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Author’s Note

I know, I know. I haven’t released a lot lately, but I’m going to be honest, I have a little writer’s block. The problem is summer. I don’t do well in extreme heat, and I don’t like stress. Summer is stressful because work piles up and then everyone goes on holiday, but you still have that boss who wants things to continue as normal.

Then the other week I was at a company event, a few clients were there, and funnily enough, one of the VPs for a client was there with his girlfriend, who just so happens to be a really famous actress. Of course, I fangirled the hell out of the fact that she was there and spent most of the time talking to her, and of course, it slipped out that I write femdom porn. Pretty embarrassing, I know, but she shrugged it off and admitted that she had a girlfriend once who was really into it. I thought that she meant that her girlfriend was a submissive to her, but it turned out that her girlfriend had a boyfriend who was her submissive.

Anyway, it sparked the little grey cells and suddenly, this book was created. Tamer than usual, but a story nonetheless.

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

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

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Prologue

The corridor was white, the carpet a striped beige, but I knew what they were going for. The amount of money people spent in this clinic was obscene, but they would be paying me a pittance. Still, the place literally smelled of money, from the glossy entrance hall to the soothing muzak, to the surgically enhanced blonde receptionists, this was a place where the rich and famous would be proud to say they went to therapy.

My NDA was very thorough. I’d be dealing with some very affluent and highly famous people. No matter what they said and did, I was never to repeat it; like my Hippocratic oath was not enough. But I was there for two reasons. One, marriage counsellor, to guide couples to find reconciliation, and two, sexual wellness counsellor, or in other words, explain to men why taking Viagra is a good idea.

“You’ll find that the rich businessmen are more open to saving their marriages than the film stars.” Dr Keplar said when he hired me, his thick, gravelly mid-Atlantic accent suited the look, messy grey hair, bushy grey moustache, but it made me wonder if he was the last man in the US with a mid-Atlantic accent. “The rich businessmen don’t want to give up fifty percent-plus of their estate, and the film stars know that it will all go into the gossip rags regardless, see?”

“Do we get normal couples here?” I asked him. “Joe off the street.”

The man smirked. “Not at seven-hundred dollars an hour we don’t. People come to us because they not only expect the best, but they expect a full service. On-call hours, flexibility, and most of all, security.”

I shook my head when he wasn’t looking. Did I really want to work in such a place? The money wasn’t great, better than most places, sure, but I’d earn more if I had my own place. The problem was, I was young and attractive, which meant two things; people wouldn’t trust me, and I’d attract the wrong clientele. Instead, I could work in the Keplar-Jansson Clinic, make a name for myself, then run and set myself up later.

“And this will be your office.” The receptionist told me as she opened a door I didn’t even see in the glossy white wall.

I looked around the small, minimalist office. Everything was white, it was sickening. Even the damned chez-lounge was white. Still, I turned to look at the snooty-looking blonde and smiled at her. “Thanks.”

The girl turned and left without another word. I looked around the room, barely big enough to swing a cat, and sighed. A stupid eight-years of college to end up in a rich boy’s club. My guess was this was where they concocted Tiger’s sex addiction problem, but it was anyone’s guess I suppose.

A loud beep popped from my glossy white desk. On it lay an Apple Macbook, somehow in glossy white. Jesus. Another beep, and suddenly I realised the top of the desk was interactive. Flashing was a picture of one of the receptionists and a glowing circle, along with the text, Intercom. I tapped on the face. “Yes?” I said.

“Your eight AM is here.” The voice said.

“Erm, should I come get them or…?”

“I will bring them through.”

Moments later, the door opened and a young, attractive couple stepped in. I’d read the file on them the night before in order to be prepared; C-list actors who liked to imagine themselves as A-list, and suddenly the wife has been cast in a recurring role in a TV show, meaning husband is jealous.

For the next hour, I spent my time telling the husband that given they were both in their twenties, maybe use the opportunity wife has been given as a way to recognise their both their times are coming. “Treat this as the foundation to better things, together.” I told them, then to the wife, “Maybe recognise that without the support of your husband, your career trajectory may have been different, and this opportunity would not have presented itself to you.”

They left happy, hand in hand, so I took it as a win, but I knew the next time it wouldn’t be sunshine and roses. The more he was rejected for roles, the more he would blame her.

The next couple were also celebrities, but ones I actually knew. They were in their fifties, married for twenty years, so I knew this wasn’t the usual actor-related problems, but rather a genuine marriage crisis I could hopefully talk them through. 

It was. They were just a normal couple with the kids out of the house and grown-up, and things were getting a little stagnant. Both worked, one was now newscaster, the other was an actress who starred in network comedy shows, usually as a side-character, but the problem wasn’t their work. Rather, they just felt like the romance they had was gone.

“Romance is a tricky thing.” I said. “We look for romance at the start of a relationship, then we look for security later, and after that, comfort. I would ask, if you look at the hardest moments of your life, did having your partner by your side make things better for you?”

“Yes.” They admitted.

“In a marriage, that’s romance.” I smiled. “Now, your children are grown up. The people who you believe held you together are no longer there, but your belief is wrong. Because you dedicated yourselves to them, doesn’t mean you have nothing for each other. Start small; watch TV together, go see a movie. Then make a list of all the things you wanted to do but didn’t, because life got in the way. Cross those things off, do them, and then make the next list.”

The two held each other and smiled, their eyes twinkling. They nodded and agreed. “I always wanted to see Japan.” The man said.

“Me too!” The wife gasped. “How is it I didn’t know that?”

“I don’t know. I just never really thought about it. As a kid, I read about Japan, but I guess I just forgot.”

It was a great start; two for two. And that was pretty much how my day continued. The celebrities were just people like you and me, full of emotion, but dealing with other worries and traumas which they couldn’t really allow into the limelight. Those who were born under the shadows of famous parents found themselves in a no-win situation. They had absentee parents, a desire to show they could be famous and successful too, but when they struggled, failure felt so much worse. When they succeeded, they were told they did it off the back of mommy and daddy.

There was a young man who had just completed his first starring role in an A-list movie. He’d come to me because he was struggling with erectile dysfunction, something he hadn’t expected at the age of twenty-one. Given the tabloids had him attending events with supermodels, everyone thought he was getting laid constantly, and he was, until his movie released, and suddenly, he was struggling.

The movie was the standard superhero affair of late. The movie didn’t bomb, it didn’t do great, but I felt sure there would be a sequel. IMDB had it at six-point-one, which was okay for a superhero movie right now, most were under that. But that wasn’t the issue for him.

People were mean. His mom had died during production, which was hard for him but he pushed through it. Of course, people laughed and said that his acting stunk in the film because he was probably too busy crying over mommy. The insults didn’t end, they just kept coming over and over.

“One, why are you looking at the internet?” I asked him. “You are stressing over what a fan man in his fifties, living alone in a basement, probably in underwear he hasn’t changed in weeks, is saying about you. There are women who have body-dysmorphia because of what a fat inbred bitch in Arkansas is saying about her. We live in a world where hate is rife because people hate themselves. They’re jealous of your success, and rather than celebrating it, they bring you down.

“My advice. Stay away from the internet. Make movies you enjoy, and enjoy doing it. Enjoy getting paid stupid amounts of money for doing what you love, because few get the chance. You do. Build a shield around you, filter what you hear. Remember, people hate because they hate themselves. And for the record, I enjoyed your movie. Will it win Oscars? No, but it’s a big flick and you’re just getting started.”

I paused, watched him nodding. Then I said, “Remember that Michael Caine did Jaws Four. That movie was awful, but when asked why he did it, he reminded everyone of the lovely mansion it paid for.”

The lad chuckled, and nodded. “So you think that my ED is just because I’m in my head?”

“It certainly feels that way. How many offers have you had since the movie released?”

“Role offers?”

“Yes.”

He looked away and blew out his cheeks. “A lot.”

I grinned at him. “A lot. Must feel pretty good, knowing that the people who know, want you.”

“That’s true.” He blushed.

“A lot of girls want you too.” I smiled. “Give it time; get out of your head, and remember that you are loved, not hated.”

The last couple of the day surprised me. This was a married couple, been together two years, married for one. He was a chef, but she was a top A-list actress. Both about the same age as me, but it seemed they were struggling with their marriage.

Whilst it wasn’t unusual for A-list celebrities to marry non-celebrities, it did cause some issues. Usually, there was a feeling of inadequacy in the non-celebrity partner, leading to jealousy issues. Or if the celebrity partner needed to do a love scene, the non-celebrity partner would struggle to get past the intimacy of a staged act. In this case though, to my surprise, this was something else entirely.

“He’s a submissive and wants me to dominate him.” The wife, Alexis, said. Alexis Murdoch, raven-haired sex goddess, star of grittier adult roles, in movies such as Dark Passage to Nowhere, and The Death of Hope; the first, a movie about an intelligent psychopath woman who in between murdering her female lovers, seduces and falls in love with the young male cop chasing her. It was a role that catapulted her into stardom as a seductress, a beautiful woman with dark green eyes, long black hair, and a sinister yet sexy look about her. But what ultimate made her famous was the fact that she happily did full-frontal nudity in the movie and showed her own pierced nipples, belly and clit.

For the second movie, she didn’t want to by typecast, so instead played the role of a British detective, flown over to the US to help investigate a series of murders in Oregon. For the role, she was nominated for an Oscar but narrowly missed out.

The press were desperate to follow her around, but she was actually a very private person. When she married junior chef, Richard Travez, the world was shocked. He was just someone she met in a restaurant, just an average Joe, and she chose him.

“Tell me about how you first met.” I asked. I needed to understand how they ended up together, because she carried a very dominant vibe, it would be easy to mistake her for a dominant.

“Richard’s restaurant.” Alexis began, then she smiled, those polished white teeth showing through. “It is the only place in LA where you can get an amazing Czech version of goulash. Most make the Hungarian version, but my mother was Czech, as you probably know. After she died, I missed it. Then a friend took me to Prime Passion, the restaurant, and I tried it. It was perfect. So whenever I felt lonely or needed a reminder of my mother, I’d go there.”

“That’s unusual, isn’t it?” I asked. “You don’t normally see Czech food in LA. Midwest, maybe?”

Richard smiled and spoke for the first time. He was soft spoken, nervous, tended to lean forward and look up when he spoke, respectful. Some might call him introverted, but I saw him for what he was, submissive. “I spent three years abroad, working in Prague, which is where I had my first proper introduction to French cuisine. I worked for a magnificent French chef there, but my guilty pleasure was Czech food. They tend to have very rich sauces, so I learned as many as I could.” He shrugged. “When Chef Graham gave me a chance at Prime Passion, I tried to keep my head down, I was just one of the team, but Chef saw something in me. He told me to cook him my favourite dish, so I did, I cooked a Czech goulash, even made Czech dumplings from scratch, and he loved it, demanded to put it on the menu.”

When he spoke about that, I watched Alexis out of the corner of my eye. She was staring intently at him, listening to a story he must have told a thousand times, but from the look in her eyes, she showed a love which made it look like it was the first time she was hearing it.

“So you made this your psychological safe-space?” I asked Alexis.

“You could say that.” She said softly, smiling. “Before Dark Passage, I could go there anytime of the day or night and rarely would someone recognise me or care. Sure, I had some TV and a few movie parts under my belt, but I wasn’t so famous. After Dark Passage, I couldn’t go anywhere anymore. It’s…soul destroying, in a lot of ways, but I’m not complaining…I don’t think I have the right.”

“Of course you do.” I said. “You have the right to privacy, just like anyone else, and don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

“Well, I struggled, emotionally, and I needed my mom, but I couldn’t talk to her, I’m not religious so I didn’t pray, but I needed that connection.” She looked down, then looked up at Richard and reached out, grabbing his leg. “I called the restaurant and asked if I could be seated after closing time. They initially said no, but when Richard heard it was me and why I needed his meal, he said he would stay after hours.”

I nodded, making notes. It was not unusual for people to find a connection because of an emotional or traumatic event, but it often also led to further trauma later on. It isn’t always a safe connection.

Alexis continued. “At first, he cooked, served, then left me alone to eat. I liked that he didn’t force himself on me, or force a conversation. It was my time, alone with my thoughts. He told me I could call anytime, that he would cook me any Czech meal, he’d make it happen. So, overtime, I’d go back there and he prepared other dishes for me, always leaving me alone to eat, but of course, I wanted to know more about him. So, I told him to sit with me.”

“What was the foundation of the conversation?” I asked.

“My mother.” Alexis said. “Prague, the Czech Republic, then our lives, less about movies.”

“I wasn’t really interested.” Richard said. “I mean, not dismissing her movies or talent, but to me, Alexis was always just another person, another mouth to feed.” He smiled. “And honestly, I hadn’t seen her movies.”

I grinned and made a note.

“I asked Richard if he wanted to come home with me.” Alexis said softly. “After eating dinner with him for a dozen times, it kind of felt like a dozen dates. He said sorry, but no.”

That surprised me and made me look over at Richard, who was blushing. “Why?” I asked Richard.

“I… I knew a girl, back in Prague.” He began.


One

Richard’s arrival in Prague was on the back of failure. He had left culinary school hoping to find a job in the US immediately, but quickly found that only positions open to him were low-wage jobs in places like Arby’s. Chances for a person like him were few and far between. He realised that if he wanted to get anywhere, he needed to shadow a top-chef, earn their respect and build up a resume.

Of course, initially, Richard applied to the big Michelin star restaurants in New York, London, Paris, but was promptly rejected from each. However, a friendly chef in Paris suggested he write to Chef Pierre Blanc in Prague, that Chef Blanc had just left his tutelage to open his own restaurant in Prague, and was sure to be looking for talented apprentices. Richard did as was suggested, and whilst Chef Blanc did not say yes, he did not exactly say no. He simply wrote that the distance was too far to judge Richard’s talents and that he was looking for someone locally.

Rather than give up, Richard sold everything he own and jumped on a plane to Prague. He got off the plane and took a taxi directly to Chef Blanc’s restaurant, surprising the young French chef, but impressing him with his passion at the same time. So, Chef Blanc gave him a job, cleaning and preparing vegetables. Yep, he was a potato peeler. But that also meant that he would cut and prepare vegetables to the specification of the chefs, and he did that rapidly and precisely.

He was three months in when Chef told Richard to come in on Monday, the day the restaurant was closed. Chef Blanc introduced Richard to the French classics, the sauces, the unique styles of the past. He spent the whole day with Richard, teaching him, watching him learn, then on Tuesday, Richard arrived to find a new kid on vegetable prep, because Richard had been moved up to line-cook.

The problem for Richard was that the life of a chef is demanding. You work all hours and go home shattered. Except Richard had his local bar that was open to all hours. He would rarely eat at work so left hungry, stopped at the bar where he ate Czech pub food and drink beer. It was there that he met Katka, a Czech dominatrix who finished work at about the same time as him.

Katka was strikingly similar to Alexis in her looks. Jet-black long hair, Slavic features, dark eyes, but the different was that Katka was covered in tattoos, which Alexis wasn’t.

In the bar, Katka and Richard would often meet randomly, and given the late hour, they found that they each made great company. At the time, Richard knew little about BDSM and fetishes, but the more Katka talked about female domination and why she enjoyed it, the more Richard wanted to know more.

Over time, the two began dating, and Katka introduced her lifestyle to Richard, teaching him how to be a good submissive. Whilst he introduced her to cuisine. Given the hours they worked, everything seemed to fit fine, neither stressed each other. That was until Richard came home one day to find Katka fucking another man.

Obviously, Richard was mortified, but strangely, Katka didn’t seem bothered. She said hello in the way she normally would and asked about his day, all the while getting pounded from behind by some huge, muscular Czech guy. Richard was so confused by the normalcy of situation for his girlfriend that he actually talked to her normally, telling her about his day. She then held out her hand and told him to kneel and hold it, which Richard did, still very much hurt and confused.

When the man came inside Katka, he stood without a word and went into the bathroom. “Wanna lick me?” Katka asked with a grin, leaning back.

No, Richard didn’t want to lick her but he did anyway. The man hadn’t used a condom, so she was full of his jizz, but he licked her anyway, though he didn’t know why. He brought her to an orgasm, then she pulled him to the bed, and rode his very hard cock whilst the lover got dressed and left without a word.

It was all so bizarre for Richard, but strangely, at the end of it all, life just went back to normal so it made no sense to talk about it. For Katka, she had just used a guy for a lay, whilst at the same time, bringing her boyfriend further into submission.

After that, Richard learned more about cuckolding, finding that with the trust he had for Katka, he learned to fetishise her philandering and it became a fun and integral part of their relationship, which was when she introduced feminisation to it too.

Katka and Richard were together for over a year, and during that time, he’d learned that he was a submissive who enjoyed psychological domination more than physical. Unfortunately, when she got accepted to university to continue her studies and move away from professional domination, the quickly found their schedules not matching up became an issue. Working for a restaurant which was on its way towards its first Michelin star meant that the little free time he had was getting even smaller.

In the end, the couple drifted apart, but the relationship left a lasting impression on the young man. From that point further, he tried to find dominant women, only once settling into a relationship with a non-dominant woman, which turned out to be disastrous.

“It ruined me.” Said Richard. “It was when I came back to the US and I began seeing an old school friend, Jessica. She was plain, vanilla, but in my mind, I reasoned that I had no other choice, I couldn’t keep chasing something I no longer had. I didn’t miss Katka, I missed being me.”

“And that was why you said no to Alexis?” I asked him. “Because you didn’t want to repeat the mistake of Jessica?”

“Yes.”

“What happened with Jessica?”

There was nothing inherently wrong with Jessica. A sexy former cheerleader, blonde, intelligent, working in HR at a bank, she was a normal, decent girl. Richard explained how hard he tried to be the doting boyfriend, but she was so normal that it was impossible to consider her as some sort of dominant girl.

Richard’s first mistake was hiding things from Jessica. He hid his previous sexual experiences, and he admitted that was a mistake. A year into the relationship, and he was becoming addicted to porn, to stories, anything to satisfy the desire to have what he once had, and to an extent, it worked, until she found it all.

Rather than talking it through, they argued. She thought he was an addict, and he thought that maybe she was right, but he finally had to come clean to everything. After a week of arguing and not speaking, she finally told him she was willing to try it.

“Honestly, I’d rather she didn’t try anything at all.” He shrugged. “It was…bad.”

Jessica bought a riding crop and tried hitting him with it. He didn’t like pain, that wasn’t the type of BDSM he was into. He saw pain as a tool for punishment, not for pleasure. What he wanted was the psychological aspect. She didn’t understand, just hitting him, into she made a mistake and hit his kidney. The resulting bruising saw him pissing blood, which sent him to hospital.

“When I returned from hospital, Jessica was gone. Moved out, and I actually never saw her again.” He said, and it was then that I saw Alexis had taken his hand, squeezing it, holding it.

I turned to Alexis. “Did you ask Richard why he said not?”

Alexis snorted out a laugh. “No! Jesus. I thought he just didn’t like me that way. But the problem was, the more I sat with him, the more I wanted him. It reached a point when I was worried I was going to lose my spot to eat my favourite meals; or god-forbid, cook it myself!” She giggled. “I’m not a good cook.”

“I can attest to that.” Richard chuckled.

I smiled and made notes, but then looked up. “So how did you end up together?”

“I told him that I was going to need to stop coming to his restaurant, that I couldn’t be around him anymore.” She looked away, hurt in her eyes. “I told him that I loved him and that given that he didn’t love me, I couldn’t keep hurting myself.”

That made sense, it was healthy to get away and start fresh. “So you stepped in?”

Richard bit his lip and nodded. “I told her everything. I told her that I was submissive, I told her about Katka, about Jessica. I told her that at that moment I was wearing panties because it was the only thing I had to remind me of what I had.”

“And what did you say?” I asked Alexis.

For the first time that evening, Alexis blushed and seemed embarrassed. “I told him that I didn’t care and that I could give him everything he wanted.”

“Could you?” I asked, knowing that she definitely could not.

“I…I thought I could, at the time. I guess, I didn’t really understand it enough, I just thought I could give him what he wanted, and he would be by my side.”

They made love that first night, and she was indeed dominant. She was powerful in bed, rough, demanding to be on top. Their passion was raw, and she knew what she wanted. When he came in her and then went down on her, it was new but welcome, and for her, this could end up being the perfect relationship. In bed, they both wore nighties, and whilst it wasn’t a turn on for her, it didn’t mean anything, it was just an item of clothing.

“I didn’t connect it to who he was or how he felt.” She explained. “I didn’t understand the meaning.”

“When did you begin to understand?” I asked her, but unfortunately, before we had time to continue, the buzzer noted the session was coming to an end. “I’m sorry, can we pick this up next time?” I asked.

They both smiled and nodded. I felt a little bad that we hadn’t made progress, but in order to make progress, I needed to understand.

“What I will say is this.” I began. “You both look at each other with respect and with a love that I rarely see from married couples. That means this isn’t about fixing anything, but helping you better understand each other.” Alexis cocked her head, listening intently. “I think you should both go home feeling happy you have love in your lives, and that one way or another, you will both be happy. With time.”

“Thank you.” They both said, standing and shaking my hand.

Once they left the room, I flopped back down. I knew something about BDSM from my studies on sexuality, but wasn’t confident on the psychological part of it. I needed to research it further.

When I packed up for the day and walked out of my office, I found Dr Erwin Gould leaving his room. Gould was the person responsible for deciding which patient was assigned to which doctor, of which the building had twenty. He was a nice enough gentleman, round spectacles and curly grey hair; looked like a squat, older version of Spengler from Ghostbusters.

“How was your first day, Dr Newman?” He asked me.

I smiled. “Very productive.” I replied.

“That’s good to hear. I know this place may seem like a factory, churning out patients, but we do good work here.”

“I believe so.” I said as we walked towards the elevators. But then something occurred to me. “By the way, Alexis Murdoch and husband.”

The old man began to chortle. “Yes, she booked the appointment a month ago. We had the highlights, of course.”

“Why did you think I might be best suited for this one?” I asked.

“You don’t like Alexis Murdoch?”

“Oh, I do. It’s just that, I’m not sure if I have the relevant experience.”

The old man turned to look at me. “Janice, my dear, no-one in the office has the relevant experience to deal with this. I think, I chose you because you must bring in a fresh perspective on things. It would be very easy of us to dismiss this as just one of those Hollywood marriages to go its own way after a year, but something tells me both want this one saved. You, my dear, maybe the one to do so.”

We said our good nights at our respective cars, me with my old Corolla, him with a vintage BMW 3 series. But as I sat behind the wheel, I wondered if I was right for this or not. Either way, we had three days until the next appointment, which meant three days for me to learn more about Richard’s kinks.


Two

My apartment wasn’t small by any means, and I lived in a great neighbourhood, but in order to afford it, I shared it with two ladies, neither of which started out as my friends, but over time grew to be. One was an aspiring actress but currently Instagram influencer, model and part-time DJ, Meg, and the other was a tax attorney trying to make a name for herself in a huge corporation, Irene. Of the three, Meg was the youngest at twenty-four, then me at twenty-nine, and Irene at thirty.

Of course, I knew better than to talk about my patients, but I did feel these two, or at least Meg, would know something about the kinks Richard was into. My psychology text-books talked about BDSM and why it was so exciting for people, but I felt like there was more to what Richard was into, a part of BDSM less accepted in the past, now becoming normalised in our time. Being the single lady that I was, I cared less about such things.

Look, I date, but I’m not after a relationship. For me, I just want to live my life and do what I want to do without concerning myself with what my partner might want from me. I’m a modern woman, I date men and women, but for me, it’s sex, done, gone.

Now, that’s not to say people aren’t interested in me. I’m tall, I know I look good because I work out every free minute I can, and I have large breasts which strain my blouses, whilst having a waist you can wrap your hands around. I pay exorbitant amounts of money to keep my mahogany locks flowing and shining the way they should, so yes, I know I could get a hot guy, but it really didn’t interest me. What interested me was the mind.

Meg, on the other hand, was a sexy blonde who looked preppy, the type of girl you’d see in movies about sorority girls, but I knew she was kinky, naughty and ran an Onlyfans to subsidise her lifestyle. That was fine by me, and I really didn’t care about the men and women she brought home to fuck on camera. Heck, I thought about joining in once, but that’s another story.

Irene was tall, sexy, black, and came across initially as very prim and proper, but get a glass of wine in her and she was game for anything. When she moved in, I thought she might not get on with Meg, but the two quickly became inseparable.

When I talked about the Alexis and Richard situation, I did so without mentioning names or their jobs. Both giggled when they listened and for a moment, I assumed they were giggling at the situation, but I soon realised that they were giggling at how naïve I was. Of course, they both knew about female domination, about cuckolding, even the reason why Richard wore panties. It turned out that this was quite the modern kink, with cuckolding quite high up on the kinks requested by men.

“When it comes to sissification,” Meg began, “That’s something men ask me to do to them online quite regularly.”

“How do you mean?” I asked her.

“Men write to me, offer me money to hold onto the keys to their chastity cages, and get me to give them tasks, such as putting on panties and taking pictures of themselves, or getting dressed up as a slut and sucking cocks at glory holes.”

I blinked, mouth agape. Clearly, I was very naïve, because this was all new to me. “Okay, okay, okay.” I said quickly. “Slow down. Chastity cages? They exist?”

“Yeah.” Both women replied, completely confused as to how I didn’t know that.

“Okay, don’t get all judgy.” I whined, Googling chastity cages on my phone. “So it’s a power thing?”

Meg nodded. “You’ll find that most men who take this sort of thing seriously are in stressful jobs. They don’t want to hand over responsibility for everything to their partners, but rather want to defer to their partners to know what to do.”

“That’s domination and submission one-oh-one.” I said, nodding.

“Yes, but then there is the humiliation aspect. Many men want the female position of strength, the ability return to their childhood just a little to remove the pressures of adulthood. Humiliation belittles the man, takes away their masculinity, prioritising the power of the woman. Forced feminisation makes men smaller, weaker. Cuckolding is about putting the wife’s pleasure above all else, and solidifying the control the woman has over the man.”

I had a feeling that this was just scratching the surface of the psyche of the man in this situation, but as a woman, it made sense to me. However, in order to explain it better, Meg introduced me to an online slave she had. He was in his early-twenties but studying in Harvard. His name was Gavin, and whilst he was an attractive blonde boy, he leaned more towards the feminine side. When Meg showed me a picture of how he looked, scruffy, skinny, spotty blonde stubble, to what he had become under her care, I gasped. She had turned him from scrawny, messy kid, into cute femboy, complete with make-up.

“I was always useless at sports, girls didn’t like me, and I didn’t like myself. I excelled in class, got into Harvard, but I always saw myself as ugly. The more work I had at college, the more ill I became. I started self-harming, until I met Mistress Megan online, and she took control.” Gavin explained. “She told me that I was far from ugly, but I was not much of a man. She said I should own that, own what I am. So, she ordered me to lock my cock and send her the keys, and to take some photos. She then told me to shave my body, buy new clothes.” He showed off the grey chainmail crop-top he had on, over a tight neon-green girl’s tank-top. “And to begin using a little make-up. I did that in my room for a bit, before she encouraged me to wear it out.”

“How did others around you react?” I asked.

He smiled. “People never noticed me before, but then suddenly girls were rushing to my side. Of course, they thought I was gay, that I’d be their gay BFF, but I explained that I was not, that I was embracing my feminine side and suddenly, they wanted to know me a whole lot better. No longer was I deemed ugly, I was deemed, different. Boys began to look at me, and I know I confused a lot of straight boys.”

I smiled. “I bet.” I told him. He looked fabulous, that little bit of masculine mixed with femininity. His hair, whilst the usual length for a boy, had been styled to be just a little bit more feminine. He fell somewhere in between, but to me, he could have been a male model. “How did you deal with that?”

Gavin blushed and looked away from the camera. “Meg encouraged me to go suck a cock. So I did. I think I don’t find men attractive, like, I wouldn’t want to marry one, but being told to be with a man, sexually, that feels pretty good. So, yeah, I’m bi now, and for the first time in my life, I’m happy.”

As Gavin talked, I made notes, but at the end of the day, it all brought me back to one word; society. For me, Gavin was never a social person. He lacked social integration, didn’t feel confident to interact socially, and was afraid of how society perceived him. By handing over control to Meg, she had given him the confidence to see the beauty in himself, and to understand that happiness does not have to come from traditional means.

But society can punish different, and none more so than those in sexual minorities. After listening to Gavin and the girls, and reading more about psychological domination, I understood why Richard needed to be who he wanted to be; so then why was Alexis so against it? To understand that, I’d need to understand what the woman got out of being a dominant.

For Meg, first and foremost, it was money. She admitted that whilst she got off on what she was doing, she was not a lifestyle dominatrix and would not want this type of relationship full-time. When I asked why, she said that she liked to be dominated herself, and would prefer a boyfriend who looked after her in other ways. That was fine, I got that. I for one did not really like dominant men because I never really felt safe around them. I grew up in an abusive household, so for me, physically stronger men often spelled trouble.

Instead, I made an appointment for the following evening after work with a professional dominatrix who claimed to be into the lifestyle. Vixen Erin Ivy was ten years my senior but had been serving the LA BDSM community for some time. She was local, which meant I wouldn’t need to go far, and she seemed to take the scene quite seriously, attending events, even starting her own latex clothing line.

After work the following day, I stopped off to see her. I hadn’t told her why I had booked her, instead just grabbing a free slot on her online booking system. So when I arrived, a young women with black and red hair, dressed in a short lace-up latex body and fishnet tights, handed me a clipboard with a questionnaire and asked me to fill it out. Looking down, it was a long list of fetishes, with a rating next to each, asking me to choose which items turned me on the most.

“Cash or card?” The girl then asked.

“Um, card, please.” I mumbled, studying the list. This was interesting. Theoretically, this list might help me connect Richard and Alexis’ needs. “Um, by the way, I’m not here as a customer. I’m a therapist and I’d like to pay for, erm, Vixen’s time to talk.”

“Vixen Erin.” The girl corrected firmly.

“Yes, sorry.”

“Sorry Ma’am.” She corrected again.

“S…sorry, Ma’am.” I replied, slightly confused.

She took the clipboard from me with a sigh and walked off down the black corridor, knocking on a door and stepping inside. A few moments later, she returned with the sexy older redhead that I had seen online in tow. Vixen Erin smiled at me and told me to come on back.

The room she took me into looked like some sort of hospital room, or gynaecologist’s office. White tile lined the walls, along with shelves of medical implements, and a gynaecologist’s chair. Vixen Erin took a seat behind a standard white desk, completely with PC and monitor.

“Janice said that you’re not here for a session, but to talk? Did I understand that correctly?” She asked.

“Erm, yes, erm, Ma’am.”

She smiled. “Yes is fine. How can I help?”

For the next ten minutes, I explained about who I was, what I was doing there, and what I had learned up to that point. Of course, like before, I hid the names of my clients. She listened intently, nodding every so often, but never once speaking. At the end though, she sat back and regarded me carefully.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen a therapist go through so much trouble for their client. It’s admirable.”

“Thank you.” I replied.

“So basically, you want to know what I get out of this all, personally?” She asked me. “Taking the money part of it out of the equation because really, I’m doing what I love. I love it first and foremost because of how it makes me feel. As a kid, I was overweight, bullied, and a nobody. I lacked confidence, but I felt determined to get it. When I hit sixteen, I started to get involved in the goth movement because I felt like I fit in there. I put on my first corset and I loved it, but I wanted more from it, so I began exercising and lost a tonne of weight. Suddenly, boys were noticing me, but I didn’t really care anymore. I was noticing me, and that was what was important.

“Then a guy from the football team started following me around like a lost puppy. I told him to get lost but he couldn’t stop himself, he kept finding reasons to be around me. So I said, if he wanted to hang out with me, then he needed to wear my panties for the day. He did it without question, and for the first time, I recognised the power I had.”

As she spoke, I made notes, highlighting any connection I had to my own knowledge or experiences. I understood what she was saying about noticing me, it was something I had struggled with as a child too, a veritable ugly duckling.

She continued. “So, I began making him do other things for me, running to get me drinks, massaging my feet, even being my test-doll for make-up in the store. He would do anything to be by my side and nothing seemed to get rid of him, and I was glad, because I no longer wanted him to go, I was having fun, not bullying him, but playing together. I felt powerful, but at the same time, I felt a connection to him I’d never felt with a boy before. I asked him to take me on a proper date and we had a lovely time. He then drove me to somewhere quiet where I had him go down on me for about an hour.

“Basically, I realised that power was one thing, but being loved for that power was another. I like how I feel when the men and women I’m with make sounds which show me how engaged they are with me. I like the look in men’s eyes when they are scared but at the same time hope I go further. I like when a man will be happy to debase himself for me, because it gives me a thrill.”

I continued to take notes, but now she was eyeing me, smirking.

“Tell me, have you ever pegged a man?” She asked me.

“No.” I replied. “I’m not against it, but I’ve never had occasion to do so.”

“Would you like to?”

“Sure, one day.”

“Now?”

“Now?” I asked, incredulously. “You have someone ready to go?”

She grinned. “Of course I do. I have a long-term slave currently locked next door. Come on.”

When she stood, I did too, following her out of the clinic into a very pink, girlie bedroom. Laying on the bed, hogtied and gagged, was a transvestite in a pink satin mini-dress, complete with white lace trim, petticoats, puffy sleeves. She was in a blonde wig complete with pigtails, and her face was heavily made-up to look over-the-top. This was a sissy in her truest form.

“Slut, meet Mistress Janice. She’s training right now, but you will show her the fullest respect or face punishment, is that understood?” Vixen Erin stated. The sissy nodded quickly.

After untying him, she told him to get on all fours on the bed, and whilst he did that, she retrieved a heavy pink strap-on dildo from a drawer. Holding it out, she showed me how to adjust it.

“First, you want to set the scene.” She explained, handing me a riding crop. “Talk to him, explain why he’ll never be a proper man or woman, why he should give up hope of being anything but a sissy.”

I leaned close. “But I don’t know him…” I said.

“It doesn’t matter. Look at him, at what he’s willing to put himself through. Say what you feel. You instincts of a therapist will go counter to what he needs to hear, so think about how you would try to affirm him, then think the opposite.”

I stared at him, the effort he had made toward extravagance. As a therapist, I’d want to know how he feels when he is dressed like that, whether it makes him happy, tell him how he could accept it as the good part of him. But that was all too focused on mental wellbeing, not on sexual wellbeing.

“Have you given up on being a man?” I asked, an unexpected firmness conveyed my words, one which impressed even Vixen Erin. “You certainly don’t look like a man, but you never were one, were you? Have you accepted failure then? Embraced it?” The sissy nodded rapidly. “Please tell me you are caged, so you can’t spread that seed.” He nodded again. “Good. Enough useless men to go around to turn into sissies, don’t need more diluting the gene-pool.” I tapped his backside over the panties with the crop and he flinched, but the little reaction felt good. I tapped him harder and he let out a hiss and a moan. I don’t know why, but I rested the crop on the gusset of his panties, where I could see the balls. “Maybe I should whip your balls, to make sure they don’t work anymore.”

“You can. He looks cock and ball torture.” Vixen Erin told me.

The crop landed on his balls hard and he cried out in pain, whilst my pussy warmed significantly. This felt so good, but mainly because I could see he was enjoying it. My hands worked his panties down to his knees and I saw the tiny pink cage on his cock, eliminating it completely. It was such a bizarre yet beautiful sight. I hit his balls a few more times, then grabbed them in my hand, twisting and biting down on them with my nails. I gritted my teeth as I grinned, him crying into the gag, but I heard him, I heard the “Yes!” This wasn’t just power over him, but power over everything. His pleasure, his success, his need and wants.

“I want to fuck his ass.” I stated, reaching for lubricant.

The dildo obviously felt like nothing at all to me, physically, but emotionally, it was a powerful tool. The harder I thrust into him, the more he begged and thrashed, and the more I snarled, “Yeah! Take my fucking cock, bitch!”

Vixen Erin removed his gag and then I heard his words. They were terrifying, not because they were harsh, but because they made me wonder how I could fuck another man and not want to hear those words again.

“Please Mistress, I fucking love you. I’ll do anything for you. Please fuck me! Oh god, Mistress, you’re so amazing!” He wasn’t saying this to Erin, but to me. I was amazing. He loved me!

When I left the studio that evening, Erin told me to come back anytime and she’d be happy to introduce me to her world. She even said I should join her at some events, and so we exchanged numbers and I promised her that I would.

I ended up talking to Harry, the sissy I’d fucked in the ass and we talked about his feelings after climaxing from such an event. He mentioned that climaxing was unusual for him but a sign that the scene was so intense with pleasure that he couldn’t hold back. He explained that he would leave the studio that night and would meet friends who all thought him to be a very confident and outgoing individual, and that as a set-design coordinator in Hollywood, he felt confident in himself. But he admitted that before finding femdom, he’d always felt a bit lost and like he would never fit in anywhere. For him, this is his chance to enter another world, to detach himself from his cares, and finally trust.

Trust. Everything about what I did to him, came from a level of trust in Erin, that she would be there to stop me if I went too far.

“I will say one thing, Mistress.” He told me as I left him. “You are a natural at this.”

From the look Erin gave me, it seemed she agreed, and I’m not going to lie. I left the studio feeling more alive and mentally strong than I’d ever felt before.


Three

When Richard and Alexis arrived back for their next session, I felt like I was better prepared for them than I had been that first day. Both stepped inside with a smile and shook my hand, but as I held Richard’s, I felt a queer energy from him, a linger in his stare which felt like he recognised a change in me. Still, they sat down and we began with me asking if there was anything major since we last spoke. After they both said no, we agreed to continue from where we left off.

“Alexis, you were going to tell me about how you began to understand the meaning of Richard’s crossdressing. I think you understood that it wasn’t that he wanted to be or feel like a woman, right?” I asked.

“Yes.” Alexis acknowledged, blushing. “It was about removing masculinity, and to an extent, I liked that, but it scared me too.”

“Why?”

“Because is it possible to respect a man who doesn’t want to be a man?”

I tilted my head from side to side and made a note, then looked up at Richard with a smile. “But it’s not about not wanting to be a man, is it? It’s about removing toxic masculinity, about proving that you put her above all else, isn’t it?” I asked him.

Richard’s face was shocked for the briefest of moments, impressed that I’d understood that. “Correct. I want her to understand that I will defend her with my life, but in all ways, I give my life to her. Her happiness, above all else, makes me happy. The humiliation of being a man, not a translady, a man, in panties, is meant to demonstrate that I am hers, no matter what.”

“But Richard, I don’t need all that…” Alexis said softly.

“I know you don’t need it. I want to give it.”

I needed to keep them both on track. It was good that there was dialogue, but I needed them to understand and find compromise. “You mention happiness. Is that why you enjoy the humiliation of cuckolding, because it creates a scenario whereby your loved one is experiencing happiness that you can’t give her?”

Again, Richard seemed surprised, but nodded. I could see that Alexis wanted to say something, and I knew it was going to be that he satisfied her in bed, but I held up my finger to stop her.

“Richard, do you think you are a bad lover?” I asked.

He paused for a moment, and I knew the submissive inside him wanted to say yes, the worst, terrible, but truthfully, I was sure he was as good as any other man, on average. “No, I think I’m okay.”

“What do you think a woman experiences when she takes a lover in front of her husband?” I asked.

After a brief moment of reflection, he said, “I think the woman experiences pleasures not possible in normal circumstances. Maybe not the first time, with all the nerves, but later, when trust is established.”

“Why is that?”

“Because cheating, wrong as it is, is a form of danger. Adrenaline heightens the senses, the pleasure. It’s…a mindfuck. But then when the woman knows that she can do it without consequence, then that adrenaline is maximised, because there is a comfort in the safety of knowing the person you love most in the world is right there with you; or is waiting for you.” He said.

I must’ve been smiling, because he smiled back at me. Alexis, on the other hand, had her mouth open and was listening with surprise. Then, she said softly, “I never thought of it that way. It’s quite sweet really.”

Now was the time to understand Alexis’ concerns. “Alexis, we all have fantasies, but not all choose to act on them. What are yours? Has he ever asked you?”

“Yes, he has, and I don’t really know. I don’t think I’ve ever really thought about it.” She said, blushing a little. “I… I don’t dislike our time playing. I like moments when I can pinch his nipples, call him names, or make him massage me. I just…”

“You’re scared.” I said, repeating what she said originally.

“Yes.”

“Of?”

She sighed and rubbed her head. “What people might say.”

“Society.” I said.

“Yes.”

We sat in silence, I wanted them both to think about what was just said, about how ridiculous it was that they were letting their relationship be influenced by billions of people in the world.

“Alexis, you were born to a Jewish immigrant family, right?” I asked.

“Yes. But I’m not religious.”

“No, but I’m sure some were upset and insulted that your mother married a Christian protestant man, right? She did it anyway.” I pointed out. “Then you were naked in Dark Passage, you’re pierced, correct?”

“I am.” She admitted.

“People complained. People said the film was disgusting, that the director was oversexualising you. But it was your idea to go fully naked, correct?”

She sighed and smiled. “Yes.”

“Did you care that people complained?”

“No.”

“Do you believe that anything you do will ever make every person in the world accept you for you?”

Alexis’ smile grew and without a word, she grabbed her husband’s hand and gave him an apologetic look.

“I’m not saying you should do something you don’t want to do.” I told her. “What I’m suggesting is that you try to understand each other’s needs and how they impact you.” I paused, then said, “I wanted to understand you better, Richard, so I met a professional dominatrix.” Both Alexis and Richard turned to look at me with no small amount of surprise. “It’s funny, but the first thing I received when I arrived there was a questionnaire.” I reached down for some sheets. “No need to do these now, but before our next session, I’d like you to fill out the same questionnaire and rate each fetish and practice. Do not share with each other, each separately.”

They took the forms and looked at them, then both nodded.

We continued with me asking Alexis why she felt that she could agree to being Richard’s dominant girlfriend in order to secure the date. I needed to understand what she perceived his need to be, and how she felt at the time.

She gave it some thought, and then said, “I pictured a movie I loved as a young woman and felt that I understood the idea behind it.”

“Surely not Fifty Shades…” I frowned.

With a laugh, she shook her head. “God no. The Secretary.”

This time, I actually leaned forward. This was interesting, because The Secretary was a great movie which opened up plenty of questions about the psychology of BDSM. Many modern psychologists didn’t like the movie because it suggested that dominance and submission was deeply rooted in psychological trauma, but others argued about the importance of understanding power exchange and introducing trust into a relationship.

“What did you get out of that movie?” I asked her. “How did you understand it?”

“For me, both characters have had their true identities suppressed for many years. Both needed each other to find freedom. Spader was told he was sick, but in reality, he just needed understanding.”

I nodded and made further notes. “Compromises.” I said. “Clearly, cuckolding Richard can be a challenge, in your position.”

Alexis snorted then nodded quickly.

“Do you understand that, Richard?” I asked.

“Of course.”

“So, compromises.” I said again. “Have you both given any thought to chastity?”

The couple both gave me a look, then Richard chuckled. “That makes…sense.” He said, but Alexis was confused, turning quickly to look at us both, hoping for an explanation. Richard decided to explain for me. “Basically, if you control my dick by locking it up, you have control over when we have sex, and we can turn it into a game.”

Finally, the dots were connecting for Alexis too, and rather than be off put by it, she smiled and nodded, another reason why I felt that these two were more connected than they thought. Something told me that Alexis was probably his perfect partner, but she was too in her own head.

As the session came to an end, I asked Alexis if I could see her individually next time. I made sure to let her know that it wasn’t any sort of inference of guilt or otherwise, just that I wanted to give here a safe space to discuss certain items.

“Of course.” She replied, nodding. “What about our questionnaires?”

“You can bring yours in, or both, if you promise not to look at his.”

“Sure, thanks.”

My day continued as normal after they left, but when I looked at the bookings for the following day, I saw that Alexis had already made sure to book herself in for a session the next day. That was a good sign because it meant she wanted this to work.

When I arrived home that night, I thought more about the conversation we’d had together that day, and I realised that whilst I had copies of the BDSM questionnaire, I hadn’t actually answered it myself. So, sat eating a take-out ramen, I went through the long document.

I’m not going to lie, I had to Google certain terms, but the more I read, the more I realised that I really didn’t have a problem with most of it, especially not as a dominant. In fact, the more I thought about certain things, the more I realised that perhaps this was what had been missing from my life for a long time. Perhaps I needed a submissive man in my life.

Realising I needed to know more, I texted Erin to find out if there were any events she thought I should attend. It turned out that there was a fetish event happening in San Francisco that she was flying up for on Saturday, said that she could get me a VIP pass if I wanted to join. It was some sort of fetish conference, like a fetish Comicon, but followed by a femdom after-party at a club.

“If you come, make sure you get some latex, or you won’t fit in.” She wrote.

Hmm. Latex? Why not? I asked Meg is she wanted to go shopping with me tomorrow night, and of course, she was happy to. She didn’t know where yet, but I told her it was somewhere where I needed her advice. Then, knowing I’d come up with something, I booked a flight to San Francisco, and booked myself into the same hotel as Erin.

There was a strange giddiness which prevented me from sleeping that night, like an expectation of something big, something new. My conversations with Richard and Alexis had enlightened me, and my journey of discovery made me feel rather new. I hoped it would continue, and I hoped it would feel as good as it did up to now. Little did I realise just how much I had underestimated everything.

The following day, Alexis was back, with both questionnaires, Richard’s sealed in an envelope. It was good to see that they were taking my guidance seriously. Reading through her responses, I found that not only did she not find most fetishes problematic, some she downright loved.

“I’d love to cuckold Richard.” She admitted. “I’d like to do that for him.”

“For him?” I asked. “No. This has to be something for you both.”

Alexis smiled. “Okay, for us both.”

“Then what’s the problem? Status?”

She nodded. “That’s one thing. The other is being typecast.” She sighed. “As an actor, you don’t want a role to make you so famous that that is all people see you as. The studios then try to fit you into those roles again and again, and roles you really want to do pass you by. I’m afraid that Dark Passage has typecast me.”

I nodded, noting down her concern. “You’re afraid your husband sees you as the dominant bitch from Dark Passage, but he hadn’t seen the movie when he met you, and certainly not when he was discovering his kinks. I get your concern from the film world, but this is something different, isn’t it?”

“Yes, I’m being unfair, because truthfully, I fucking love being bitchy. I love being strict and dominant. I just don’t want my career to go singularly in that direction.”

“Where do you want it to go?”

She bit her lip and shrugged. “I don’t know. Comedy?”

“Can’t a bitchy woman be funny? Have you never seen Two and a Half Men?” I asked with a smile.

“True.” She admitted. “I guess I’m overthinking things.”

“And that’s perfectly fine. In fact, nobody is saying you must do what your husband wants. What I want is for you both to find a compromise.”

There was a blush to her face, a sudden realisation, a little embarrassing. “Filling in that questionnaire turned me on. I had to look some things up and well, I masturbated. Can I tell you that?”

“I think we’re good.” I smirked.

Finally, Alexis broke and spilled her feelings. Hearing why her husband wanted to be sissified, from him in this very room, woke something up in her. She realised what it meant, began to understand it better, and when she saw her husband in the nightie that night, she saw him differently. It turned her on, not by how he looked, but what he represented; her slave. The moment she understood that was the moment she needed to know more.

“I’m going to be honest with you.” I told her. “Your situation has helped me learn more about myself too. I’m actually going to a fetish and femdom event this weekend.”

“Where?” She asked, surprised.

“San Francisco. The fetish event is actually a larger conference, then there is a femdom after-party later.”

“Interesting.”

Chuckling, I nodded. “I think as women we tend over-examine ourselves. In business, when a woman shouts, she’s called emotional. When a man shouts, he’s assertive. We live with the double-standards and sort of accept them for ourselves. And yet, when we have an opportunity to stand tall, to put ourselves on a pedestal, it doesn’t come naturally.

“When I watched Dark Passage, you portrayed a female confidence that I haven’t seen before. Maybe that old movie with Sharon Stone.”

“Basic Instinct.” She nodded. “I watched that movie because that is a great example of a female lead who makes men nervous yet want them at the same time.”

“Exactly. The question I have for you is, how difficult was it for you to act?” I asked, smiling, knowing her answer already.

“Not at all.” She laughed. “Okay, okay, I get it.”

“Actually, I’m not sure you do. You don’t want to be typecast as a dark, strong female lead, and yet show me how many women can do that. Kate Beckinsale maybe, Jolie, but not many. Scarlet Johansson is a great actor, and she managed to move into that power role in Lucy, barely, but her Black Widow? I just felt a hesitation there. You have an opportunity to take advantage of a niche, so why not own it?”

“Huh.” Gasped Alexis, leaning back in the soft chair. She looked up at the ceiling and nodded. “And if I own it on screen, I can own it in real life.”

“There’s a story of when Angelina Jolie visited Prague. She went to an erotic store there and bought a whip. People just accepted it, that was Angelina. Did it hurt her career?”

At last, Alexis was grinning, but this wasn’t a grin of happiness but realisation. She had accepted herself, accepted what she was going to do. Happiness would follow.

We made another appointment for Monday, this time the both of them, but I had a feeling that Monday would be a very different conversation than we had been having.

Four

Okay, I hadn’t figured latex clothing would be such a chore. Storage is one thing, but getting into the damned red catsuit was time-consuming, and required a tonne of assistance from Meg. After an hour of fiddling, I was finally dressed, covered from neck to toe in red latex, and over that, a black latex corset, pulled very tight to the point it began to look like I didn’t have any internal organs.

When I arrived at the airport and found Erin waiting for me, I was relieved to find I was not the only one ready to take the flight in kink-clothing. She was in a black dress, part latex, part lace, complete with buckles. It looked kinkier than my outfit, mainly because the straps to her stockings were not even close to being covered by the skirt of the dress.

“Will they let us on the plane like this?” I asked.

She grinned at me. “We’re going to San Francisco. They’ll understand.”

Of course, people stared at us, especially when one of Erin’s slaves turned up in a pink sissy dress, complete with collar. Thankfully, she waited until after security to clip on the leash, but the sissy had some explaining to do to the TSA regarding his chastity cage.

The flight was fine and I made small-talk with Erin about our personal lives outside of our work. Erin was a lovely woman who took her lifestyle very seriously. I wasn’t even aware that she was married, her husband was actually a singer in some band I didn’t know, but she hardly saw him because he was on tour most of the time.

When we touched down and switched on our phones, I was surprised to find that I had a couple of missed calls from an unknown number. When I called back the number went straight to voicemail.

“Hi, you’ve reach Alexis Murdoch. I can’t answer your call right now, but feel free to leave a message. If this is media related, please contact my publicist at…”

So Alexis was calling me? Why? I hoped there wasn’t a problem.

We had to wait for Erin’s bags, as she had taken a suitcase of toys with her, then, with Sissy Paulette in tow, we made our way out where a representative from the exhibition was waiting with a sign for Vixen Erin. She was going to be on stage as a VIP, so they had sent a limo.

It was as we were about to get into the limo that Alexis called me back. “Sorry, was flying.” She said. “Just landed.”

“Me too. Where?”

“San Francisco.” Alexis replied.

“Me too! Wait, what flight?”

“No, I took a private jet. Are you still in the terminal? I have a driver picking me up. I can swing by.”

“Oh, I’m with a friend, she has pickup. We’re going to our hotel, then to the exhibition I told you about.”

“I’m going there too. Want to see. What hotel are you staying in?”

“The Hilton Union Square.” I told her.

“Okay, I’m in the Four Seasons. Can you meet me there?” She asked.

“Um, I’m with a couple of friends and not really dressed for the Four Seasons.” I said. “Besides, I really don’t think I should be seeing you outside of sessions.”

A tut came down the line. “Chill. I’m not going to tell on you. I want a friendly face with me to go have a look.”

I sighed, knowing it was a mistake, but I turned to Erin and asked if after dropping stuff off at the hotel we could swing by the Four Seasons. Erin said it was fine, so I told Alexis we’d see her in about an hour, depending on traffic.

“Who’s the friend?” Erin asked.

“Remember the client who needed my help?”

“Yeah.”

“Her. I really shouldn’t be seeing her like this, but I can’t stop her from going to the same places I do.”

“Huh. Well, maybe it will be good for her.”

“It’s going to put a damper on our fun, I think.” I mumbled, thinking that we would be surrounded by autograph hunters and paparazzi, which would ruin things.

“How so?” She asked.

“You’ll see.”

An hour later, the long black limo was pulling into the parking lot of the Four Seasons. I dialled Alexis’ number and told her we were outside. To my surprise, she was already in the lobby waiting. When she stepped out, she was in a very expensive looking latex dress, the type you’d see Kim Kardashian in, a black latex headscarf and huge sunglasses. Her heels were spiky with a red sole, clearly Louboutin’s, and her handbag was a red crocodile skin Birkin.

The driver opened the door when I told him it was her, and she slid inside the stretched car with a smile. Then when the door was finally shut, she pulled off her sunglasses.

“Holy shit!” Erin gasped. “Alexis! Hi! Er, wow, wasn’t expecting you.”

“Lovely to meet you.” Alexis said warmly, hugging the dominatrix. “What a pretty sissy you have.” She said, grinning at Paulette, who sat there with wide eyes and a look of sheer shock on her face.

“H….Hello Miss Alexis.” She stuttered out.

Sat down and on our way, Alexis explained that after our chat she’d been doing a lot of thinking, and a lot of research too. She’d had dinner with her agent and publicist to talk about how to fit the lifestyle into who she was as an actress, and to her surprise, they both loved it, that it would garner more attention than Angelina walking around with a vial of blood.

“I talked with Richard and I told him that whilst I need time to learn, I am ready to accept that this lifestyle is something I want to enjoy too. He’s beyond ecstatic.” She explained.

“That’s good to hear, but really Alexis, if someone sees us together like this, then it could land me in a lot of trouble.”

“I will swear on my life that it was all a coincidence, nothing more.”

On the drive to the centre, Alexis and Erin got to know each other, with Alexis asking Erin if she would be able to provide training services at home. Erin said that for someone like Alexis, she’d be happy to help.

Finally, we pulled up at the exhibition centre where we were led through to an area for VIPs. Although Erin had managed to put me on a guestlist, Alexis was not. Thankfully, the moment the personnel at the door saw who it was, phone calls were made and the organisers were quick to run down to greet her, telling her that their security were at her disposal for anything she needed. They were over-the-moon to have an A-list celebrity at their event. Little did I know that Alexis had a plan.

From her Birkin, she pulled out a latex mask, carefully bunching her hair into two buns, pulling on the black hood, revealing that it had two holes where she then took the buns of hair and let them cascade down. With her eyes made up in the smoky way that she did, I could recognise her, but I knew others would struggle. It was the perfect disguise for a fetish event.

Without the risk of being recognised, we walked through the event with confidence, watching performances, checking out clothes, and even buying items we could take home with us, including toys and implements. Alexis was particularly interested in a whole-body e-stim device which could disable and keep slaves in a state of perpetual immobility, whilst also causing them various levels of pain. She saw uses for it, so purchased one.

Eventually, it was time for Erin’s show, showcasing some of her new designs, but also putting on a nice little femdom sissification show with Paulette, who modelled several sissy designs from Erin’s collection.

I hate to admit it, but Alexis and I had an awesome time together, and we got on like a house on fire. In any other circumstance, Alexis would be a great best friend. She was funny, caring, and clearly a very intelligent person. Being her therapist though, made me analyse her a little bit more, something I wish I could switch off, but I couldn’t.

Eventually, we went back to our hotels to change. Whilst I loved the catsuit, I couldn’t stay in it for the party, it was too hot and sweaty. Instead, I changed into a black leather mini-dress, complete with chain straps to the neck collar. We agreed to meet Alexis for dinner in a little Chinese restaurant she knew, where she knew we wouldn’t be bothered.

Whilst Erin had chosen to dress down into a red latex mini-dress, and I had put on a dress too, Alexis went all in with one of the latex outfits she’d bought that day. It was a black catsuit with zips in all the essential areas, crotch, breasts, but came with a little latex skirt built in, and a built-in remote-control dildo, which she made no secret in playing with at the table. For the party after, she wore a mask once more so she wouldn’t be recognised.

“I don’t have a problem with people knowing. They’ll find out anyway.” She explained. “I just don’t want to distract from the event.”

Honestly, I didn’t know what to expect from the party that night, but inside, I was looking forward to it. My biggest concern was being there without a partner, but Erin ensured me that there would be plenty of men to play with.

The party was in a converted warehouse. To the outside world, it all seemed quite innocuous, but inside, the place was loud and slamming like a rave, but on stage was a show to blow your mind, from men in leather harnesses being whipped by a strong dominatrix, to an array of women pegging men in various dress. On the floor, there were areas set up based on the type of play, and it didn’t take long for Erin to get us introduced to her friends, who allowed us to whip or boss around their slaves.

Erin introduced Alexis to the group, but everyone just assumed her to be some random woman named Alexis. It wasn’t until we were a few drinks in and Alexis was talking about her piercings and how she felt quite proud to show them off for the camera, that people began to ask if she was involved with the fetish porn movie scene. Rather than lie, Alexis simply told them that she was a Hollywood actress, and finally, they began putting two and two together.

“Are you fucking serious?” Katie, Erin’s friend asked. “You’re Alexis Murdoch?”

“Yes.” Alexis nodded.

“You are shitting me! I can’t believe we’re not allowed cellphones in here, because I’d love a selfie.”

“And the mask.” Alexis giggled.

“Urgh! True!”

Still, movie star or not, the group made us all feel welcome, and not only that, but they made sure to teach us everything they knew about domination, especially bossing around a sissy male.

There was one thing that Erin pointed out, something that I hadn’t considered. “In order to know what a submissive is feeling, you really should experience it.” She said.

“I’ve experienced it.” Alexis said. “I had a dominant boyfriend, was whipped, did the whole Fifty Shades thing. Didn’t enjoy it. Far prefer being the dominant.”

“What about you, Janice?” Erin asked me.

I began blushing. No, I hadn’t had that level of experience. Alexis smiled when she saw me blush and said, “I think we should teach Janice how to be a good girl, right ladies?”

“Oh, absolutely.” Katie giggled.

Did I really want to debase myself sexually in front of a client? Well, I shouldn’t have, but at the same time, I really did trust these girls to show me the best standard of care, so I said yes. The moment I did, they were up and pulling me to their small play area, where I was tied up by Katie, who was a shibari specialist. Soon, I was now naked, tied up and being hoisted in the air, on a hook, whilst Alexis was grabbing a cat of nine tails from someone.

I wanted to hate it all. I wanted to say the safe word they gave me. I wanted to turn around and say I was definitely a dominant; but I couldn’t. I fucking loved the feeling of exposure, the fact people were coming over to watch me. I loved that whilst Alexis whipped my backside, Erin rested a vibrator on my clit, edging me constantly. I loved the fact that when I was tilted on the ropes, I was presented with Katie’s smooth pierced pussy to lick. I loved the fact that eventually, Alexis put on a strap-on dildo, and fucked me with it.

I was let down, forced to crawl, had someone ride me like a horse, even made to drink Erin’s piss in a queening chair, and still I loved it. But nothing felt as good as when Alexis grabbed me by the hair, looked down at me with those dark sexy eyes, and said, “Are you ready to be Mistress Alexis’ little cunt slave?”

“Yes Mistress Alexis!” I hissed. Then her lips came down, and suddenly, we were kissing like lovers.

After that, the night was a blur. We drank some more, there was no more whipping or anything dangerous, but I was kept on my knees, and at some point, I was unzipping Alexis’ catsuit, pulling the dildo from her pussy and sucking on it, before licking her to an orgasm. At some point, Alexis and I left and took a cab back to her hotel, with her still in her mask, and somehow, I ended up in bed with her.

We fucked for most of the night, drank some more, then fucked some more. Each of her piercings ended up in my mouth. She took me to the bathroom where we showered together, and she pissed in my mouth, and I drank every single fucking drop of that gorgeous nectar. It was the most wild night of my life; the best, and eventually, we fell asleep with her holding me, possessing me, owning me.
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“No, no, no, no, no!” I cried, scrambling to find me panties whilst she watched me from the bed, her gorgeous long black hair fanned out on the soft white pillows. The moment I woke, I tried to comprehend where I was. My head was spinning, and everything felt foreign. The room wasn’t one I recognised; a huge suite, tastefully sculpture and adorned, but clothes strewn on the floor, rushed to be removed. Then moments of the night came back, until I finally remembered where I was. “This is wrong on so many levels! I can’t fucking believe this! I’m gonna have to quit! I’m gonna lose my license!”

“Sweetie, will you just relax.” Alexis laughed. “Nobody’s going to turn you in.”

I spun around to look at her. “Yes! They will! I will! I can’t be your therapist anymore! Fuck! This is a massive conflict of interest.”

Chuckling and shaking her head, Alexis threw the covers back to reveal that sexy, perfect body, and she stood, walking over to me. I felt her hands grab me, but I tried to pull away, to try to fix the mistake I’d made. “Stop! Janice, listen to me, stop!” I froze, staring up at her, the difference in our heights more noticeable without heels. “Janice! Kneel!” She snapped.

Blinking, I stared at her, looking at her beautiful, yet stern face. I don’t know what came over me, but I slid down, out of her hands, dropping to my knees, my eyes never leaving hers.

“Janice, lick.” She purred, pulling apart the lips of her pussy to reveal the twinkling pierced clitoris. Without a word, with my brain on overdrive telling me to stop, more body moved forward and began to lick. I couldn’t stop myself, no matter how hard I tried, I just needed to serve. This woman’s words, her demeanour, nobody could deny what she wanted.

She lowered herself back down to the bed, and I shuffled closer, lost in the seductive taste of her pussy. I placed my hands on her soft skin of her thighs, whilst I felt her hand clasp my scalp. Soon, the sounds of our moans filled the room, sexual music as a soundtrack to our coupling. Gone were my concerns, I was in the here and now, nothing else mattered.

I licked her to two orgasms, before I felt her hands on my face, pulling me to her to kiss. Then, she held me, staring at me, and said, “Don’t think, just do.”

“But how can I…”

“You have done more for me and Richard in these few sessions than anyone has ever done for me. My feelings towards you are not connected to that though, but to getting to know you yesterday. You are not my therapist though, you are our marriage counsellor, and sexual therapist.”

Sighing, I sat back on my feet and looked away, thinking. What did this all mean? Was this just one night of fun? If yes, then maybe I could ignore it, pretend it never happened. But then when I looked back up at her, I hoped that it wouldn’t be, I hoped this was the beginning of something. “What do you want from me?” I asked.

“I don’t know.” She shrugged, smiling. “I didn’t plan this, and neither did you. But I have spent years hiding from myself. I spent years questioning everything. The first time I did something without thinking, and I’ve had the best experience of my life.” She bit her lower lip in that way that excited people did. “I don’t want this to end.”

“Me neither.” I whispered.

“If you don’t want to be our therapist anymore, I’ll understand, but that might lead to questions. And honestly, regardless of what we do, you can and will help us. And I think you’ll help yourself too.”

I nodded, still looking at her. Was this really happening? Was Alexis Murdoch asking me to be her lesbian lover? “What about Richard?” I asked.

“You think Richard is going to be upset that I’m fucking a sexy woman? You think he’s going to be jealous that I’ve made you my little slut?” She asked. “You said you feel dominant towards men, right?”

“Yes.” I did. I couldn’t imagine doing the things I did last night with a man, I just wouldn’t feel comfortable. But with her, I was putty in her hands.

“Could you be a switch?” She asked. We’d learned that term last night; the ability to be both dominant and submissive at the same time. I guessed that was what I was, but I’d never realised. Hell, I’d never fucked a woman before now, how could I have known?

“If you’ll have me, I’d love to be your slave, Mistress Alexis,” I told her softly, subserviently.

“Of course, my little slut.” She grinned, leaning back, then she pulled her foot up, pushing it to my mouth. Without hesitation, I opened, and began sucking on her toes, and as I did, heat and fluids poured from my cunt. Yes, I was her slut. I’d be her slut.

Unfortunately, I had to return to my hotel to check-out, then head to the airport to fly home; but Alexis wouldn’t hear that I would fly economy back to LA, and insisted we join her on the private jet. So I called Erin, receiving a moan of hangover pain as a greeting, and told her that we would all be flying on Alexis’ plane. That woke her up.

“I’m on my way back to the hotel now. I need to check out.” I told her.

“Okay. Knock on my door when you get here.” Erin replied. Then she added, “Wait! Where have you been till now?”

“Erm…long story.”

There was a moment of silence, then a chuckle. “Oh, you lucky bitch!”

After picking up Erin and checking out, we took a limo to the airport where I got to experience life flying private. Of course, Erin had questions for us, but we simply told her that we decided to enjoy the night, and not to read too much into it.

We were very thankful to Erin though, because without the support of her and her friends, we wouldn’t have had half the amount of fun that we had. However, Erin did forewarn us though that not everyone at the event last night was a friend, and that she couldn’t promise that all would keep the fact that Alexis was at the event a secret.

“There were no photos.” Alexis said, shrugging. “And even if the press pick it up, I don’t care. I’m allowed a private life.”

Eventually, we landed in LA and whilst Erin took a cab, Alexis offered to drive me home. As we drove along in her Porsche, the hot LA wind in our hair, I looked over at her, the confidence she gave off, those smoky eyes which hid so much. She was the most attractive woman I knew, and in that moment, it clicked with me that it was worth the risk, to continue to play with her.

“I didn’t tell you my address.” I said.

“Are you in a hurry to get home?” She asked over the wind noise.

“No.”

“Good. We’re going to my place. If you don’t mind, I’d like to show Richard what he’s missing, and what he’ll never have.”

I grinned, then reached over and placed my hand on her thigh. She grabbed it and pulled it under her skirt where I felt her pussy, no panties in the way.

When we arrived in her luxury house in Beverly Hills, Richard was out in an instant to help with the bags. However, when he saw me, he froze, surprised. Without a word, Alexis took me in her arms and kissed me. Then, breaking it off, she grinned at Richard.

“It turns out, that like you, Janice here is quite the little submissive slut!” Alexis giggled. “So I made her my bitch too, just like you.”

As he approached and she walked into the house, I took the moment to apologise to him, stating it wasn’t planned. I begged him not to report me.

“Janice,” he said with a smile. “You’ve given me more happiness and hope in the past couple of days than I ever dreamed possible. I love my wife, and she loves me, but I was beginning to give up hope that I would ever be the person I wanted to be. You’ve given me that, and then some. As far as I am concerned, you are more than welcome here anytime.”

I smiled in gratitude, and began to move off, before I realised something, something that I needed to say. “By the way, just because I am Mistress Alexis’ slut, doesn’t mean I am yours. I think whilst we are in private like this, Miss Janice would be appropriate, don’t you?” I said firmly.

His eyes widened in horrified embarrassment. “Of course Mistress! I’m sorry, Miss Janice. Please forgive me.”

“Hmm, no, I’m not sure I can. I think you might need to be punished. Oh, and get those horrible male clothes off. Mistress Alexis has brought you something far prettier.” I told him, before walking inside with confidence and finding that Alexis listened to the whole thing.

She smiled, kissed me, and then said, “Up the stairs, down the first corridor, the door at the end. Get undressed, kneel and wait for me without a sound. Is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

The bedroom was huge, with a massive, very expensive looking bed in the centre of the room. The carpet was dark grey, but thick shag, and comfortable to kneel on. Still, waiting naked for nearly twenty minutes, not moving, kind of hurt, but I didn’t dare defy her, something wouldn’t let me, I wanted her to be happy with me, I wanted to be a good girl.

When Alexis finally walked in, she was naked too, but on a leash in tow was Richard, now wearing his new pink sissy outfit, purchased at the exhibition. In white lingerie and the pink dress, Richard looked a little silly, but I knew that was the point. “Doesn’t he look ridiculous?” Alexis asked me.

“Positively laughable, Mistress.” I replied. “But honestly, it suits him, because he’s not a real man, is he?”

“No, slut, he isn’t. Just a little prissy, sissy, princess.”

Richard was looking down, blushing, but I saw his lips curl just a little. He was loving this game, loving the play together. It was exactly what he had been waiting for, for years.

Alexis walked to me and held out a hand. I took it and stood, then she pulled me to her, rubbing my body against hers. “See sissy?” She purred, staring into my eyes. “I’ve decided to take her as my lover, my submissive lesbian slut. I’ll use her as I please, and there’s nothing you can do about it, can you?”

“No Mistress.” He said.

We kissed. It was soft, sensual, warm. Without the alcohol or the pressure of the morning, this kiss felt different, charged in a different way. Was I feeling something more than just sex with her? When we broke the kiss and finally looked in each other’s eyes, there was something there, a look, a question. I blinked at her and she smiled, just a twitch, but an acknowledgement that she wasn’t going crazy, that she was feeling something for me, for each other.

But rather than fuck each other, Mistress Alexis had other plans for me. From her suitcase, she pulled the two different strap-on dildos she’d purchased, and then walked to a drawer where she pulled out an open tube of lubricant. I was a little surprised that she had it, and she must’ve seen.

“What?” She asked. “I like being fucked in the ass sometimes.”

“Wow, okay.”

As she put on one strap-on, I put on the other. It was time to spend some time with Richard, and that meant, he got to be pegged, something he had wanted her to do but they’d never done. As he sucked on my fake cock, Alexis pummelled his sissy ass with hers. It was quite the sight, to see my patients working so well together, and being a part of their happiness. I wished I could bring this level of happiness to more of my patients, to have them release their sexuality in such a way.

Alexis and I took turns to swap and change between his ass and his mouth. Every time we swapped, Alexis would take the time to stop and kiss me.

“I don’t want to stop doing this with you.” I blurted out. “But I don’t know if I will be able to behave when we’re in our sessions.”

Grinning, Alexis slowed a little as she continued to slide that fat dildo in and out of her husband’s rectum. “Then don’t behave. Honestly, right now, I want us to explore together, because I’m having the time of my life. What you’ve taught me is to stop overthinking. Take life for what it is.”

I leaned forward, jamming the dildo deep in Richard’s tight throat and kissed my new lover. She was right, I was overthinking things. Rules were made to be broken, and whilst this certainly escalated quickly, there was no way I was going back. I wanted to be Alexis’ slave, I wanted to be Richard’s Mistress, and damned the consequences.

Unfortunately, it was a Sunday, which meant I needed to get home. After making love with Alexis for an hour, riding her dildo, and eating her pussy, we made plans to meet again in private the following Monday evening after work. She was between movies, and her marketing and PR commitments for the last movie were over, so that meant she had a lot of free time.

When I arrived home, Meg and Irene wanted to hear all about the event. So, I told them everything, right down to meeting the client who had kicked all this off, and the following marathon sex session after. Both women were mind-blown, to the point that Meg couldn’t hold back and beneath a pillow began to play with herself.

“Who is the patient?” Irene begged. “Tell us!”

“No,” I said firmly. “It’s not my place and on top of that, I’m breaking a tonne of rules as it is.”

“Urgh!” Irene pouted. “I’m going to bed, I’ve got to be up early for a trip.” She whined.

I watched her walk out of my room, then I turned to look at Meg, expecting her to get up and go too. The girl sat there in her little pink polka-dot chiffon nightie, chewing on her bottom lip, a hand under the pillow she held on her lap, then she pushed the pillow behind her, spread her legs, then grabbed my head with both hands. “Lick.” She said firmly.

“Yes Mistress.” I grinned, allowing her to pull me down to her. This had certainly been an eye-opening weekend.
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My Monday session with the pair began fine enough. I went over the results of Richard’s questionnaire, correlated it against Alexis’ and found they were so aligned in their fetishes and likes, it made me wonder why they had a problem in the first place. In fact, I held up both and asked if they copied, and both seemed sincere in their answers that they absolutely did not.

I sighed again, stood and walked to the door, before locking it. Then, with both looking at me, I stripped down, dropped to my knees and crawled towards Alexis as she grinned and opened her legs, revealing a distinct lack of panties beneath her short black skirt.

By the end of our session, I came to a conclusion. It made no sense for us to continue this way and for Alexis to risk things by visiting me in the office, so I asked her to not make further appointments with me. I knew she had another therapist for dealing with stress and such, but she promised that my name would never come up.

“Please, tell the receptionist that you are both happy and the issues are resolved, and you will continue your individual sessions with Dr Fineman. Officially, I will no longer be your therapist.” I said.

“Deal, but officially, then, you’ll be my slut.” Alexis smiled. “I expect you to come by the house tonight, and I want to collar you.”

I grinned. “Deal, Mistress.”

At the end of the day, my heart was racing, I was that excited about seeing Alexis. However, to my dismay, I was told to report to Dr Keplar. There was nothing to say that he’d found out about me and Alexis, but at the same time, my nerves jangled with worry that he’d found out everything.

When I finally sat down in his huge office, he stood and offered me a drink, which I politely declined, stating I needed to drive.

“I’ve been receiving great feedback about you.” He said with a soft smile. “Really pleased with how things are going.”

“Thank you, doctor.” I replied, trying to swallow my nerves.

“How are you settling in?”

Could this just be a check-in? “Very well, thank you.” I replied. “Everyone has been lovely.”

Again, that smile, then he leaned back. “We live in a world with rules…” He said, looking up at the ceiling. Oh-oh. I thought, wondering where this was going. “For example, sleeping with a client is a huge no-no. It’s seen as abuse of influence and power.”

I gulped. “Yes…”

Then he turned and smiled at me, resting his arms on the desk. “But so is recording sessions. That’s also frowned upon.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, wondering what he was talking about.

“As you know, this is a research institute.” He said.

“Yes sir.”

“And as a research institute, we want to improve and modernise the way we treat our clients. It is my belief that if we stick to the rules, then nothing improves in the way we look after our clients.”

“Y-yes…” I said, unsure where he was going with this.

“For example, if you were to discover that your clients both shared a desire for BDSM and fetish practices, it would be my expectation that you would help them in any way possible, even unconventional methods.”

I froze. My stomach tightened into a knot. He knew. How did he know? “I can explain…”

Keplar held up a hand with a smile. “Nothing to explain. You solved a crisis in the best way and put your whole self into the task. As far as I am concerned, we are good here. But I wanted you to know, going forward, that all sessions are recorded. Your office is not private.” My eyes widened in horror. “The recordings are for our own research, not for any nefarious purpose, just to improve. But, we have decided to delete today’s session permanently. Should you choose to continue your methods, please save it for outside the meetings in your office.”

I couldn’t believe it. He was okay with what I was doing? “I’m sleeping with Alexis Murdoch. You’re okay with that?”

“Perfectly.” He smiled. “Are you okay with the recordings? Knowing they are not for external release?”

I gulped and thought about it. If they were really learning from the recordings, then I guessed it was okay, but I had my concerns, obviously. Still, we were in a quid-pro-quo situation, and like it or not, this couldn’t otherwise end well for me. “Fine.” I nodded.

“Great.” He said, standing. “Have fun tonight.”

“Thank you.” I said, leaving the office somewhat in a daze.

I went home to change, putting on a black latex mini-dress before driving over to Alexis’ place. There, I was met by Richard in his sissy outfit, who led me inside the house and stated that Mistress was in the bedroom, and that I was to crawl there the whole way. Of course, I knew these were her instructions, not his.

When I finally arrived in the huge bedroom, Alexis was stood waiting, wearing latex herself. Her dress, though, was far classier than mine, long, black, with a slit which opened to reveal black stockings and garters. In her hands, she held a black choker which she placed around my neck and padlocked in place, the key of which was added to a necklace of her own, joining another key, the one to Richard’s chastity cage. On the front of my choker was a brass-metal tag, on it, it said Property of Alexis Murdoch; I knew that because Richard also had one, except his choker was pink.

“I need to tell you something, Mistress.” I said.

“Go on.”

I told her all about the meeting with Keplar, even telling her about the recordings, but for some reason, she was unconcerned. She said that she’d known Keplar for some time and whilst he had never mentioned the recordings, it didn’t really surprise her.

“The reason I go there is not because of the promise of anonymity, but because he has always said that he is open to unconventional methods of treatment. If he uses this experience as a way to promote that, then I’m all for it.” She said. “Now, come on slut. I think now that we know your job is safe, it makes my idea that much easier.”

“What idea, Mistress?” I asked.

Without answering, she simply clipped a leash to the front of my new collar and pulled on me, leading me out of the building and downstairs, where a large SUV was waiting. A driver stood by the door and smiled professionally as Alexis told me to get it.

“Where are we going, Mistress?” I asked, feeling a little self-conscious to be out, collared and leashed, in latex.

“Dinner.” She told me. “My second favourite restaurant, after Richard’s, which is closed today.”

I gulped, wondering what the hell I was going to do when we arrived there, wondering if my legs would work. Then it suddenly occurred to me that I was with a movie mega-star, so people were bound to notice. But when we arrived, I discovered it was even worse than that. Alexis’ second favourite restaurant was Chez Michaud, an expensive Michelin-starred restaurant which was a common place to find celebrities, on North Canon Drive. In fact, the moment the car pulled up on that dark evening, the air was lit up by flash photography.

“We’re joining a few friends for dinner. I think you’ll like them.” She smiled. “They know about you, but before we get out, obviously, I want to know if I’m okay exposing you like this. If you don’t want to do it, I don’t mind. We’ll go home and have a nice night in. There are no expectations, but I want to go public that I’m in a relationship with you. I don’t want to hide the new me.”

After a moment of thought, I nodded. “Okay.”

I gulped as the door was opened and Alexis stepped out. The sound of paparazzi calling her name as she pulled on the chain leash was the first thing I heard, followed by the roar of camera clicks. The moment the cameras saw me on that leash, people started calling out to Alexis, asking what this was. In response, Alexis turned and pulled on the leash, then without not a care in the world, she grinned as she pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss. When she broke the kiss, she held onto my bottom lip with her teeth.

“This is my lover, Janice.” She told the press. “My husband is at home, cleaning, like a good servant.”

Of course, this led to another roar of questions, but Alexis ignored it, saying, “Come on Janice. Follow me.”

“Yes Mistress.” I said loudly.

The door to the restaurant was opened for us and a pretty blonde girl smiled and welcomed us, explaining that our party was already seated. When we arrived at the large table, I was shocked to find that I was surrounded by several other very famous female actresses, none of which I am willing to name here. But if I expected this group to be judgemental by my outfit, or the fact I was on a leash, then I was mistaken. They were all very welcoming, very down-to-Earth and friendly, asking about our relationship, and talking about how awesome it was that Alexis was embracing her sexuality.

“So, you were never with a girl before?” Alexis’ friend Jennifer asked.

“Um, no.” I blushed. “This is all very new to me too.”

“But fun, I guess.” She giggled. “I’ve seen photos of Richard as a sissy, and he’s so cute! He could easily pass for a girl.”

“Yeah,” Alexis admitted. “But that’s not what we’re going for. It’s a humiliation thing, but honestly, the way he worships me, it’s adorable. I feel a little silly for distancing him in the way I did. I’m having so much fun.”

Another celebrity friend spoke up. “By the way, Alexis, I emailed you the number for the agency I told you about. They’re very discreet.”

“Thanks, Anna!” Gushed Alexis, before turning to me. “Anna’s husband is also into cuckolding. They use a special agency to find bulls. Basically, tested, safe and discreet.”

“So you’re going to do it?” I asked with a grin.

“Hell yeah!” Laughed Alexis. “I plan to embrace this lifestyle to its fullest. Which reminds me. Erin is coming over on Wednesday night. Are you free?”

“Yes Mistress, of course.”

Jennifer giggled. “Yes Mistress. So cute!”

My evening mingling with celebrities was actually a lot of fun, and of course, it didn’t end with dinner. Instead, the girls found it funny to walk me two blocks down, with paparazzi in tow, to a cocktail bar where we drank far too much and danced. To my surprise, Alexis’ friends wanted to exchange contact details with me, and that was how I ended up with a number of A-list celebrities as friends.

Alexis had her driver stop at my place. I thought we were just going to kiss goodnight and that would be it, after all, it was almost midnight. However, Alexis made it clear that she wanted to come inside with me, that she was horny and needed her pussy licked, and given that I was her submissive, I was in no position to argue.

When I arrived in the apartment with Alexis behind me, the girls were engrossed in a movie playing on television. It was Seven, a movie I’d seen multiple times, even though you only really could see it once. “This movie is so scary!” Meg said, cuddling against Irene.

“You’ve never seen it before?” I asked.

“No! No spoilers.” Said Meg.

Alexis burst out laughing. “I hate the fact that you can’t forget the ending to this movie.”

“Me too.” I replied.

Finally, it dawned on the girls that I had company. “Oh, I didn’t realise you brought…” Meg began, turning to look at us with a smile, and that was when she saw Alexis. “Holy fuck!” She cried out, leaping to her feet.

Irene turned to see what the commotion was about, but froze when she saw Alexis stood there, blushing.

“Ladies, this is my Mistress and lover, Alexis.” I said, feeling quite proud of myself.

“Oh fuck you!” Meg laughed, then pulled Alexis in for a long hug. “Oh my fucking god! You’re like the best actor ever! I fucking loved Dark Passage!”

“Everyone loved Dark Passage.” Alexis said, rolling her eyes. “But have you seen Trademarked yet?”

Trademarked was Alexis’ new movie, well, it was a few months old now, and in it she played a lawyer who becomes embroiled in corporate espionage and murder. It was one of those movies made for a streaming service, so didn’t have the glitz and glamour of a cinematic release, but like most of Alexis’ movies, had a very positive iMDb and Rotten Tomatoes rating.

“Of course! I fucking loved it!” Meg screamed, making Alexis laugh.

“Meg, Meg.” I said softly. “Calm the fuck down.”

“Shit, sorry.”

Alexis pulled the blonde in for a hug. “It’s fine. So you’re the housemate who does Onlyfans, huh?”

Blushing, Meg gave me a look, but I just smiled, knowing that Alexis was cool with it. “Yeah, but I act too. I did a commercial last week.”

“For?” Asked Alexis.

“Um, auto insurance. I was, er… and extra.”

“Well, tell you what.” Alexis began. “I’ve just signed on to my next movie, and if there’s a part I think you’ll be a good fit for, then I’ll see about getting you an audition. That okay?”

Meg teared up. “Are you serious? Can I give you my reel?”

“Sure!”

Running to her bedroom, Meg was back a few seconds later, handing a USB stick to Alexis. “Everything is on there.”

“Cool.” Then Alexis smiled at Meg. “So, you’re the housemate who fucked Janice here, right?”

That earned Meg a look from Irene, who didn’t know about that. “Yes.” Meg blushed.

“You joining us tonight then?” Grinned Alexis, reaching for Meg’s hand.

“Fuck yes!”

Finally, Irene spoke, for the first time. “Can I come?” She said softly.

“Of course! The more the merrier.” Laughed Alexis, and with that, we strolled towards my bedroom, before Meg froze.

“Do you like coke?” Meg asked.

With a grin, Alexis said, “Dumb question really.”

“I’ll be right back.”

I’d never done cocaine before that night, but in the midst of our four-girl lesbian orgy, I found myself doing lines off Irene’s chest, or having it pushed up my pussy by Alexis’ fingers. If I thought my weekend was fucked up, this blew that away. But I wouldn’t change a thing. Alexis was enjoying her life, and so was I.

To my surprise, Alexis spent the night, and when the alarm went off for me to get ready for work, I awoke to find the girls still a tangled mess in my bed, fast asleep. But as I climbed off the bed carefully, Alexis woke too and followed me to the bathroom, where we showered together, fingering each other as we kissed.

“I think I’m falling for you.” She told me.

“Me too.” I whispered, staring into her eyes. “But it all feels like a dream. I know you’re just a normal human being like me, but being a celebrity…”

“I get it. We all fan-girl sometimes. Imagine me when I was around Tom Hiddleston. Wowzer! But trust me, I see you as my girl. I really, really, like you. Richard does too. I hope that one day, well, we can train him together.”

“Me too.”

She smiled, then looked down. “All together, like, train him together, regularly, erm, well, full-time.”

Was she suggesting that she wanted this to be something more permanent? Could I really do that? Be part of a throuple? I really wasn’t sure.

“Just, give it some thought.” Alexis said, kissing me. “I know it’s all really fast, and nobody is saying we need to move in together, like, right now, but eventually, if this works, I could see you being a more permanent part of my life. Can’t you?”

I hadn’t given it any thought, but ignoring the fan-girl part of me, yes, I could see myself waking up next to Alexis like this on a regular basis. I could imagine myself crawling behind her as she walked. I could imagine drinking her piss, just to taste her. And that was what I wanted, as answer to her question. I dropped to my knees and then opened my mouth, closing my eyes. She understood immediately, and there I was, drinking her piss in my shower, swallowing it as if it was the nectar of the gods…or in this case, a goddess. Yes, I’d be hers.


Seven

Over the next couple of weeks, my relationship with Alexis and Richard deepened. The visit of Erin to the house was a moment that Alexis used to solidify my personal connection to Richard, where Erin showed both of us how to ensure that Richard understood his role as a sissy slave. I watched as Erin easily made Richard debase himself, happily, licking the rim of a toilet clean, slapping his own balls, or even begging Alexis to never fuck him again, something that he would never have admitted to, but somehow, Erin got it out of him. He wanted to worship Alexis and I, to serve us like queens, and Alexis admitted, that was what she wanted to.

“How do you feel since putting him in chastity?” I asked her.

“Great.” She admitted. “I don’t miss sex with him, but I do love that he is there to listen, to massage me, to serve me. I love talking to him, and knowing that he is my little slut to serve me, feels amazing.” She paused and looked at me. “How does it feel knowing you are my slut?” She asked me.

I blushed, feeling my face warm with lust and embarrassment. She had been telling me that she wanted me to dress sluttier, to be a dirty girl, to be a plaything, and the more she said that, the more I wanted it too.

“I’ve decided I want you here on the weekends.” She told me. “I see no reason for you to stay home alone, and I’ve decided I want you near me.”

“Yes Mistress,” I told her, feeling the fluids fill my cunt. “I’ll gladly be here.”

“I have a man coming on Saturday. From the agency.” She said. “I want him to fuck us both whilst Richard watches.”

My eyes widened. I’ll admit, I hadn’t been fucked by a man in some time. My studies, my training, then my work, followed by meeting Alexis, had changed my priorities. But the chance to get fucked by some big-dicked professional? “Yes please!”

By now though, I began to notice something. Not once had I seen Richard go to work. When I asked Alexis about this, she dropped a bombshell on me.

“When we decided to make a go of this relationship, with me in charge, I decided that he needed to dedicate himself to being my sissy slave, full-time. As such, he will still be cooking, but for us, at home, not for anyone else. He will be my maid, permanently.” She explained.

“Will he not miss it?”

“Ask him.”

So I did. For the first time since I ended the sessions, I sat down with them both and asked him how he felt about the change. When he smiled, his entire face lit up, make-up or not, and I could tell, all of this had become a dream come true.

“I love cooking, but I love this more. I get to serve the most amazing woman in the world, forever. This is all I could ever ask for.” He explained. “I…I got rid of all my male clothes. I’m just a sissy now.”

“And I love him like that. I love that I will never unlock him again. I love pegging him every day. I love how he is dedicating his whole life to serving me.” Alexis explained. “I love him. I love you.” She said to me. “I love both of you.”

I looked down, unsure how to respond. “I love you too, but I’m so scared.”

“What of?”

“That this is just a phase. That I won’t be important to you later.”

“I don’t do that.” She said, shaking her head. “I want my life to revolve around love and sex, and not around work, and what the world tells me to be.”

That was perhaps my issue. I’d never been famous before, never planned to be famous, but suddenly, I was on the cover of every celebrity rag in the world; Alexis’ Little Kinky Lover. Alexis didn’t read them, she didn’t care, but I knew people who did, and of course, they called me. My parents, school friends, college friends, all called me to ask what was going on. I’d been thrust into the limelight, my phone rang off the hook, people were booking fake appointments at work to see me. It was becoming a nuisance.

On Friday evening, Alexis took me out partying with Jennifer, and to my surprise, joining us was pop sensation, Iris Duke. Now that was someone I knew had taken celebrity and fame, and ignored it in favour of a very kinky sex life, and in doing so, had transformed her life and career. But meeting Iris was no coincidence. Alexis’ agent had reached out, knowing that Iris was in LA recording a new album, and we were put together.

Iris’ insights were enlightening. “Whilst keeping Richard at home as a sissy slave is all good fun at the beginning, just remember he’s a human, so eventually, if you don’t want him going stir crazy, you need to let him out. That means partying with the girls from time to time.”

“As a sissy?” Alexis asked.

“If you are embarrassed to be seen with him, then you might as well give up now.”

“No, I’m not. I just worry he might be.” Alexis replied.

“He’ll get used to it. Paula did.”

I knew a little about Iris and her relationship, but not a lot. “You’ve been in poly relationship for over four years, right?”

“Yeah.” Iris replied, smiling. “Many will say that it doesn’t work, but they’re wrong. Whenever there is trust, then the relationship will work out. No relationship is perfect, but we all support each other. Kylie’s amazing, and a fantastic lover, as is Paula.”

“Do you fuck?” I asked her.

“Paula?” Iris asked. “No, well, not with her cock anymore. I put her on hormones, so her cock has shrunk. But we make love in other ways. She’s not caged anymore, too small for that, so we treat her little cock like a clit.”

For a moment, Alexis frowned. When I asked her what was wrong, she said it was all very confusing. “How do you mean?” I said.

“I mean, I get it, right? Putting him on hormones, making him into a non-functioning male, well, that’s hot. But I would worry it would hurt him in the long-term.” Alexis explained.

“Psychologically, it’s dangerous.” I noted.

Iris nodded. “This was something we all agreed on. Kylie and I explained what we wanted from Paula, and she agreed. We use she, but she doesn’t feel like a woman. She doesn’t feel like a man, she feels like a sissy.”

Jennifer decided to chime in. “I think that in the short term, not transitioning him is fine for a game, but it will always leave the question open of what-if? If you want to ensure him you are in this for the long-term, then making him transition, telling him that is what you want, is best.”

Smiling, Alexis nodded. “Got that from battling hard-line fascist dystopian leaders, did you?”

The actress stuck out her tongue and blew a raspberry. “I think it’s hot no matter what you do.” Jennifer stated.

We partied until the wee hours, dancing together, Alexis and I kissing. Jennifer had to leave because she had a baby at home with her husband, but with Iris Duke along for the ride, things began to get quite wild. When I suggested we leave and go back to Alexis’ place, Alexis said she wanted to go back to mine and have fun with Meg and Irene again, to which Iris said she was very much up for some kinky lesbian action.

Meg and Irene were gobsmacked to be joined not only by Alexis but also international pop sensation, Iris Duke, but I still felt sorry for leaving Richard home alone, so I suggested that rather than cramming into my dingy room, we all get into the limo and head back to Alexis’ place.

“Not a bad idea, slut.” Alexis said. “And there, the girls can take turns whipping you.”

“Yes!” Meg gushed excitedly.

When we arrived home, Richard was waiting on his knees by the door. For a moment, I wondered if he had been waiting there this whole time, but Alexis said she had texted him that they were on their way. He was in a tiny little short pink sissy dress, so short that it fully exposed his prissy sissy knickers and pink stockings. When the girls all saw him, they gushed at how pretty he was, especially with the blonde wig.

It was a night to remember for Richard too, or Ricki as the girls called him, because aside from watching the five of us women lick and suck each other, he was pulled into the fray and fucked by each of us, or rather, pegged.

For my part, Alexis showed the girls her new collection of BDSM toys and implements. I was whipped with clamped weights on my nipples and labia, had a huge butt-plug forced inside me, and made to drink everyone’s piss. Not that I complained. I fucking loved being their submissive, but it was opening my eyes to something.

I was always an early riser, and given Ricki was too, I strolled down in my nightie and found him in the huge kitchen, preparing breakfast.

“Need a hand?” I asked.

“Thank you, Mistress Janice, but I’ll manage.” He smiled.

“I’ve been thinking.” I began. “I don’t think I want to be a Mistress Janice.”

“No?” He asked, smiling.

“No. I think I want to be on equal footing with you. I think I just want to be a submissive slut.”

A chuckled escaped his lips and his nodded. “Yes, it’s a nice position to be in.”

“Is it?”

“It’s very freeing.”

Yes, I could see that. In fact, the deeper into submission I went, the more relaxed I felt. Being honest, the moments I spent away from Alexis were painful and lonely. But at the same time, I wondered if Richard would really want to spend his whole life as a slave like this.

“I’m not going to spend my whole life like this.” Richard said, laughing. “Look, chance would be a fine thing, but let’s be honest, at some point, Alexis will want kids, and whilst neither of us will want to stop this, we’ll need to adapt. Then, I’ll probably go back to work, or I’ll stop being a sissy.”

“We were discussing hormones.” I said, and he cocked his head at me.

“Really?” He asked. “Fuck, that’s hot!”

“You’d like that?”

“To be forced to take hormones? Hell yes!”

“But doesn’t that change you view of things?”

“Not really, no.”

It did change mine though. It made me realise that no matter what happens with Alexis, all of this was temporary. At some point, things would indeed change for Alexis, and I would be the third wheel. For the first time in that relationship, I began to feel unimportant.

I tried to put on a brave face throughout the day. After the girls left, Alexis took me shopping, determined to find sexy matching lingerie for our date with Damon, the lover coming over that night. My heart wasn’t really into it, I felt jealous, wondering if Damon would become more important than me.

Still, by eight that night, Alexis was in black lacy, strappy lingerie, complete with matching robe, and I was in the exact same outfit, but in red. We both did a little coke which helped my anxiety somewhat, and when Damon arrived, all the anxiety was replaced by sheer lust. He was tall, bald, black, and very muscular. He was every bit a real man, and if that wasn’t enough proof, his long ten-inch, very fat cock, surely was.

Sissy Ricki sat in a soft armchair in the bedroom, watching as we fawned over the sexy man and his smooth chest; watching as we took turns sucking him, choking on the black man. Ricki’s eyes never left us, as each kissed Damon, passion and lust boiling over, until finally, Alexis had to have him. When that huge cock entered Alexis, I turned to Ricki and told him that Alexis’ pussy was going to be ruined for his little cock, and that he’d never have her again.

“Yes, Ricki, I don’t want your little dick anymore.” Alexis gasped as the huge black cock pounded away at her.

I don’t know what came over me, but I pulled out one of my birth control pills from my handbag. With wide eyes, Alexis watched as I walked over to Ricki and placed it on his tongue. “Symbolic, but a start.” I told him. “Swallow it like the sissy bitch you are.”

Alexis was grinning wildly was the cock rode her, but it was at my brazen attitude rather than the fact that she was having the best sex of her life. After reaching an orgasm though, she called me over, pushing me on my back. “Destroy her.” She told Damon, who slammed into me as hard as he could.

For the next ten minutes, I was screaming and writhing on the bed. The feeling of that big dick in me just took me over the edge, made worse by Alexis biting on my nipples. But even after fucking me non-stop and bringing me off, Damon still hadn’t cum. So, on he went back to Alexis who he pummelled to another orgasm, as I rode her face, until finally, she told Damon to cum inside her.

Then, we watched as Ricki crawled over and licked the cum clean from his wife’s used pussy, a first for Alexis, but as she watched, she admitted, “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Damon watched but didn’t comment. He wasn’t offput by what he saw, as it turned out that he’d seen it plenty of times before. However, what I wasn’t expecting, nor was Alexis, was that Damon would present his cock to Ricki, and that Ricki would suck it clean and back to life.

“Okay, that’s the hottest thing I’ve seen.” Alexis admitted.

“I’ll fuck her too if you want?” Damon offered, and Alexis grinned.

“Oh, yes please!” She gushed.

Ricki, for his part, gulped. He’d done a lot, but had never been fucked by a man, especially not with a cock the size that Damon had. But I for sure wasn’t going to miss this. “Yeah!” I gasped. “Fuck the slut!”


Eight

I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised that I’d be let go from work. Keplar was very sad about it, and tried to keep things friendly, but the press was hurting his business more than benefitting it. However, he told me to setup my own practice and he was sure that the clients would come flooding in, after all, there were clients asking for her in name, clients who were not press just trying to get a story.

I cried, obviously, and by this point, I didn’t have Alexis around that much because she was mostly away filming. Right now, she was in Toronto, with Meg, believe it or not. Yep, she got Meg a role; a small one, but a role none-the-less.

“Come to Toronto.” Alexis told me. “I miss you. Ricki misses you. Come to Toronto.”

Ricki was there too, now fully out to the world as a sissy, though the press just called him trans. On hormones and now transforming, the relationship was also transforming. Alexis still treated him like a slave, but was now encouraging him to start his own business, to become a professional chef again.

Our relationship was at the six-month mark and yet I still stayed in my apartment, distanced myself just a little from Alexis. Somehow, her friends were now my friends, so I always had something to do, be it go drinking, go to the gym with a movie star, or even attend premieres. It was insane. Heck, not a day goes by when Suzie, Alexis’ publicist, who is now my publicist, doesn’t call me to tell me I’m wanted on some talk-show or other. Heck, even Oprah wanted me on her show, but I really wasn’t interested in all that. I didn’t want the fame.

I think it was because of that that I felt held back in the relationship, that all of this was just a phase and at some point I’d be out of it. In fact, I had expected Alexis to have ended things by now, moved on to the next interesting thing, but if anything, she kept doubling down. Part of her house was renovated and a dungeon was installed. She read books on fetish and BDSM. Damon became a regular fixture and she made comments about getting pregnant with his baby; to Ricki of course.

I didn’t want to go to Toronto, but I did miss Alexis. I loved her dearly, but I was the third wheel, the bit of fun, I knew it. 

“I think I’ll stay here and will go see Erin.” I told her.

“Okay…” Alexis replied softly. “I…okay. Send my love. I hope she’s feeling better.”

Erin broke her ankle at an event. She was in fetish heels and one of them snapped, then crunch went her ankle. It sucked for her because essentially it meant she was out of commission for her work. It wasn’t so much a money problem because she had plenty saved up, but more that many of her regular customers were going to need to be forced to go elsewhere.

“Do you not have someone to take your place?” I asked Erin over a beer at her place.

“Urgh. I had a girl but she moved East not long ago. I’ll just have to send them to a competing Mistress, but I doubt I’ll get them back.”

I felt sorry for her and wished I could help her. Then I remembered, I’d just lost my job. I was unemployed, so why couldn’t I do it, under her supervision? The moment I suggested it, her eyes widened in delight.

“Yes, please!” She gasped. “Oh Janice, you’re a lifesaver.”

That was how I became a dominatrix. I told her I’d start immediately, so she called her clients for the day and told them to come in after all. Sure, I was a little nervous at first, but my training in psychology quickly became a benefit, using it to better understand the clients and their needs.

Physically punishing a man is always fun, but I absolutely love humiliating big strong men. One of the clients looked like a gruff biker, complete with beard. He was a big man, tough, tattooed, scary in any other circumstance; but he came to Erin with a desire to return to formative years, or rather, to one he never had, an emotional connection with his mother. It turned out that his mother hadn’t really abandoned him, just simply ignored him, cared less.

“Look at you, you filthy, disgusting pig!” I snarled. “Do you think I’m proud of you?”

“No mommy!” He replied.

I spat on him. “Of course not. You disgust me. Thankfully, you can make it up to mommy, can’t you?”

“Can I mommy?” He asked, hope in his eyes.

“Yes.” I walked over to a rack with lingerie on it and selected a large bra. “This is for your man boobs.” I said, handing him a neon-pink lace bra. “Put it on.”

“Yes mommy!”

By the end of the session, he was a snivelling wreck, sucking on his thumb. He’d been spanked, whipped and even put into adult diapers, but once he was fully dressed back in his biker clothes, he told me it was the best experience he had ever had.

“Just make sure you are properly shaved next time. Not your beard, I know that’s part of your image, but your body better be smooth!” I warned him.

“Of course, mommy.”

“Good. Make good decisions and make mommy proud. I don’t want to see you on the news for something and be disappointed.”

He looked down with sad eyes. “I try to be good mommy.”

“Try harder.”

Some might laugh at such experiences, but really, this is left over psychological trauma which I could probably deal with on a professional level as a therapist, but he would most likely ignore. But in the role of dominant, strict mommy, I gave him the guidance he missed as a child, the attention.

“Lucas.” I said as he was about to leave.

“Yes mommy?”

“If you feel yourself getting into trouble, or you are having problems making decisions, then call me. If I am free, I’ll pick up and we will talk. I want you to make me proud, but this isn’t just a session for me. This is you serving me, your dommy mommy, properly, is that understood?”

The man, probably in his early fifties, stared at me, then began to tear up. “Thank you.”

“Go. Be good.”

Over the following week, I found my rhythm, really embracing the role and dressing the part too. Paparazzi still followed my every move though, and soon it became public knowledge that I was a dominatrix, having left my job as a therapist, and of course, that did cause some trouble for Alexis.

The problem was, the press and general public, didn’t know how to distinguish between a dominatrix and a prostitute. The assumption was that sex was involved somehow, which really isn’t the case. So, the headlines began to read that Alexis Murdoch and trans husband Ricki were in a relationship with a sex worker.

When I talked about it with Alexis, she told me that this was causing her some issues with the studio, because they were worried about image. And as such, we ended up in a huge bust up. Honestly though, she never once told me I needed to give it up, nor did she even suggest it. But in my mind, I kind of made the argument, when truthfully, I was looking for any reason possible to break up with her. Why?

In my head, I had rehearsed the moment she came to me saying she was done, that she didn’t want to be with me anymore. I knew it was coming, it had to be. She was a star, and I was a nobody. I’d trained so hard to diagnose these issues of self-confidence in other people, I missed it in myself. So, rather than be let down by Alexis, I just dumped her first.

Even though she and others tried to reach out to me, I was determined to cut her out of my life, to try to move on, but instead, I spent my free time crying, when I wasn’t working. Working as a dominatrix actually made me more money than being a therapist did, but I couldn't enjoy it, because I was just destroyed. I loved her so much, but I knew she couldn’t possibly love me, I was just a toy for her amusement.

What I didn’t know, because I stayed away from the press, was that the break-up had a profound impact on Alexis. Production of the movie had to be stopped because Alexis had a breakdown. She cried constantly. For a week, they tried to film anything that didn’t require Alexis, until finally, the studio made a decision.

It was about midday when a limo pulled up outside the studio Erin operated. A rotund bald man in a grey suit and shades stepped out and looked around before moving towards the building. I watched from the CCTV, confused as I didn’t have an appointment for another couple of hours, so I wondered if this wasn’t just a client looking for a quick slot; not unusual for the rich who had very little free time.

When Rita, the girl on reception today, invited the man in, he explained that he wasn’t a client at all, but was looking for me specifically. Of course, Rita knew better than to let just anyone in, especially with all the press, but when he said he was from the Movie Studio to which Alexis was contracted, I finally stepped out.

The man gave me a look, smiling at the red latex body I was wearing over black fishnet hose. Looking with confusion at the black leather dildo harness I had on in preparation for later.

“Ms Newman.” The man smiled, holding out a hand.

“Doctor.” I said.

“Ah yes, you’re a PhD, correct?” He said warmly. “Dr Newman, a pleasure to finally meet you. Can we take a moment to speak?”

“What’s this about?” I said, arms crossed, not going anywhere.

“It’s about Alexis Murdoch.” He said, shuffling nervously. “I’m Head of Production for the studio. I’m not sure if you heard, but Alexis is in quite the state.”

“She is?” I asked softly. I really hadn’t heard anything.

“She is. We’ve had to shut down production until we can fix this, and quite honestly, I don’t know if it is fixable. My boss wants to fire her, but I don’t think that’s the answer. So, I would like to fly you to Toronto to speak to her.”

“Why?” I shrugged. “My career choice will just destroy hers anyway. And she’s married, eventually will want kids, and really, where do I fit into her life?”

“She’s told Rick that she’s leaving him.” He frowned.

That did come as a shock. “What? Why?”

“She’s lashing out. Blaming everyone. She’s hurt.” He smiled in that conciliatory way that people did when they were in the middle of a huge bust up like this. “Listen, the studio did some research, spoke to legal, and we realised that your job, well, we can work with it. But, at the same time, we’d like to offer you an opportunity. How would you like to work with the studio as an intimacy coordinator? That isn’t just working and checking things on set, but also working with the writing team on language and also how to work certain scenes into the movie, as well as working and training actors for the role. You have the qualifications.”

“I like doing this.” I said.

“And nobody’s going to stop you. This is just an offer.”

“Regardless of how things end up with Alexis?”

“Of course. The role is open, we need people like you.”

Quite honestly, it was a role which interested me greatly, but I had problems with trust. Something told me that if I couldn’t fix things with Alexis and get her working again, then that role would quickly disappear. I needed to think, I needed to understand what Alexis was doing. Why on Earth would she sacrifice her career and marriage because of me?

I told the man I’d let him know within the next twenty-four hours, then led him out. He once again urged me to give it some thought, then said goodbye.

Of course, Erin had heard the whole thing and had an opinion. “I thought she dumped you?” She asked.

“She was going to.”

“How do you know?”

I gulped and looked away. “Look, it was always going to happen. It was just a matter of time.”

“Oh you fucking idiot.” Erin snapped. “For such an intelligent woman, you can be such a fuckin’ asshole. Have you seen the press lately? Have you seen the pictures of Alexis? You fucking broke the toughest woman in the world!” She pulled out her phone, looking for something, then showing it to me. Alexis walking into a store in Toronto in sweats, her face red from crying. She wasn’t even trying to hide it, she’d given up. “Take the fuckin’ job. You’re good at this, but let’s be honest, I think we’d all love to be working on movies. Take the job, then go see your damned girlfriend and fix this. She loves you, you maniac.”

At home, Meg and Irene weren’t supportive either. When I told them about the visit and what he’d said, they asked me directly how she broke off the relationship. When I said I was the one that ended things, they went ballistic.

I just needed someone who understood. I needed a friend, and these people weren’t helping. I closed myself in the room and cried. And after I finished crying, I took out a pad and wrote. I wrote every single piece of evidence to suggest she would end things, and every piece of evidence that she wouldn’t. It was a one-sided list.


Nine

The plane’s landing was smoother than I’d ever experienced. I suppose flying with a studio executive in a private jet will give you that. Of course, I was a bundle of nerves. There was no guarantee that Alexis would forgive me, or that she would take me back, but I had to try. After a night of not sleeping at all, I realised just how ridiculous I’d been.

My mentor from college, Dr Pamela Wessen, was a bit shocked to hear from me, especially given the hour, but when she heard what I had to discuss, we talked for nearly three hours. She helped me to process my feelings, my concerns, and the irrational fear of losing Alexis which stemmed from the way I belittled myself. The one thing I needed, the thing I was good at dishing out, was help.

In the car from the airport, the exec looked at me and smiled. “You look nervous.” He said.

“You kidding?” I laughed. “I’m fucking shivering here.”

“She loves you. No matter what, she loves you. Just talk, communicate, and it will be fine.”

The car eventually pulled up outside the hotel and of course, paparazzi were all over me like a cheap suit. Bodyguards pushed a path through so we could make it inside, where we were met by another member of the production crew. The young man led me through the hotel and into the elevators.

“Does she know I’m coming?” I asked the man.

“No Ma’am.” He replied.

“Is she in?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

Finally, we arrived on the penthouse of the hotel, the only door in the small foyer was to one single suite. The young man pressed the bell, then stepped aside and back into the elevator, wishing me luck as he did so.

When the door opened, I was confronted by a very haggard-looking Alexis. Her beautiful black hair was unkempt, and she looked like she’d spent the night drinking. Her eyes were puffy and bloodshot, and her soft silk nightie was crinkled.

“Urgh.” She sighed, and slammed the door shut. I rang the doorbell again. “Go away! You don’t want me anymore, so fuck off. Abandon me.”

“Alexis, open the fucking door.” I snapped, banging on it.

“Go away!” She screamed.

“No. Not until I can tell you something.”

The door was whipped open. She was crying. “What?”

“I’m sorry.” I said, my eyes tearing up.

“Fine, you’ve said it, now fuck off.” She said, moving to slam the door. I quickly stuck my hand out and the door crashed against it, making me cry out in pain. Her eyes went wide with shock. “Are you fucking insane?” She gasped, grabbing me and taking a look at my hand, pulling me inside. “What were you thinking?”

I hissed. The pain was excruciating, but I didn’t hear anything break. If anything, I was a little lucky that the edge of the door hit the softest part of my hand. “I made a mistake.” I cried.

“Damned right you did!” She gasped, checking my hand. “It could be broken.” The feeling of her soft warm hands on mine made the pain irrelevant. I just wanted her, I wanted to tell her how much I loved her.

“No. I meant with you.” I said, sobbing. “I spent so long thinking that I was the third wheel, that I was just some bit of fun for you. I put you on a pedestal, ignored myself. I thought it was only a matter of time until you left me.”

Her eyes held mine, looking at me as if I was a complete imbecile, which of course, I was. “I…I had so many plans for you, for us. You made me the happiest woman on Earth. Why would I throw that away? You think just because I’m good at my job that I think the rules don’t apply to me? That I can just play with people’s feelings in such a way that I could dispose of you like a cheap rag? Do you think so little of me?”

By now, I was sobbing like a little girl. “It’s not the way I think of you.” I said. “It is the way I think about myself. I never had a relationship because I just wanted to avoid, well, pain.”

“That is ridiculous, because I’ve beaten you senseless multiple times, and you’ve taken it like a trooper.”

“This hurts more.” I said.

The look in her eyes told me she felt the same. She wasn’t used to this, to pain, to hurt. “I was never going to leave you. I wanted you to move in with us. I wanted you to be part of us. I wanted to grow old with you.”

“I didn’t…realise that.”

“Then you really are an idiot.” She sighed, then looked at me. “Why are you here? I asked you to come so many times…”

“I know.” I mumbled.

“You always said no.”

“I know.”

“Why didn’t you want me?” She began crying, but this time, she allowed me to hug her.

“I did. I do want you. I’m just scared.”

“You think I’m not?” She asked. “I never imagined falling for someone like I fell for you. I told Rick that I love you more than him. I told him I want a divorce.”

I shook my head. “Why?”

“Because every time I looked at him, I remembered you. I knew that that pain would never disappear whilst he was around.”

“Where is he now?”

“With his mom.”

“Ouch.” I chuckled. “She must be happy about the sissy stuff.”

She waved her hand. “Please. She always wanted a girl anyway.”

We held each other. I smelled her, unwashed for a day at least, but she still smelled perfect. God, how I loved that woman, how I wanted to be next to her forever, to be her submissive. I did worship her, I just couldn’t free myself enough to become her woman.

“Take me back, please.” I said into her neck.

“God, Janice. You hurt me so bad.”

“I know.” I said, crying. “Then punish me, however you want, but take me back. Please.”

Pulling back, Alexis stared at me, then smiled and wiped a tear off my cheek. “I’m not going to punish you for this. You’ve punished yourself enough. Promise me that you’ll never do this again. Promise me that you’ll trust me when I tell you that I love you more than life itself. Promise me that you’ll be with me forever.”

Sniffing, I giggled and nodded. “Of course. I promise. I promise, I’ll love you forever.”

Suddenly, she grabbed me and held on tight, her firm C-cup breasts mashing against mine, our warmth mingling together. Finally, her lips were on mine and we kissed, tentatively at first, but then we remembered who we were, what we wanted, and it developed into a ferociously passionate embrace, scrambling to remove what little we had on so that we could taste each other once again.

We made love for the next hour, kissing, licking, tasting, and remembering just how much we needed each other. Ever moment we reminded one another that we loved each other, until finally, we had to stop, rolling onto our backs and panting from the marathon of orgasms we’d just experienced.

“I don’t care what the studio say, I never wanted you to give up your job.” She said, looking up at the ceiling.

“I know. It was all in my head.” I replied. “But…”

“But?” She asked, turning to look at me.

“Mark Walsh visited.”

A queer look of confusion appeared on her face. “Mark Walsh, Head of Production, Mark Walsh?”

“Yeah.”

“Came to see, you?”

“Yeah.”

Again, she looked confused. “What? Did he want spanking or what?”

“No, he offered me a job.”

“A job.”

“A job.” I said, grinning. “In-house intimacy coordinator.”

“Wow.” She gasped, sitting up on an elbow, her pierced nipple dangling as her supple breast jiggled. “Are you going to take it?”

I turned too. “I took it.”

Now she was grinning as it dawned on her that not only would we be together, but we’d be working together too. We kissed once more, but then I told her that Mark was downstairs waiting and he had to be going out of his mind.

“Um, let him wait.” She giggled, kissing me. “I want one more orgasm.”

Of course, the moment Mark found out that we were back together, he wanted to get production rolling immediately. However, we had one more problem to solve, and for that, Alexis and I would need his jet.

“One more day, I promise.” Alexis told him.

Frowning, Mark nodded. “One day. After that, you can fuckin’ do this movie for free.”

“Deal.”

“Get out of here, both of you.” He laughed.

An hour later, we were in the air and on our way to New York. We both had some explaining to do to Ricki, I knew, but I also knew just how much Ricki loved Alexis. I just hoped he found it in his heart to forgive us both.


Epilogue

The roof of my Maserati slowly returned to the closed position as I drove up the long driveway to the house I now called home. I had to smile, looking at the mansion that was once called home to Hollywood legends, now the home of another legend, Alexis Murdoch. Jeez, Murdoch. That was going to take some getting used to.

Just last week, in light of the fact that we couldn’t be married because Alexis and Ricki already were, we made a commitment ceremony with our closest friends, whereby I took Alexis’ surname. Sure, it was silly, given that she never took Ricki’s, but he also took hers. I was now Janice Murdoch, officially; unofficially, the wife of superstar Alexis Murdoch.

I was also her slave, her submissive, and her slut.

A lot had changed since the break-up. I was working full-time for the studio. What I initially thought was a job where I helped coordinate intimate scenes, became something a little more. Soon, I was working with teams to write better sex scenes, to the point that one of the directors saw me and wanted to use me for a role in a thriller. I thought it was just something small, but apparently he saw something more in me.

Suddenly, I’d gone from Intimacy Coordinator to second female lead in a crime thriller. Would it be a huge success? No, but the reviews of my part in the movie were surprisingly good, and that led to others reaching out. All of a sudden, Alexis wasn’t the only actor in the house.

Alexis’ new movie bombed. She wasn’t entirely surprised, and she was quite proud of the fact that the reviews said that she was the only thing holding the movie together. She explained that when studios got involved and changed artistic direction, then movies generally failed. In this case, even after the issue with Alexis had been solved, the studio still began fiddling and making changes. Then they fired the director and editor, putting in their own person, who made the movie a complete joke.

She wasn’t concerned. When you’re Alexis Murdoch, you can walk out of one production and walk into another. In this case, she walked into a dark comedy crime caper which again boosted her career.

A year after the incident, Ricki’s boobs began to form. We discussed finding him a boyfriend, but after experimenting with Damon in the past, he decided that whilst he enjoyed the sex, it really wasn’t for him. He loved Alexis too much, so we stuck with pegging. But, one thing did ultimately become clear; whilst it was fun to have him as a sissy, he couldn’t stay that way permanently. He simply looked too good as a girl. So, we agreed, he’d be a sissy at home most of the time, but the rest, he’d be our wife, girlfriend and lover.

Ricki’s new restaurant opened a little later. Financed by Alexis, Ricki transformed dishes from around the world, aiming to take visitors on a journey. It was a huge success, namely because he cooked for himself. That was important, to stay true to oneself.

Erin, Meg, and Irene remained part of our lives, and part of our friend group, mingling with stars. Irene ended up falling in love with a very famous actor. I’m not going to name names but he was in some very big sci-fi movies… Meg never really made it big in film, but did get noticed to get picked up in TV. After doing some bit-parts in comedy television, she landed a role in a political streaming series which ended up getting picked up and ran for nine seasons; and some say, she might end up moving into movies soon anyway.

After getting better from her injury, Erin made a commitment to never risk her career like that again; so, with the help of Alexis and I, she opened up a professional BDSM studio. The difference was though, she made sure that all the dominatrices she hired would also study psychology. She wanted to make every visit to the studio a therapeutic experience, to make sure that every client left reinvigorated. It ended up being featured on television and blew up to the point that Erin had to open a second branch.

For Alexis and I, things fell into a rhythm. On a day-to-day basis, we were so busy that we rarely had time to play dominant and submissive. We were happy to fuck in the evenings. But on the weekends or in any free time we had, Alexis adapted to being the dominant perfectly.

It was now not unusual to see Alexis turn up to a femdom party or a fetish event, with Ricki and I leading on leashes. Whenever we travelled together for events, BDSM equipment became part of the rider. And all those talk shows I had ignored in the past became places where all three of us had the chance to tell our story.

Sure, people criticised us. This was the USA after-all. Bible-bashers said we were an affront to their religion. Anti-trans movements threatened us because they said we were brainwashing alpha males into becoming sissy simps. None of this matter to us, because we were happy. Life was good…

…and it still is. My worries about this ending were unfounded. Five years into our relationship, and we are still discovering new things about ourselves. One thing is for certain, I still love calling Ricki, bitch, and I still love when Alexis beats me with a chopping board when I’m working in the kitchen. I am collared. I’m a submissive. I’m a dominant. I am… me.

THE END
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