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I knew my wife was a powerful woman.

I never realized how powerful.

Here is the story of how I learnt how to do business as a woman in a man’s world.






















“I don’t know, are you sure? It sounds a bit close to home.”

“That’s because it is, but this is different, it’s you, and me.”

I took a sip of my red wine to wash down the lasagna that Kate had cooked. We were talking about our future sexual endeavors; ever since I had made the transformation from cuckold to sissy new possibilities were opening up everywhere.

“I know David. I know he can’t keep his eyes off skirts, I practically feel his eyes burning into my ass when I walk away from his office.”

“And you really think he’ll like me in a skirt too?” I asked skeptically. David was a boss of Kate’s, and apparently a habitual fucker of the hottest women in the company.

“He’d do anything if it meant he might get to fuck me too. Trust me, he’s been trying for years.”

“Reassuring office environment.”

“Oh don’t be jealous. He wants to fuck any woman with a slim waist and big tits. I’m just the one he can’t have, which makes him want me more.”

“I’m not jealous. I’m perfectly aware the affect you have on men.” I replied. “It would just be breaking our rules.”

Everyone joins the hot wife scene differently. Some are a public as can be, they let it into their home, their neighbors, even their workplace if they can. Some are more private, even as far as existing in fantasy form, discussions for sexting and dirty talk. For Kate and I, we had but one rule: no shitting where we eat. That means that anyone that is involved in what we do, must be from outside our regular lives.

And now she wanted to break the rule.

“It’s both of us though, Michael. And besides, our privacy won’t be breached. You think David will want to go round the office saying he fucked my husband in a skirt? You know how bullshit the macho business culture is, there’s no chance he admits it.”

“But you really think he’ll want to?”

“Leave it to me.”

* * *

It had been about a month since my first experience as a sissy cuckold and the relationship between me and Kate had only grown. Previously, as just a cuckold, I found myself wanting to be in her place desperately, watching her get fucked made me desire to be the object of desire, it seemed to give her so much power. So, when she found out I had been watching sissy cuckold porn, it turned out to be the thing I always wanted her to know without realizing I knew I wanted her to know. Well, I guess I always wanted her to know, but didn’t know how she would respond.

It turned our she responded enthusiastically.

The first time we fucked someone together with me and sissy mode was one of her bulls. She dressed me up as a schoolgirl, telling me I wasn’t experienced enough as a woman to dress any other way, and she was right. I wasn’t read for cock sucking, for seducing, for harnessing feminine energy, and it showed, but he still made good use of me and filled my asshole up.

However, the last month we had been practicing. In the evenings we would play dress up together, she would get me to pick out outfits until I was good at dressing myself. She was teaching me to put on mascara and eyeliner, to be obedient yet dominant, to be seductive in my femininity in a way that meant men didn’t even realize I was using my slutty power on them.

And of course, buttplugs, dildos, gags, and plenty of slutty fucking. Who knew how sexy it was going to be do be riding a 9-inch dildo stuck to the floor in your wife’s clothes whilst your wife rides her own opposite you, looking into each other’s eyes, my cock flapping and flopping up and down until I reach shivering orgasm, sitting entirely on the toy?

There isn’t a better feeling than cumming as a sissy bitch, devoid of that heavy masculinity. Now we were going to step up the game.

* * *

Two evenings after our conversation over lasagna Kate came home from work with an update on the situation.

She plonked a bottle of wine on the table as she took of her work blazer, revealing her curvy well taken care of figure underneath her work dress.

“He’s in.”

“He’s in?”

“Of course he’s in.”

“Okay, did you tell him everything?”

“I told him most.”

“Kate…”

She laughed.

“I told him I had a slutty friend who wanted to try a threesome.”

“You’re kidding?”

She laughed again.

“Michael it’s fine! I dropped hints to him, its his fault for not seeing the writing on the wall!”

“Like?”

“Well, he asked me how I knew ‘Michelle’ and I told him I’ve been living with her most my life.” She threw her head back with another laugh, enjoying herself. “How is that not true?”

“And he didn’t question that?”

“He looked confused, but his dick was doing the thinking.

“Fucking hell.”

“It’ll be fine.”

I felt nervous about the situation that Kate was landing her in, but in some ways it was her way of having fun, and watching the way my drop dead gorgeous wife waltzed through life getting what she wanted was enjoyable, and I was up for the excitement of it all.

“Okay, fine. Well, I’m in. What am I wearing?”

Kate smiled.

“Let’s go find out.”

* * *

“Formal, but slutty. A bit more grown, don’t you think?”

“I think so.” I replied, turning in the mirror to admire the tight black dress that Kate had bought unbeknownst to me.

“Every girl deserves an LBD, that’s little black dress, so you know.”

“I know. I haven’t lived under a rock my whole life, I’ve just lived as a man.”

Kate laughed.

“Well now you’re a pretty little girl, aren’t you?”

She slapped my ass, taking me by surprise. I’m not sure if I’ll ever stop enjoying my wife manhandling me like I’m her girl.

“I love these parts here.” I motioned to the side of my body.

“So do I.” Kate agreed, running her fingers along to the cutout parts of the dress I was alluding too, they gave me shape and figure, a teasing of my light skin in the black dress.

“It’s so form fitting; I didn’t think I would look good.”

I did though, and it felt incredible to wear such a tight-fitting full body dress. Well, full body in one sense, it certainly wasn’t no maxi-dress style. This little black dress cut off well above my knees, well above my thighs in fact. I thought my cock might flop out from underneath at any moment.

“And I thought this might come in handy.” Said Kate, holding up a brand new instrument from our sex box.

“When did you get that?” I asked, surprised.

“I ordered it the other day.”

It was a see-through glass cock cage.

“I was thinking of all the times I wouldn’t let you cum when you were my cuckold, and it got me thinking back to the porn you watched. I thought it might be good. Besides, I think macho businessman David might not want your cock flopping around, we need to make you a proper sissy girl for him. What do you say?”

“Yes Kate.”

“That’s a good girl, come here.”

She got on her knees in front of me and put my cock inside, locked it, and pocketed the key.

“Now your cock is really mine. Till’ death do us apart, that’s what we said on our wedding day, isn’t it? Now let’s do your makeup.”

* * *

David walked into the kitchen. Any other time of the day he would have been a client of mine, or a colleague. He was wearing a smart black suit, white shirt, and a suave thin tie. He oozed class and business.

He eyed me up and down, a look of intrigued confusion on his face. Did he recognize me to be Kates husband? I wasn’t sure. What I was sure of was how surprisingly exciting it felt to finally have someone from our daily lives see me dressed like this, like a sissy slut. It was exhilarating, a tingle ran down me, a sense that I had been exposed and likely in trouble intermingled with the excitement of knowing what he was planning to do with me now he knew I was a sissy slut, and fucking me was the way to open up the gates to see my wife’s tits; and many better men have done a lot more to try and see them.

Kate followed, her heels on the floor announcing that she was present, aiding her sense of power that she lauded over us.

“David, this is Michelle. Michelle, say hello to David.”

She stood leant against the kitchens island countertop with curiosity at how this would work, and what the dynamics would lend themselves to be.

“Hello David.” I said, but with the flutter of my eyelashes and a cutesy voice.

David laughed, turning to Kate.

“Kate-.”

“Yes?” She cute him off before he could even finish his sentence, her red lips pursed and her eyebrows raised, her hand on her hip as she leaned.

“I know you said, but-.”

“But what?” Her command over her boss was impressive and exciting to watch, it felt like everybody in the kitchen has swapped power dynamics in one singular moment and she had placed herself firmly at the hierarchy.

“You can’t be serious?”

“And why wouldn’t I be serious?” She asked.

“I-, okay, fair enough.”

I got the sense he would accept whatever Kate handed him.

“Do you not like Michelle?”

He turned back to me and looked me up and down. I could feel the judgement of a mans eyes scan me over, searching for the hips in my tight dress, penetrating through my clothing to find the shape of breasts or the curve of waist. I imagined that Kate felt this every day, only Kate knew how to harness that into her own power.

“Because,” Kate continued unprompted, “I think Michelle looks lovely today, and she’s put in a real effort. And you know, she’s very obedient.”

Kate got closer to David as she said the last part, practically whispering in his ear. You could see the excitement rise in his eyes. The exciting realizing that he might be able to fuck us both, and that if a wife as sexy as mine was into this, then what could be wrong with it?

“Turn around Michelle.” Kate ordered me, and I did so. “See? Obedient. And just look at that ass.”

Kate grabbed a wooden spatula out of a draw and ran it over my thighs and up to my ass.

“Do you want to tell me that isn’t worth fucking?” Kate said as I arched my back more and stuck my ass out, feeling like a slut.

Suddenly she smacked a cheek with the wooden spatula, making me jolt. I bit my tongue so as to not make a noise. Kate giggled.

“Okay Kate, turn back around, and get on your knees.” She ordered me before turning to David. “I know you like them obedient, David. And I’ve delivered the most obedient of them all for you.”

Kate was getting herself close enough to David for her perfume to be intoxicating, taking over his senses like a love potion. Her breasts were brushing up against him and her leg could wrap around him if she wanted. He was being tortured by his desire for his colleague and we all knew it. I could see the bulge in his trousers, and so could Kate it turns out as she ran the tip of the wooden spoon along it in a manner that was surprisingly charged with powerful and sexy energy, considering that wooden spoons use on my ass just a moment ago.

“Kate, on your knees.”

I do as I’m told and kneel in front of David. Kates fingers were running up and down his torso as the bulge in his trousers became more apparent in front of my eyes. It looked big, I felt eager.

I looked up at the two of them with a pouted lip and the soft eyes of obedience. I felt strong in my red lipstick and little black dress, though I was still following the instructions of Kate.

“David, you know you could tell Michelle what to do too? She’s yours for the taking.”

My asshole tingled at her saying so, I wanted to be taken. I wanted to fuck, I wanted to be free. All day I spend around people in suits, shaking hands, being Michael, I’m ready to be free, to be Michelle, to tear away the bullshit that we all go around with all day in our business attire. The lack of power when being a sissy can be so empowering in its own right.

“Can I tell Michelle to take your clothes off?” David asked, he made it sound as though he were joking, but that was only because he knew what the answer would be and knew it wouldn’t be worth his time being serious.

“No. But I can tell her to take your clothes off, because even though my husband is the sissy slut, I get the feeling you’re the one really wrapped around my finger.” She ran her finger down his and cupped his bulge, smirking as she did so, knowing her point proven. David was practically sweating with nerves, he was turned on, he knew it, I knew it, Kate knew it, he just couldn’t let free of his macho-businessman bullshit for a moment and admit that he would fuck this sissy slut. I bet he’s the type to watch gay porn sometimes but lie to even himself about it, maybe he watches girls with dicks. I worked with people like him all the time. Though I guess people work with me all the time, and that’s true for me. We’re all hiding how horny we really are.

“Get it out, Michelle.”

David didn’t resist as I unbuttoned his trousers. He wasn’t wearing underwear and I flopped out his cock. It was semi-hard and dripping precum, I love cocks in that state. Thick and floppy, fun to hold in the hand, not hard but giving away its intentions by the dripping precum, ready to put in my mouth and make hard at a second’s notice.

He moaned a little as I put it in my mouth, it started growing instantly. My wife encouraged him as I took the shaft in my hand and slowly worked it with a twist, my tongue turning circles on the tip. I had been practicing my technique on Kate’s toys when we played dress up. I was confident and surer of myself that the time we had with her bull, I knew I needn’t be so passive.

The sensation of his cock growing in my mouth was infatuating, it grew in thickness, length, and hardness until it hit the back of my throat and I pulled out, turning to the use of my hands to stroke it whilst looking up at Kate whispering things in his ear that I couldn’t make out.

“Are you going to cum for me David?” She asked, loud enough for me to now hear.

He looked surprised at his own answer, although he didn’t vocalize it, it was clear he thought ‘yes’. I had barely had his cock out for two minutes, but Kate told me to stroke it faster, grip it harder, she gave me instructions and whispered into his ear, her finger running up and down his work shirt and he leant back and gripped the kitchen counter until he exploded all over me. Thick shots of cum hit my cheek and my eyelid, I stroked his pumping cock until it emptied itself entirely over me, my dress covered, my face covered, he really came.

“And I didn’t even have to get my tits out.” Laughed Kate, menacingly, sensing her power. “Can you go clean up now Michelle? You can’t sit on your knees covered in cum all day, that’s a new dress. I have some things to talk to David about.”

* * *

When David had left I joined Kate in the kitchen, I was showered and dressed back as Michael.

And life resumed.

The next evening after work I thought to ask Kate,

“What were you whispering to him?” I asked, curious but not needing to know.

“Oh, you know, just work-related stuff.”

“Odd time for it.”

“Good deals keep customers coming back, you know that.”

“So he’ll be back?”

“Oh, he’ll be back. He couldn’t stop talking about you at work. He called me to his office under the pretense of going over a couple of books together and spent the whole time asking about us, our marriage, how often we do things like that. He wanted to know all the details. Thinks you give incredible head supposedly. I think he’s questioning himself though if you ask me. Kept saying how unbelievable it was how we made him cum. Suddenly all his attention seems to be turned onto us as a duo. Still couldn’t stop looking at my tits throughout the conversation though, entitled twat.”

“You’ve got him like a donkey chasing a carrot on a piece of string.” I told Kate with glee, “I had no idea you were going to have him under your control like that.”

“I’ve had control over him for years, he just didn’t realize. I’m sure I can dictate the amount of work he does in a day with my outfit and how often I walk past his office.”

“Works that way whenever I work from home and you’re about.”

“I know.”

“Well now I know you know.”

“It’ll still work.” She smirked, giving me a little wink. “So, you want to do that again?”

I replied yes, I didn’t even need to think about it. There was such an insatiable rush to what we did, the utter control that Kate’s sexual prowess had over the room, the way she exercised that control over David, the way that powerful feminine energy transferred over to me. Just because I’m a sissy cuckold, it doesn’t mean I don’t want to feel that dominant sensation of controlling people with their sexual desire of you. In fact, it’s exactly what I loved watching about my wife, the way she makes cocks harder than they’ve ever been, and the way that she made me weak at knees and wanting to watch her fuck her bulls just to experience that energy.

I wanted to learn to harness that energy. If I can be feminized and put on a sexy little skirt, some lipstick and some feminine charm, then maybe I can find power in powerlessness.

“Well, I have no doubt that David is up for it. And just as I thought, he didn’t seem eager to brag around the office about his adventure. Normally you can tell who he’s banged by the way he talks to them around the rest of us, he wants everyone to know. He wasn’t quite so arrogant today, keeping our conversation to the office. He isn’t too keen on the office knowing that he made my sissy husbands’ girl-cock cum all over him.”

“Keen on coming back though.”

“They always are. Though, I think this time, we’ll go to him.”

* * *

“Kate, I don’t know about this.”

“Well, you’re doing it. At which point of being a sissy do you think you got to decide?”

I didn’t reply, she was right. I sat in the passenger seat of her car in my tights, heels, little black dress, make-up, and straight shoulder length brunette wig. My cock was in its cage.

We were on the way to her place of work, she had worked from home that day but needed to go in for a few things, or at least that’s what she told everyone there. The real reason was to corner David. They hadn’t fully arranged our next meeting, but she had alluded to it being a surprise, he didn’t seem to be fussed, so she said, he just seemed ready for it, the horndog he is.

“What if people from your office recognize me?”

“They won’t.” She replied affirmatively. “However, if they do, then you’ll just have to show them that you make a better Michelle than you do Michael, won’t you? And then they will have no choice but to accept you as a sissy slut.”

It was bending the rules again that we had formalized at the start of our cuckold relationship, but ever since the sissification started it had leant more and more power to Kate, and whilst my anxieties were sbout the newness of the situation and what would happen if people found out, ultimately the rush of the situation overrode all that, and the support of my wife meant that even the ridicule of others would have no effect on me. That’s kind of what it’s like having such a hot wife if I’m honest, you get away with anything as long as they accept it, society sees it as a get out of jail card. After all, how many guys say things like ‘I’d do anything for her’, and people agree?

Well, I would do anything for her. Such as dress up as a sissy slut and go into her workplace.

She parked up the car and we both got out. I tugged my dress down despite their being tights underneath, as thought the shape of my legs would give away who I was to everyone else. The carpark was emptier than usual, however. It was typical of Kate’s colleagues to leave before 5pm, the benefits of the administrator class.

The world spun and my stomach filled with butterflies as I walked up to the reception of Kates work. We walked in and I took a deep breath of the familiar floral air freshener that seemed to pump through the air conditioning, as it was always there, always fresh, whenever you entered the building.

We walked up to the reception desk and the world all came back down to normality to me as the receptionist asked Kate if she needed to sign in her guest or will it just be a quick visit. Kate said it was just a quick visit, which is fortunate, I didn’t think to have fake details ready. Technically any guest should sign in, but for the seniors of the company it wasn’t a necessity. I looked the receptionist in the eye and smiled, growing in confidence as she didn’t recognize me to be Michael, Kate’s husband.

“This is my friend, Michelle.” Kate told the young girl behind the desk.

“Lovely to meet you, Michelle.” The receptionist said, with the formal politeness that the company required. “I love your dress!”

“Thank you.” I replied modestly. I had never been complimented on my dress before, and inside I was filled with joy and the thrill of getting away with such a dirty little secret: that my cock was locked up beneath the dress and I was here to suck and fuck.

“Well, we’ll be on our way to see David.” Said Kate, turning from the desk. “Come on Michelle.”

I followed Kate obediently through the half-empty office. She nodded and said hello formatively to those who peered out of their spaces or caught eye contact. Out of my peripheral I saw some eyes glance me up, down, and over, but no one double checked too hard or looked at me with recognition, despite me recognizing them. I was in disguise, incognito, feminized and playing the role.

My heels clanked differently against the hardwood floor than Kates as we turned up the hallway which at the end of sat David’s office. A clear giveaway of my amateur femininity, Kate walked with the ferocious confidence of a model down the runway, I could see why the men in their offices either side of the hallway would become entranced with the rhythm of her movement down the aisle. I in comparison was somewhat more like a girl after a few drinks on a night out, tipsy but not yet drunk, heavy on her heels and sometimes missing the drumbeat of her own movement. This wasn’t lost on Kate.

“Still so much for you to work on.” She commented matter-of-factly, moving straight forward and reaching David’s door. “Now follow my lead, and be a good slut, will you?

“Yes Kate.”

“Good girl.”

Will I ever get bored of being called a good girl? A pang of excitement ran through me as I pictured the possibilities of what lay behind the door. I took a moment to appreciate where I was. A lifetime of masculinity hidden behind make-up, a shaving razor, and a dress, a locked-up cock, and a wife wanting to whore me out.

I would do anything for her.

She knocked on the door and opened it before Michael called her in.

“I hope you’re not busy, David.”

A smirk shot across his face as he eyed us both up and down. Kate in her short pencil skirt and shirt, and me in my matching outfit, looking like two high class businesswomen who wanted to get down to business.

He beckoned for us to sit, and Kate pulled a chair out for me, then took one herself. David’s desk was a large rectangle, probably about 3 meters across, a statement piece of perceived importance. I dealt with so many men like this whilst in a suit and tie and normally got what I wanted by the end of it, my wife is much the same. I smiled to myself as I thought of how not much has changed in some respect.

“I didn’t expect you to come by here, I know you said it would be a surprise.”

“Well, I thought since we are currently doing business, then the place of business would be where we do this business.”

Michael laughed, although I wasn’t entirely sure why. I quickly picked up that something else was going on though, and that Kate was using my sissy holes as a bargaining piece. Thought surely not? I thought, how could I be the one to get Kate what she wanted, whatever it was?

She popped open the highest done button on her white shirt, revealing more cleavage than would typically be appropriate for the office environment.

But this wasn’t a time to be appropriate.

“Sissy. Under the desk.”

I felt my loin stir. There had been times in the month previous when in the bedroom Kate had suddenly switched into an extremely dominant woman, she stopped referring to me even as Michelle, and only as sissy. It alleviated all sense of my being into a transcendent mode of obedience where my sexual libido was entirely in her hands and free in its lack of freedom.

I did exactly as she asked and got under the desk, I had to walk around to David’s side to do so, the desk had front and side paneling. In my experience this was to hide that most of the so-called important men in offices are just watching porn and jerking it most the day.

I sat under there looking up at him feeling suddenly submissive in my being due to the position I was put in; I was ready to serve and do as I was told by Kate. The bulge in his pants was apparent already and his hand was fondling himself through his trousers. He glanced down at me briefly but kept his eyes locked on, I assume, Kate’s eyes.

I wanted to take his cock out put lipstick marks on it there and then, but I knew I had to wait for my command.

“Now come on David, you’ve been fucking me around with the European clients for too long, let me manage the cases and I can bring the sales up, you know that, so why are you holding us all back?”

“I hold back on people that hold back.” He replied, with a smirk on his face.

“You’re holding back because I won’t show you these.” Replied Kate, grabbing her tits presumably.”

“I wouldn’t say that. Not in the office, at least.”

“Office rules aren’t applying. Michelle, why don’t you see if David here is turned on right now?”

He looked down at me as I shuffle forward onto my knees underneath the desk, spreading them wide so they could fit as they I was about to be fucked from behind. I unzipped his pants to find again he wasn’t wearing any underwear, just like last time. He seemed always ready to whip his cock out.

“Is he turned on, Michelle?”

“Yes.” I replied, stroking his hard cock gently, mesmerized by it. A drop of precum leaked out as it twitched.

“You know you should clear your history on your work computer sometimes, David.”

My curiosity piqued, I feel like it wasn’t so long ago me and Kate had a similar conversation.

“And why is that?” He asked.

“Because I know that for all the posturing in your powerful position, all you really want is to be made weak at the knees by a woman in power.”

David’s eyes widened, and his cock thickened and hardened in my hand. I sat under the desk stroking it whilst taking in everything I was hearing. I never realized how many games Kate had been playing. We never worked directly in business together and she kept a lot of the office in the office, our lives were always compartmentalized.

“How do you think I got this little girl under the table here? You’re all the same. Maybe you don’t want to be a little sissy, but you still want a hot powerful woman like me to give you a little sissy, either way you’re under me. Michelle, mouth.”

I took my order; I didn’t need any more direction. I gently begun to kiss his cock, doing so in a way that would leave lipstick marks. David replied speechless. He begun to look down at me playing with his cock in my mouth just as much as he was looking at Kate, which excited me to no end. I arched my back as much as I could as I leant forward, pulling the tight dress up over my thighs and ass, I was getting used to this slutty business. I engrossed myself in his cock, dribbling over it and making it nice and wet so when I jerked it with my hand it made filthy schlicking noises, all whilst I kept my ears pinned to Kates words.

“I know exactly what you want, and I know you haven’t been getting it. Chasing women, being the king pin. I know you want to fuck my Michelle right now. That tight little asshole, you don’t get a hole that tight on all the women you fuck, do you? And that submissive squeaking she does, the uncertainty and innocence in her femininity, she reminds you of something that makes you so, so, so weak, doesn’t she? We all saw how weak my sissy in a schoolgirl outfit made you. I can give you that little tight hole, for a price.”

David moaned with pleasure, letting out an elongated ‘fuuuck’ as he threw his head back. The silence after Kates words was filled with the sound of me gagging on his dribble and precum soaked cock, it was throbbing in my mouth and ready to explode.

“Fuck it. Take the Europe clients. You win. But only-.”

“If you can cum in her little asshole? Michelle, get up please.”

I got out from under the desk and stood there with my eyeliner dripping from watery eyes, spit and precum covering my face. I looked an absolute mess of a sissy slut, as I should.

“Well, you’ve been busy. Haven’t you? Now come here.”

I went to Kate and stood in front of her, a long bit of spit hanging from my chin.

“Turn around and bend over.”

I did as I was asked and she pulled my dress up, using her nails she cut into my tights and tore them open before taking lube out of her bag and covering my asshole with it.

“Now I want you to go over there to David and sit on his lap like a good girl. This is how we do business.”

David was leant back in his chair in blissful anticipation. I straddled him, my hands on his chest, I wanted to look him in the eyes as he came. On my knees I teased just above his cock, letting him guide the tip to my asshole where he tickled it, tempting the head into my cock-ready ass, trained over a month with dildos and buttplugs, lubed up and ready to go.

I gripped tight on his chest as the tip of his cock popped into my ass, making my movements small and subtle, just an inch or so at a time, gently massaging him into me. His hands were everywhere, he was feeling my waist and ass with his large hands, making me feel like such a small little sissy.

His strong hands on my waist pushed me down heavier without much warning however, making me throw my head back with an astonishing moan that made David panic briefly and look around me to see who was in the office, he had completely forgot the environment we were in. Prompted by him I looked around too, only to see Kate cross legged and smirking at what was taking place.

Accepting that the entirety of his cock was inside me now, and filling me deeply, I begun to bounce up and down. My cock was locked in its cage, so I had no choice but to try and fuck my asshole as good as possible. I angled myself forward, leaning over David slightly so I could move my hips the way I had learnt on Kates toys.

He liked that. His hands gripped my waist harder and helped me move up and down on him.

“Is that good, Daddy?” I asked him, whispering in his ear with a gasp.

He responded with a gasped affirmative of his own.

“Will you cum in me, Daddy?” I asked again, feeling his cock throb inside of me.

I could feel he was close and wanted to make him explode, my words were only making him hornier.

“Cum in me Daddy, I want to be a good little sissy cum slut.”

Before I had even finished the sentence, he groaned that he was going to cum and I felt the explosion inside of me. Hot and thick with a slight burn, I sat down deep on his dick and felt him inside of me expand and expand until he was empty. He leant back and release my waist, letting his arms full, as though he had been drained of all the energy he had.

I climbed off, enjoying the noise and the feeling of his come spluttering and dripping out and down my leg. I was sure that at sum point I had cum in my cock cage even though there was no room to get hard. I was floating in bliss and felt like the best sissy slut I could be.

I turned to Kate, she looked please.

“So, David, are the Europe accounts mine?”

“Fucking hell, take them.” He replied, sound exasperated.

“Very good. I guess me and Michelle are done here then.”

And without even clearing the cum up dripping down my legs, we walked out the office, got into the car and went home.

And that’s how I learnt how to do business.








Thank you!




Did you make it to the end? Thank you!

There is more to come, I promise!

But for the time being, why not follow me on Amazon? That way you won’t miss the second installment!

I hope you loved reading about Michelle and Kate. If you did then please leave a review! It has always been a goal to be able to at least go part-time with writing, and every review will help with that goal!

I hope to see you soon.

-          Love, Lucy.
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