too, smirking at me. Her dress was simpler but just as sexy, a dark green gown that set off her blonde hair, with a deep slit up one side almost to her hip.


  “Well,” said Kyle. “Before anything happens…Tom, do you have something you’d like to say?”


  All faces turned to me. I stood there, feeling incredibly exposed in just my underwear. This was my big moment…and I had to give the performance of my life. If I wanted to stay out of jail, I had to convince Sherri beyond any doubt…and seal my own fate.


  I looked my wife straight in the eye. “I wanted you to know…” I began. It was so hard to get the words out! “I wanted you to know that…I’m okay with it. With you sleeping with…Kyle.” I looked at the man I detested. “And Alexa.” I looked across at her and she smiled sweetly.


  “R—Really?” asked Sherri, astonished. “You’re sure?”


  Every fiber of my being screamed No!


  “Yes,” I said. “I enjoy it.”


  “More than enjoy it,” Kyle said. “You get off on it…don’t you?”


  “Yes,” I said from between gritted teeth.


  Kyle moved close to Sherri and slipped his arm around her waist. “You know I give her what you can’t.”


  I felt something die inside me. “Yes.”


  “And you want her to enjoy herself and be happy, don’t you?”


  “Yes,” I croaked.


  Sherri bit her lip, watching me. “Oh, honey,” she said. “I can see how hard this is for you. I know you’re embarrassed. But it’s okay, really. It’s better that this is all out in the open. Kyle says that this isn’t all that unusual. There are lots of men like you—cuckolds.”


  Cuckold. God, she really thought I wanted this! “Thank you,” I said wretchedly, “for understanding.”


  “Isn’t there something else you want to admit to?” asked Alexa. “What about how Sherri saw you, in prison?”


  I thought about that awful day, when I’d been chloroformed and dressed up as a woman so that Sherri would think I was some sort of cross-dressing sissy. I can’t say I’m like that! I thought. It’s too much!


  Kyle must have seen the look on my face, because he held his hand up. “Let’s go easy on Tom,” he said. “It’s hard for someone like him to come out of the closet. That’s enough for one day.”


  Sherri and Alexa both gave him adoring looks. Isn’t he thoughtful, their expressions said, isn’t he kind? Kyle grinned at me, relishing the moment. I wanted to throw up. But at least it was over.


  “Wait,” said Sherri. “Isn’t there something else you want to say? To Kyle?”


  Kyle slowly nodded, then turned to watch me.


  Oh God. Oh, God, no. Not that. Surely she doesn’t expect me to—


  Sherri raised an eyebrow. “Tom?” she said expectantly.


  I opened and closed my mouth a few times. “Th—Thank you,” I said. It felt as if I was tearing out my own guts. “Thank you for getting me out of jail. I’m sorry for what I did. I’m sorry I laundered the money.”


  Kyle’s grin was so wide I thought his face was going to split open.


  Sherri stood there sadly shaking her head. “I still don’t understand why you did it,” she said. “We had everything we needed. You didn’t need to go into business with criminals.”


  But he’s the criminal, I wanted to yell. He laundered the money! He’s still doing it! And Sherri was still working alongside him in the office, every day, unwittingly helping him. But I couldn’t say any of it, or I’d be sent straight back to jail. All I could do was lower my eyes to the floor and nod, as if ashamed.


  “It’s okay, Tom,” said Kyle with a grin. “I’m glad we could get you out of that hellhole. And I’m glad we’ve been able to find a solution. You do want to live here with us, don’t you? You’re sure you’re happy with this arrangement?”


  I looked at Sherri. She looked genuinely worried. No doubt she couldn’t believe that any husband would actually agree to this…not unless he really was a cuckold.


  “Yes,” I said, trying to hide the bitterness in my voice. Kyle caught my eye. More, his look said. “I want it,” I added. Then I looked at Sherri. “And…I want you to be happy.”


  Sherri gave me a long look, searching my face to see if I was lying. Then I saw her features relax into a slow smile and she nodded.


  I’d done it. I’d convinced my wife I wanted her to sleep with my mortal enemy. I’d saved myself and doomed myself, both at the same time.


  “And with that,” Kyle said, “I think we should drink a toast. To new beginnings.” He pulled the champagne from the ice bucket and popped the cork, then poured four foaming glasses. He made us all drink a toast and I watched the three of them over the rim of my glass. Kyle, smug and grinning. Alexa, quietly triumphant. And Sherri, her guilt now gone, her eyes widening with lust.


  Kyle took her glass from her and pulled her close, then started to lay a trail of kisses from her mouth down her throat to the scoop of pale cleavage revealed by the dress. When his lips pressed into the soft flesh of her breasts, I felt my stomach tighten with anger…and my cock twitch. God, even now, even after all that had happened, I couldn’t control my own reaction!


  Alexa stepped up behind my wife and began to nuzzle the back of her neck, her breasts pillowing against Sherri’s back. With both of them working on her, my wife was lost—she simply closed her eyes and moaned, her hands fisting by her sides as their mouths kissed and nibbled. Kyle slid one strap of her dress off her shoulder and Alexa the other one—they were working as a team to strip her.


  The dress peeled slowly down Sherri’s body, revealing a black, half-cup bra that barely covered her nipples. She’d never worn anything like that before Kyle came along. Something he’d bought for her…or even worse, something she’d bought to wear for him?


  Kyle and Alexa crouched, now, Kyle’s mouth moving down over Sherri’s flat stomach while Alexa kissed down her lower back. They pushed the dress lower, until it slid down over her hips, revealing matching black panties. They were cut high on the hip and low at the front, making it obvious that she was shaved underneath. I’d almost forgotten that—the little modification Kyle had made, shaving off her soft curls of dark hair and leaving her as bare as a porn star. I’d always dreamed of seeing my wife like that but, now that it was a reality, all I could think about was how he’d changed her…and made her his own.


  The dress fell around my wife’s feet and she stepped out of it, keeping her heels on. That was another thing she’d never have done before Kyle—heels and underwear in bed, like a glamor model or a hooker. And she’d worn stockings, too—black hold-ups with lacy tops. Kyle had unlocked something, deep inside her, something that had always been there but that I’d been too stupid to see. All those years, I’d dreamed of my wife being more adventurous in bed and had never dared to ask for what I wanted. And that had left her ready—aching—for a man like Kyle who’d tell her exactly what he wanted.


  As I watched, Kyle scooped Sherri up into his arms and carried her to the bed, then laid her down across it on her back. He climbed on and knelt down beside her, then started to run his hands over her body, up and down, smoothing her pale skin. His hulking body and huge hands made her look small…fragile, even. And when Alexa knelt on the other side and deftly unfastened Sherri’s bra, it was hard not to think of two lions, about to feast on a deer.


  “Come here,” said Kyle, his voice thick with lust.


  I was so entranced by the scene that it took me a second to realize he was talking to me. I blinked and walked over. As I got nearer, he turned and looked at me, then laughed when he saw the tent my cock was making in my shorts. I flushed. I hadn’t even been aware of getting hard.


  Kyle climbed off the bed and stood beside it. “Try to control yourself,” he said. “And take off your wife’s panties so I can fuck her.”


  I blanched. And at the same time, I saw Sherri squirm on the bed. I thought she was having the same horrified reaction as me…until I looked down and saw her face. She’d raised herself up on her elbows and was breathing hard, her face slightly flushed.


  She wanted me to do it. She wanted to see me humiliated. Either she was still angry at me for my supposed crime, or there was some latent dominant streak in her that was slowly being revealed. Alexa had pulled off Sherri’s bra and was stroking her pale breasts, and I could see Sherri tremble with pleasure, her nipples stiffening.


  I walked to the side of the bed nearest my wife’s feet. My legs felt numb, as if they were made of wax, a disbelieving little voice in my head asking, you aren’t really going to do this…are you?


  I leaned forward to grasp her panties, but Kyle shook his head. “You’re in the way there,” he told me. “Get down on your knees.”


  Swallowing, I slowly knelt down beside the bed. Sherri’s feet were just off the edge, close to my face, still in stockings and heels. There was something demeaning about being down there, looking up at her.


  I reached up and across the bed, grasping the waistband of her panties on each side. Then I slowly drew them down her thighs, watching as her smoothly-shaven sex was revealed. It was the first time I’d seen it in person, and it was just as beautiful as it had looked on the DVD. And yet…as her pouting, pink lips appeared, already swollen with her arousal, it hit me that she now looked like the porn stars I’d lusted after on the internet. She was…exposed, in a way she’d never been before. Exposed for male attention. And another man had made her like this. He’d changed her.


  Sherri lifted her ass off the bed to allow the panties to slip off and the wisp of fabric slid easily down her stockinged legs. The fabric was warm from her body and still carried her musky, feminine scent.


  “Open her legs.” I looked up. Kyle was grinning down at me, lazily unfastening his belt. “Open her legs, Tom,” he repeated.


  I inserted my hands between Sherri’s ankles and pushed outward. She let her legs open without resistance, her stockings sliding easily on the covers. I saw her naked sex flower open a little and she gasped.


  “Now push her knees up,” said Kyle. I looked around to see him push his pants and shorts down to his thighs, leaving him standing there in his shirttails. He had no intention of getting fully undressed, I realized. His cock was standing out, stiff and huge. It looked even bigger, seeing it in person. And it looked bigger still for being down on my knees. It loomed over me like a cobra as he turned towards me, swinging close to me. I suddenly felt very vulnerable.


  I quickly turned back to the bed. I took hold of one of Sherri’s feet in each hand.


  “Yes,” she said in a low voice. She was still up on her elbows, gazing down at me. “Open me up for him, Tom.”


  I wanted to weep. I didn’t want this…and yet my cock was rock hard, stretching out the front of my shorts. I pushed Sherri’s feet back along the bed. Her knees rose into the air, her legs bending, and her sex flowered open even more.


  “Thank you,” said Kyle, his voice coldly mocking. He stepped forward, his cock bobbing, almost hitting me in the face, and I panicked and scrambled backward, sprawling on my back.


  Kyle laughed and followed me down, then leaned close to whisper in my ear. “Oh, Tom. I’m not going to make you suck it. Not yet, at least. No, I’m going to shove it up your wife’s pretty little cunt.”


  He left me like that, my mind reeling, and walked back to the bed, climbing up between my wife’s spread legs. She fell back flat onto the bed, gazing up at him, her breathing already getting faster. He aimed his cock at her pussy, the naked head of it just nudging her folds.


  He was going to fuck her again—bareback. He was going to get her pregnant, and I couldn’t tell her she was unprotected or he’d send me straight back to prison.


  “Do you want it?” Kyle wasn’t quite penetrating her. The very tip of his cock, the eye glistening with a jewel of pre-cum, was just nuzzling between her lips, barely opening them. I could see Sherri’s hips subtly grind as she tried to get her inside him. She wanted him. But that wasn’t enough for Kyle—he had to hear her say it.


  Sherri did one quick glance towards me, so quick that it was difficult to read her expression. Guilt? Regret? Or was that just wishful thinking? Almost immediately, her eyes were back on her lover. “Yes,” she said, her voice low and husky. “Put it inside me.”


  With a cruel smile at me, Kyle slowly pushed his hips forward. He was so big that her pussy lips actually stretched inward a little way before giving way. Then, as the thick head began to enter her, she gasped as she was opened. “God!” she said aloud. “Big! So big!”


  A hot wave of shame hit my face. It had been humiliating before, watching Kyle’s big cock enter her on the DVDs. But now, seeing it in person, knowing that they could all look at me and see my modest cock tenting out my shorts, made it so much worse.


  Alexa knelt down by the bed on the side nearest my wife’s head and drew her into a soft, sensual kiss. Her face was upside-down relative to Sherri, so I had a great view down the top of her dress to her firm, tanned cleavage. The sight of that, together with the two of them kissing, was almost too much. At any other time, the idea of my wife with another woman, especially one as beautiful as Alexa, would have been a dream come true. But I knew how evil Alexa was, and watching Sherri give herself up so easily to her sent a cold shard of fear straight through me.


  Kyle pulled out a little and thrust again. Sherri groaned as she was stretched, but her cry was muffled by Alexa’s mouth. Again, and Sherri’s back arched, but I saw the thick cock slid into her another few inches. Again, and there was a low moan from Sherri as he entered her all the way.


  I’d gotten back up on my knees now and I realized with horror that I was stroking my cock through my shorts. I couldn’t help it. However much I hated him, the sight of Kyle’s cock sliding into my wife’s bare pussy, no more than four feet away from me, still turned me on like nothing else ever had.


  Alexa lifted her mouth from Sherri’s and I saw a glimpse of shining, pink tongue. She’d been tongue-kissing her, quieting her gasps and moans. Now, Sherri’s mouth was open and panting, her hands clutching at the covers as Kyle started to thrust. “God!” she panted. “God, yes!”


  “You like that?” asked Kyle. His hips were right up between hers, his cock rooted in her. I couldn’t drag my eyes from the place where they joined.


  “Yes,” gasped Sherri.


  “Tell him,” Kyle said. “Tell your husband how it feels.”


  I saw Sherri swallow at that, and this time when she looked at me, there definitely was a trace of guilt. But, as her eyes locked on me, a hardness entered them. She was angry with me—maybe for my supposed crime, maybe because I was less of a man than she’d thought—and she knew just how to take her revenge. “He’s—He’s bigger than you,” she said.


  “Is it good, Sherri?” asked Alexa.


  “Y—Yes, it’s—Oh!—It’s really good. Better than—Better than you, Tom,” Sherri gasped.


  I felt something break inside me. It knew she was being manipulated, but I still felt betrayed.


  “It’s about to get even better,” Kyle said, his jaw clenched.


  And he began to pump at her hard. She groaned and actually tried to close her legs a little from the sheer intensity of it, but his huge hands quickly pushed down and outward on her knees, spreading her so wide she grunted. His muscular ass rose and fell between her thighs, slamming his cock into her, and I could see her pink pussy lips stretched drum-tight around its girth. Sherri began to writhe on the bed, her long black hair fanning out around her head. Her orgasm was already close and Alexa had begun to caress her breasts again, enhancing her pleasure even more. She’s going to come, right in front of me, I thought.


  “I’m fucking your wife, Tom,” Kyle grunted. “How does that feel? I’m fucking her and I’m going to come inside her.” He was speeding up. “Any second….”


  His words had extra meaning for me. He was going to come inside her…and she was completely unprotected! I watched helplessly as the thick cock plunged in and out, sinking right to her very limits on each stroke. I could feel the panic boiling up inside me. I couldn’t just kneel there and let it happen. I couldn’t let him get her pregnant, right in front of me. And yet if I intervened, I’d be sent straight back to prison!


  “Here it comes,” said Alexa in a tight little whisper, her mouth close to Sherri’s ear. “I can see it in his face. He’s going to shoot.”


  “Yes,” my wife breathed. “Yesss…..” She was starting to grind her head into the covers, her climax seconds away. Her body was covered with a thin sheen of sweat, strands of her hair sticking to her forehead. With her naked and Kyle and Alexa still mostly in their clothes, the scene looked even more sordid—like a hooker being used by a married couple.


  I thought of her swollen up with his child. Another man’s baby.


  “STOP!” I yelled, jumping to my feet. “Sherri, you’re not protected! He’s trying to get you pregnant!”


  Everything went silent for a moment. I knew I’d just sealed my fate…but for a second, I felt victorious. I’d shown Kyle that he couldn’t control me. And now I’d tell my wife all about him switching out her pills and she’d see him for the man he really was….


  But something was wrong. My wife didn’t look horrified. She looked momentarily…guilty?!


  “I know,” she whispered.


  Kyle looked across at me. He looked angry…but smug at the same time. His hips moved even faster. “Here it comes, Sherri. Do you want me to pull out? Or do you want it right inside you? Do you want my baby?”


  My jaw opened wide in horror. No! Surely she couldn’t—


  Sherri seemed to writhe even harder at his words. Despite the guilt on her face, she was almost drunk on pleasure. “Yes!” She almost shouted it. “Yes! Yes, I want it!” And she wrapped her legs around him, her heels digging into the cheeks of his ass.


  Kyle’s smile could have graced the devil himself. He pulled out one more time, thrust all the way in—and groaned. I saw his hips jerk, his ass clenching as he fired jet after jet of hot cum deep inside her. And I saw Sherri jerk with each one until, on the third one, she went over the edge, her orgasm exploding. Her eyes closed and her whole body went tense, arching off the bed until all her weight was on her ass and shoulders, her knuckles white as they gripped the covers. Her heels were digging so hard into Kyle’s ass they must have been painful, pulling him in as deep as possible.


  She’d wanted it. She’d wanted him to come inside her and she wanted his baby. My mind was in tatters. What the hell is going on?!


  Kyle finally finished and slowly withdrew. He pulled his shorts and pants up and buckled his belt. I stood there speechless as my wife’s orgasm died away. Only when her eyes opened and she raised herself up on her elbows again to look at me did I find my voice.


  “I…I don’t understand,” I said. “Your—Your pills! He—”


  “I’m not on the pill anymore,” said Sherri, cutting me off. “I stopped yesterday and threw them away. Did you know what those chemicals were doing to me, Tom? They’re completely unnatural.” She slowly sat up and swung her legs down off the bed so that she was sitting on the edge. “Alexa showed me all sorts of things on the internet about them.” She smiled at the other woman as if she was an old friend, and my stomach twisted. Alexa was pure evil. God, if she’d been guiding…brainwashing my wife….


  Sherri got up, moving slowly, as if she ached a little between her legs. Naked except for stockings and heels, she walked over to me. “My clock is ticking, Tom,” she said, smoothing her hand over her stomach. “I’m twenty-nine. It’s high time I started a family. And you were going to be locked away for twenty years—”


  “But I’m here now!” I said, aghast. “And I’m your husband!”


  She looked down at me sadly. “But you’re not the man I married, Tom. Are you? You get harder watching me with other men than when you take me yourself.”


  I started to protest, but Alexa was suddenly behind me, her hands on my shoulders. “Kneel down, Tom,” she said, a warning tone in her voice.


  I shook my head, but she dug the tip of her shoe into the back of my knee, making me cry out in pain and slump down to my knees. I landed hard, my cock still throbbing and rock hard between my legs.


  “Look at him,” said Alexa from over my shoulder. “And look at that little thing. Pathetic. How do you think you’re ever going to satisfy your wife with that, after she’s had Kyle?”


  I opened and closed my mouth a few times. This was all wrong! They were ganging up on me!


  Sherri stepped closer. Her tone wasn’t as cruel as Alexa’s. She sounded more…disappointed. “I’m sorry it’s worked out this way, Tom. I do love you, but…with you like this…well, I have needs too. And I know you get off on it. I know you like to watch me with him.” She nudged the pointed toe of her shoe against the outline of my cock, drawing it along the shaft. “Don’t you?”


  I couldn’t deny it…but she didn’t know the whole story. “Yes,” I said. “But—”


  “I’m going to keep on having sex with Kyle,” said Sherri. “And if he gets me pregnant…well, then it happens. It’s the most beautiful, natural thing in the world, and I’m not going to fight it anymore.”


  Alexa made a satisfied noise in her throat. I’d been right--all this was coming from her. But why? Why would she want Sherri pregnant with Kyle’s child? Wasn’t Kyle her boyfriend?


  And then it hit me: she was jealous. She’d returned home to find that Sherri had stolen her position. She wanted to get my wife knocked up so that she could reclaim her rightful place. She’d be Kyle’s girlfriend again and Sherri would be…what? Their brood mare?


  “There is one thing you can do, though, if you want to lessen the chances of it happening,” said Sherri.


  I nodded frantically. “Anything!”


  Sherri stepped closer, her naked, shaven pussy just inches from my face. “Eat me,” she said.


  For the first time, I registered the thin line of white cum that was oozing from between her lower lips. “You don’t mean—”


  Sherri smiled. “Yes I do,” she said. “Eat it out of me, if you don’t want it to knock me up.” She stepped closer, so close that I could smell the delicious, sweet musk of her arousal…and another scent. The sharp, salty aroma of a man’s cum.


  I felt sick. God, I can’t! Not in my mouth! That would be almost like giving Kyle a blow job. I glanced across at him. He was standing there with arms folded, enjoying my predicament. I looked back at Sherri’s pussy. It was perfectly framed by her pale thighs, her black stockings only adding to the effect. The sight of it, of her lips all puffy from the hard sex, even the creamy white cum visible where they joined, turned me on. But the thought of eating it…of eating him….


  “Come on, Tom,” Sherri said, and I could hear the lust in her voice. “Alexa’s right. Now I’m...with Kyle, I’m not going to be fucking you any more. I think you know that, don’t you? But going down on me...that’s something you can still do for me. You were always so good at it. You might even make me come while you do it.”


  She was right--I had known that Kyle had taken--stolen--my position as her partner, but hearing it in such stark terms made my guts twist. But she was giving me a chance to prove myself, to show that I could still give her pleasure, too. I needed to stay part of this relationship, however twisted it was. If I rejected even this small opportunity to pleasure her, she might ban me from their bedroom completely. Watching her having sex with Kyle was terrible...but not being able to see it would be even worse.


  I wanted to do it. Needed to do it. I just had to accept Kyle’s cum as part of the deal. Sherri knew I didn’t want that part, right? She’d understand.


  I slowly leaned forward and licked between Sherri’s pussy lips. It was the closest I’d been to my wife in days. I could feel my cock hardening even more…but then I tasted it. The thick, salty texture of it on my tongue, slimy and still hot from his body. Another man’s cum. I licked again, my tongue roving deeper, tasting more cum, and Sherri groaned.


  I was completely conflicted. I was finally, after all that time separated from her, giving my wife pleasure. And yet the more I licked her, the more cum I’d taste.


  “Yes,” whispered Sherri. I looked up and her eyes were closed. “Yes, like that….”


  I closed my own eyes and licked again, the point of my tongue pushing fully inside her, and I felt her open up. And to my horror, I could feel much more cum inside. She was full of it, her tightness preventing it from running out of her until I’d parted her lips. Now it started to ooze out onto my questing tongue, coating it thickly.


  Sherri moved forward, pressing herself hard against me. Her hands came around to grasp the back of my head. Her breathing was ragged, now. “Yes,” she said again, and her fingers twisted into my hair. God, she was loving it! I couldn’t stop now!


  My face was mashed to her groin, my lips tight around her pussy. I tried to breathe through my nose, but it was pressed against her clit, the little nub slippery with her juices. I could feel my cock getting harder and harder--it felt so good to touch her again like this, after all those days watching her on DVDs. I felt as if I was claiming my territory again, re-establishing myself as her lover...maybe, I told myself, if I did a good enough job, she’d see sense and forget Kyle. I plunged my tongue deeper, my face twisting in disgust as I felt another thick gob of cum slide into my mouth, and then another. God, my mouth was filling up! I needed to spit!


  But Sherri’s hands were tight in my hair. She wasn’t holding me against her--I could easily have pulled away. But it was obvious that she was building towards her peak and, if I stopped to spit, I’d deny her her orgasm. I’d just have to hold it in my mouth.


  “He’s so eager,” said Alexa from behind me, laughter in her voice. “He must really like the taste of cum.”


  What?! No! I--


  “Push it out.” Kyle’s voice.


  What?!


  I heard Sherri groan in lust at the idea, and then the walls of her pussy were contracting around my tongue. And suddenly a hot rush of Kyle’s cum was sliding down over my tongue, straight into my mouth. My mouth brimmed, and I couldn’t keep licking. I had to—


  “Swallow it,” said Alexa, behind me. “Swallow it down, like a good little cucky.”


  Sherri was gasping and panting, right on the edge of a climax. I couldn’t stop now!


  At least…I told myself that was the reason. But the idea of it, the humiliating notion of swallowing the seed of my wife’s lover…it had me harder than I’d been all night.


  I swallowed, feeling the hot fluid slide down my throat. I writhed, the movement hard enough that Sherri must have felt it. My face burned with humiliation at what I was doing and yet, weirdly, the humiliation itself seemed to make me even hotter, my cock rising and stiffening even more. And when I licked again, I heard Sherri give out a sharp, rising cry that caught at the end. God, she was coming! I had to keep going!


  I licked hard and fast. As she came, her pussy contracted again and again, forcing all of the cum out of her. I kept my mouth open and tasted the salty, thick goo as I swallowed a second time and then a third, and then Sherri shuddered against me and it was over.


  She stepped back. I fell back onto my hands, my face glazed with her juices and traces of Kyle’s cum around my lips. Proud of my bravery, I waited for her to thank me for her orgasm.


  But my wife just stood there staring down at me. “God,” she said, panting. “Look at you, Tom. Another man’s cum in your mouth.” She shook her head slowly.


  I balked. What?! I flushed red. I hadn’t wanted that part of it! I’d only put up with it to--


  “Don’t deny it,” said Alexa. “We can all see how hard your cock got while you were doing it.”


  I flushed. It was true, my cock was rock hard, but that was from going down on my wife, not from tasting the cum. Wasn’t it?!


  “And I could feel you getting off on it,” said Sherri. “When I pushed it out of me, into your mouth, you went crazy.”


  My jaw dropped. She thought I’d been writhing in pleasure! But I’d been squirming in disgust…or had I?


  I looked around at the three faces staring down at me. They all seemed so certain of what I was that, for the first time, I started to doubt a little. Was it possible that I’d been deluding myself? That I really was some sort of sissy cuckold?


  No! Of course not! I shook my head.


  But their expressions told me they didn’t believe me. And with a slow, creeping sense of unease, I realized I wasn’t sure I believed myself.


   


  ***


   


  Hours later, I lay in bed, unable to sleep. My “room” was the walk-in closet in Kyle’s bedroom. It was just big enough to hold a tiny single bed. The doors had been firmly closed once I was in there, so that I could hear but not see what went on in the main room. Thankfully, they’d only climbed into bed, kissed a little and then gone to sleep. I don’t think I’d have been able to take listening to them have sex.


  I could still taste Kyle’s cum on my tongue. I’d been hard as a rock throughout it, but only because I’d been going down on Sherri...right?


  I rolled over. I was having to lie with my knees drawn up, the bed was so small. The closet could easily have accommodated a longer one, but then that was the point. They were putting me in my place.


  Could I really live like this—with this cruelty from Kyle and Alexa and even my own wife? And what of the plan to get her pregnant? Could I really live with that? Even if I kept eating her out after each sex session, she was bound to conceive sooner or later. Could I really stand in a delivery room, watching her give birth to Kyle’s baby? Hell, would she even want me there?


  I rolled over again. There was no way I could stay there. Could I flee back to the US? San Relando wasn’t much liked by the US authorities because of its reputation for corruption and crime, so I was pretty sure there was no extradition treaty. Once in the US, I’d be safe. But I’d need money and my passport…and what about Sherri? Could I persuade her to come with me? I could already see how they were turning her against me, transforming her into their plaything. Who knew where it would end if I didn’t get her out soon?


  My resolve hardened. I had to act, and act fast.


  Chapter 3


   


  The next morning was a Saturday. Kyle said he had work to do at the office, but that he didn’t need Sherri, so both women stayed home with me. I showered and shaved, but I still didn’t have any clothes to put on. This is getting ridiculous, I thought. Is their plan to keep me in my underwear the whole time, so I can’t escape? A couple of times, I thought about making a break for it. The front door wasn’t locked and we weren’t all that far from the city airport--I could even walk it, if I really had to--but I couldn’t just leave Sherri there. Persuading her to come with me, though, would mean telling her the truth, and that opened up a thousand questions of its own. What if she didn’t believe me? I had no evidence that it had been Kyle who had laundered the money and not me, and I had signed a confession.


  Unless I could convince her beyond doubt, I knew she’d confront Kyle about it to get his side of the story. And when Kyle found out I’d told her, I’d be sent straight back to jail. Even if Sherri did wind up believing me and dumped Kyle, I’d still be trapped in prison...possibly forever. The other possibility was even worse: if she did believe me but I managed to persuade her not to tell Kyle she knew, she’d have to live a lie until we could escape together. Right now, she thought Kyle was a great guy; if I told her, she’d realize he was a rat, but she’d still have to give her body to him each night or he’d know something was up. I imagined her lying there, a fake smile painted on her lips, as Kyle plunged his cock into her, and shuddered. I couldn’t put her through that. I had to be absolutely sure I could get both of us out of the country within hours: then I could confront her with the truth.


  That meant finding our passports and enough cash to get us home. I thought about asking Sherri where they were, but Alexa always seemed to be by her side, listening to every word. So, drawer by drawer, I began to search the house myself.


   


  ***


   


  “What are you doing?” Alexa’s voice made me jump. I was in Kyle’s bedroom—Kyle and Sherri’s bedroom, I corrected myself mentally, wincing—rooting through a drawer. I slammed it shut.


  “Nothing!” I turned to face her. “I was just…looking for something to wear,” I said lamely.


  Alexa raised an eyebrow, casting her eyes down my skinny form. “I don’t think anything of Kyle’s would fit you,” she said. “Now come with me.” She turned to go, expecting me to follow like a trained dog.


  I stood my ground.


  She stopped after a few steps and turned back. “I said, ‘follow me.’” She frowned. “Or should I tell Kyle you’ve been disobedient, and have him send you straight back to jail?”


  I blanched. And slowly followed.


  She was wearing a short skirt in bubblegum pink that hugged her hips, and a white tank top that clung to her breasts. With her tanned skin, the combination looked amazing. As she walked down the corridor ahead of me, I couldn’t drag my eyes away from her legs. The towering white heels she wore made them seem even longer and made her ass sway alluringly from side to side as she walked. I could feel my cock twitch and tighten. Don’t! Not with Alexa! Don’t even think that way! The woman was pure evil...but damn, she was sexy as hell.


  She looked over her shoulder and I flicked my gaze back up to meet her eyes…but it was too late. She’d caught me looking. She didn’t seem angry, though. In fact, she gave a tiny smile.


  She led me into what I assumed was her bedroom. She must have been relegated there when Kyle moved Sherri into his bedroom. No wonder Alexa was so mad at my wife, even if she hid her poison beneath sweetness.


  Alexa opened a closet full of dresses and started to go through the hangers, her back to me. The rail was set high, to give the long gowns room to hang, so she had to stretch up on tiptoe to reach. The sight of her perfectly-toned ass pushing out the thin material of her skirt made me swallow. I could feel myself getting hard—very hard. And what was worse was that I was still in my jockey shorts. She was going to be able to see, when she turned around.


  I stared out of the window and tried to think about something else, but Alexa’s singsong voice kept drawing me back. “I know you think I’m evil,” she said, a trace of bitterness in her voice. “But I’m really not, Tom. You don’t know all the facts about Kyle and me.”


  I don’t need to, I thought. There was nothing she could possibly say that would make me warm to her. Not after the way she’d corrupted my wife. I still remembered her words from the DVD, during the threesome: Do it, knock the bitch up. She can be our breeding cow. I could feel the anger building inside me, but I bit back a comment and let my silence do the talking.


  “You don’t understand why I want Sherri to get pregnant,” said Alexa sadly, without turning around.


  “You’re jealous,” I blurted, my voice sour.


  Alexa shook her head, still turned away from me.


  “You think that once she’s pregnant, Kyle will ignore her and turn back to you,” I said.


  She shook her head again, more violently, this time.


  “All you care about is getting back to the way things were—crawling back into Kyle’s bed,” I said, my anger overcoming my fear of punishment. “You don’t care if you have to get my wife pregnant to do it.”


  Alexa suddenly whirled to look at me and I was stunned to see there were tears in her eyes. She’d pulled a dress out of the closet and now she thrust it at me. “You don’t know anything! There! Take a look at it!”


  I looked down at it. A figure-hugging blue dress, but…there was something odd about the front. It seemed to have a little more give, there….


  Oh.


  “A maternity dress,” Alexa said bitterly. “What do you think it’s doing in my closet?”


  I was suddenly lost for words.


  “Why do you think I went away in the first place?” She sniffed. Tears were trickling down her cheeks, now. “I was pregnant, you bastard. With Kyle’s baby. And I lost it. And I can’t have another child!” She was full-on crying, now, covering her face with her hands. “I went away because I couldn’t handle it and—I was on pills for depression, for God’s sake, and I had to go back to the US for a while. And then when I finally came back here, I found“—she sniffed and gulped for air—“I found your bitch wife in Kyle’s bed. That’s why he wants her! She’s going to give him the child I can’t!”


  I stood there gaping. I’d completely misunderstood and misjudged the woman. She was as much a prisoner as me, trapped there by her love for Kyle.


  “I’m sorry,” I was flushing red. “I had no idea!”


  Alexa sniffed and blubbed, her face still in her hands. She managed a nod. She lifted her head at last, eyes red, and said, “I just want my man back. Once he’s got her pregnant, he’ll lose interest. He’ll want me again, once she’s all big and swollen. It’s just a male thing he has to do—spread his seed and sire the next generation and all that bullshit. He’s not going to want to be a father to the kid. He’ll let you both go back to the US--the baby, too. And then he and I can be together again.”


  It sounded crazy…but what reason did she have to lie? And she knew Kyle a hell of a lot better than I did. He did seem like just the sort of guy who’d get all excited about getting a woman pregnant, but not hang around to face the consequences.


  Alexa sniffed again. “I swear, Tom. This is your way out.”


  The words echoed around my head. A way out? What if she was right? If it made Kyle lose interest in my wife, even want to get rid of her…and that in turn would anger Sherri and put her back on my side. And I’d have Alexa in my corner too, helping things along. But…I’d have to take a pregnant Sherri back to America. Watch her give birth to another man’s child and raise it as my own.


  It was unthinkable, but so was my current situation. I slowly nodded. And suddenly Alexa was hurling herself at me, wrapping her arms around me. “Thank you,” she gasped in my ear, her cheek wet against mine. I nodded again, unsure what to do. My arms were stiff…but then they settled on her back and gently patted her there.


  I became aware that her breasts were pushed against my chest and her soft thighs were around mine. I had a raging hard-on and it was pressed up against her groin.


  Alexa stepped back, wiping the tears from her cheeks. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I just get so emotional when I…remember.”


  I nodded quickly. “What can I do to help?”


  Alexa shook her head. “I was going to ask you to—but no. It was a stupid idea.”


  I shook my own head. “No. I feel bad. I’m sorry. What can I do?”


  She looked at me, eyes huge and shining, her lower lip still trembling. “I...I was talking to Sherri this morning, and she’s not sure about getting pregnant. She’s getting cold feet.” Alexa swallowed. “Could you...talk to her?”


  I stared at her as it sank in. “You want me to convince my wife to have Kyle’s child?”


  Alexa immediately hung her head. “I know! I know, I’m sorry. I know it’s hard. But this is your best chance of a way out.”


  It was unthinkable. And yet I knew she was right. If Sherri had Kyle’s baby and that led to them breaking up, I could maybe get some semblance of my life back. If she talked him out of the baby thing and became his permanent girlfriend--hell, maybe even wife--then this would never end.


  Without words, I went to find Sherri.


   


  ***


   


  I found her downstairs, looking out over the gardens. Her gaze was locked on the hot tub, where all this had started.


  “We need to talk,” I said quietly.


  She shook her head, not looking at me.


  “We do,” I insisted. Should I just tell her the truth? It was so tempting...but I knew that, if I did, I’d either be straight back in jail or dooming her to sleeping with a man she hated until we could both escape. “We need to talk about you getting pregnant.”


  She finally turned to look at me. “I’ve been having second…” she started, and then lapsed into silence. “I’m not sure, anymore,” she said. “I...I want Kyle--”


  I couldn’t hide my reaction. It was as if a knife had been shoved between my ribs. She saw me wince and looked aghast, her eyes wide, but I nodded for her to continue. “I want to know,” I said. “I want to know how you feel about him.”


  She looked at the ground. “When I’m with him, I get...carried away. It just feels right.” She flushed. “It’s like a switch is thrown in my brain, when he’s close to me. There’s just something about him, something that makes me so turned on I can barely breathe. When he’s there, I want to do whatever it takes to please him. He’s just...he’s very different to you.” She sighed. “I can’t explain it...but you understand, right? Kyle said you would.”


  I sort of did. Kyle had something...I’d known that ever since I first met him, at that restaurant in the US, when he’d offered me a job. He was a--what did they call it?--an alpha male. I’d known guys like him in high school and college, always with a crowd of girls around them.


  I nodded.


  “And Kyle said that’s why this whole thing works--you and me and him. I want Kyle and he wants me, but it only works because...you want him to have me...right? Get me pregnant, even?”


  I stood there trying to hide my anger. The hardest part was, I did want it. The mental image of his cock plunging into her made me instantly hard, but why did it have to be him, my enemy, doing it to her? And even the idea of her getting pregnant by another man, reducing me to just a bystander...that did something strange to me, deep inside. It was a turn on...but I didn’t want that bastard to be the one to impregnate her.


  And yet, if I wanted us both to be free, that was exactly what I had to convince her of.


  I’d been silent too long. Sherri took a step towards me and put her hand on my cheek. It was the closest thing to tenderness she’d shown me since I’d been released from jail. “Tom,” she said, and it felt good to hear her say my name. “Kyle’s explained a lot to me about cuckolds and what they want. But...it is true, isn’t it?” She sighed. “I feel like I need to hear it from you, to make sense of it all. I feel so guilty about what I’ve already done. I--I think I love Kyle and I know he loves me.”


  A fist clenched tight around my heart. I hadn’t been expecting that. God, she’d really fallen for him...and she was convinced he’d fallen for her. I couldn’t believe that was true...Kyle didn’t seem capable of love.


  “But this is wrong!” Sherri continued. “You’re my husband, and I think I can forgive you for what you did, and for lying to me. I asked Kyle to get you out of jail so we could be together. He says you really want this...weird relationship, where I have sex with him and you...watch. And last night, you told me the same.” She took a deep breath. “But he was there, then. I want to hear it from you, on your own. Talk to me, Tom. Are you really like he says?”


  She was finally wanting to hear my side of it. I should have been elated but, instead, it felt as if I’d been punched in the guts. My one opportunity to tell her the truth, the one time she was open to believing me...and I was about to throw it all away. Because if I told her the truth, she’d scream at Kyle for deceiving her, and his revenge would be to send me straight back to jail. And God knows what he’d do to Sherri, if she angered him.


  “I...I guess I am like that,” I said. “I do get turned on, thinking about you with other men.” That, at least, was true.


  “You like to see me with Kyle?” she asked. She bit her lip. “Sometimes, you almost look angry.”


  Yes! Yes, of course I’m angry! He put me in jail! He ruined my life!


  I had no choice. Not if I wanted to get us both out and back to America.


  I counted to three.


  “I like Kyle,” I told her. “He’s a good guy. When he’s cruel to me, that’s all--” I squirmed so hard in disgust on the inside that I genuinely thought I was going to throw up, “It’s all part of the fantasy.”


  Sherri slowly shook her head. “You like it because he’s strong? Stronger than you?”


  I was dying inside. “Yeah. Stronger than me.” I was trying desperately to think of what a real cuckold would say, and the words flowed easily. More easily than I was comfortable with. “It feels kind of like...he should just push me aside and take you. Like I don’t deserve you.”


  I’m just making it up, I told myself. It’s just to convince her. So why did it feel so right?


  Sherri slowly nodded, and I could see the disappointment in her eyes. “This is a lot to take in,” she said. “Jesus, Tom. This isn’t what…” she sighed. She didn’t have to complete the sentence. This isn’t what I signed up for. This isn’t what I married you for.


  “I know,” I said. “I’m sorry. It’s just...the way I am.” But it isn’t! It isn’t, really! I swear!


  She took a deep breath and her beautiful eyes changed again. I saw a hardness in them--resentment and anger. “Okay,” she said quietly. “If that’s really what you want. I’ll keep...seeing Kyle. And I’ll try my best to give you what you want.”


  What I want? What does that mean? “And what about getting pregnant?”


  She shook her head as if to clear it. “I don’t know. I...I want it. Alexa explained to me about how much it means to Kyle, and I’m not getting any younger...but it’s not just that.” She took a deep breath. “When Kyle”--she flushed--”when he’s inside me, God, I want it. I want to feel him come, I want to get pregnant. It’s like some filthy, forbidden thing, you know? Actually getting pregnant. Especially because it’s not you, it’s not my husband. So yes, I want it. But it’s a huge step. Are you sure you’re okay with it? No, wait--not just okay with it. I need to know that you want it.”


  I opened my mouth, but I couldn’t speak. It was too much. I couldn’t lie about this. I couldn’t ask her to let my worst enemy get her pregnant. I turned from her, shoulders hunched, and took a step away. I was seconds from telling her everything.


  “I knew it,” she said behind me. “I knew it. I knew you couldn’t really be like that. I would have known.” Her voice rose with excitement. “All those years we were married, I would have known. Come on, Tom, tell me the truth! What’s really going on?”


  I opened my mouth to tell her. And then I shut it again.


  I couldn’t guarantee that we’d be able to escape, not right now. There was just too much risk in getting to the airport and getting on a plane to the US. If even a single police officer saw me, or if there was a block on my passport that alerted the authorities when I checked in, I’d be straight back to jail. And then what? Sherri would be penniless and alone--Kyle had claimed all our assets when I’d been convicted. She didn’t even have anywhere to live. Would Kyle let her flee back to the US, leaving me to rot in jail forever? Or would he take revenge on her, as well, for attempting to defy him? With his money and influence, he could easily have her stopped at the airport and drugs planted in her luggage. I thought of the American woman I’d seen at the airport when we’d first arrived in the country, being taken into a side room by customs officers. Jesus, who knows what they’d do to her? And if she was sent to prison, she’d be--My eyes screwed closed as I thought of her strip-searched, examined...maybe worse. Just like me, she could even wind up being sold to some rich San Relandan man to be “rehabilitated” in his home, little more than a sex slave.


  No. I couldn’t risk it. Not until I could guarantee we could both get out of the country safely. To protect her, I had to do the unthinkable.


  “Okay,” I said. “Here’s the truth.”


  I took a deep breath.


  “Kyle’s right,” I said. “I’m a cuckold.” I locked eyes with her. “I do want to see him fuck you. I do want to see you have his baby. I’ve always been like this. I kept it from you because I was ashamed.”


  Sherri’s eyes were welling with tears. “You should be,” she said tightly.


  “You deserve better than me,” I said. “You deserve a real man.”


  Sherri nodded once and viciously swiped at her tears with the back of her hand. She nodded again, turned on her heel and stalked out of the room.


   


  ***


   


  I trudged up the stairs, aghast at what I’d done. Back in Alexa’s bedroom, I told her what had happened. She hugged me, and again I felt my cock stiffen as her body pressed against mine. “You did the right thing,” she reassured me. “When you’re both back in the US, you can tell her everything.”


  How long will that be? I wondered. Nine months? More? Or would Kyle lose interest and free us both once Sherri started to show, or even as soon as the blue line appeared on the pregnancy test?


  “There’s one other thing you can help me with,” she said. “It might help to speed things along a little.”


  I nodded. Anything to get this nightmare over with.


  She pulled another dress from the closet—not maternity wear, this time, but a beautiful silver sequined dress that shimmered in the light. “I was going to give this to Sherri,” she said. “It was always nice on me, but she’s got bigger boobs—I think she’d fill it out better.” She sniffed, and I realized she was on the edge of crying again. “Kyle always said my breasts were too small.”


  Hot rage welled up inside me. That bastard. I couldn’t believe I was actually siding with Alexa, but Kyle could make anyone switch sides. “That’s ridiculous,” I said. “Your breasts are—” I cut myself off. I’d almost said perfect, but I didn’t want to seem as if I was flirting with her. “…very nice,” I finished.


  “Y—You think so?” said Alexa.


  I nodded firmly.


  “Th—Thank you!” She swallowed her tears back and looked at the dress. “I used to wear it a lot around the time we were trying to conceive. I just think that if he sees her in this, it’ll really make him want her—even more than he does now. It might hurry things along.” She sniffed. “I want you both out of here as soon as possible.”


  The idea of encouraging more sex between Kyle and my wife made me sick…but Alexa had a point. If he got Sherri pregnant quickly, before he grew really attached to her, it would be easier for him to throw her away.


  “Anyway,” Alexa wiped her eyes with the back of her hand. “It looks okay on me, because I’m tanned. I don’t know if it’ll work on her, being so pale. You two have the same coloring. Could you put it on?”


  I blinked. “Put it on? But I’m not—”


  “I don’t care about how it fits, silly! I just care about your skin tone. God, you men don’t know anything about fashion. I just want to know what your arms and legs look like next to the sequins.”


  I looked nervously at the door. “But—”


  “Nobody’s looking. God, don’t be so uptight. It’s only a dress!”


  I felt sort of stupid when she said that. I took the dress off the hanger and wriggled into it, dragging it up my hips. Fortunately, my skinny body wasn’t much wider than Sherri’s. The top of the dress gaped ridiculously, though, with nothing to fill it out.


  Alexa stepped back and looked, narrowing her eyes. “I don’t know,” she said. “It kind of works, but Alexa has all that black hair…wait a second.” She opened another closet, revealing a series of mannequin heads with wigs on them. Catching my amazed expression, she bit her lip again, looking guilty. “Kyle likes me to dress up, sometimes,” she said. “Pretend to be some woman he’s flirted with somewhere.”


  I shook my head softly. I already hated Kyle for how he’d treated me and how he spoke about Sherri behind her back, but now I was getting a preview of how he’d treat her if the two of them stayed together. I have to get her away from him! I almost felt bad that Alexa would be back with him—I couldn’t believe I was even thinking it, but…she deserves better.


  Alexa pulled out a long, black wig. It wasn’t exactly like Sherri’s hair, but it was the right color. She settled it on my head and then stood back, folding her arms.


  I felt ridiculous, but I held my arms out in a how do I look? pose.


  “Not bad,” Alexa said. “Yeah, I think that’ll work. Wait one second. I have shoes that’ll go with it, but they’re downstairs.”


  “Shoes?!” I wasn’t sure I was ready to put on a pair of heels as well. This was getting too weird already. “Wait—” But she was already gone. I sighed and looked around the room, feeling slightly ridiculous. I closed the closet door she’d left open and suddenly I was staring at myself in the full-length door mirror. Eesh! With my bare, hairy legs and thick eyebrows, I looked like the world’s worst transvestite. Okay, maybe not the worst, because my build is very slender--I looked much more like a woman than, say, Kyle would have done. But I still looked stupid. Worse, my cock was still hard from all that pressing up against Alexa, tenting out the dress at my groin.


  To my relief, I heard Alexa’s footsteps just moments later. But there was something wrong about them. It almost sounded like two sets of feet coming up the stairs.


  The door swung open just as I turned to face it. Alexa was there, but she looked absolutely horrified. “TOM!” she screamed at the top of her voice. “What the hell are you doing?!”


  My jaw dropped open. “What? But you—“


  My wife looked around the door and let out a shocked gasp. “Oh my God. Tom, you sick, pathetic….” She trailed off, shaking her head in humiliation.


  My eyes bulged. “No! No, it’s not what it looks like!” I pointed at Alexa. “She asked me to put it on!”


  Alexa shook her head. “I have no idea what he’s talking about.”


  There was no trace of the tears I’d seen. There was no trace of the distraught, injured woman I’d glimpsed. I suddenly knew that, if I examined that maternity dress closely, I’d find it had been bought just days ago.


  “I’m not like this!” I shouted. I caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror, seeing the bulge of my cock under the dress. Oh God! I’m even hard! She’s going to think— “Sherri, I swear—”


  Sherri turned on her heel and stalked away, with Alexa hurrying close behind. By the time I reached the door and looked down the corridor, Alexa had already slipped a comforting arm around my wife’s shoulders and was speaking softly to her. Then she looked over her shoulder and gave me a vicious, mocking smirk.


  I stood there staring after them in horror. I’d been played. The whole thing had been a set up.


  I angrily pulled off the dress and hurled it to the floor, but the damage was done. Now Sherri had seen me dressing up as a woman twice, once at the prison and once here, and it’d be next to impossible to convince her I wasn’t into that.


  My legs actually swayed as the full magnitude of my mistake sunk in. If Alexa’s story about her losing the baby was fake...so was the whole scheme she’d talked me into! She wanted to get Sherri pregnant, but not to get rid of her. She was still on Kyle’s side, and she’d just used me to cure Sherri of her cold feet. Shit! I’d been so stupid!


  I wouldn’t be able to tell Sherri the truth until I knew I could get us both safely out of San Relando. I couldn’t do that without our passports, and I couldn’t ask Sherri about them, now Alexa was glued to her again. I’d have to bide my time and hope things didn’t get any worse.


  Chapter 4


   


  I returned to searching the house for our passports and cash, but found nothing. I knew now why I’d been left free to roam the mansion—Kyle obviously kept everything locked away in a safe somewhere. I thought about stealing some of his clothes and making a run for it, but without being able to get out of the country, what would be the point? The authorities were in Kyle’s pocket, and it wouldn’t be long before the police caught me and put me right back in jail…leaving Sherri defenseless in his clutches.


  I still couldn’t believe how Alexa had fooled me. She’d actually been crying. How had she done that?


  It was lunchtime before I saw them again. I was still searching the house—after trying all the other bedrooms, I’d returned to Kyle’s room to give it a second going over. This time, though, I stayed alert for the sound of footsteps. I had the drawer closed and was standing casually by the bed by the time they came in. Alexa walked in first, smiling smugly, still in her tank top and pink skirt, and carrying a bundle of towels. Sherri, behind her, looked beautiful in a green summer dress…but there was a grim expression on her face, and she had a duffel bag over her shoulder.


  “We’ve come to a decision,” said Sherri tightly. “We’re going to give you what you want.”


  I frowned and glanced at Alexa, who’d started to spread the towels out on the bed. “What I want? And what is she—”


  “Alexa and I have been talking,” Sherri told me, cutting in. “After what we saw, and what you told me…well. It’s clear I’m not going to get back the man I married—”


  My brain was trying to catch up. But I am the man you married, I wanted to say. I’m only pretending to be like this! Then I caught myself. Aren’t I? I hesitated for a second, and it was fatal.


  “That man is gone and I have Kyle now,” said Sherri. “But you’re still my husband. Even if I don’t totally understand these…desires of yours, I still owe it to you to make sure you’re happy. You can’t keep leading this double life.”


  “Double life?” I croaked. Oh God...she means dressing up as a woman! “Sherri, I swear to you—“


  I’d taken my eyes off Alexa, which was a mistake. She suddenly grabbed my arms and jerked me backwards, pulling me off balance. Then Sherri grabbed my ankles. I didn’t try to fight at first. I was more bemused than anything--what the hell were they trying to do?


  Then I felt something close around my wrist. I looked stupidly at the padded, shining steel manacle and the chain leading from it. The chain led to the top corner of the bed on that side and over the edge, and as Alexa hauled my arm out taut, I heard the clicking of a ratchet. When she released my arm, I couldn’t pull it back.


  This had suddenly gotten serious.


  “Wait,” I said. “Stop!” But she already had hold of my other arm and was pulling it out to a matching manacle on the other side. She was fit, and almost the same size as me, and kneeling over me she had a lot more leverage than I did flat on my back. She pulled the arm taut with no problem at all, and then I was in a “Y” shape. While I was busy trying to fight Alexa, I felt another set of hands—Sherri’s—pulling my ankles out to the bottom corners of the bed and manacles closing around them, too.


  I had no idea what was going on. It figured that Kyle would have bondage gear built into his beast of a bed, but why the hell were they using it on me? In one sense, I wasn’t too worried. I didn’t trust Alexa, but Sherri was with her, and Sherri wouldn’t hurt me.


  As I struggled and panted, Sherri stretched my legs out so that I was in an “X”. And thanks to the ratchets, once the chains were taut, I couldn’t pull my limbs back again.


  Alexa suddenly straddled my head, one gorgeous, tanned thigh either side. “Open up,” she said in a sing-song voice.


  Stupidly, I opened my mouth to protest. She shoved something hard into it, and then hauled my head painfully up so that she could buckle it behind. I explored the shape with my tongue. Not a ball, this time. My mouth was held open by what felt like a hard rubber ring, leaving me unable to form words and with my jaw gaping wide. I could stick my tongue out through the center and breathe just fine, but when I tried to protest it was mumbled nonsense. Alexa grinned and mimicked my pathetic cries.


  Alexa climbed off me and fetched a pair of scissors from the bag Sherri had brought. Then she climbed onto the bed between my legs and aimed the shining blades at my groin.


  Oh God! God, no! Not that! I suddenly knew why they’d covered the bed in towels.


  Alexa started by snipping away the waistband of my jockey shorts and tugging the fabric off me, leaving me nude. My cock lay soft and shrunken between my legs. Alexa drew the cold metal of the blades over it, making me tense in panic and plead through the gag. “What do you think?” she asked Sherri casually. “It’s so small, he’s probably better off without it.”


  Sherri stepped closer to the bed. “We don’t need to go that far,” she said to my relief. Then she locked eyes with me and her voice was cold and frustrated. “Don’t worry, Tom. We’re going to give you exactly what you want. Everything you’ve ever dreamed of.”


  She stormed out of the room. Alexa chuckled, made snip-snip motions with the scissors, then bounced off the bed and put them away. I breathed a little easier, but I still didn’t know what was going on. What the hell was Sherri talking about? Everything I’d ever dreamed of?!


  “Poor Tom,” Alexa whispered in my ear. “Riding to the rescue of the mistreated girlfriend.” She put the back of her hand to her forehead. “Oh, no! I lost the baby and now my boyfriend doesn’t like me and—it’s just--so—“ Her eyes welled up with tears. And then, just as quickly, she blinked them away and gave me a cruel grin. “Three years of theater school, you moron.” She stroked her luscious, toned tummy. “As if this body has ever been pregnant! Swelling up with a baby? I’ll leave that to your wife, thank you. Only Kyle won’t get rid of her…oh, no. He’ll keep her around for years, Tom, squeezing out child after child, just to amuse him. And meanwhile, I’ll stay toned and perfect and right where I should be: in his bed.”


  I thought I was going to throw up. At that moment, Sherri returned carrying a bowl. I could see steam rising from it. What the hell? Were they bringing me food?


  Sherri set the bowl down and I saw it was full of water. In the center, kept hot by the steaming water, was a pot of what looked like honey. Sherri was stirring it with a wooden stick. I tried to ask what’s going on? but only managed a garbled groan. I didn’t understand—were they going to smear me with honey and lick it off? Did Sherri think I wanted Alexa, and she was going to share me with her? I imagined the two of them licking honey from my cock, and it was a heady thought…but they wouldn’t have to tie me down to do that to me. And Alexa wouldn’t be anywhere near this enthusiastic.


  Sherri brought the pot to the bed, still stirring. Her eyes were blazing into mine—she was furious! And then she took the wooden stick and smeared a small amount of the golden goo onto my thigh.


  I sucked in air through the hole in the gag. The stuff was hot! So hot it almost scalded me. Sherri smoothed the sticky stuff around, plastering it over my dark leg hairs.


  Then Alexa slapped something down on top of it. It looked like shiny paper.


  Hot, waxy stuff spread on my legs? Paper stuck to it? That was almost like….


  “That’s right, Tom,” said Sherri. “We’re going to give you what you want. We’re going to turn you into a woman.”


  My eyes went wide. WHAT?! But that wasn’t what I wanted! I shook my head frantically.


  “Oh, relax,” said Sherri. “Alexa and Kyle have opened my eyes. I see now how you’ve been in denial for years. Spying on me at home, instead of making love to me. Dressing up in prison, probably being someone’s”—her voice caught and broke—“someone’s prison wife. And then dressing up in poor Alexa’s clothes and wig.”


  Oh God. Now I understood why she was so mad. Alexa had been riling her up downstairs, telling her I’d probably been cross-dressing for years.


  Already, I could feel the wax cooling and hardening, the wax shrinking and pulling at my skin. I shook my head again. Even with the gag in, I could make it clear that I didn’t want this. “MMMFNNN!” I shouted. “MMFFNNN!”


  Alexa smiled sweetly. “It’s okay, Tom. We know that you need to deny it. We know you need to pretend you don’t want it. That’s why we’ve tied you up. You go ahead and fight as much as you want. We know this is your dream. We saw the real you this morning, all dressed in silver sequins.”


  Sherri reached for the edge of the strip of paper. My eyes bugged out. “MMFFFNN! MMNNN! MMNNNN!”


  Sherri looked pityingly at me. And then ripped.


  Pain. Pain like I’d never felt. It flooded up my leg and hit me so hard in the stomach I bent upwards, as if I’d been punched there, my arms straining at their chains. I screamed through the hole in the gag, certain that she’d ripped my skin clean off.


  “Oh, grow up,” Alexa said. “Women go through this all the time.”


  Panting, I looked down at my leg. There was a clean, smooth patch of skin where the wax had been. The throbbing pain felt as if she’d done my entire leg, but the patch was frighteningly small. If they did the whole of both legs…my mind shredded. I couldn’t take it!


  “I’ll help you,” said Alexa, and smeared a patch of wax onto my other leg.


  I bucked and twisted and moaned for them to stop, but Sherri just glared at me as she plastered on more wax. “Yes, yes,” she said. “I know. You hate the idea of becoming a woman. You’re a big strong man. Yeah, yeah. Whatever you need to tell yourself, Tom. We’ll do it, and then you can enjoy it.”


  Alexa ripped her first strip of paper off and I screamed again. “If you think this is bad,” she said with a smirk, “wait until we do your balls.”


  I went instantly silent. She was joking…she had to be joking…right?


  She wasn’t.


  First they waxed every bit of hair off the front of my legs, strip by agonizing strip. Then the small amount on my chest, and my armpits. And finally, my balls. With Alexa holding my shrunken cock up out of the way, they stretched my balls out so that the skin was as taut as possible and ripped the hair off there, too. I screamed and sobbed and begged, but it made no difference.


  When I was completely smooth on the front, they flipped me over on the bed, using both their body weights to hold me down while they unfastened and refastened my wrists and then my ankles. Then they did the backs of my legs and the crack of my ass while the reddened, super-sensitive skin on my front rasped painfully against the towels.


  When they flipped me over again I was beyond fighting. I’d never felt so completely naked, and under the eyes of two angry, vengeful women, too. And I was bare below the neck, every single hair gone from my body. I looked down in disbelief. My legs were red and sore, but that would pass…and when it did, I’d have a set of completely smooth legs. I’ve never been heavily muscled, so with their softly toned curves, they already looked more like a woman’s legs than a man’s. And my feet were actually the same size as Sherri’s, in keeping with my diminutive height. Ignoring the cock, I suddenly looked very feminine from the waist down. I felt hot humiliation soaking through me. How would I ever go to the gym again, or go swimming, or go to the beach? Everyone would think I was some sort of cross-dresser!


  I looked from Sherri’s face to Alexa’s, trying to work out how I could stop them—how I could make them understand that I didn’t want this. I caught Alexa smirking at me behind Sherri’s back. She’d set it all up perfectly, convincing Sherri that I was some sort of secret transvestite who just couldn’t admit his longings. That’s what made it worse…that Sherri genuinely thought she was helping me.


  Blinding light suddenly shone in my eyes and I screwed them shut. When I opened them to peek a little, I saw that Alexa had brought in a desk lamp and positioned it to shine right in my face. I closed my eyes again.


  “Keep still,” Sherri said. “Or this will hurt more.”


  Hurt?! What were they going to do to me?


  I felt them both put a hand on my forehead, bearing me down to the bed until I couldn’t move even an inch. I felt them stretch out the skin above my eye and then—OW! The pain wasn’t as bad as the waxing, but it was followed by another and another.


  They were tweezing my eyebrows, shaping them into delicate, feminine lines. I started to fight again. My body was one thing, but at least it could be covered by clothes while the hair re-grew. This, though—everyone would stare at me when I went out!


  But with two of them holding me and the manacles as well, I had no chance. I lay there, eyes watering, while they plucked hair after hair, working on one brow each. It seemed to go on forever.


  “I hope this makes you appreciate what we have to do, to stay beautiful for you men,” Sherri said savagely at one point. “And here—do you remember this?” She held up a squeeze tube of clear gel. I shook my head. “This is what I used once after you said how sexy that film star’s pouty lips were. Well, now you can try it!”


  I had a vague recollection of that conversation. I might have said, some years previously and after too much wine, that a certain actress had lips that made men have…well, impure thoughts. But I hadn’t meant for Sherri to go altering herself to try to compete! Is that what she’d done? Now I thought about it, her lips had seemed to get bigger and sexier for a few weeks soon after that conversation.


  “You’re only supposed to use a little,” Sherri said bitterly. “Just a touch.”


  “But he really does want to look like a sexy woman,” said Alexa. “Put lots on.”


  I’d stopped pleading with them to stop, now, knowing it would do no good. Sherri’s fingers peeled my lips back from the gag and rubbed the gel into them—lots of it. To my surprise, it didn’t taste awful. Sort of gingery. Maybe this stuff, whatever it was, wasn’t as bad as Sherri remembered.


  “Now, while that’s working…” said Sherri. And she pulled from the duffel bag something I recognized—a hair trimmer.


  What?! Not my hair! How would that make me look more like a woman?


  “It’ll be easier to get the wigs on,” said Alexa, reading my expression.


  Wigs?!


  Sherri began to shave my head and I moaned long and loud through the gag. They were stripping away my identity, reducing me to…what? I didn’t even know. It didn’t take long, because she didn’t try to do anything intricate or creative—she shaved me like a marine at boot camp, taking my hair down to a short fuzz all over. And with each passing second, I could feel something else, in addition to the growing coolness on my scalp. My lips were starting to prickle and burn and it got steadily worse. By the time Sherri had finished shaving me, they felt as if they were on fire.


  “There,” said Sherri, stepping back off the bed to take a look. “Like a blank canvas.” To my surprise, she unlocked my manacles, then hustled me, naked, towards the en-suite bathroom. “Get in the shower.” She thrust a bottle of white liquid at me. “Rub this in all over. It’ll help to stop the burning.”


  I can’t explain it, but I felt…helpless. Even now that I wasn’t restrained, I felt weak and powerless. I looked back at the bed, and the towels were covered in hair. And when I saw myself in the mirror, I almost burst into tears. Looking back at me was a bald, hairless freak, more akin to an alien than a man. I didn’t look female, but I didn’t look male, either. They’d trapped me in a limbo between the two.


  “Go on,” said Alexa, giving me a push. “Into the shower.”


  I should have hit her. I should have yelled and shouted through the gag until I made it clear to Sherri that I really didn’t want any of this. But I couldn’t. I didn’t seem to have any fight left in me--the sight of myself was just too shocking. I suddenly understood why they shave prisoners’ heads, and why they do it in the army. It dehumanizes you, breaks you down. Makes you ready to be remade as someone else.


  I stumbled into the shower. The water stung my skin, but after a few minutes it did seem to soothe it. And when I started the use the moisturizer, that was like pure heaven. I rubbed it eagerly into my sore balls and then started on my legs, running my palms up and down the newly-smooth flesh. It was a revelation. Everything was so sensitive, and so smooth! It was almost—


  I froze.


  It was almost a turn-on, running my hands over my own legs. They felt that feminine. It was as if I was handling someone else’s body.


  I stumbled out of the bathroom, disgusted with myself. Alexa and Sherri were there to guide me to a chair.


  “Now…” said Sherri. “Let’s make you look pretty.”


  Pretty?! But I knew it was too late. I couldn’t stay as I was and there was a part of me—just a tiny part—that was actually curious as to how I’d look when they’d finished. So I sat there, still gagged but almost silent, while they went to work.


  Sherri did my eyes first, freaking me out by putting pencils right up to my eyes. I was sure it wasn’t anywhere near this uncomfortable for women when they did it. Then she put on eyeshadow and mascara, and some sort of foundation on my chin and cheeks to cover the darkness of my stubble. Meanwhile, I felt Alexa sticking something to my fingernails, and painting my toenails.


  Finally, they stretched my lips away from the gag and applied lipstick and liner, then gloss. The burning in my lips had receded to a tingling, now, but they still felt…different.


  “And now the finishing touch,” said Alexa. And she put the same wig on my head that I’d worn before, letting the long, dark locks flow down my cheeks. It fit much better, now that my head was shaved. God, what do I look like? But they’d carefully positioned the chair facing away from the mirror, so I couldn’t see.


  “There,” said Sherri. “Now stand up.”


  I stood, and the feel of my freshly-waxed balls brushing my thighs sent a tremor through me. Everything was so alien. It didn’t feel like my body anymore. Looking down at myself was actually disconcerting. With my smooth legs, it was only the sight of my cock that reminded me I was a man.


  Sherri bent and tapped one of my feet until I slowly lifted it. She slipped what looked like women’s panties, black ones, over my ankle. I dumbly raised the other foot, moving as if in a dream.


  “These are specially made,” said Sherri tightly. “Designed for men like you.”


  Men like me? But I wasn’t—


  Sherri slid them up my thighs and stretched them up over my hips. I gasped at how soft and silky the fabric felt--so unlike scratchy, thick men’s underwear. She hooked my cock down underneath and then let the elastic snap the panties into place. I gasped. There was some sort of padding inside the front of the panties. I touched the outside of the front panel gingerly. God, it was soft, just like a woman’s pussy would feel through fabric—there was even an indentation as if the material was stretched tightly over pussy lips. But behind the softness, the padding was stiff, and it kept my cock and balls pressed up out of the way, nestling underneath me. If I got a hard-on, it wouldn’t show through—and I wasn’t even sure I could get a hard-on—there was no space for my cock to straighten out.


  Alexa stuck two Y-shaped sticking plasters on my chest, one on each of my flat, scrawny pecs. I made a questioning moan through my gag—was she trying to wax me again? There wasn’t any hair left!


  But Alexa just smirked and peeled off the backing paper, and I realized they weren’t sticking plasters. They were double-sided tape. They were going to stick something to my chest. With a sinking sensation, I realized what.


  Sure enough, Sherri brought out two quivering fake breasts. These weren’t like the rubbery, joke-shop things I’d worn in prison. These actually looked real, with synthetic skin that had the texture and radiance of the real thing, matching my skin tone exactly.


  When the two women closed in on me and pressed them to my chest, I started to struggle again, but they backed me up against the closet door, the mirror cold against my back, and pushed them firmly onto the tape. When I looked down, I had perfect, bouncing breasts. Sure, there was an obvious line where they joined my body, but that didn’t make the illusion any less disturbing. With my cock hidden, my jutting breasts and my bare legs, I really did look like a woman. Again, I felt that change inside me—the physical shift robbing me of my mental strength. I really felt as if I was becoming someone else, and this new person didn’t have Tom’s confidence or his will to fight. When they pulled a push-up bra onto me and fastened it behind my back, the effect was worryingly realistic—only the line at the top of my breasts where they met my skin gave it away. Again, I was struck by how silky and smooth the fabric of the bra felt, how smooth its touch was against my skin. Why wasn’t guys’ underwear like this?


  Together, Sherri and Alexa unrolled sheer black hold-ups up my thighs. I’d never felt the soft kiss of nylon against my bare skin before, and it was incredible. The stockings transformed my legs, turning them into gorgeously smooth, perfect lengths--I couldn’t stop stroking my fingers across them. Then a dark blue, figure-hugging dress with a cut-out in the front. The final touch was a pair of shining, open-toe shoes with a chunky, three-inch heel.


  “We’ll get you used to these,” said Alexa, her voice lazily satisfied. “And then we’ll move you up to higher, thinner ones.” Sherri sprayed perfume behind both my ears, and because I couldn’t close my mouth I inhaled some of it, leaving me coughing and gasping. They took an arm each to stop me from falling and turned me around to finally face the mirror.


  I want to say I screamed. I screamed inside, I know that. But I made no noise at all, because the shock of it just drained all of the air out of my lungs. Unless you’ve done this—or had it done to you—you can’t understand.


  I looked in the mirror and the reflection wasn’t me.


  I felt Alexa unbuckle the gag and pull it from my aching mouth. It made no difference, because I couldn’t speak anyway.


  The person in the mirror was clearly a woman. Not a transvestite. Not even a transsexual. The body type just didn’t match a man.


  I’d always been scrawny. When my buddies loaded up with muscle as teenagers, I’d remained thin, with almost flat pectorals and toned but slender arms and legs. And I was short, for a guy, only just the same height as my wife and shorter than her when she wore heels. Those things had always made me self-conscious, but I’d never associated them with femininity...until now. Now I realized that my genetics had given me a body that lacked the things that instantly make us think “man” when we glance at someone--height and muscular bulk. The fake breasts would have looked like just that--fake--on someone like Kyle. On me, they looked as if they were completing my natural silhouette.


  My face was just as big a shock. I now had long, luscious dark hair falling in soft waves around my face, breaking up the harsher angles of my jaw. My brows were plucked down to a woman’s delicate arches and my eyes…God, my eyes looked huge! They’d worked some magic with eye shadow and eyeliner to define them and they were now big, liquid pools. Feminine and…vulnerable.


  They’d dusted just a hint of color onto my cheeks and it gave me defined cheekbones, making me look even more fragile. There was no trace of my dark stubble—I stroked my chin in wonder and then noticed my hands. I had long, cherry-red false nails and they looked right, on my slender fingers. I’d always had small hands—I remembered Kyle’s huge hand dwarfing mine when I’d first shaken hands with him, what felt like years ago, back in America. I’d never really admitted to myself before that they looked feminine…but now, with the nails in place, there was no denying it.


  I touched my lips and moaned in dismay. I knew now what the gel Sherri had rubbed into them was—some sort of inflammatory agent designed to make them swell up. I had lips like satin pillows, full and soft. Worse, because they’d swollen while I had the gag in place, they were actually slightly shaped around a circle. Even when I shut my mouth, they never completely closed—it was as if I was continually pursing my lips. And the bright red lipstick and wet-look gloss only added to the effect. Looking at myself in the mirror, with a man’s mind, it was impossible not to think blow job.


  The dress had a high neckline that covered the tops of my new breasts—conveniently hiding the point where they joined my body, but it also had a cut out that exposed the cleavage. With the join concealed, the illusion was stunning--no one would believe the flesh wasn’t part of me. I touched the bare “skin,” of my new breasts expecting it to be cold, but it was warm from my body heat and I was shocked at how realistic it felt. And, with the help of the push-up bra, they filled out the dress very nicely. I’m a C-cup, I thought.


  The dress hugged my ass and finished only midway down my stockinged thighs. My legs looked incredible. Every hair was gone from them. The shimmering nylon was dark where they narrowed and light on the curves, enhancing their shape. The high heels made my legs look even longer and the red nail polish on my toes completed the effect. They looked good. I actually felt my cock twitch. My God—I’m getting turned on, looking at my own legs!


  They’d un-made me and then re-made me. Not just as a woman, but as a sexy one. A bimbo. I’d thought it had been humiliating to be walk around in my jockey shorts while everyone else was clothed, but this was a whole new level--my dress was a good deal more revealing than Sherri’s and in some ways even sexier than Alexa’s outfit. Every time I saw myself, I flushed at the way my firm cleavage and my shapely thighs were on show. And we were in San Relando, where women were treated like sex objects by the misogynistic locals even if they dressed conservatively. I felt exposed and vulnerable and...something else. The fight had gone out of me, my strength left behind in my male body. I felt...weak. Almost submissive.


  “She looks good,” said Sherri.


  She?!


  “I think she needs a name,” said Alexa. “Tammy. How about Tammy?”


  I saw Sherri smirk. “Tammy it is.” She leaned in close to me. “There, Tammy. You’ve got what you wanted. Happy?”


  I turned to her in dismay. I wanted to yell and scream. I wanted to tell her No! Of course I’m not happy! What have you done to me?!


  But then I saw the expression on her face. The hurt and the anger were still there, but they’d softened a little. They’d been joined by pride—she genuinely thought she’d done something nice for me, and doing it had been at least as hard for her as it had been for me. Was I now going to tell her that she’d been wrong, that she’d put me through hell?


  Behind my wife, I saw Alexa look me in the eye and give me a slow shake of my head. If I told Sherri the truth—and if I could get her to believe me—she’d be just as mad at Alexa as I was. For a second, I had an image of us ganging up on her to extract our revenge, and it was almost irresistible.


  But it would be a short-lived victory. Alexa would tell Kyle and I’d go straight back to jail…forever. Hell, knowing Kyle, he’d probably ship me off to a male prison dressed as a woman, and imagine the horrors I’d face then?


  My only chance was to play along, to make Alexa think I’d submitted and been broken. Then find our passports and some cash and make a dash for the airport with Sherri.


  “Yes,” I whispered.


  “What’s that, Tammy?” Alexa asked. “I can’t hear you.”


  “Yes,” I said, my voice breaking. “It’s just what I wanted.”


  “You make a beautiful woman,” said Sherri, and she said it with such genuine approval that I was actually proud, until I caught myself.


  “Let’s go and show Kyle,” said Alexa. “He should be home by now.”


  That jerked me from my thoughts. Kyle?! Oh, God, no! Somehow, I’d been assuming that this was a temporary thing—at least the make-up and wig and breasts. I started to back away, but Alexa caught one arm and Sherri the other and they supported me between them, almost dragging me out of the door and down the corridor. I struggled to even walk in the high heels, so breaking free and running was out of the question—and even if I could run, what good would it do? The two of them knew—or thought they knew—what was best for me, and were quite prepared to tie me down to give it to me, if they needed to.


  They led me downstairs and to a door I hadn’t been through yet. From the way Alexa knocked and waited, I figured it must be Kyle’s inner sanctum—the place even they weren’t allowed to go uninvited.


  A few seconds later, Kyle opened the door. He saw me…and grinned. I wilted under his gaze, my skin flaring red beneath the make-up.


  “Baby,” he said to Alexa, “you’ve outdone yourself.” He looked me up and down. “Who would have guessed that this useless cucky would make such a fine woman?”


  “We have a new name for him,” said Alexa proudly. “Tammy. Say hello, Tammy.”


  I flushed and tried to glare, but that thing was happening again—even though I was no smaller than before (in fact, I was actually taller than I had been as a man, thanks to the heels) I felt…weak. As Tom, I would have stared right back at Kyle, but as Tammy…I couldn’t meet his eyes.


  “I have a call I have to take,” said Kyle. “But come in. We can do this at the same time.”


  Chapter 5


   


  Kyle led the way into what turned out to be a study, with a desk and a huge leather chair. He sat down and beckoned both Sherri and me over.


  “In a few minutes,” he said, “I have to talk to this asshole from Russia. I was going to ask Sherri here to provide the entertainment while I did it. But now I have another option.”


  Entertainment?


  Kyle smirked at my bemused expression and then looked down at the floor by his feet.


  Oh God. Oh, Christ no, he can’t be serious. “B—But—you’re not gay!” I blurted.


  Kyle smirked. “No, I’m not,” he said. “But you’re not a man anymore. Tammy.”


  I swallowed quickly. He was serious. He was actually talking about me going down on him. He was thinking about shoving that huge, hard cock between my new lips.


  “Of course, if you’d rather Sherri do it…just say so,” said Kyle.


  It felt like the floor had dropped away beneath me. He’d caught me in the perfect trap. If I got Sherri to do it, I’d have to actually ask her to suck another man’s cock. But the only alternative would be to do it myself…and that would confirm everything my wife thought about me.


  “I—I—” I started.


  “Which will it be, Tammy? Hurry up.” Kyle had an enormous grin on his face. He looked genuinely excited to find out which I’d pick.


  I swallowed. “Sh—Sherri,” I said.


  “So you want your wife to suck my cock?” asked Kyle. “While I’m on a call to a business partner? Like some sort of slutty secretary, servicing her boss?”


  I tried to glare at him, but I just couldn’t hold his gaze. I could feel Sherri staring at me too, but I didn’t dare look at her. “Y—Yes. Yes...please.”


  “You want her to take my cock all the way down her throat? You want your wife to suck me, on her knees, until I come in her mouth? Do you want her to swallow? Do you want her to swallow me down into her stomach?”


  I was digging my new nails into the palms of my hands. “Y—Yes,” I croaked. What choice did I have?


  Sherri didn’t say anything but, as she stepped forward and started to get to her knees, I knew I’d just removed any last, lingering guilt she might have had over sleeping with Kyle. Her husband was actually begging her to do it!


  Kyle’s grin grew even wider as Sherri positioned herself in front of his chair, almost under his desk, and I heard the rasp of his zipper unzipping.


  The laptop on his desk chimed. “Keep your head down,” he told Sherri. “You two, stay back there and keep quiet.”


  I realized that it wasn’t a phone call he was about to take. It was a video call, and my wife’s head would be just out of shot, hidden by the top of the desk. We were behind the laptop, so the caller wouldn’t know we were there.


  I saw Sherri free Kyle’s cock and it sprang out, thick and long. I’d seen her suck him before, but not in person. It hit home how big he was, and how far down her elegant throat he’d be if he buried himself in her completely. I could see the slight trepidation in Sherri’s eyes, too, as she looked at it. And this time it’s my fault! I could have done it instead, but I chickened out!


  “Go to work, Sherri,” Kyle said with satisfaction, looking straight at me. And then he clicked the mouse to answer the call. “Anatoly!” he said brightly. “To what do I owe this—”


  “Where is rest of money?” The voice on the other end of the line was sharp and precise, like a surgeon’s scalpel, and just as cold. His English was broken, and he had a heavy Russian accent.


  Kyle shook his head as if they were discussing which bar to go to for a drink. At just that moment, my wife leaned forward and engulfed the head of his cock in her warm, sucking mouth. “It’s a non-issue,” Kyle said. “A minor tracking problem on the bank transfers. It’ll be there long before your next deposit.”


  I watched as my wife began to bob her head on his cock, sliding her lipsticked lips up and down the first few inches of her shaft. That and the head were enough to fill her mouth, and I went weak inside as it hit me that that could have been me. What if, next time, Kyle demanded I suck him?


  “Is not minor issue,” said the Russian voice. “Is two hundred and sixty thousand dollars of clean money, gone!”


  I froze. The guy had mentioned “clean money.” He was clearly one of the money laundering clients, maybe Russian mafia. That didn’t surprise me too much, and it figured that Alexa knew what Kyle’s company really did, but what about Sherri? She thought the company still created websites. Had Kyle just slipped up? He’d gone pale, but he didn’t glance at Sherri as if fearing her reaction. I realized that it was the Russian himself who had Kyle terrified...and anyone who could intimidate Kyle was very bad news.


  And Sherri didn’t react to the Russian’s words. A deep chill soaked through me. Was it possible that...she knew?! Did Sherri know that Kyle was the real criminal...and yet had stayed with him anyway? Did she know that he put me in jail?!


  No. No way. Sherri wouldn’t do that. Something else must be going on.


  Kyle casually snaked his hand down out of sight of the camera, as if scratching his leg. But what he actually did was to gather up a handful of my wife’s hair at the back of her head—


  No!


  And push her down on his cock. I saw Sherri’s eyes go wide as he steadily pressed her down. Inch after inch of thick meat disappeared between her lips, and I saw her hands form fists as he entered her throat, although she didn’t try to stop him. She didn’t struggle or try to push away, just sank slowly down. Passively. Submissively. He kept going, down and down, until the full length of him was in her and her lips were pressed tight against his groin.


  And then he stopped. He didn’t push down with his hand to hold her there. He just rested his hand there to indicate he wanted her to stay, and stay she did. My wife was completely under his spell.


  “Anatoly, relax,” said Kyle. “It’s really nothing. Your money is safe—it’s just not in the correct account. When you visit in a few weeks, I’ll show you.”


  I suddenly knew what was going on. This guy had Kyle scared, and he was using my wife as stress relief, so he could appear indifferent to Anatoly’s threats. He was focused on what he was saying, not on her. He was just using her, the way he’d use his own hand.


  I could see Sherri’s cheeks moving as she sucked and tongued at his shaft, the head of him buried well down her throat. For just a split-second, Kyle glanced away from the screen—not at her, but at me. The message in his eyes was clear: This is your fault.


  And I knew it was. It could have been me, down on my knees like a cheap hooker. I’d put my wife into that position because I didn’t dare do it myself.


  “Not in few weeks,” Anatoly said from the laptop. “Saturday. I see you Saturday.”


  I saw Kyle go pale. Now he was really scared, and that meant he needed even more relief. His hand started to pull my wife’s head up and down on his cock, just a few inches each time. He never left her throat—he just used its soft, clenching confines to jerk himself off. “Great,” he said tightly. “I’m having a party. We can all have fun, and afterwards—”


  “No fun,” said Anatoly. “Is business.” He sounded mad.


  Kyle’s hand sped up in response. My wife’s hands clenched again, but she still didn’t try to stop him—she was loyal to the end. She allowed herself to be used like a sex doll, keeping her lips squeezed tight around his girth as her throat massaged him, faster and faster.


  “Fine,” said Kyle, his voice carefully casual. “As you say. No fun. Business. I’ll see you on Saturday.” He reached down and grabbed my wife’s upper arm and pulled, directing her hand between her thighs. Sherri quickly got the message and slipped her hand up her dress, rubbing at her pussy through her panties. Immediately, I could see her hips begin to grind. She wasn’t faking for him—she was actually getting off on servicing him like this! But that was crazy--Sherri had always been shy when it came to sex. She certainly didn’t like to be dominated...did she?


  “Saturday,” said Anatoly gravely, and the line went dead. In the silence that followed, I heard the sucking wetness of my wife’s throat, the slap of her lips against his groin and the tiny rasp of her fingers on her panties as they rubbed and rubbed. Then Kyle tensed and gritted his teeth, and he looked right at me as he shot jet after jet of hot cum down Sherri’s throat. Sherri jerked in surprise and groaned as the thick fluid erupted, but I saw her throat working again and again, swallowing him down. A few seconds later, her body tensed and her ass pushed backwards, hips trembling. She’d come. She’d come, while down on her knees on the floor like a whore. What?! When had all this started? Kyle had said she’d gone down on him before, that he’d been training her...had he somehow twisted her mind to like being...used like that?


  When he released her head and she slowly lifted her mouth off his shining cock, she didn’t yell or scream at him for using her like that. She licked her lips and looked up at him with big eyes. “Was that okay?” she asked meekly.


  A different possibility occurred to me. What if he hadn’t had to twist her mind at all? What if she’d always been like that, always craved a man who’d use and dominate her...and I’d just never unlocked that part of her because I wasn’t that sort of a man?


  Kyle drew her up to standing. He’d calmed down, now that Anatoly was gone, the color returning to this face. He pulled her into a long, deep kiss. And while her eyes were closed, he stared at me over her shoulder. His message was clear: he owned my wife, now.


  Kyle sent Sherri and Alexa away. When the door was closed, he motioned me forward.


  “Sherri,” I croaked, unable to hold it back any longer. “She knows! About you and the money laundering!”


  Kyle grinned. “I had to tell her this morning. I have some clients visiting soon and I want Sherri to meet them.” He leaned forward. “Do you know what I told her?”


  I shook my head, my stomach already twisting in fear.


  “I told her that you were the one who started the money laundering, and that you were rightly sent to jail for it. But that, now that the business was running and the clients were in place, I couldn’t just walk away from it. I’d be in terrible danger, and so would Sherri and Alexa and you, Tammy. You don’t just break deals with people like that. And so, out of the goodness of my heart, I reluctantly took up the reins and kept the money laundering going, to protect us all. She thinks it’s just for a short time, of course, until I can wind it up.” He threw back his head and laughed. “She thinks I’m torn apart by guilt, Tammy. An innocent businessman, forced to be a criminal because of what you started. She thinks I’m a hero.” He grinned at me. “Sometimes, I amaze even myself.”


  I stood there, dumbstruck. I’d been an innocent, hard-working guy and my wife thought I was a criminal. Kyle really was a criminal and yet she saw him as being the innocent. It was beyond unfair.


  “Tammy,” Kyle said thoughtfully, as if testing the sound of the word. “I like that. We’ll have all sorts of fun with you, especially at the party.”


  What did that mean? God, was he talking about having me do what Sherri had just done…or worse? And what was going on with the missing money, and this guy Anatoly who had Kyle so scared?


  “First, though,” Kyle said, “I want to make something clear to you.” He opened a desk drawer and fished out a small, dark blue booklet. A passport.


  He opened it to the photo page. My passport.


  “I know you’ve been searching the house,” he said mildly. “I assume you were looking for this. Did you have some crazy plan to run to the airport, Tammy?”


  Why wouldn’t he use my real name? Every time he called me Tammy, I got this hot twist of…something, deep down inside me that I didn’t like at all.


  Kyle extended his foot under the desk and pulled something out with his toe—a box-shaped device with a slot in the top. It took me a second to realize it was a shredder.


  “Here’s what’s going to happen if you run out of this house, Tammy. You’re a woman. A very sexy woman with pale, pale skin. Do you remember how pale-skinned, sexy women are treated in San Relando?”


  My stomach flipped over. I did remember. I remembered all the lustful looks Sherri had attracted when we’d gone out to bars…we’d had to pretty much escort her everywhere.


  “And you’ll be out there alone,” said Kyle. “With nowhere to go. There’s no US embassy here, Tammy. You have no job, no income. You can’t walk around as Tom, because he’ll be a wanted man, a prison escapee, as soon as I pick up the phone. You won’t be able to board a flight to the US. Not without this”—he gestured with the passport, waggling it back and forth, holding it by the very tips of his fingers above the shredder.


  His eyes caught mine and held them. I should have snatched it out of his hand, but my muscles seemed to be frozen. Something was different, now that I was Tammy. I was pinned by his gaze like a mouse hypnotized by a snake.


  “No,” I said in a small voice.


  “Oops,” Kyle said theatrically, and dropped my passport into the shredder.


  The shredder came to life as it sensed something entering its slot. The passport was thick, with a tough cover, but the shredder was an industrial-grade one—Kyle probably had a lot of incriminating bank data to shred—and it hungrily devoured the booklet. By the time my hand grabbed the passport, half had already been devoured and the part I was holding was being sucked noisily down into the blades. I had to let it slip from my fingers or they too would have been shredded. I watched in horror as the only evidence that Tom existed was destroyed.


  “Now you’re Tammy,” said Kyle. “Or you’re a wanted man. But either way, running around outside these walls by yourself is going to be…interesting. Take off the make-up and wig and you’ll be back in prison before the day’s out. Go around as Tammy--a poor, lost American with no ID, all on her own--well, I’m not sure where you’d wind up. In a brothel, probably. You’ll be quite the attraction—they don’t get many transvestites here. I imagine you’ll be very busy.”


  My mind whirled. He’d put me in a worse prison than my old jail cell. Now I’d be able to see the unlocked front door every day…but I’d be too scared to walk through it.


  “Come on,” said Kyle, taking me by the hand and leading me out of his office. “Let’s show you to your new room.”


   


  ***


   


  Until now, I’d been in the walk-in closet in Kyle’s room. But there was another door off that vast, macho bedroom, one that had been locked when I’d searched the house. Now Kyle unlocked it and showed me in.


  The room was…pink. Garish, violent pink. Pink walls, pink lampshades and a pink dressing table and stool. The bed was a single one, adult sized but finished with a pink bedspread, pink sheets and a frilly white valence. The whole room smelled of perfume. I walked slowly across the soft, white carpet, gazing around in horror. What were they trying to turn me into?


  Kyle opened the closet door to show me a selection of short, sexy dresses and heels. Underneath the cloying perfume, I could still smell the faint tang of paint in the air—this had all been prepared for me, while I’d been in prison.


  I turned to look at the door. There was no lock on the inside and I saw Kyle put the key back in his pocket. I’d have no privacy, but he could lock me in there any time he wanted.


  I did a slow spin, taking in all the femininity. I couldn’t stay in there! I’d go mad!


  “Get used to it,” said Kyle. “This is your home, now, unless we have a use for you. Now get some sleep…”—he grinned—“if you can.”


  What did that mean? But he was gone, locking the door behind him.


  I paced the room, then started searching it. There were wipes for taking off my make-up…and, I saw, a whole make-up kit for putting it back on again. This definitely wasn’t a one-time thing, then. As Kyle had hinted, they planned to keep me—or make me keep myself—like this for good. There was nothing to do. No TV, no PC, not even a window to look out of. I paced the room again, eventually stopping in front of the mirror. I forced myself to look.


  What was I, now? Who was I?


  Looking in the mirror and seeing a completely different person staring back was still very disconcerting. I could barely see Tom underneath Tammy. The hair, the breasts, the sexy legs…it was all just too convincing.


  Angrily, I ran to the dressing table and went to work with the make-up wipes, cleaning my eyes and lips. I staggered back to the mirror, expecting to see Tom in a dress. But what I got instead was Tammy without her make-up on. With my plucked brows and swollen lips, I still looked distinctly feminine.


  A chill went through me. What if I’m sent back to prison like this? Before, Kyle’s influence had stopped the other prisoners doing more than teasing me. But if I angered him, he’d show no such restraint—hell, he’d probably have me thrown in with the worst of the worst, just for fun. Even if I went in there without make-up, in a male prison jumpsuit, I still looked like a woman…or at least androgynous. They’d fall on me like wolves.


  I sank slowly to my knees in front of the mirror. God, what had they done to me?! I wasn’t like this! I didn’t want to dress up like a woman! I wasn’t gay!


  I stared at myself. My breasts were rising and falling erotically beneath the tight dress, the pale cleavage soft and inviting. My legs were shining in their stockings and my kneeling position, coupled with my soft, pouting lips, made me think of—


  No!


  I quickly tugged the hem of my dress up, wanting to see my cock, wanting to remind myself that this was all an illusion. But all I saw was my stocking tops and my pale, smooth thighs, and then the feminine curve of my panties. I ran two fingers down the fabric and I could feel the softness underneath, the shape of my pussy lips. I knew that it was just padding, but…it really didn’t feel like just padding. And when I pressed there, I was putting pressure on my cock, trapped behind it, which felt good.


  I began to lightly rub myself there. It wasn’t like jerking off. It was softer and more…feminine. I could feel myself getting hard, but there was no bulge because my cock was forced back and under me. I could only stimulate the base of it, which was both frustrating and wondrous. I couldn’t rush to orgasm. I had to build it up, slowly and rhythmically, and it was a whole new way of pleasuring myself. Is this what it’s like for a woman? I wondered. It was different. It gave me time to think and imagine, instead of just focusing on coming. And what I found myself thinking of was a life as Tammy.


  What if I was essentially trapped like this? With Sherri helping Alexa and with the threat of jail hanging over me, they could make me do whatever they wanted. What if I was stuck there in the mansion as Tammy, watching Kyle and Alexa enjoy Sherri forever? What if I had to watch her get pregnant and swell up with Kyle’s baby? How long would the twisted relationship go on for? My stomach twisted. Years?


  I kept rubbing.


  And was Kyle really serious about making me suck him…or doing other things to me? He’d seemed serious, but it was always impossible to tell, with Kyle. Was this just about my humiliation, or did he really want to take that big, thick cock and—


  A sort of hot wave washed over me and I felt my cock twitch.


  What?! No! I wasn’t turned on by that! I wasn’t gay!


  There was a sort of twist and pull, right down deep inside me. But it’s not gay, a little voice said. Not when you’re Tammy. He wants you because you’re a woman.


  I shook my head frantically. No! I couldn’t become some pouting, doe-eyed slut, servicing my mortal enemy! That was exactly what he wanted, to complete my humiliation. He wanted to break me.


  But if I didn’t submit…he could easily just send me back to jail. And there was something else going on…that strange feeling that came over me whenever he stared me down, as if all the strength was draining out of me. It made no sense. Underneath the clothes and the make-up, I still had the same body…but I felt much smaller and more vulnerable as Tammy. I felt as if I had no choice but to obey. God, is this what it’s like for Sherri? Was I experiencing the same alpha male dominance that she did? If that was right, I couldn’t blame her for letting him seduce her.


  What if…. My hand rubbed faster. What if I let it happen? What if I just gave in and did what he wanted, and we lived in the mansion, all four of us?


  Part of me was utterly horrified that I’d even think it. This was my wife! My marriage! My chance at a family—all ripped away from me by my enemy! I’d go from being a husband and one day a father to being a cuckolded slut. It was unthinkable. And yet, in some dark corner of mind, the idea wasn’t completely repulsive. Staring at myself in the mirror, I started to ask…did I actually look better as Tammy? I’d never been comfortable with my skinny body as a man, but it formed the perfect base for my new female body….


  I closed my eyes and shook my head. I didn’t know what to think. And then I heard footsteps entering Kyle’s bedroom. I had sudden visions of Kyle dragging me in there to service him. I quickly pulled off my dress, turned off the light and dived under the covers.


  But Kyle had something much worse planned. I realized that the wall separating me from them was just thin particle board. I could hear them as they walked towards each other. I knew Kyle by his heavy footsteps, while the other person’s were much lighter—a woman. But was it Alexa or Sherri?


  I heard them kissing—a deep, hungry kiss full of breathless pants and open mouths. And then I heard a soft moan that I recognized as Sherri’s. My wife. My wife was out there, kissing the bastard.


  “He’s in there?” I heard her mutter under her breath.


  I imagined Kyle nodding. “Safely tucked up in bed like a good girl.”


  And then I heard something that broke my heart. A tiny chuckle from Sherri. “I feel so stupid,” she whispered, and I wasn’t sure if I was meant to hear it or not, or if she simply didn’t care. “I missed the signs for so long.”


  Signs? What signs? She still thought I was into this, that I wanted to be a woman, but I didn’t—


  My heart skipped a beat as I thought of how I’d rubbed myself, just a moment earlier, thinking of my life as Tammy.


  No! A moment of weakness, that was all. An aberration. I was Tom.


  “He doesn’t know how to take care of a woman like you,” Kyle said in a growl. “But I do. Take off your dress.”


  An intake of breath. I imagined Sherri standing there, her lips parted in shock. That same feeling of helpless obedience washing through her that I’d felt. I heard the rustle of fabric as she dropped her dress.


  “Nice,” said Kyle. “Suspenders, too. And how did you know I liked black?”


  She was in black lingerie for him?! I wanted to see! But the door was tight closed, the key in the lock from the other side so I couldn’t even peer through the keyhole.


  “Do you want me to take anything off?” said Sherri. Her voice was low and husky and it made my insides ache.


  “Just these,” said Kyle. His own voice was thick with lust. “And I’ll do that.” There was the ugly sound of fabric ripping, and Sherri let out a startled shriek. He’d just ripped her panties off! I was going crazy imagining it. Black, silky panties, her creamy ass cheeks and shaven sex suddenly displayed….


  They were going to make me listen to them again. They were going to have sex right on the other side of the wall and make me listen to every moan and gasp.


  I heard the thump of a body and the creak of bedsprings, and a surprised but delighted yelp from Sherri. He’d tossed her onto the bed as easily as he would a doll, and she was reveling in the feeling of his power. Why had I never done that? Why had I never been able to? I looked down the length of my body and knew the answer—even before they’d turned me into Tammy, I’d been a skinny, weak man. I might have managed to pick my wife up, but I wouldn’t be able to do it with effortless power, as Kyle could. She wanted someone bigger than her…someone bigger than me.


  “Spread your legs,” Kyle said and I heard the sound of her bare skin sliding on the bedclothes as she opened them. Then, a few seconds later, I heard her cry out in pleasure. “He doesn’t lick you like that, does he?” asked Kyle.


  “No….”


  “He doesn’t do this….” Another sharp, surprised cry from Sherri that turned into a low moan, and I thought I could just hear the sound of Kyle’s mouth working at her. I screwed my eyes closed in the darkness, seeing an image of his head between her sweet, pale thighs, giving his lover pleasure. In some ways, it was worse than when he treated her roughly.


  “Tell me,” said Kyle. He paused for a second and I imagined him licking at her. “Tell me how he’s different.”


  “A—Ah! He…God! He goes down on me sometimes…Ah! Not very often and—AH! Right there! He doesn’t—MMM! He doesn’t do it like this—”


  When Kyle spoke again, he was panting, as if he hadn’t taken a breath that entire time. “And when he fucks you?” he asked. “How’s that?” I heard him unbuckle his belt and slip his pants down. “How’s that?” he repeated, when Sherri didn’t answer. Sherri gave a low, quavering gasp. What was he doing, to prompt her? Running the head of his cock over her spit-slickened lower lips, I imagined. She’d be flat on her back, with him hulking over her.


  “He—He isn’t as big as you,” Sherri said. “You know that.”


  “He doesn’t stretch you—like this—does he, Sherri?”


  “Ah! No, he—Ohh—He doesn’t stretch me. He’s not big enough to stretch me.”


  “And he doesn’t fill you up like I do when I do this, does he?”


  “Ohh God…No—No, he doesn’t.”


  I was burning up inside, hot shame engulfing me. I thought the worst thing imaginable had been to watch them have sex. But not watching, and hearing Sherri list my failures, freed by my absence, was much worse.


  “And he doesn’t go deep into you—like this?” Kyle asked.


  “Oh! Oh, God, God, wait—too—too deep.”


  “Oh, no, Sherri. I’m sure you can take all of me. Especially if I lift your legs up like this.”


  “Ah! Oh God, don’t—God—God, yes, do. Do it. Yesss….”


  “Oh, you dirty little slut. All respectable on the outside, but inside you’re worse than Alexa, aren’t you? You’re my good little slut. All you ever needed was a big cock inside you.”


  “No….” I could hear Sherri’s head thrashing on the pillows. “Yes….”


  The sound of his groin slapping against hers, now. Long, hard strokes, a brutal rhythm that I knew he’d continue until she came. “Tell me how much you want it.”


  “I want it. God, I need it.” Then, in a softer voice, “Fuck me, Kyle.”


  “Louder.”


  “FUCK ME, KYLE!”


  The springs creaked again as he began hammering into her. I imagined my wife bent almost in half, her ass and pussy upraised to him, her ankles nearly at her ears.


  My fingers were running up and down over my false pussy, desperately trying to get enough stimulation to come. I hadn’t been aware of starting, and now that what I was doing sunk in, my cheeks flushed with humiliation. God, I couldn’t be jerking off, listening to them! They were right on the other side of the wall! What if they heard my bed creaking? But I couldn’t stop. Somehow, the fact I was now a woman made it okay. That’s why I didn’t just shove my panties down and jerk my cock. I wasn’t Tom, the husband, any longer. I was a beautiful woman fingering herself as she listened to a couple having sex. Yes, that was it. A beautiful woman. That made it okay.


  I knew, on some level, that I was pushing myself even deeper into being Tammy, but it was what my guilt needed, right at that moment. I rolled over onto my stomach and rubbed my fingers frantically against those soft, fake pussy lips.


  I could hear Kyle grunting and that tell-tale series of rising moans from Sherri. They were both nearing their climax.


  “You know I’m not wearing a condom,” said Kyle. “I’m going to come right inside you, Sherri. I’m going to fill you up with my cum.”


  Sherri’s voice was almost a whisper. I imagined her eyes shut tight, her head grinding against the pillow. “Yes. Yesss….”


  “You want it, don’t you? You want me to get you pregnant. You want my baby.”


  “Yes. Yes!”


  “Say it.”


  Sherri didn’t respond.


  “Say it!”


  “I want your baby,” she said in a rush, gasping for air. “Give me a baby!”


  No! But my fingers were still frantically rubbing, my cock throbbing, and I realized I was about to come.


  Kyle gave a cry of victory and Sherri an answering moan, and I knew he was coming inside her, delivering his load right up against the entrance to her fertile womb. Suddenly, my cock was jerking in my panties and, because it was still hooked underneath my body, it fired its hot jets of liquid straight at the thin fabric at the back, soaking through immediately. Shit! There was no way to catch it, no time to get tissues. I lay there shuddering and gasping as I finished.


  And then I froze. Had they heard? Had I cried out, as I came? I couldn’t remember. Had they heard my bed creaking as I rubbed at myself?


  From the other side of the wall, I heard chuckling. They had. A fresh wave of humiliation washed over me. I lay there in the darkness, my cum drying on the sheets, for a long time until I finally fell asleep.


  Chapter 6


   


  I awoke to a confusing rush of sensations. Blinding light as the door to my bedroom was thrown open. Shouting in my ears…not my wife’s voice, but another woman. Someone was rolling me over in bed and there was something wrong with my chest, a weight and pressure there that felt alien—


  I was used to a double bed. I rolled straight off the edge of the single one and crashed to the floor, which helped wake me up. It was morning, bright San Relandan sunshine streaming in through the open door. I was lying on the floor in…women’s underwear?!


  Memory filtered back to me and I groaned in shame. My ears started to turn the shouting into actual words.


  “Look at you, lazing around in bed! And what is that?!” Alexa was standing over me in a sharply-cut blouse and skirt and towering heels. One foot pushed my head, turning it to look at the rumpled bed.


  There was a stain on the sheets where my cum had dried.


  “Disgusting!” she said in a hiss. “Come with me!”


  She reached down and grabbed me by my ear—my ear!—and almost dragged me down the corridor. I had to scurry after her in a crouch to stop it hurting, my face crimson. It was crazy…I was a grown man, but between the changes to my looks and the way she talked to me, she made me feel like a naughty child.


  Alexa shoved me into a bathroom and then into the shower stall. She pulled the wig from my head and stripped the bra, panties and stockings from me. Then she ripped the fake breasts from my chest, the adhesive tape making me yelp as it came off.


  She turned the shower on. Full power and ice cold.


  I screamed and gurgled, but she wouldn’t let me out until I’d washed. And the only stuff she’d give me to wash with was a bottle of peach and honeysuckle scented shower gel. By the time I emerged, naked and shivering, I smelled delicately feminine.


  She let me dry off, then dragged me back to my room and searched through drawers until she found underwear “more suitable for a slut like you.”


  They were pink and, as she started to slip them up my legs, I realized they were very different to the ones I’d worn the day before. Beneath the fabric, they had the same soft padding with the molded vaginal lips, but beneath that, instead of just firm padding, there was a hard plastic cup, like a shield to stop any sensation being passed to my cock. The holes for my legs looked normal, but beneath the fabric there were tight, elasticized seals. At the side was an ornate but strong-looking little padlock. But what really got my attention was the ass.


  There wasn’t one. The entire area of the cheeks was cut out, trimmed with a white lacy border whose softness made me squirm as it brushed my hairless skin.


  Alexa pulled them up my hips and then pulled on a loop of thin steel wire at the side. I felt the waistband cinch tight above my hips—tight enough that they couldn’t be pulled down. Then she locked the ends of the wire with the padlock so that it couldn’t move.


  I touched my groin. It felt as if I was touching a woman’s pussy, the padding thick enough that I couldn’t feel the shield. But the shield stopped any sensation at all from being passed to my cock. However hard I prodded and rubbed, I couldn’t feel anything. I wouldn’t be able to play with myself at all. And, thanks to the cinched-tight waistband, I couldn’t get them off. I couldn’t even slip a hand under the leg hole, thanks to the elasticized seals. I was cut off completely from my own cock.


  “Now get ready,” Alexa said savagely. “We’re going out.”


  Out?! I didn’t want to walk around San Relando as a woman! But if I argued and she told Kyle, I’d be straight back in jail.


  This time, she made me do my own make-up, constantly leaning over my shoulder to correct me. Her breasts would brush against my back, her warm hip against my side and, despite my hatred for her, it was maddeningly arousing. Yet my cock, imprisoned in padded plastic, couldn’t be so much as touched.


  She stuck a fresh set of false breasts to my chest and had me put on a black and white summer dress that displayed a lot of cleavage. Criss-cross straps hid the area where the breasts joined my chest. Alexa led me downstairs and we found Kyle and my wife eating a leisurely breakfast in the kitchen, with Sherri snuggled up so close beside her lover that she was practically sitting on his knee.


  “Wow,” said Kyle, putting down his fork. “You look good, Tammy.”


  I glared at him…or tried to. But when he stared at me, I found myself looking down at the table. I could feel myself changing and I didn’t like it. Even his use of my new name hadn’t come as a surprise. In fact, “Tom” was already beginning to sound alien, they were all using “Tammy” so much.


  Kyle drained his coffee and stood up. “Let’s get going,” he said. “This’ll be fun.” And, to my horror, he slapped my ass as he walked past me to the car.


   


  ***


   


  We drove for an hour and my fear gradually built the whole way. There were many malls closer, but when we arrived I realized why Kyle had chosen the one he had. It was enormous—the parking lot seemed to be a mile across. There would be thousands of people inside.


  “I can’t,” I said when Alexa ushered me out of the car. “I can’t…walk around like this.” I wasn’t sure which I was more scared of...men realizing I was a man and making fun of me for dressing as a woman...or men being convinced I was a woman and treating me accordingly.


  She looked at me, bemused. “What makes you think we’re giving you a choice?”


  I shook my head, taking panic breaths.


  “The more you resist and cause a commotion, the more attention you’ll draw to yourself,” said Sherri boredly. “Walk along with us like a good little slut and no one will suspect.”


  Alexa pulled me out of the car by the arm and I staggered to stand up in my heels. “I can’t,” I said again. “Please!”


  Sherri suddenly pushed her face close to mine. “You should have thought of the consequences before you laundered the money! You’re lucky you’re not still in jail!” God, she was furious! “You should be thanking Kyle for going so easy on you—he’s taken you in and even indulged all your ridiculous fetishes”—she waved her hand at my outfit—“and all you can do is complain! Yes, I know you need to pretend like you don’t want it—Okay, fine. If you want us to, we’ll drag you around the mall instead!”


  “I have a collar and leash we could use,” said Alexa sweetly.


  I was opening and closing my mouth in shock. But I didn’t do anything wrong! It was all Kyle! And I don’t want any of this! It all rattled through my head…but I knew it wouldn’t do any good. There was no way to prove any of it to Sherri.


  I slowly closed the car door and hung my head. No way did I want Alexa yanking me along on a collar and a leash. Maybe it wouldn’t be as bad as I thought.


  We moved off and, by the time we’d walked halfway across the parking lot, I realized my fear of being revealed as a man was unfounded. Not one person pointed or laughed or shouted at me. I lifted my head a little and did my best not to stumble in the heels.


  But once we entered the mall itself, I realized that the other side of my fear had been bang on the money. I started to become aware of all the attention I was getting...as a woman.


  Sherri was fine. She was hand-in-hand with Kyle, their hips practically touching, and while she attracted plenty of lusty glances, the other men kept their distance. Alexa and I were different. In our summer dresses, with our long legs bare and our high heels making our asses wiggle, we attracted a lot of admirers. It felt as if we were magnetic, men of all ages drifting toward us as we moved along. I tried to keep my eyes forward, but I could see them staring. I could feel their eyes on my breasts, my ass…my pouting lips.


  I’d never commanded much respect as a man…but now I didn’t even have that. In my heels and low-cut dress I was…I reddened. Just some stupid slut. And the men weren’t content to just look. They approached us to chat us up, again and again. Alexa soaked up the stares, her long blonde hair drawing the most looks. When the men approached, she toyed with them, meeting each chat-up line with a comeback, tossing her hair and giggling as they “flirted” with her. In San Relando, “flirting” pretty much consisted of them telling her in graphic terms what they’d like to do to her. And almost as many of them were interested in me, or in both of us. Each time, I’d go silent and Alexa would flirt and preen and then eventually tell them we both had boyfriends and they’d leave, surly and frustrated.


  My heart was thumping in my chest every time it happened. Something about them thinking I was a woman. I wanted to be found attractive. I wanted them to want me.


  We shopped for clothes for Sherri, Alexa and Kyle for two hours, breaking only for lunch. My feet started to ache in the unfamiliar high heels—how did women wear them all day? I was feeling the burn in my calves and even my thighs and ass, but at least I was staggering a little less. Much worse than the leg pain, though, was the feeling of vulnerability. Not only was I dressed as a slut and attracting a lot of raw male lust, I felt crippled by the tight skirt of my dress and especially by the high heels. I’d never realized how much women had to put up with--the leers and the knowing grins, the looks that say, I want to fuck you, right now, given quite openly as men passed me in the mall. And every time it happened, the humiliation and shame I felt was twisted together with a hot rush of lust.


  And it wasn’t just looking. After lunch, having enjoyed a couple of beers with their meal, the men grew bolder. They started to brush up against me as they passed, deliberately catching the side of my breast or the curve of my hip with their bodies. They pushed up behind me in crowds, sometimes so close that I could feel the hard bulges of their cocks against my ass. And when we were pushing through a sea of people, I’d feel hands on my ass, my thighs, even squeezing my breasts. I went weak inside when it happened, unfamiliar currents of pleasure rippling through me.


  I heard the men whispering things about me, usually in the local tongue that I still didn’t understand. But I could take a pretty good guess at their meaning from their expressions and I heard the same words repeated again and again. I knew they were things like slut and whore and I saw from their gestures that they were talking about me sucking my cock, or being on my hands and knees in front of them as they fucked me from behind. I was beyond shocked that they’d do all this quite openly, knowing that I’d see it...wanting me to see it. Suddenly, all the complaints I’d heard from female friends back in the US about how men treat women made a lot more sense. I felt...helpless. Helpless and exposed and humiliated that I’d been reduced to nothing more than a sex object. My face seemed to be permanently hot. I wanted to curl up and die, and I wanted to run away and hide. And yet through it all, my cock seemed to be permanently hard. Something about being a woman, being humiliated as a sexy slut, was turning me on.


  After lunch, Alexa announced it was time to buy something for me. “You’ll need something to wear tonight,” she said, and led our group to a very special shop. The name, in the local language, made no sense to me, but I understood the PVC clothes in the window just fine. “No,” I said quickly. I didn’t want to dress in anything like that, and I sure didn’t want to go inside some fetish shop where I’d probably be revealed as a man. “No, no way.”


  Alexa smiled. “We were going to grab a coffee upstairs in the food court afterward,” she said. “How about we do that now, instead, and you can think about it?”


  I blinked. That wasn’t like Alexa at all. She was being reasonable and understanding. “Okay,” I said nervously. “Thanks.”


  I saw Kyle smirk, as if he knew something was coming. But what?


  Alexa led us toward the elevators. Standing in line to get in was a group of five guys—college age, from the looks of them, and all with the same thick muscle and imposing stature of San Relandan men. As expected, they all turned when they saw three women in our group. Kyle put his arm protectively around Sherri’s waist, which I was glad for, even though seeing it stung.


  I’d noticed that the younger generation had far better English skills than the older ones. Unfortunately, that meant these guys were much more likely to try to chat us up instead of just looking. After just a few seconds, my suspicions were confirmed.


  “Hey,” called one guy to Alexa. “You a natural blonde?”


  That was about the level of come-ons we’d been getting all day. I rolled my eyes.


  Alexa, as always, giggled. “You’ll never find out,” she told him.


  The guy’s eyes narrowed in anger.


  “Because I’m waxed smooth down there,” she said in a theatrical whisper.


  There was a collective intake of breath from the guys. Alexa had told me that bare pussies were still very unusual in San Relando—doing it was seen as being the province of sluts and whores.


  “You want to have some fun?” asked another one of the guys. And it didn’t sound as if he was talking about a sweet romance with perhaps a chaste kiss on the third date.


  Alexa shook her head. “I have a boyfriend,” she said firmly. She paused. “But my friend Tammy here is single.”


  My eyes went wide. WHAT?!


  All five guys turned to look at me. At my full breasts pushing out the top of my dress. At my soft, pouting lips and long, flowing hair. At my pale skin, so different to the deep tans the local women had.


  I opened my mouth to protest…and then closed it again. If I spoke, they’d know I was a man. And then what? Would they beat me up, embarrassed that they’d been fooled? Or would they be even more interested?


  “She’s a little shy, though,” said Alexa. “You may have to warm her up a little.”


  All five guys took a step towards me. I felt my insides turn to liquid.


  The elevator chimed and the doors opened.


  “We won’t all fit,” said one guy. “How about we go up with your friend, and you take the next one?”


  No! I thought. God, no! I stared at Alexa, waiting for her to save me.


  “Fine,” said Alexa. She smiled sweetly at me. “Have fun, Tammy.”


  The guys hustled me into the elevator and the doors started to close. This is a joke! It has to be a joke! It’s just Alexa taking revenge because I wouldn’t go into that shop! They wouldn’t really leave me alone with these guys! I waited for Alexa or maybe Kyle or even Sherri to stop the doors at the last minute.


  The doors closed.


  I stepped away from the guys, eyes wide and mouth gaping. Another step and them my back was up against the smooth metal wall. The elevator started to move upward.


  “She really is shy,” said one guy. “Don’t worry, Tammy. We’re going to have some fun.”


  He stepped quickly towards me, covering the distance in one stride, and suddenly his lips came down on mine—


  Oh God! I’m being kissed by a man!


  I didn’t know what to do. It was too late to close my lips and his tongue forced its way between them. Something like an electric shock went through me. God, it was like being penetrated! Was this what it was like for women?


  He kissed me hard and hungrily. Meanwhile, his friends were pushing in on either side of me, grabbing for my breasts and squeezing. I winced, thinking they’d discover my secret…but the fake breasts were very convincing, as long as they didn’t take my dress off.


  “Her nipples are hard,” said one guy, feeling the fake, hard little nubs. “Slut!”


  “They’re all like that,” said the other guy. “She’s from America. They’re all sluts.”


  The food court, I remembered, was up on the fourth floor. We’d be there in a few seconds. All I had to do was keep them from taking off any of my clothes, and then I could escape.


  The guy kissing me put his hand up the skirt of my dress and ran it up my bare thigh. I suddenly went weak, my knees buckling. His hand was so big, and the skin of my thigh was so smooth against its roughness. The lust was like a wave washing over me. They’re the men. They’re the men and I’m the woman. And they want to—They’re going to—


  I knew I should stop it. That was the right thing to do. I pressed back against his chest with my hands, but it was like pressing against a wall, and once again my new, feminized body just didn’t seem to have any strength. A cackling little voice in my head noted that I wasn’t pushing anywhere near as hard as I could.


  They pinned my wrists to the wall beside my head. The questing hand continued. I could feel cold air all the way up one leg as the hand climbed right to the top of my thigh. Any second, he was going to touch my panties and then—


  He was still kissing me, his mouth rough and demanding. I quickly closed my legs. Almost immediately, two of the guys grabbed them behind the knees and hauled them open, so wide I winced. The one kissing me hauled my skirt up almost to the waist and started rubbing at my groin. “Damn,” he said, breaking the kiss for a second. “I can feel her through her panties.” There was a second of relief as I realized the panties had fooled them.


  “Fuck her,” said one of the other guys, his voice strained with lust.


  God! If they tried that, if they even got a finger up into my panties, they’d find out I was a man!


  The guy kissing me lifted his mouth for a second. “No,” he said. “I know how American sluts like it.”


  What? What did that mean?


  They quickly spun me around and pushed me face-first against the wall of the elevator. I had to turn my head to the side, my cheek against the cold metal. One of them leaned in and licked my cheek.


  Then I felt hands hauling my dress up at the back. Exposing my panties. My cut-out panties.


  “Oh ho ho! Check this out!” hooted one guy.


  “It really is true what they say about American women,” said the one who’d been kissing me. He stepped in close behind me and suddenly his hands were all over my ass, squeezing the hairless, pert cheeks and then spreading them apart. “You know, our women won’t let us take them here. But you will, won’t you, Tammy? You want us to. That’s why you’re wearing panties like this.”


  I opened my mouth, but if I so much as spoke, they’d know I was a man. That was a relief, in a way, because I didn’t have to wonder whether I’d have said No…or Yes.


  A questing finger pushed between the cheeks of my ass and found the puckered, secret hole. And pushed. I groaned and writhed against the elevator wall and was horrified to find my panic being joined by something else: a dark, twisting thread of arousal. I was panting, hardly able to breathe, I was so turned on. I felt my cock swell and harden, even as my mind fought against my reaction. I wanted it. I wanted it!


  “She loves it,” said one guy.


  “Hit the button for the basement,” said another. “We’ll take her to the restrooms and all fuck her.”


  God!


  At that second, the doors opened. Standing right outside, waiting for us, were Sherri, Kyle and Alexa. As the guys stepped back from me slightly, Alexa grabbed my wrist and pulled. I staggered out of the elevator and into her arms.


  “Hey!” yelled one of the guys. “We weren’t finished with her!”


  Kyle leaned in and growled at them. They eyed him sullenly, swearing violence under their breath. Our group slowly backed away.


  “From now on,” Alexa told me, “do exactly what you’re told. Or next time, there won’t be a rescue.”


  I nodded frantically. I was panting and red-faced and—


  I gulped.


  Inside my panties, I was rock hard. From what? The overwhelming testosterone, the feeling of five men wanting me, about to have their way with me? From the way he’d felt and fingered my ass? Did that mean….


  No! I wasn’t some slutty woman! And yet…I couldn’t deny that Tammy seemed to fit me better and better as an identity, the link back to Tom rapidly narrowing to a tenuous, fragile thread.


  I shook my head. My body was just confused, I told myself, craving stimulation because the chastity panties were robbing me of it. It was combining with my new female body to leave me in a state where I longed to be touched anywhere…and my ass seemed to be a direct line into the pleasure centers of my brain. That was it. That was all it was.


  I knew I was kidding myself.


  “Oh Tammy,” said Sherri, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Are you getting all hard, thinking about what those men nearly did to you?”


  I flushed and said nothing.


  We collected coffees—strong Americano for Kyle, lattes for Alexa and Sherri and some ridiculous concoction with strawberry syrup and cream for me—and Alexa led us back downstairs.


  The owner of the shop—a statuesque blonde with her hair pulled back into a severe bun—gave us a knowing look as we walked in. She walked around the counter and examined me closely. I kept my eyes on the floor.


  “I thought so,” she said quietly. “We don’t get too many sluts like her in our country.”


  For the first time, someone had recognized me for what I really was. I winced and flushed.


  “What are you looking for?” the owner asked. She didn’t address the question to me, but to Kyle, as if I wasn’t worth speaking to.


  “Something for Tammy here to wear at the poker game tonight. She’ll be serving drinks.”


  Poker game? That implied other men would be around!


  “I have just the thing.” And she led the way through the racks.


  I grimly followed.


  Chapter 7


   


  When we arrived home, I was locked in my room for the rest of the day. I stared at the pink walls and went quietly mad.


  I looked down at myself, at the fake breasts and the summer dress…and then eyed the bag from the fetish shop in fear. The outfit in there was even worse. Trying it on in the shop, with Alexa and Kyle laughing at me and Sherri looking aghast, had been humiliating. And that night I’d have to wear it for a whole room full of men. But the changes in my outward appearance were nothing compared to the way my mind was changing. I’d gotten hard, when those guys had threatened to fuck my ass in the elevator. Weirdly, when I thought of them taking Tom, I felt nothing. But when I thought of them taking Tammy, with her bouncing breasts and her pert, smooth ass—my cock twitched.


  I sat there for the entire afternoon, trying to get a handle on what I was. All I could say for sure was that I was helplessly confused.


  At last, I heard a key in the lock. Sherri opened the door. “Get undressed,” she told me. “The guests are arriving.”


  She’d already changed and was wearing a long, strapless black dress with a slit up one side. The fabric was silky and smooth, clinging to her curves like oil. With her pale skin and long, dark hair she was exquisitely beautiful.


  “Stop staring,” she said, putting the bag she was carrying down on the bed. “I’m not yours anymore, Tammy. You left all that behind when you…changed.”


  She sounded bitter…but it wasn’t my fault! I didn’t “change,” I’d been changed by Alexa…and by Sherri herself, through Alexa’s cunning! But I knew it was useless to protest. She was long past believing me.


  I slowly stripped off my dress and stood there in my bra and panties, looking down in disbelief at my smoothly-waxed legs and groin. Even now, it still took me by surprise.


  “Now,” said Sherri, taking something from her bag. “You’ll like this, judging by your reaction to those guys in the elevator.”


  I looked at the thing she was holding. It looked a little like a cock, except it was only about the width of my finger. There was a slight tapered bulge near the base, and then it was connected to a long, flexible rubber hose. And at the end of the hose was a squeeze-bulb, like the one on an old-fashioned blood pressure testing cuff. “W—What are you going to do with that?” I asked, my voice quavering.


  Sherri smirked…and looked at my ass.


  “No!” I said sharply, backing away. “I’m not gay!”


  Her face hardened. What had happened to the loving woman I’d known? Even when I’d been in prison, she’d still cared for me, had still felt guilty when she’d first turned to Kyle for comfort. Now she seemed downright cruel. What had—


  Alexa. It hit me like a truck. Alexa had been coaching her. Telling her how cuckold men “like” to be treated. She thought she was playing her role, doing me a favor. Now I understood, I could hear the tiny note of uncertainty in her voice, the slight discomfort. She wasn’t sure about any of this, but she was doing it because she thought it was what I wanted. And every time I went along with it, she was reassured that she’d got it right. With each passing day, it became less of an act.


  And I had to keep right on reassuring her because, if I fought it, Alexa and Kyle would send me straight back to jail. Shit!


  “Turn around,” she said, ice in her voice. I tensed…but turned around, watching her over my shoulder.


  She took a tube of tube of lubricant out of the bag and, holding the thing vertically, squeezed a generous spiral of clear lube onto its tip and around the shaft, so that it oozed down and coated it. I looked at the thing in horror. God, was she really going to push it—


  She stepped close to me, running a hand over my smooth ass cheek. “Bend over,” she told me. “And spread your legs.”


  I hesitated, then did it. I was aware I was breathing faster. Oh God…I think I want it! I felt the firm, rubbery tip of the thing probing at my asshole. The lube was cold.


  “P—Please,” I begged. But I wasn’t sure if I was asking her to do it, or asking her not to. I could feel my chest tightening at the sensation—at the way it sent tremors along every nerve ending, making me shudder right up to my fingertips. My knees felt weak.


  She let out a little snort as she swirled the hard end of it against my asshole. “Oh, right,” she said sarcastically. “You just hate this, don’t you?”


  I flushed. The blood was thundering in my ears, ripples of pleasure radiating outward from my ass. I couldn’t deny it any longer. I stopped my protests.


  She pushed and I felt my asshole begin to give. I tried instinctively to close myself, but it was slender and firm and, as the pressure increased, I could feel myself begin to open up. I raised myself up on my tiptoes. “S—Sherri!” I said in shock.


  “Stop complaining,” she hissed. “It’s not even big. Yet.”


  Yet?!


  She pushed harder and I felt it slide in. Once the tip was in, the shaft slid in smoothly and horribly quickly. I could feel it moving deep into me, touching me in ways I’d never been touched before, alien and cold and unstoppable. My whole body shuddered and I felt my cock harden. I tried to clamp down on that plug’s shaft, but it was too smooth, too well lubed. I felt the tip of it sliding deep…deep…and then the tapering bulge was against my asshole, pushing for entrance. The taper meant that it stretched me gradually as it went in, and I had to try to relax or it would have hurt. I gasped. “Too big!”


  Sherri gave another little disparaging sound. “Too big? It’s nothing compared to a man’s cock. Imagine if it was Kyle fucking you here.”


  The thought made my eyes widen. I felt the bulge widen and widen and, just as I thought I couldn’t possibly take any more, it suddenly started to narrow, and narrow quickly. My asshole spasmed shut around it, almost sucking the thing deeper into my body, and I groaned as the tip moved within me. I understood, now—the bulge would hold it inside me, the shape of it making it much harder to get out than put in. The feel of it was incredible. It should have felt constant, but it didn’t. My body kept spasming around it, and with each spasm a fresh wave of pleasure soaked through me. I—I can’t be getting off on this! What sort of slut would want her ass filled?!


  God, it felt…incredible!


  “Now the outfit,” said Sherri coldly.


  I bent to retrieve it from the store bag and gasped as I felt the butt plug—I was pretty sure that was what it was called—move inside me. Tottering a little on my heels, I picked up the thing Alexa had bought me that day.


  It was a French maid’s outfit in black and white PVC. It had a cut out for my cleavage with a cross-piece that neatly hid the join of the fake breasts with my chest. It hugged every curve of my new body, looking almost painted on, and then stretched down over my hips to finish barely below my panties. I was dismayed to find that there was a cut out in the ass even bigger than the one in my panties. Sherri threaded the squeeze bulb and hose through the hole and then jerked the skirt down. She turned me and showed me my rear in the mirror.


  From behind, the effect was startling. The skintight black PVC skirt had a heart-shaped cut out over my ass. Framed within that was the pink of my panties and their smaller cut out, edged in white lace. Within that were my naked, hairless, feminine ass cheeks, and poking out from between them was the rubber hose leading to the squeeze bulb.


  Sherri waited while I pulled on the matching black PVC stockings and long gloves and stepped into five-inch black heels that made me totter and sway. Then she touched up my make-up. When I looked again in the mirror, I was horrified. I looked like a fetishized rubber doll, a plaything built for sex and nothing else.


  “I—I can’t go downstairs like this!” I said. I was almost panting in fear. “I don’t want people to see me like this!”


  “Liar,” said Sherri. “I bet you got hard as soon as you felt that plug at your asshole…didn’t you?”


  I opened my mouth to say No….but my cock was straining, as hard as it could be while constrained by my locked-on panties. My red face told the real story, and Sherri sneered.


  What have they turned me into?! I wondered. I longed to stroke my cock and get release, but it was completely out of reach and out of my control.


  Sherri grabbed the final piece of the costume—a tiara-style maid’s hat—and jammed it onto my head. Then she led me downstairs by the hand. With each step, the plug moved inside me, coaxing feelings from me I didn’t understand.


  Downstairs, the living room had been turned into a poker den. Five men sat around a poker table--a large, expensive-looking one that wouldn’t have looked out of place in a high-end casino. Poker nights must be a regular thing for Kyle.


  Chips were piled high in front of the players along with several thick bundles of cash, some in US dollars, some in Euros and some in the local currency. I gulped at the amount of money I could see. High stakes didn’t begin to cover it.


  Alexa was perched sideways on Kyle’s knee, his hand stroking her thigh. She too was in a dress, a long, deep red gown with a slit up the side that set off her tanned skin and blonde hair. When she saw Sherri, she visibly stiffened for a second, then did her best false smile and waved us in. She clapped her hands in amusement when she saw me.


  “Everyone,” said Kyle, “this is Sherri. She’s with me. And this is Tammy—she’ll be serving you tonight.”


  The men all turned around to look at me. Immediately, I recognized Russ. He smiled a shark-like smile and I went cold inside. Then he glanced across at Sherri and I went colder still. Russ had always had a thing for Sherri, always polite to her face but making endless salacious comments about her—within earshot of me—as soon as her back was turned. When I’d been Tom, I’d been able to keep her away from him, but now….


  I turned to Sherri and saw her smile shyly at Russ. That was the worst part—she didn’t know what he was really like. When she was with me—the when made me wince—the fact she was married hadn’t stopped him lusting after her. Now that she was the lover of Russ’s friend, openly cheating on her husband in front of him, Russ might be much, much worse. And now I was Tammy, there was another dimension to my fear of him--what if he was interested in me? I wasn’t even sure if he knew who I was. Was he smiling because he enjoyed seeing me humiliated, or because he thought I was a sexy woman and wanted to use me...or both?!


  The other guys I’d never seen before. There was no one else there from our company. One guy was balding and a little overweight, with old-fashioned glasses. There was a Hispanic guy with faded gang tattoos, an older man who might have been Italian and finally a blond-haired white guy with muscles almost as big as Kyle and Russ’s.


  “Cute,” said the Hispanic guy, looking straight at me. “She’s a whore?”


  My chest tightened. Would Kyle tell him that I was a man, and Sherri’s husband?


  “Oh, very much a whore,” said Kyle. “But you don’t need to pay her.”


  “I’m more interested in this one,” said the balding guy, looking at Sherri. His accent surprised me: German. He’d flown here all the way from Germany?


  “She’s not for sale,” said Kyle. But he didn’t seem angry or offended. In fact, it was almost as if he was filing that bit of information away for future use. “But feel free to make use of Tammy for your drinks order. She’s going to try extra-special-hard not to make any mistakes, aren’t you, Tammy?”


  I nodded dumbly.


  “Because if she gets your order wrong,” continued Kyle, “you get to squeeze the bulb dangling between her legs.”


  The blonde one leaned forward, staring at me. “What’ll that do?” he asked. He had an unusual accent. Not German, this time. Something distinctive I couldn’t place.


  Kyle grinned. “She has a butt plug in her ass. The inner part of it inflates—wider and longer—each time you squeeze that bulb. It’s small at the moment but, believe me, when it’s inflated….” He held up his hands to show them.


  My jaw dropped open. His hands were eight or nine inches apart!


  The men all grinned and snickered, and I saw them run their eyes over my exposed cleavage and up the long length of my rubber-stockinged legs. For the first time, I really understood what women meant when they complained about men objectifying them. They weren’t looking at me as a person—just a collection of tits and legs and holes to be played with. I felt like a piece of meat and cringed, looking at the floor. It was more than just the prickling feeling of their lust, though. Every one of the men, even the fat German, was bigger than me, more powerful than me. If they wanted to, they could just throw me to the ground and—I closed my eyes. No one would stop them, not in this room. I’d never felt so vulnerable. And yet, twisted together with the fear, there was something I hadn’t counted on—an equally powerful current of sexual heat.


  I want this. God, I think I want to be used by them!


  “Cute,” said the Italian-looking one. “This’ll be fun.” His accent was pure New Jersey and I knew what that combination meant. I remembered all the Italian names on the money laundering spreadsheets. Jesus!


  Kyle grinned at me. “Now run and fetch us some drinks, Tammy. I’ll have a beer.”


  They all started calling out drinks orders and I tried desperately to remember them. I didn’t want the thing in my ass to get any bigger. Already, I was reminded of its presence with every step I took.


  In the kitchen, a huge selection of different beers, wines and spirits was laid out. Kyle was sparing no expense to entertain these guys...not surprising, since I was pretty certain they were his money laundering clients. The money they were gambling was just a tiny fraction of the millions they pumped through Kyle’s company.


  I fixed the five drinks for the men, together with champagne for Sherri and Alexa. I considered knocking back a glass of something myself, but decided I needed to stay alert. I really didn’t want to make a mistake.


  When I returned to the living room, Alexa was still in Kyle’s lap while Sherri was standing beside him, stroking his shoulders. I handed out the drinks one by one and—to my relief—it seemed like I’d got them all right.


  Then Russ spoke up. “Hey,” he said casually to Kyle. “If Alexa’s staying on your lap, how about Sherri comes and sits on mine?”


  I drew in my breath. Russ shot me a look and smirked, and I knew then that he knew who I was.


  I looked quickly at Kyle, hoping he’d say No. But instead, he looked at me, at my wide eyes and frightened expression. Then he twisted round to look at Sherri, who looked merely uncertain.


  “Sure,” he said. “Why not? You don’t mind, do you, Sherri?”


  Sherri swallowed. This was entirely new territory for her. Kyle had shared her with Alexa, but never with another man—as far as I knew, they’d never even discussed it. “N—No,” she said. And walked around to Russ. He immediately put his hands around her waist and drew her down onto his lap. Just before her ass hit his legs, I saw the sizable bulge at his groin, and my chest tightened again. God, not Russ! Anyone but Russ!


  I stepped back from the table, hoping they’d forget about me for a while, and kept an eye on Sherri as the game picked up again. Another few hands were dealt and Kyle seemed to be losing. The men bantered about sex and sport, the blonde guy talking about rugby.


  South African. That was the accent I’d heard. So we had someone from the mob, the Hispanic guy was probably from one of the Mexican cartels, a South African guy who must be part of some crime family over there and…the German guy. I couldn’t figure him out at all. Judging by the amount of Euros he had in front of him, he was obviously very rich. A corrupt businessman? Some drug kingpin? I didn’t like the way he was looking at Sherri at all, his eyes running up and down her body as she perched on Russ’s lap. Now I looked closer, she seemed to be moving slightly.


  I shifted my position so I could see what Russ was doing with his free hand. He was rubbing it up and down her thigh in slow strokes. That wouldn’t have been so bad, but he’d picked the spot where the slit in her dress opened up, so he was stroking her bare skin right up to the waistband of her panties. Sherri seemed to be trying to look calm and aloof, but she was sitting right on the hard and no doubt growing bulge in his pants, and I could see her shifting her hips this way and that. Her eyes kept flicking to Kyle, but all he did was to smile at her, as if to tell her that it was okay.


  I leaned forward to get a better look—and tottered in my high heels. I took a staggering step, trying to catch my balance, and my heel came down right on the toe of the South African guy. He yelled a curse and I immediately jumped away, but it was too late.


  “Bad girl, Tammy,” Kyle said mildly. “Take your punishment.”


  The South African guy’s expression changed from anger to lust. He waved me over and then had me turn around. I felt the weight of the swinging squeeze bulb suddenly disappear as he picked it up. I gulped.


  There was the rubbery sound of the bulb being mashed hard in his hand and, simultaneously, I felt the thing in my ass expand. My mouth opened in a silent cry and my eyes bulged as I felt it thicken and lengthen, just as Kyle had said. Suddenly, it was no longer a slender toy—it was like I’d just been penetrated by a modest cock. And with every millimeter it moved, it awakened new sensations in me. Discomfort, yes. A sensation of being gradually filled. But something else…a dark arousal I didn’t want to think about.


  “Aren’t you going to say anything?” asked the South African guy.


  “She doesn’t talk,” said Kyle smoothly. “We give her better things to do with her mouth.”


  They all laughed and I flushed red.


  The game continued. Hand after hand redistributed the money…with most of it moving away from Kyle and Russ. Kyle’s pile of chips grew smaller and smaller and he comforted himself by absently playing with Alexa’s breasts, causing her to gasp and moan. I saw Sherri’s mouth tighten slightly—so there was some jealousy on her side, too. But Kyle’s mauling of Alexa had another, more serious effect. Russ seemed to decide that if Kyle could do that with Alexa, he wouldn’t mind him doing it to Sherri. I saw his hands encircle my wife’s waist and then slide up under her breasts…then he started to rub at the underside of them, making her catch her breath in surprise. She glanced at Kyle, who simply nodded to her.


  She swallowed. And didn’t move. And Russ seemed to take that as permission to continue. He slid his hands up onto her breasts and started to squeeze and stroke them, palming her nipples through the dress. I could feel the cold rage building in me again, just like the very first time I’d seen her on the DVD with Kyle. And then Russ looked straight at me and smiled a smile of pure victory.


  “You share your toys?” said the German to Kyle, his voice tight with excitement. I saw Sherri’s mouth go tight at being called a toy, but she didn’t say anything.


  “Sometimes,” Kyle told him.


  Russ continued to knead at Sherri’s breasts. He was rougher than Kyle would have been, seeming to care more about his own pleasure than hers, but Sherri still writhed and ground against him. Everyone at the table was looking toward them, including me. That was why, when the drinks order came in, I only half heard it. And why, when I returned with the drinks, the Italian’s whiskey had ice in it instead of no ice.


  He beckoned me over and everyone laughed—Alexa’s laugh was cruel, but Russ’s was the cruelest of all. I walked over to him with tiny steps. Already, the plug inside me was uncomfortable, every movement making its girth stretch me in new ways.


  But the Italian was already reaching for the squeeze bulb. He put his other hand on my breasts and gave them a cruel knead, perhaps inspired by Russ. Just like the guys in the elevator, he didn’t seem to suspect they were anything but genuine. He made me face the rest of the table…and then gave the bulb a hard squeeze.


  I drew in a shuddering breath and grabbed for the edge of the poker table as the rubber cock inside me swelled and grew. Its girth pushed against my tight walls, its length probing deeper, touching me in new places. I felt filled—the thing was the size of an average cock, now, and that was plenty big enough. My breathing tightened, unmistakable ripples of pleasure radiating out from my ass.


  I shook my head. I can’t be liking this! I can’t! And yet….it was uncomfortable, just on the edge of hurting…but at the same time, it felt good. No, great! When I walked away from the Italian, I could feel it shifting inside me, and I had to clench my teeth to stop from letting out a cry of pleasure that would have revealed me as a man.


  Maybe it was my expression that ignited Russ. He lifted my wife off his lap a little and tugged her dress up until it was bunched around her hips, then lowered her again. Now her warm ass cheeks were rubbing against his pants like a lap dancer, and only the thin material of her black, satiny panties covered her sex. As they began the next hand, I saw Russ’s fingers tiptoe their way up her bare leg until they reached the edge of her panties…and then continue onto the front panel.


  I stood there next to the table, unable to even voice my anger. Russ stared right at me as his fingers began to stroke very lightly up and down over my wife’s pussy. All those times in the office when he’d lusted after her. All those little comments he’d made about her body. And now he had his fingers right on her, while I was trapped in a slutty, sissy maid outfit, forced to bring him drinks.


  Alexa gave a little growl of approval and pressed herself harder against Kyle, teasing him with her breasts and rubbing her ass against him. She was upping the stakes, I realized, turning Kyle on so that he’d be less and less likely to stop Russ’s fun, while also goading Russ on. She wanted Sherri shared with other men…but why? Because it would make Kyle view her as less special? Because she wanted to see her competition used like a cheap slut, instead of treasured like a lover?


  The game continued and, for a while, Kyle’s luck seemed to change. He built a small mountain of chips in front of him. I worked hard not to make any more mistakes—already, I was walking around with what amounted to a man’s cock inside me. The movement forced my body to adjust to the plug and, though I still gasped and tensed every time it shifted, I could feel myself gradually relaxing around it. I was getting used to it…and I shuddered at the thought.


  Suddenly, the South African, who seemed to have taken a liking to me, beckoned me over. When I was close enough, he grabbed me around the waist and pulled me onto his lap. I squealed as my feet left the floor and my virtually naked ass landed on his groin. He was already hard, and my eyes grew wide as the bulge in his pants pushed against my ass, causing the swollen plug inside me to move. He wrapped the other arm around my chest and began kneading a breast with one hand. “This is okay—yeah?” he asked.


  Asked Kyle. Not me.


  “Sure,” said Kyle.


  Suddenly, a hand was under my chin, tilting my head back, and the guy’s lips were coming down on mine. I opened my mouth to say something, forgetting for a second the consequences of speaking. But my cry was muffled by his kiss, his tongue immediately lunging into my open mouth to explore my own. I twisted and writhed on his lap, but that only seemed to excite him. And as the kiss continued, the feel of being so dominated by a strong man, so used…it made me go weak inside.


  His other hand kept kneading at my breast. His groin started to hump up into me as he kissed me, and every thrust moved the plug inside me—almost as if he was ass-fucking me. I groaned through the kiss and the others laughed. I writhed—mainly because I could feel myself hardening inside my panties. The rhythmic moving of the plug inside me was stoking the fire in my core, the heat rising inside me. God, I was actually…enjoying it!


  “Slut,” said the Italian, watching. The word sent a rush of heat through me.


  The South African one lifted his mouth at last, leaving me gasping. “Here, Tammy,” he said. “Give me some luck on this chip.” And he pushed a red and white poker chip to my mouth.


  Realizing what he wanted me to do, I pursed my red-painted, shining lips and kissed the edge of it. But he shook his head. “Do it properly,” he said. “Get it wet.”


  The others snickered nastily. Quaking, I opened my lips and stuck out my tongue, licking the chip. The men all grinned, staring at the soft pinkness of my tongue, and I went weak inside, my face flaring red. God, they’re thinking about sticking their cocks in my mouth!


  “That’s not fair,” said Russ. “I want some luck, too. How about it, Sherri?”


  I’d been so occupied with what the South African was doing to me, I’d not been watching Sherri and Russ. When I looked at them, I saw to my horror that he was openly rubbing the front of her panties with two fingers.


  Sherri was flushing and squirming, clearly caught between arousal and uncertainty. She might not know how evil Russ was, but she still didn’t trust him as she trusted Kyle. On the other hand, the rubbing was obviously having an effect--I could see her hips grinding slightly towards Russ’s fingers, and the movement was getting less and less subtle. She looked across at Kyle and, when he made no move to stop his friend, she nodded to Russ and opened her mouth, ready to lick his poker chip.


  Russ shook his head, throwing a glance my way. “That’s not what I had in mind. I think I need a little more luck that that.” His hand grabbed the waistband of her black panties…and ripped.


  Sherri gave a startled cry as the fabric tore with an ugly, jagged sound. Russ tossed the ruined panties onto the table and I looked in disbelief at the little pile of black material. When I looked back at Sherri, she was panting and wide-eyed, trying to close her legs to cover herself, though she looked more shocked than fearful. But Russ hooked his knees inside hers and opened her up, exposing her shaven pussy. “Everyone wants to see,” he told her.


  I saw Sherri look at Kyle, perhaps to see if he would reprimand his friend. But Kyle was smirking…at me. He wasn’t going to stop Russ, I realized. He was enjoying the show, or wanted her to do it to humiliate me, or both.


  Even as I thought it, Russ started to roll his poker chip like a coin up the smooth length of Sherri’s thigh… She looked down, drawing in her breath as she stared at where it was heading.


  Every man at the table leaned forward to see. The South African finally let me get up, so that he could see better. Hating myself, I leaned forward to look, too.


  “Pucker up, Sherri,” said Russ. And he stroked the edge of the chip down the length of Sherri’s pussy lips, making her tense and quiver.


  “Is she wet?” the German wanted to know. He was craning forward in his seat.


  Neither Sherri nor Russ answered for a moment. Sherri twisted and writhed in Russ’s lap. I could see the flush in her cheeks, the way her breasts were rising and falling under her dress. Her eyes kept flicking around the table at the men and the more she looked at them watching her, the more she ground down against Russ’s lap…and his erect cock. My God, I thought, she’s loving it! Could Sherri really have an exhibitionist streak? I shot a glance at Kyle: he was grinning victoriously. I felt ill. It was the ultimate humiliation. He wasn’t making her do something she didn’t want to do—he was pushing her just enough, using that alpha male dominance I could never muster, to persuade her to do the things she did secretly want to do. That made him a better lover…a better partner.


  Sherri ground and ground against Russ as he rubbed the chip up and down her pussy lips. And, biting her lip shyly in a way that made the men catch their breath, she nodded that she was wet. Indeed, I could see her lips shining.


  “I think we need her a little wetter, though.” said Russ. “We can fix that.” He moved his hand as if to rub her, but then stopped. “I have a better idea,” he said. “Why don’t you get yourself wet?”


  The room suddenly went very quiet.


  Sherri hesitated and then said, “No. I couldn’t.”


  “Yeah you could,” said the Italian. “It ain’t nothin’ you ain’t done a thousand times before. Just forget we’re here.”


  Sherri stared at him for three shuddering breaths. She was turned on by the idea, I could tell. But this was still a big step for her. I was burning up with silent anger inside. I couldn’t deny that the sight of her doing it turned me on, too, but this was my wife! And they were turning her into a stripper!


  “Go on, Sherri,” said Alexa, nestling into Kyle’s chest. “It’s just fun. You like to have fun, don’t you?”


  I saw Sherri glare at Alexa…and at the way her hand was gliding over Kyle’s muscled chest. She’s making her compete, I thought with sick fear. Alexa wanted to show Kyle that she was still the one he should be with. But she didn’t know Sherri like I knew her. When she was challenged, Sherri was more than capable of going far—too far—to win. I saw my wife’s eyes narrow, her anger overcoming her shyness.


  No! Don’t rise to it!


  Slowly, Sherri dropped her hand down between her smooth, pale thighs and began to rub. Russ slowly relaxed his knees, and she kept her legs open on her own, displaying herself to them. Five men, all staring at those beautiful pink folds—and standing beside them, ready to serve them drinks, her husband, dressed up like a slutty maid. How had I fallen this low?


  “That’s it,” said the South African. “Get yourself nice and wet.”


  “Shit, she’s beautiful,” said the Italian.


  The German just watched in silence as my wife’s fingers strummed across her lips, stroking their length and brushing across their edges again and again. I could see the folds beginning to shine more and more, and her hips begin to grind. After a while, Sherri’s eyes closed and her head went back. Despite her unease at being watched, she was clearly enjoying herself.


  The German was red-faced, now. “More,” he breathed. “Fingers. Get fingers in.”


  Sherri hesitated, but slowly began to ease one finger in and out of herself. It was so quiet, we could hear the moist suction as she moved it.


  “More,” said the German. “Four fingers! Make a fist—”


  “Easy, Hans,” said Kyle smoothly. “She’s not one of your—” He cut himself off.


  “Yeah, she’s plenty wet enough,” said Russ, his voice gloating. “Aren’t you, Sherri?”


  Sherri opened her eyes. It seemed like she’d been away in her own little world for the last few moments. “Mmm-hmm,” she said.


  Russ passed her the poker chip. She swallowed, and then eased the edge of it between her lower lips, gasping at its hardness. We watched as her glistening folds were spread apart by the checkered rim, and I don’t think I’ve ever seen a more obscenely beautiful sight. When she brought it away, the edge was gleaming.


  Russ took his chip back and clicked it down on the table. “Now that’s a lucky chip,” he told the others. He eased Sherri off his lap and, as she stood, her dress fell back into place. As she stood, I saw her legs shake. She was more turned on than I’d ever seen her and it hit me that it wasn’t just me who was being changed. She wasn’t the same woman she’d been when I’d been sent to jail. What would she be like with another week of Kyle and Alexa’s influence? Another month? Another year?


  “Why don’t you go and get the next round of drinks?” Russ asked Sherri. “Give Tammy here a break.”


  That caught me by surprise…and made me suspicious. He’d never showed me any sort of compassion before.


  Sherri nodded and took an order for beers and expensive, vintage whiskey. She disappeared into the kitchen, every head turning to watch her swaying ass as she left.


  “I have got,” said Russ to Kyle, “to tap that. How about it, pal?”


  What? I’d been amazed when Kyle had let him touch Sherri. No way would he let him sleep with her!


  I looked at Kyle, expecting him to laugh it off and slap his buddy down. But Kyle was looking straight at me, grinning. He knew that Russ and I didn’t get on. He knew that the bastard had been lusting after Sherri since he’d first met her, always polite to her face but making crude comments behind her back. My stomach shrank as I realized he was going to say “yes,” not despite all that, but because of it.


  Kyle nodded. Unable to stop myself, I gave a strangled moan of protest.


  The South African turned to look. “What’s the matter?” he asked. “Jealous?”


  Everyone laughed and I reddened, glaring at Kyle.


  “Your friend is right,” said the German—Hans, they’d called him. “She’s lovely.”


  Something about the way he said it made the back of my neck prickle.


  Sherri returned. To my surprise, Russ didn’t call her over to him. Instead, he called me over to sit on his knee. I sat down tentatively, keeping my legs demurely together, but he suddenly grabbed me with his huge hands and pulled me back onto him, making the plug inside me move and shift. I gritted my teeth and let out a moan, pleasure washing through me.


  Sherri went to stand beside Kyle and the game began again. After his earlier lucky streak, Kyle was now losing badly, his pile of chips shrinking with each hand.


  Russ leaned down and whispered in my ear, quietly enough that the others couldn’t hear.


  “Well, Tom,” he said. “Look at you.”


  Hearing my old name again was like a bolt of lightning slamming straight into my heart. The reality of it all blazed bright in my mind. I was dressed up as a woman, powerless to protect my wife as my enemies discussed her.


  “Do you know what I’m going to do to Sherri?” Russ whispered.


  I squirmed on his lap, trying to get up, but his arm was wound tight around my waist.


  “I’m going to do something I bet she’s never done before, a tight-ass little bitch like her.”


  My anger turned to cold fear. He couldn’t mean—


  “That’s right,” said Russ. “I’m going to shove it right up her ass. Hard. Has Kyle had her there?”


  I shook my head.


  “Have you? Has she ever had your little dick up there?”


  I shook my head again. I could feel tears in my eyes.


  “Oh, that’s even better.” He moved his face back a little and looked at me. “Are you about to cry? Oh, Alexa’s really done a number on you, hasn’t she? You always were a wuss, Tom, but now you’re an actual woman. You deserve to get fucked, just like your wife.”


  I shook my head again and made a low, pleading noise in my throat.


  “Shh, Tammy,” Russ whispered. “Because you can’t stop me. You can’t do a damn thing.” He looked across the table at my wife. “Sherri’s always so damn prissy. Wait till she gets a load of this.” And he humped his hips up into me. The bulge in his pants pushed against my ass and I realized he was almost as big as Kyle. I groaned in horror.


  “Oh yeah. It’ll make her moan, buddy. You can be sure of that. And the best part is, she’ll love it,” he told me. “By the end of it, she’ll be begging me for more. And you know what I’ll do then?” He leaned even closer so that he could whisper super-low. “I’ll finish in that tight pussy of hers. Maybe I’ll knock her up instead of Kyle. How would that be?”


  The room seemed to spin. The thought of him taking Sherri’s ass, violating that final, untouched hole, especially with his huge cock, was terrible. But the idea that he’d actually try to impregnate her…would Kyle really allow that? Would he even know?


  I had to warn her. I had to stop this. I shook my head again and opened my mouth…only to find Russ’s large hand clamped over it.


  “Tammy’s forgetting she isn’t allowed to speak,” said Russ mildly, raising his voice so that the others could hear him. “I think she needs a gag.”


  “I thought that might be a problem,” said Alexa, taking something from her tiny purse. “I brought this, just in case.” And she tossed something across the table to him. A ring gag, like the one I’d worn before, although this one had straps of thick black PVC to match my outfit. Russ grabbed it and released his hand and, before I could speak, he crammed it between my teeth. The ring lodged between my jaws, forcing them open wide…and then wider as Russ pulled it back. I tried to bite down on it, praying the rubber would flex. But it didn’t change shape at all.


  I couldn’t close my mouth!


  I felt Russ efficiently buckling the straps behind my head, stopping me from pushing the thing out. I started to panic, my eyes wide, my breath coming in pants. I could get air just fine, but having my mouth held forcibly open made me feel horribly vulnerable.


  “Much better,” said Russ. And he humped his crotch up into my ass again, making the plug shift and causing me to moan. Everyone laughed.


  I can’t speak! I thought desperately, looking at Sherri. I can’t warn her! She was still standing beside Kyle, watching the game, unaware of what Russ had planned for her.


  “She looks good like that,” said the South African. And he shifted in his seat as if he, too, was sporting a hard-on.


  “Best way for a woman to be,” said Russ and smiled at Sherri. I expected her to be horrified at the outrageous comment. Her smile was uncertain but I swear she gave a little squirm, as if the words, coming from a muscled, good-looking, dominant guy like Russ, were…a turn on?! God, did she actually kind of like the sexist, brutish pig? She was going to walk right into his embrace and then…I closed my eyes at the thought of what he’d promised to do to her. He was going to rob her—and, in a way, rob me—of her last remaining piece of virginity. And get her to beg him to do it.


  When I opened my eyes, Russ was staring at me. “I think Tammy needs to do some work,” he said, pushing me off his lap and slapping my bare ass hard. “But we all have drinks.”


  I checked the table and he was right: everyone’s glasses were full.


  “I have an idea,” Russ said. “How about Tammy blows whoever wins the next hand?”


  Chapter 8


   


  WHAT?!


  I blinked at him. My brain refused to process the idea for a while because I was in a total state of shock. Then, as it sank in, something happened that shocked me even more: my cock twitched.


  “Good idea,” said the Italian.


  “Great idea,” said the South African. Only the German seemed ambivalent. His eyes were still glued to Sherri, even though she was now fully dressed.


  “Get down on your knees, Tammy,” said Kyle.


  I just stood there, dumbstruck. They couldn’t really be suggesting…I wasn’t gay! I couldn’t suck a cock! And yet my heart was suddenly hammering in my chest. With fear, I told myself. It’s hammering with fear.


  “Sherri,” said Alexa calmly. “I think Tammy needs some discipline.”


  Sherri walked around the table to where I was standing. I had to warn her! I had to tell her what Russ had planned! But when I tried to speak, the gag made my words were a mumbled, useless mess.


  “Get down on your knees, Tammy,” said Sherri, her voice cold. I could tell she was putting on an act, dominating me in just the way Alexa had taught her…and she was doing it because she thought I loved it. She thought I wanted to be Tammy, and she was letting me live my fantasies. I shook my head in dismay.


  Suddenly, her hand cracked across my bare ass. I yelped and jerked in pain. It wasn’t just the spanking itself, although that hurt. It made the plug move inside me, and that sent a wave of pleasure through me that made my legs buckle. I sank to my knees, gasping as the cock-shaped plug moved inside me.


  “Take off your belts,” Kyle said to the other men. They all grinned and started to unfasten them, with Russ, the Italian and the South African getting there first. Sherri jerked my arms behind me, which made my breasts thrust out even more. Then she bound my wrists together with one of the belts. She pulled my ankles together and bound them with a second belt. Finally, she bound my ankles to my wrists with the third one. Now I was kneeling, arms behind me, unable to raise myself up or use my hands. I was helpless. Helpless. I’ll have to do…whatever they want! The thought sent a raw throb of arousal through me. God, what’s happening to me?!


  Sherri grabbed the scruff of my neck and directed me under the table. Russ pulled back his chair to let me in, giving me a wicked grin. A moment later, I was underneath and Russ moved back into position, blocking out the light.


  I blinked and panted in disbelief. I was trapped, unable to do more than shuffle about on my knees and turn around. I did a slow spin, and all I could see was five sets of male legs and Alexa’s long, tanned legs hanging down across one set as she sat in Kyle’s lap.


  I tried to free my wrists, but Sherri had done a very good job with the belts. I was genuinely helpless and, as the next hand began, I realized it was only going to be a few minutes before I’d have to suck off the winner.


  The thought sent a stab of raw heat through me.


  “So where did you find Tammy?” asked the Italian.


  I heard Alexa laugh. “Oh, she was a recent addition to our little family. She used to be a respectable worker…and then she got into some trouble. Now she’s just a slut.”


  My skin burned.


  “Trouble?” asked the South African.


  “She was in prison, briefly,” said Alexa in a theatrical whisper.


  I heard Sherri draw in her breath sharply, perhaps fearing that Alexa was about to reveal the truth about who I was. Under the table, I’d frozen for the same reason.


  “Don’t worry,” Alexa told Sherri. “They don’t care that Tammy has a past…do you, gentlemen? As long as she sucks a good cock?”


  “What was she in for?” asked the Italian.


  “Guess!” said Alexa happily.


  The Italian was behind me. Suddenly, I felt his hand reach down under the table and smooth over the curve of my ass cheek, then slap it hard. “Prostitution,” he said.


  “Got it in one,” said Alexa smoothly. I heard the table creak and realized she was leaning forward across it. “The funny thing was, she didn’t have a pimp. She was a respectable woman, but she was desperate for a good fucking.” Her voice grew syrupy and cruel. “You know—the rough stuff. So she took off her business suit and put on a cheap dress and started servicing the local men for a few bucks a time.”


  The men drew in their breath. “Little slut,” the South African said, a note of lust in his voice. He, too, reached under the table and stroked my ass, and my chest tightened at the feeling. It’s not true! I thought. None of it’s true! God, if they thought I was like that…who knows how they’d treat me?!


  When Russ had first suggested me blowing the winner, a spark of arousal had flared into life. It was burning brighter with each passing second, setting fire to fuel I hadn’t even known was there, fuel that had maybe been stacking higher and higher in my brain for years. All those times I’d watched porn on the internet, watched some sluttily-dressed porn star do oral, anal, even gang bangs…. I’d never really admitted to myself who I was identifying with, but it started to hit me that maybe it hadn’t been the men…. I’m not gay, I kept thinking. But maybe I didn’t have to be. If I was Tammy, if I was now a sexy, female slut…I squirmed hotly inside. That aspect of it—not just being a woman, but being one the men would treat like a slut—somehow seemed at least as important as the sex itself.


  The hand came to an end. I heard Kyle fold, and there was real irritation in his voice. How much had he now lost? All of his earlier winnings? There was a serious amount of money on the table.


  Russ and then the German gave in. The Italian called, only to lose to the South African’s formidable hand. “Well then,” I heard him say in his thick accent. “I’m the winner, then. Come on, Tammy.”


  I turned to face him, eying his legs in fear…and anticipation. Already, he was unfastening his pants and slipping them down his thighs along with his jockey shorts. His cock was already most of the way erect, not as large as Kyle but still bigger than average. And I was going to—to—


  Oh God. I want to. I actually want to. But I was in such a state of shock at my own emotions that I just knelt there.


  When I didn’t move, Alexa put her elegant, high-heeled foot out and poked the heel into my ass cheek until I shuffled forward on my knees. The cock looked immense, from down there. I’d never seen another man’s cock so close up before and I gaped, eyes wide. He was cut, leaving the thick head throbbing and exposed atop a long, veiny shaft. The gray-purple head alone looked as if it would fill my mouth and, as I got closer, the heavy scent of man filled my nostrils. I stopped again, but the Italian reached down and gave me a hard spank across my ass.


  “Come on, you little whore,” said the South African. “Get those lips round it.” And the arousal flared even brighter inside me. Something about the intense humiliation felt…right. I was down on my knees, bound and gagged, a plug stretching my ass, men treating me like a slut….


  I felt my cock swell almost painfully. It was rock hard and pushing against the tight confines of my panties.


  I lowered my face toward his groin. He had one hand around the shaft of his cock, holding it in position for me. My long, dark hair brushed his bare thighs and he sighed in pleasure. “That’s it,” he said. “You know what to do.”


  It hit me that I wasn’t resisting. I was doing this of my own free will, now…because I was Tammy, the slut. That idea alone sent a jolt of sexual heat straight through me.


  The other men had grown quiet. They couldn’t see exactly what was going on in his lap, so they were relying on the South African’s commentary.


  I moved my head down far enough that the tip of his cock was just grazing the rubber ring in my mouth. I was panting in excitement, not quite believing that I’d actually go through with it, and he groaned as my hot breath washed over him. And then—


  I moved my head down and the head of his cock pushed through the ring and slid into my mouth. For the first time ever, I tasted the hot, salty taste of a man, felt the silken swelling of him in my mouth. God, he was so big! The head almost filled my mouth, thick and throbbing on my tongue. I have a man’s cock in my mouth, I thought, and shuddered with excitement.


  The South African moved his hand up to my cheek and stroked me. “Go to work, sweetie,” he told me, and the other men laughed cruelly.


  I experimentally swirled my tongue around the head and he let out a loud groan of pleasure, so I tried it again. I flicked the end of my tongue into the slit and tasted his pre-cum. I realized with a shock that I’d need to make sure I pulled off when he got close to coming. No way did I want him shooting in my mouth…did I?!


  I started to suck, trying to remember what Sherri had done to me the few times she’d gone down on me. Then I winced as I realized that I’d do a much better job if I learned from the way she’d gone down on Kyle. She’d been much more eager, then. She’d moved her head, like this, up and down, her soft lips stroking the shaft while she sucked at the head—


  “Ah!” said the guy. “That’s it!”


  Part of me was appalled that I was actually giving him pleasure. How could I be doing this?! He was Kyle’s friend and ally! But there was a part of me that was oddly proud. I started to swirl my tongue around the head, bathing it while I bobbed my head on his shaft. The South African started to pant. “She’s good,” he panted. “You can tell she used to be a pro.”


  I flushed at that. I wasn’t! I’m not a hooker! And yet a part of me thrilled at the thought of men using me, throwing dollar bills at me to kneel and suck. What’s happening to me, I thought again.


  I could feel the cock in my mouth getting even stiffer, its owner panting and grinding his hips. I was doing a good job.


  Too good.


  Suddenly, the South African put both hands on the back of my head and pushed. “Come on,” he panted. “All of it.”


  The meaning of his words exploded in my brain as my mouth was pushed lower on his cock.


  “MMFFFF!” I yelled in surprise, but the cock and the gag reduced it to a muffled groan. The head of his cock slid deeper and deeper into my mouth, moving easily across my slick tongue, heading for—


  I gagged as he reached the entrance to my throat. “MMFFF!”


  “Oh!” said Alexa, analyzing the noises I was making. “Are you trying to get her to deep throat you? We haven’t trained her in that yet.”


  The cock backed off about a millimeter. “Shall I stop?” the South African asked.


  I was panting beneath the table. My cock was harder than ever.


  To my horror—and joy—Sherri spoke up. “No,” she said. “Go ahead. She’ll enjoy it.” She sounded bitter. God, she thought I was loving all this! And the hardest part to accept was that…I was!


  Before I could think about it any more, the South African gave a low chuckle and pressed my head down. Hard. The head of his cock slid back and pressed up against that dark, slippery opening again, probing for entrance….


  And then, as I gagged around him, he plunged deep into my throat. My eyes went wide as I felt the hot shaft sliding into me.


  He only went about halfway, then drew me all the way off, making me gag again. When his cock emerged, it was shining. He batted it against my lips a few times, smearing my lipstick. And then he was pushing my head down on him again, the tight black hair at his groin rushing towards me. I gagged on him again, and then he was sliding deep into my throat, my tight confines contracting around him. Out again, the wet cock slapping at my cheeks. “MMFFF!” I groaned, though by now I wasn’t sure exactly what I was trying to say. “MMFFF!”


  “What’s that, Tammy?” he asked. “Deeper?” He was laughing as he said it. Laughing at how much of a slut I was…and that only made me hotter.


  “MMFFF!”


  He plunged in again and this time he went all the way in, right down to the root. I watched in disbelief as his groin came closer and closer to my eyes, until my lips were stretched around the base of his shaft and the head throbbed deep inside me. I had to huff air through my nose, he was so big. I just knelt there, trying to get used to the sensation.


  “She’s taken all of it,” the South African told the others. “But she’s stopped sucking. Someone give her some encouragement.”


  The Italian was quick to crack his hand across my ass, the plug jumping and my ass contracting around it with the shock of the pain. I immediately started to suck, swirling my tongue around the shaft, hot waves of lust throbbing through me. I could hear the wet sounds I was making, and that only added to my humiliation.


  “Damn,” I heard Russ say. “This is making me hot. Sherri, come here.”


  What?!


  I couldn’t move my head, but I could just see Russ’s legs out of the corner of my eye. A few seconds later, I saw a pair of female legs in a long black dress settle on top of his. This time, he twisted her dress around a little so that the slit exposed her pussy, and immediately plunged a thick finger into it.


  “Ah!” Sherri gasped. She sounded more shocked than upset.


  “Is that good?” he asked.


  I could see Sherri squirm on his lap. I could tell from her gasp that it was good, but she was still conflicted. She still thought of herself as Kyle’s girlfriend. She didn’t know that the bastard had already agreed to share her with his friend, without even asking her. “Y—Yes,” she said.


  No! I didn’t want that bastard fingering her! I could barely handle Kyle using her body…I couldn’t deal with her being loaned out!


  “You don’t mind, do you, Kyle?” Russ asked innocently.


  “No,” said Kyle. “I don’t mind at all.”


  “Does anyone else here mind?” asked Russ.


  Yes! But the South African’s cock was still in my mouth, silencing me. Yes! I mind! Get your hands off my wife!


  “Anyone?” asked Russ. “Sure?”


  “MMFFF!” I yelled, but it was barely audible.


  “Okay, then,” said Russ. And from under the table, I saw him open Sherri’s legs. This time, she didn’t try to close them. His finger began to work in and out of her. “God, you’re tight, Sherri,” he said in a low voice—but quite loud enough to be heard by everyone at the table. I could imagine Sherri flushing. “So fucking tight.”


  The South African must have been watching, because I could sense him getting even more aroused. He wrapped his hands around my head and started to move me up and down on his cock, using me as nothing more than a sex toy for his pleasure. I tried to keep swirling my tongue around him, to keep sucking, but it was difficult with the hard fucking he was giving my face. My lips were smacking against the base of his shaft with each stroke, the head buried deep in my throat. And with each stroke, I could feel my own cock getting harder and harder. I longed more than anything else to be able to touch it. If I could just stroke myself….


  Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Russ add a second thick finger to my wife’s pussy, thrusting and pushing, then scissoring them to open her up. I writhed in anger. What he was doing to her was nothing compared to what Kyle had done…but it was the fact that she was being shared, loaned out like a sports car.


  I heard Sherri start to pant. There’s something about a woman panting in pleasure. It’s a beautiful sound, and one of the hottest things a guy can hear. It means she’s close to completely losing control because of the magic you’re working with your cock, your fingers, your tongue. Except she wasn’t panting for me, or even for the guy who’d seduced her and stolen her from me. She was panting for a near-stranger, for a guy who just wanted to use her body. This was what Kyle had reduced my wife to—she was about to come, in front of five men and two women, and she was going to relish every second of it.


  “That’s it,” said Russ. “Come on. I want to see you come your brains out.” And I saw him draw his slickened fingers from her and add a third. Sherri writhed and groaned, but I could see her beginning to jerk her hips, fucking his fingers as hard as he was fucking her.


  The South African made a low noise in his throat, his signal that he was getting close. He’s going to come in my mouth! I realized. And suddenly I could hear the blood rushing in my ears, time seeming to slow down. The idea of him shooting in my mouth was irresistible. God, only a complete slut would let him do that!


  I heard the scrape of Russ’s chair. When I looked across, he’d used his not-insubstantial muscle to shove both him and Sherri back from the table. He twisted Sherri sideways on his lap so that he could lean down and look under the table while still finger-fucking her. I saw his face appear and a slow grin spread across it as he saw me, a cock buried in my throat down to the root.


  I thought that was all he wanted—to laugh and gloat at how far I’d fallen. But I was wrong.


  He stretched out with his foot and felt around for something on the floor behind me, then used his foot to drag it toward him. I couldn’t turn around to look behind me, so I didn’t see what it was until he had it right over by his chair.


  It was the squeeze bulb for the butt plug.


  “MMMFF! MMFF! MMMFF! MMMFFF!” I yelled. The plug was already the size of a good-sized cock. If it got any bigger…I went weak at the idea.


  But Russ simply smiled and rocked his chair back a few inches. And then he slid the bulb under the raised leg.


  Oh God, oh God!


  All I could do was to suck and tongue the South African’s cock faster, my heart racing.


  Russ was still thrusting his fingers hard into Sherri, going faster and faster. “God,” I heard her say. “God, I’m going to—going to—“


  “Come for me, Sherri,” said Russ, still watching me under the table, and his meaning was clear. When she came, he was going to bring the chair down on the bulb, with the full weight of both of them on it.


  “MMFFF!” I moaned.


  “Jesus,” panted the South African. “Fuck. God, she’s really going at it. She loves sucking cock.”


  Don’t say that! I thought, my cheeks blazing. But it was too late.


  “Little slut,” I heard Sherri gasp. “I knew it.” Any last shred of respect she had for me was gone. Then, “Oh God. Oh God, Oh God, Oh God—”


  I drew my breath in as I realized she was going to come. I saw Russ’s fingers ram deep inside Sherri and curl, and suddenly she was shuddering and bucking on his lap. Russ glanced down at me under the table, still sucking madly at the cock.


  “Oops,” he said sarcastically. And brought the chair slamming down onto the squeeze bulb.


  The cock in my ass swelled to its maximum length, another three inches suddenly penetrating me, its girth expanding to match even Kyle’s huge cock. My eyes bugged out of my head at the sensation of being stretched, utterly filled—


  And I felt myself come. Hot jets shot out of my constricted, hidden cock and soaked into my panties. My eyes squeezed shut. I was in the grip of the most powerful orgasm I’d ever known. I realized I was yelling, long and hard, and the gag was reducing it to a vibration around the cock in my mouth. Maybe that’s what set off the South African, because he began to come as well. The first few jets shot straight down into my throat and I swallowed them down to my stomach. But then he pulled me up, until only the head was in my mouth, and spurt after spurt jetted across my tongue, quickly filling me up.


  “Swallow it,” he said tightly, his hands hard on my head. And, with barely a thought, I swallowed the thick fluid, tasting its hot saltiness all the way down. When my mouth was empty, he finally lifted me all the way off his cock and I slumped on my knees under the table, still shuddering from my climax. It hadn’t been like anything I’d known before. I felt…fucked. As opposed to having fucked someone. I’d been taken, for the first time ever. I knew now what a woman felt like.


  And as I knelt there, panting, something hit me. When I’d thought of how Sherri had let Russ finger her in public, I’d only listed five men watching her in my mind. And two women.


  I’d thought of myself as a woman.


  I shook my head softly in denial, long hair trailing down to the floor. The cock inside me was now so enormous I couldn’t move at all without the sensations reducing me to a shuddering wreck.


  And Russ was still looking at me under the table, sneering at me. He could tell I’d come—I just knew it. He knew I was broken. And soon, he was going to fuck my wife’s ass, and there’d be nothing I could do to stop it.


  Something had changed, in those few minutes beneath the poker table. They’d succeeded in breaking me down…or maybe I’d taken a step forward. Was it possible that it was both?! I needed time to process…but I didn’t get it.


  I saw Sherri climb off Russ’s lap, her legs shaking, and take a drinks order.


  “She’s incredible,” said Hans as Sherri left for the kitchen.


  “Tammy’s pretty incredible too,” said the South African. “Great mouth on her.”


  “Well,” said Kyle. “Unfortunately, you guys have cleared me out.” There was an edge to his voice. It sounded like he’d lost more than he’d meant to.


  And then it clicked. The angry Russian. These poker games, which were obviously a regular thing, judging by the expensive chips and table. The phone call with Russ when I’d first arrived. I’ll have it back by then, he’d said.


  Kyle had a gambling problem. And when he’d run out of his own money, he’d started to use some of the Russian’s money…and lost it. This poker game had been his plan to win it back before the Russian visited, looking for an explanation…and he’d lost still more. On Saturday, the Russian would arrive. And given how scared Kyle seemed of him, that didn’t bode well for any of us. Alexa, Sherri and I were little more than Kyle’s pets, and an angry Russian mobster wouldn’t be likely to show mercy to the pets of someone who’d displeased him. What if he killed Kyle and then killed all the witnesses?


  Kneeling there under the table, my body still shaking and twitching from the huge plug in my ass, the taste of cum still on my tongue, I suddenly got angry in a different way. I was already enraged at Kyle and Russ and Alexa—had been since I’d first been sent to jail. But now I started to burn with indignation at how unfair it was. Kyle had a sweet deal—a huge mansion, money in the bank, a beautiful girlfriend…and it hadn’t been enough for him. He’d had to overreach and dip into his client’s money just to feel like a big man at the poker table. And thanks to him, we were all now in danger.


  Everything that had happened to me had happened because I’d done the right thing. When I’d discovered the money laundering, I could have gone quietly to Kyle and he no doubt would have made me part of his shady operation. Instead, I’d played the boy scout and gone to the authorities and this whole nightmare had started. Kyle, the criminal, had won. He’d got the money and the house and the girlfriend and my wife and me as his plaything and it still hadn’t been enough for him. If I was given the opportunity he’d had, I wouldn’t mess it up like that. I’d just quietly run the operation and make my fortune, without all the greed.


  At that thought, a fresh wave of hopelessness washed over me. I wouldn’t ever be given that opportunity, because I wasn’t like Kyle. I was the shy, nervous wallflower who second-guessed everything he did. Hell, I’d thought I was being brave just coming to San Relando for a few years with Sherri. And, just like at school, when the bigger, more confident kids had stolen my lunch money, Kyle had seen that weakness in me and preyed on me.


  “What if we played one more hand?” asked Hans.


  Kyle let out an aggrieved sigh. “I’m out of cash.”


  “What if we played for something else?” said Hans smoothly. “I’ll put in everything I’ve won tonight. You put in…Sherri.”


  WHAT?! Was he seriously suggesting—


  “Not forever,” said Hans. “Just a few months. Maybe three.”


  I thought my heart had stopped. I swore I could feel it frozen in my chest, pain radiating through me as the shock of what he was saying sank in. All my confusion over what I was feeling and what I was turning into got put on hold. My wife was being bargained away…and I was powerless to stop it happening!


  I didn’t think that even Kyle would consider something like that. But after a long pause he said, “I’d get her back…unchanged?”


  There was the rustle of clothing from above and I imagined the overweight German shifting in his seat. “You know the sort of things I like to do with my toys. She’d be tied up a lot of the time. Maybe some tattoos on her ass. I’d have her pierced.”


  God! He was some sort of BDSM enthusiast, with a dungeon in his house! Sherri would be turned into a full-on sex slave…and she didn’t even know any of this was agreed—she was still out in the kitchen, mixing drinks!


  “You’d take her right now?” Kyle asked. “Tonight?”


  “Tonight,” said Hans. “I brought the jet.”


  Alexa’s sugary-sweet voice came from above me. “That sounds perfectly acceptable to me.”


  I went berserk, trying to shuffle out from under the table, shouting through the gag. But every tiny movement made the huge plug inside me touch new, super-sensitive nerve endings and my angry cries came out as nothing more than garbled moans.


  “Okay,” said Kyle at last, and I heard Alex let out a little giggle. The bitch! She was delighted at the idea—if Kyle lost the hand, her competition would be gone!


  At that moment, Sherri walked back into the room. She must have sensed something wrong in the abrupt silence, because she asked, “What’s going on?”


  “Nothing,” said Kyle. “Just playing one last hand.”


  I knelt there under the table in abject terror. This couldn’t be happening. My wife was about to be gambled on a hand of cards, totally unaware that she might be taken to Germany to be tied, tattooed and used...for months! And, bound and gagged, I couldn’t even warn her!


  “Enough talk,” said Hans, his voice eager. “Let’s play.”


   


  <<<< >>>>


   


  The Cuckolded in Revenge trilogy concludes with Sissified and Cuckolded, available now!


   


  Thank you for reading! :) If you’re enjoying this series, please consider leaving a review. I particularly appreciate reviews on All Romance Ebooks - it really helps readers to find stories they’ll like!


   


  Each time I release a story, I price it at $0.99 for the first 24 hours. My mailing list subscribers get an email so they can snap it up cheap before the price goes up. To get on the list, sign up here: (you must be over 18). There’s no spam, just one mail per story.


  http://list.victoriawessex.com


   


  I love to hear from my readers!
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