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Part 1

I had spent years trying to change myself.  After the failure of my first marriage, I said to myself that I would never be that man again.  Three years into my second marriage and things were going great.  Sure, no kids so far, but Katerina’s career was going full swing, and sales were up for me, so I was bringing in lots of money.

After Theresa left me for Mike, I vowed to become a different person.  I focused on work and tried to turn my life around.  When I met Katerina, I knew that everything would be great.

Sure, Katerina knew I was going through a divorce, and she knew that Katerina had left me for another me.  She felt sad for me, and couldn’t really understand how someone could be so horrible as to leave such a lovely guy.  I had always showered Katerina with gifts, and I tried to be the person who made her feel like a princess, and she loved it.  Once I started properly earning, those gifts became shoes from Prada, handbags from Dior, and my scarves from Hermes. 

Of course, Katerina only knew the high-level truth, but not the detail.  The detail that I introduced Mike to Theresa.  The detail that I asked Theresa to sleep with him.  The detail that I would watch as they fucked.  The detail that I sucked his cock to get him ready for Theresa.  Or the detail that I would wear panties and sissy clothes as they did so.  She especially didn’t know that I told Theresa that it was my fantasy that she would leave me for another man in the most public way possible, which she did.  I also didn’t tell her that Theresa exposed me as a sissy to my sister, my friends and my parents. 

It took time to repair the mess that I made, and I promised myself, I would be normal from that point on. 

In the year following the break-up, Theresa made contact with me a few more times, sending me photos of her with Mike.  Eventually, these messages became more infrequent, until the last thing I heard was that they both married around the time that I married Katerina.

I actually met Katerina on a business trip in Germany.  She was working for a competitor at the booth next to mine at a tradeshow in Dusseldorf.  In the downtime when the show was slow, I made sure to go over and chat with her, and quite quickly, it turned into flirting. 

Quite honestly, I’m a skinny guy who runs a lot and tries to keep fit, but never really bulked up.  I always felt that I would never date hot women and maybe that is where my submission stems from.  However, Theresa was a gorgeous brunette who could’ve been a model, with a tight little arse, tall, firm pierced belly, and massive D-cup breasts.  Her green eyes pierced your soul, and I always used to say how gorgeously evil she looked.  If I had to compare her to someone, I would say she looked like Eva Green.

I thought I was just lucky.

Then I met Katerina.  The spitting image of Amanda Seyfried in the face, except with long very curly blondish-brown hair, which she occasionally liked to straighten.  She was just as tall as me, at 180cm, a tight firm body, with even bigger breasts than Theresa, which I later discovered were augmented.  “I always wanted big tits.” Katerina told me.  “I had A-cup, so going to DD was kind of an over-correction, I know, but I like them.”  Fair enough, I thought.

In terms of our sex life, it was good.  At the beginning it was very active, but yeah, it slowed off.  I struggled with maintaining an erection, and I put that down to the emotional turmoil created by my breakup.  But Katerina never seemed to mind, as I regularly went down on her, something men had refused her in the past.

We fucked at that tradeshow; or rather, in the hotel after the show.  After that, we flirted online, and I used every opportunity to go see her in Germany.  Eventually, she even came to see me in the UK, until finally, she moved over and in with me.  We married quite soon after that.

Three years on, and finally, we decided to move out from my apartment, out of London, to a house in Hertfordshire, back near my childhood home, back near Theresa.  Katerina knew the risk of running into her, but she liked the area and felt it would be a better place to raise a family, as and when that moment arrived. 

Here’s a bit of advice for all those of you keeping something from your partner for many years.  Either destroy the evidence; or at least remember you have it somewhere. 

I was away at work when Katerina found the key.  It was stupid really.  I had used the self-storage padlock rather than buy my own, so the key had the logo and locker number on it.  I could hardly hide it.  Katerina had taken the week off work to pack, whilst I worked, and on the last fucking day, she found that key.

Rather than ignore it, or call me, she headed to the address and found the storage unit.  It wasn’t a big one, just a cupboard really, but it wasn’t the size that mattered, it was the contents.

Four large boxes, two shoeboxes.  That was all.  That was more than enough.

She went for the shoeboxes at first and found all the CD-ROMs with my name on them.  Then she found the photos of me dressed up in sissy clothes.  The photos of me sucking cock.  The photos of Theresa with Mike.  The photos of Theresa fucking me with a strap-on.  She found the letters, the emails, my stories I had to write, describing the night I had just spent serving my Master and Mistress.  She found the printout of the BDSM checklist showing what I wanted and how much I wanted it. 

Next, she opened the large boxes.  The first contained all the toys.  Many buttplugs, strap-ons, whips, clamps, torture devices, gags, you name it, I had it.  The other three boxes were filled to the top with dresses, pinks, yellows, light blues, lots of satin and lace.  Nothing normal.  All sissy clothing.  Lingerie to the max.  Wigs, make-up.  Shoes and boots, more than she even owned.

With a sigh, Katerina shook her head and walked out, locking up behind her.  Of course, she grabbed a few CDs and then realized she didn’t have a CD player anymore, so put them back.  Then she headed to the reception of the building and asked how much the self-storage cost per month. 

“The small unit is…” The woman looked at the chart.  “Fourteen-ninety quid a week, or thirty-five a month.”

“Thank you.” Katerina said, and then headed home to continue packing.

Once I arrived home, Katerina was in a cheerful mood.  She had done most of the packing and we were ready for the weekend, when we would finally move.  On top of that, she had just received some good news.

“Work called.” She told me.  “The Conway deal closed.  Boom, fourteen million dollars over the next three years.” She said, swinging her sexy hips in those grey sweatpants in a victory dance. 

I had also bid on Conway for my company, but we were kicked out in the first round.  I was, of course, happy for her.  “Congratulations babe.  With the work you put into that deal, you deserved it.”

“And we have the best product.”

I laughed.  “Well, I wouldn’t go that far.”

She blew me a raspberry, and I told her I would go get changed to help her.  Instead though, she jumped onto me and gave me a big fat happy kiss.  “I’m almost done.  Just grab a beer and relax.”

“Come on, I wanna help.” I complained.

“I know you do, but you don’t need to.  It’s fine.”

“Okay, your choice.”

“Order us some food, if you want to help?” She called after me, as I headed into the bedroom.

“Sure.  That I can do.” I laughed, unbuttoning my shirt.

As I began to pull off the shirt, I spied the locker key on the sideboard.  I literally froze and I prayed she wouldn’t ask me what it was for.  I continued to undress, the whole time looking at that key, wondering if I should quickly hide it and hope she’d forget, but unfortunately, she walked in, panting after carrying something.

“Oh yeah, I found this key and your boxes.” She said, as if she had found something completely normal and benign.  “You’re paying a lot of money to store those.  I guess we’ll have more space in the new house, so you might as well pick them up and close the account.”

I nodded, my mouth open in shock.  “Or…or, I-I-I, could throw them out.  Old rubbish.  Don’t need it anymore.”

She smiled and tilted her head, looking confused.  “Why?  You have some toys in there we could play with.  Up to you, but, I don’t know, I guess when you feel comfortable about it, you’ll tell me more.  I won’t push.  Don’t worry though, if that’s the problem?”

Once more, my mouth opened further.  “I don’t know what to say.”

“Nothing. Don’t worry.  Just don’t waste money letting it go to rot there.  Go pick them up.”

“Um, okay. Tomorrow.” I told her.

“Sure.  No hurry.” She said, heading out of the room.  Then she stopped and turned back.  “Is Mike black?”

“Last time I checked.” I said.

“Huh.  I always pictured him as white.”

“Bit racist.” I noted.

“No, not like that.  Just, I don’t know, the way you described him I guess.”

“Well, he is.”

“So it was him on the photos?”

My face suddenly felt hot.  “Yes.”

She smiled warmly.  “Hm.  Okay.” She chirped cheerfully, turning to walk away.

“Why?” I asked, calling after her.

“No reason.  Just wondering.”

“Just wondering why I had a black cock in my mouth?” I said bitterly.

She walked towards me and stroked my face, and then bent over to kiss my forehead.  “I told you, when you are ready, I’m sure you’ll tell me all about it.  I’m not angry, or upset.  It’s clear it is something you are embarrassed about, but just know, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about with me.”

I sighed and then nodded.  “I wasn’t entirely honest about my relationship with Theresa.”

“Yeah, I kind of got that.”

I tapped the bed next to me and she sat down.  “Things were fairly normal when we started dating.  I had, erm, fetishes, but I kind of kept them to myself.”

“What sort of fetishes?”

“BDSM, femdom, erm, forced feminization, stuff like that.”

“Okay.” She shrugged.

“Anyway, we were at this party when we ran into this couple who were into it.  Like, the guy was in male clothes, but had lingerie on underneath, and kept calling his wife Mistress.  I did this whole, what did you think?  Weird huh? Thing with Theresa and she basically said it was hot.  So over time I started to introduce her to the idea of BDSM, and she admitted she liked the idea of cuckolding.”

“Fucking another guy?”

“Exactly.”

“But that was your fetish?”

“Yes.  She read it in one of the stories I wrote.”

“You still have the stories?”

“Erm, yeah, on the DVDs.”

“Oh, they were DVDs?  I thought CDs.  We don’t have a DVD player though.”

I smiled.  She was right.  Everything was in the cloud or on USB since then.  “I have one in a box somewhere.  I can hook it up.”

“I want to read them too.”

I took her hands.  “Katya, I messed up my first marriage by turning it into some fetish fantasy.  I vowed to be normal from now on.”

“They’re just stories.  I want to read them.” She told me.  “Relax.”

“I just don’t want things to get weird between us.”

“They won’t.” She slapped my leg.  “Going to work. Order the food!”

“Sure.”

Nothing more was said about it for the rest of the night.  We ate, watched a movie, then headed to bed where we made love.  However, to say it hadn’t affected us would have been wrong.  The sex was amazingly good for both of us.  I stayed hard, and Katerina actually almost came.  However, I did do something I hadn’t done for years, and that was go down on her after I’d cum inside her, something I used to do to Theresa regularly.  If Katerina found it weird, she didn’t say so.

The next day, the movers arrived, and they carried everything out.  Once they were done with that, we locked up and handed over the keys to my landlord and set off, me in my company Jaguar, and Katerina in her company Vauxhall, a car she hated with a passion, with her in tow.

We first stopped off at the self-store facility, where two of the boxes went in my car, and two in hers, and the small boxes in mine, and then we set off to the new house in Hertfordshire.

The house itself was a nice sized old, thatched house with four bedrooms and three bathrooms, and a wine cellar.  I had a nice down-payment saved up which covered twenty percent of the six-hundred and fifty thousand cost, with the rest going into a mortgage.  The bright white house was set on a four-acre garden, surrounded by a small wood.  Just down the road, about five miles, was the village of Chiphampton, a place I had grown up and lived in for many years.  And just past Chiphampton, was the hamlet of Norrington, home of Theresa and Mike.

“I fucking hope they didn’t break anything.” Katerina complained.  The movers had been a little sloppy.

“It’ll be fine.” I told her, as we began unpacking. 

“Tell you what,” She said, “You unpack the kitchen and I’ll get started on the bedroom.  We need someplace to sleep.”

For the next two hours, I worked on the kitchen.  Once complete, I called up to Katerina to say that I was heading into the village to go to the shops.

“We need bleach.” She called back.

“Sure.”

I jumped into my XF and drove the five miles to the village, and I parked up outside the small supermarket that I had visited so many times before, and then headed inside.  Taking a trolley, I stocked up on some basic items, and some ready meals I could throw together for the evening.

“Ready meals?” The posh sexy voice purred.  “You must be slipping.  It was always a wonder home-cooked meal for me.”

I turned to look at the sexy brunette smiling at me.  “Hello Theresa.  That was fast.”

“What was darling?” She asked.

“I only just moved back today.” I told her.  “I had hoped it would weeks before I had the misfortune of running into you.”

She looked hurt.  “I seem to remember I did everything you wanted of me.  I don’t understand where this hostility is coming from.  Can you imagine a woman loving you so much that she would gladly let her marriage fall apart just to satisfy a fetish?”

I looked down at my feet in shame.

“You’re being very unfair.” She continued.  “Anyway, you have moved back?”

“Yes, Katya and I decided to get out of London, start a family.  How about you?  Any kids?”

“One, yes.  He’s two now.  Mark.”

“Cool.  Congratulations.”

She smiled at me with a tilted head, a long earring dangling down.  “Thank you, Tom.  I appreciate that.” She said softly.  “You and Katya should come to dinner one day.  I’d love to meet her.”

“Maybe.” I said, not meaning it.

She looked at me, her green eyes piercing my soul.  “Does she know, Tom?”

“Yes.  She knows.”

“Did you tell her?”

“No.  She found out herself.”

“And?”

“And I told her I don’t want to be that person anymore.  I can’t.”

“It’s you though.” She reached out and rubbed my arm.  “You were always so hard on yourself over something so silly.  Anyway, I’m serious.  We’d love to see you again, and it would be nice to meet Katya.  I’m sure she’s lovely.  I’m sure anyone you choose is lovely.  You’ve got a kind heart.”

“Thank you, Theresa.”

She pointed at the food.  “Don’t eat too much of that crap. Not if you want to keep the lovely figure.” And with that, she pushed her trolley away.

When I arrived home, Katerina was already unpacking the living room.  I carried the bags into the kitchen and then walked back in the living room and gave her a kiss.

“All good?” I asked her.

“Yes, the bedroom is unpacked.” She said.  “I’ll unpack some things here, but we will need to watch TV in the bedroom.  I’m not fiddling here now.”

“No that’s fine honey.  Relax now.  I bought a bottle of red.  I was going to get some ready meals, but I decided to put them back and quickly knock up spaghetti aglio olio.”

She looked a little sad.  “Honey, you didn’t need to go through the trouble.  Ready meals would be fine.”

“Nah, only takes me a few minutes.” I told her.  “Erm, anyway, I erm, ran into Theresa.  She made me feel guilty.”

“Oh wow.  How did she look?” Typical.  Should’ve expected that.

“Erm…well, still the same.” Probably the wrong answer.  “But she’s had a kid.”

“Oh, that’s nice.  Was Mike there?”

“I didn’t see him.  She invited us for dinner one day.”

Katerina burst out laughing.  “Yeah, don’t see that happening anytime soon, do you?”

“Not really.”

“Anyway, she guilted me into eating right.  I realized she was probably right, that I used to cook a lot.”

“Aw baby.” Katya said, wrapping her arms around me.  “You didn’t need to, but it’s nice of you.”

I cooked the meal and we ate in the kitchen, drinking the cheap red wine from the little shop and missing London almost immediately.  Then I washed up, and Katerina suggested we watch Netflix upstairs.

“Can’t watch Netflix.” I told her.  “I need to activate the broadband.  I’ll do that tomorrow.”

“We can connect the TV to the phone and watch through there.”

“Ah, true.”

I headed upstairs with her and saw that cream-coloured satin covers of the bedding, and the neat and well-lit room, and I realized she had put in a ton of work. 

“I’m going to take a shower.” I called out to her, as she climbed the stairs.

“Sure.  I’ll jump in after you.”

I stripped down and through my clothes in the hamper, then stepped into the large walk-in shower.  The hot powerful rain-like experience was a welcome rest from the move and finally it made me feel at home.

I stepped out, wrapped in a thick towel, and went to clean my teeth, as my hot naked wife tiptoed into the bathroom, holding a black silk nightie which she hung next to the shower.

“I love heated floors!” She giggled, enjoying one of the perks of the renovation of the old house.

“Mmm-hmm.” I mumbled over the brush, myself glad to walk out of the shower onto hot tiled floors. 

Spitting, I finished cleaning my teeth, hung up my towel and walked into the bedroom.  Immediately, I froze in my tracks.  There on the bed was a nightie.  It was pink and black; pink chiffon, lined with thick black lace.  A baby-doll nightie.  It wasn’t one of Katerina’s.  One, Katya took one into the bathroom.  Two, I recognized this one.  I recognized it, because it had been purchased for me, by Mike when he was on a business trip in Vegas.  It was from Victoria’s Secret, I remembered that. 

I walked over to the chest of drawers on my side of the room and opened the top drawer.  It was filled with my boxers.  The next drawer?  My socks.  The drawer under that?  My panties.  All the panties which were in that box, were now in a drawer.  Below that?  Stockings, bras, and then under that, corsets, nighties, harnesses, and other such lingerie; all mine.

I walked over to the cupboard, and next to all my suits and shirts, were all my sissy dresses, neatly hung up as if ready to use.  Folded on the shelves, my sissy skirts and tops. 

Closing the cupboard, I turned to see my wife stood in the doorway, wearing her short black nightie, the lace trimming her huge breasts. 

“Wear it for me.” She said softly.

“Of course.” I told her.

“Thank you.”

I slipped on the nightie and climbed into bed with her.  She pulled me close and felt my body through the soft, thin material and then traced her hand to my hard cock, and then maneuvered it to her wet pussy.

The sex that night was the best we’d ever had it.  I was so turned on that I could do it three times in a row, and one of those times afforded Katerina with her first orgasm with me.  I ate her cum filled pussy every time, and she loved it. 

“Did you do that to Theresa?” She asked.  “After Mike fucked her?”

“Yes.” I admitted, shamefully.

“Did you like it?”

“Yes.”

“Would you like my pussy, if it was filled with someone else’s cum?”

“Of course.”

She grinned at me as she rode my cock.  “Maybe I’ll let you, one day.”

“Really?”

“Of course.” She grinned.  Moments later, she came.  “You know I’m joking right?  I could never be unfaithful to you.”

“You know that cuckolding isn’t about being unfaithful, right?”

“You know what I mean.” She laughed.

“I know.  But…”

“Do you want me to cuckold you?”

“I don’t know.  I really don’t want to be that person anymore.”

“I couldn’t do it Tom.  I couldn’t hurt you like that.  I know you might want it, but, it’s risky.  Look at you and Theresa.”

I nodded.  She switched off her lamp and she cuddled up to me. 

“Good night love.” She said, her hand on my nightie covered chest.

“Good night honey.”

We lay there quietly, our heartrates slowing as we tried to sleep, and then I said, “You know it was my fault she left me, right?”

“How do you mean?” Katya asked sleepily.

“I mean, it was one of my fetishes, to be ruined.  To be exposed to the world and lose everything.  And, even though she didn’t like it, she did it, for me.”

Katerina was quiet for a moment.  And then she said, “So Tracy and your parents know?”

“Yes.  Everyone knows.  They try to ignore it.”

“Interesting.  Let’s talk about this tomorrow.  I’m shattered.”

“Sure.  Good night.”

I was almost gone when I thought I heard her say, “If you want me to cuckold you, then I’d do it for you.  If you wanted it.”  At least, I think she said that, but I may have been dreaming already.


Part 2

We had been in the new house a week and we were mostly unpacked, but already, we began to find problems.  The wine cellar had originally been a wet cellar which the builders had tried to convert.  That was all well and good, but they hadn’t directed any heating there, so what we ended up with was a moisture line.

“That’s mould.” Katerina pointed out, looking at the green spores forming on the floor.  “I’ll bleach it, but it’ll keep coming back.”

I sighed.  “Idiots.” I said, shaking my head.  “You’d think they would’ve known this.”

“There’s electricity down there.” She said.  “Let’s get an electric radiator and try to heat it up.”

“We’ll pay a fortune in electricity.” I told her.  I shook my head.  “Let me call my dad, see what he thinks.”

My dad stopped by in the afternoon and walked down to the large stone basement with me.  “Builders these days are not worth their salt.” The old man mumbled.  “We had proper brickies when I was a kid, not a bunch of under-skilled foreigners.” I groaned, waiting to hear from him how everything would be awesome after Brexit.  “I’ll tell you, when they all piss off back home and we get some proper British labourers back, then you’ll see skill!” And there it was.

“You do realise nobody wants to do this job anymore, right?  There aren’t any British labourers left, dad.” I told him, as he shined a flashlight around the edge of the ceiling.

“Because the damn kids are spoiled rotten.  Everyone wants to be a millionaire the moment they leave school.”

“So who will do it dad?”

“Well you’re always complaining lots of people will lose their jobs.  They can retrain can’t they?”

I sighed again.  “And do it for what money?  The same as what they paid the Poles?”

“Bugger that.  They got paid pennies.”

“And when your plumber costs three times more than he did?”

“I’m not paying three times more!  You mad?  Bloody well do it myself!”

I shook my head.  There was no reasoning with him.  It was a conversation I’d had with him over and over.  Ever since he started talking to me again. 

When Theresa outed me to my parents, it was part of the game.  The agreement was that when she left me, she would ruin me by sharing the photos with everyone I knew, and force me into a life as a slave or worse.  Except, it didn’t quite turn out that way, much to her annoyance, and my relief. 

In the case of my friends, they laughed it off and turned it into something they could make fun of me about, as friends do.  They even thought it was pretty cool that I was so kinky, when they all originally thought I was a boring geek. 

My sister Jane pretty much felt the same way as my friends, but her husband Derek, who never really liked me, felt that I was a freak, so I didn’t really see them much, except for rare occasions.  In truth, Jane told me that he was afraid I would get ideas and he would go the same way.  “I like to bring it up occasionally, just as a reminder of what could be.” She once explained.  “You can actually see his balls receding into his body when I mention it.”

My parents had difficulties with it.  My mother didn’t stop speaking to me, but she spent the first year telling me how disappointed in me she was.  My father wanted nothing to do with me.  Coming from a rough northern background, he was very set in his ways.  That first year, he frequently referred to me as, that poofter.  However, once I met Katerina, they started to relax a bit, and after they met her for the first time, they finally became comfortable that they might be getting kids. 

“You’re not doing that silly stuff you did with Theresa, are you darling?” Mother asked me after she met Katerina.

“No mum.” I reassured her.  “That was just something stupid I did with Theresa.”

So, as I stood there with dad, looking at the damp walls, I became acutely aware that I was wearing pink satin and lace panties under my jeans, and for a moment, I became very scared that he might actually see.

On the morning after our first night, when I had fallen asleep in the nightie, I woke up feeling both excited and a little silly.  Katerina never said a word to me about the nightie when she woke, she simply smiled at me and gave me a kiss on the nose.

After I showered, I began to dress, and for some reason, I was drawn to the panty drawer.  I remembered how comfortable I felt in them, and how sexy it made me feel.  “They’re just panties.” I told myself, reaching in and grabbing a black full-cut satin and lace front with chiffon behind pair, lined with lace straps, and sliding them up my legs. 

“I looked at those.” Katerina said, stepping out of the shower.  “I’d like a pair myself.  Where did you get them?”

“Um, I don’t think I bought these.” I mumbled.  “Mike used to travel to the States a lot and he bought me a lot of lingerie from Victoria’s Secret.”

“Oh, well, I’ll have a look online later.” She replied cheerfully.  “See if I can’t order some here.”

“Sure.”

She patted my backside and gave me a kiss on the cheek.  “Don’t be nervous.  I really don’t mind.  They’re just panties.”

“Are you not weirded out?”

“No.  Why would I be?  If you want to wear them, it’s fine.  Stop worrying.”

I ended up wearing panties every day since.  Katerina frequently commented on them, in a positive way.  Usually, “Oh, you have such nice panties, and I have old rubbish.  I really need to order some.” Or, “Those a so extravagant that I actually can’t imagine any woman wearing them, so as far as I am concerned, those are men’s panties.” Usually about the sissy panties. 

On day three, I found Katerina actually wearing a red pair of mine, to which she asked, “I hope you don’t mind if we share.  I like these.  They’re comfortable.”

We didn’t discuss anything further about my kinks or fetishes since then, which on the one hand I was relieved about, but on the other, that annoying little voice inside me was trying to get out.  The voice that said, “tell her everything and ask her to dominate you.”  I didn’t dare let that voice out without a fight.

“This is fixable.” Dad said.  “There’s a break in the barrier in the wall.  We can cut that section of wall away and glue in a decent piece of plastic.  I can pick up some bitumen too, which will also help.”

“Thanks dad.”

“As to the radiator, yes, it needs heating in here.  The good news is, your heating pipes from the boiler room upstairs run right along here.” He pointed at the exposed section of pipes wrapped in foam.  “A decent plumber can get a radiator setup in here, no problem.”

“Thanks dad.”

After he left, I set about finding a plumber to do the work.  Finding none in the area available, I began to feel a little but useless, so I did the one thing which came to mind.  I called Theresa.

“I was wondering when you’d call.” She said, seductively. 

“Very funny.” I replied seriously.  “I need some tradesman advice.”

“What are you after?”

“We used a plumber once, when we had that problem with the frozen pipe.”

“Yes, I remember, but he retired.  Mike found a better one, but I don’t have the name. I can call him and ask if you like, or just call him yourself.”

“He won’t mind?” I asked.

She scoffed.  “Why would he mind?  Jesus Tom, grow up.”

“Okay, okay!  I’ll call him.”

I ended the call and picked up the phone, acutely aware that I would be calling him at work.  For me, it was a week off, given that Katerina had given up her week the week previously, and I promised to get the house in order.

“Mike Carlyle.” The deep voice said down the phone.

“Mike, hi, it’s Tom…um…Connor.” I told him.

“Oh my god, Tom!  It’s been too long buddy.” Mike sounded genuinely happy to hear from him.  “Fuck!  I heard you moved to the area.  How are getting on?”

“Actually, I’m calling with a small technical issue.” I went on to explain the problem to him, with the wall and then the radiator. 

“Oh man, these are the type of projects I love, you know that!” Mike laughed.  In typical Mike style, he wanted to be the superstar.  “Tell you what, I’ll get off work early and stop by with my tools.  Heck, tell you what, I’ll send you a list of what I’ll need and you can pick it up from the B&Q and we can meet at your place at four?”

“Um, well I was thinking of just getting a company in.” I told him.

“Come on mate, you know that I can do it.”

I sighed and gave him my address.  Minutes later, I received a text with a list of items I needed to get, including the radiator type. 

I called Katerina and filled her in on everything that had happened, and in return received the sound of her hysterical laughter for a good long minute.

“I’m sorry, but come on, it’s pretty funny.” She laughed.  “The guy who you used to mess around with, back in your life again.”

Allowing myself a small smile, I said, “Sure, I suppose.”

The trip to B&Q reminded me as to why I hated manual labour, and after a lot of head scratching, I found the items on the list from Mike.  Once home, I unpacked and then set about cleaning up more boxes, this time in the last room of the house, my office. 

One of the boxes was marked equipment.  In there, I found tons of old cables, chargers and components, including an old SATA DVD drive.  Using an old Icybox, I connected the SATA port up to the USB, which allowed me to access the DVDs on my laptop.  I decided to begin copying everything to an external hard disk. 

Opening up a folder marked videos, I began opening the short, poor quality videos which had been recorded on Theresa’s old digital camera.  Most were of her and Mike together, but some were of me being humiliated in my sissy dress as I licked her cum filled pussy.  Another few were of me being beaten by Theresa and Mike, with Theresa in her latex outfits, wielding her whips and crops.  Finally, I found videos of me on my knees, sucking cock, taking the strap-on dildo, and one from a femdom party Theresa had taken me to, where I had taken cock for the first time. 

With a sigh, unplugged the hard-disk, and took it to Katerina’s office and left it there.

At ten to four, I heard the crackle of gravel outside as Mike’s black BMW X5 came to a stop.  The tall black man had obviously gone home to change, as he got out dressed in ripped jeans, which I guessed could easily have been seen as fashionable, but in this case, I knew were from work, and a dark blue tight t-shirt, which perfectly contoured with his huge muscles.  The sunlight reflected on his bald head.  I remembered when I was with him in university and he complained about getting his father’s baldness gene, and I couldn’t help but think how it just made him better looking.

When Mike stepped inside, he grabbed me into a firm manly hug, as if I was a long, lost friend who he dearly missed.  He held me like that until it began to feel uncomfortable, at least for me anyway.

“Man, oh man.” He grinned, hold my hand as he shook it.  “I’ve missed you buddy.  It’s been way too long.”

“Yeah, I needed to sort myself out.” I told him, trying and failing to maintain decorum.

“You know I never wanted to lose you as a friend right?” He told me.  “Neither did Theresa.  She missed you like mad.”

“I know.  At the end of the day, I know full well that all this was my idea.  Heck, getting you involved was my idea.”

“Water under the bridge.” He grinned.  “Theresa was thinking of coming over with Mark, but I told her that might be a little weird.” He always was the tactful one.  “Hey, let’s go take a look at that basement.”

I pointed out the section of wall my dad had pointed out, and Mike nodded.  “Idiots left a gap.  Completely defeats the purpose, but it’s easily fixable.”

He then set to work chipping a line out of the wall, first with a disc-cutter, and then with a hammer drill.  Within minutes, he had removed and fifty-centimetre section of wall, leaving a gap only three centimetres thick.  He then opened the bitumen and used a spatula to pour it into the gap between the plastic sheets, and then slid the plastic over it, pressing it down.

“I’ll mix up some mortar.” He said.  “If you and start sliding in these pieces of brick, I’ll pump this in, and it’ll set over it.  It’s sealed now.”

“Wow.  How do you come up with this stuff?” I asked him.

“Ah, I’m probably not doing it completely right, but with what we have, it’ll serve the purpose.”

A half hour later, he was done with that task and was enjoying a cup of tea in the kitchen.

“I’ll come by tomorrow to plaster over it, and then we can start on the heating.” He told me.

We had just finished our tea when the door went.  I heard my wife call out that she was home, and then I heard her shout, “schiesse!” as she stubbed her toe on something in the entrance. 

“Hey honey.” I called out.  “We’ve just finished up.”

My wife walked into the kitchen, and smiled at us.  She placed her laptop bag down on a chair, along with her handbag, and then took off her dark blue Burberry mac, revealing the cream-coloured satin plunging blouse, clearly see-through to show she was wearing a white lacy bra which extended down far under her breasts.  She had worn short black skirt, and I knew she was wearing stockings, as she usually did; today, they were self-holding, seamed stockings.  She honestly looked super-hot.

“You must be Mike.” She gushed, smiling at him.  She approached and gently placed a hand on his shoulder as they kissed cheeks in that very European way that I was used to.

“Nice accent.  German?” He asked.

“Correct.  This handsome Englishman stole my heart and dragged me over here.”

“So, you’re one of those evil foreigners who’s coming over and stealing jobs from us hardworking Englishmen?” He chuckled.

“That’s me.” She laughed, and then she stood back.  “I’m Katerina, by the way.  So, how did it go?”

“We fixed the wall, got that sealed, so the moisture shouldn’t be an issue anymore.” Mike explained.  I loved the way he said we, given that he did the work and I essentially twiddled my thumbs.  “Tomorrow, I’ll stop by and plaster the wall and make it ready for painting, and then we’ll start on the radiator.”

She nodded appreciatively.  “We can do the painting.  In terms of the radiator, I was suggesting an electric one.”

“No point.  The heating pipes are there.  Shouldn’t be an issue to repipe.”

“Fantastic.  Great work boys.”

Katerina started to the door, ready to go get changes, and for some reason I stopped her and said, “Theresa wanted to come by too, but we were worried it might be weird.” For the life of me, I don’t know why I even said it, but it came out.  It was as if I wanted Theresa there, but didn’t have the nerve to say so myself, so I put it on Katya.

Turning, Katerina looked right at me and smiled.  “No, it wouldn’t.  If she wants to come by, she can.” And with that, she left, heading upstairs.

I turned to look at Mike, who was smiling and shaking his head.

“What?” I asked.

“Nothing.” He replied.

“No, go on.”

He sighed and said, “Really mate, it’s nothing.  Listen, I should be going.  I’ll come by around the same time tomorrow, yeah?  It’s Friday anyway, so I can work a little later, and if Theresa comes by then she can open a bottle of wine and chat with your wife.”

“Cool.” I said, following him to the front door.

“She’s very pretty, by the way.  Katerina.” He said, looking up the staircase, and then looking down at me.  “But you always did know how to choose them, didn’t you?”

“I guess I’m lucky that way.”

“Nah mate.  You just never appreciated yourself.  See you tomorrow.”

I shut the door and then headed upstairs where I found my wife in her underwear, wiping off the make-up from the day.  I could see her looking at me in the mirror, but she didn’t say anything.  She was waiting for me to talk.

“I’m sorry.” I said.

“It was a little embarrassing.” She replied.

“I shouldn’t have put you in that position. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

She turned to face me.  “Would you like me to explain it to you?”

I cocked my head to one side, confused.  “Go on.”

Katya stood and slowly walked towards me.  Her long legs were like two giant scissors, thin and toned, covered by the sheer black fabric of the stockings, tipped by thick lace.  Her lacy thong panties, allowed for one thin shiny piece of silk over her pussy, ruffled as it creased between her legs.  Her bra, think lace with thin panels of silk over the cups, matched perfectly; stretched completely by her huge breasts which threatened to burst that thin material.

She sat down by my side on the bed and took my hand in hers.  “So, I think you are remembering some of the fun you had when you were with her.  I think, your dick is telling you how much fun it would be to do it with me, but your brain is reminding you of all the pain and hurt you went through the last time. 

“I think that you want me to hear about how brilliant it all was, straight from the source, or you are hoping in some weird pornographic way, Theresa will convince me to do it.  But you can’t take responsibility for that, because your brain is saying no way.”

“Fuck.” I breathed.  “What does all this mean?”

“It means, honey, that you are my husband and I love you.  I was always very sexually free.  I think you know how it is in Germany; we’re not prudes.  But honey, I will not start doing anything like that with you, until you have it sorted in your head, as to what you want, and if you want it.  And even then, it would stay between us.  You got hurt last time, and I can’t have that happen to you again.  We’re in this for the long-haul.”

I gave her a long, big kiss.  “I don’t what I did to deserve you.”

“I often feel the same way about you.” And then she grinned.  “He is really hot though, huh?”

“Mike?”

She bit her lower lip and nodded.  “And knowing he has a big cock helps.”

“Hmmm…”

I watched her stand up and walk over to the cupboard, where she grabbed a black satin mini-robe and tied it around herself.

“Will you be okay with Theresa being here?” I asked her.

“You know me.  I’ll manage.”

“She’s really not a bad person.  I honestly think you’ll get on.”

“Meh, bit weird, isn’t it?”

“It is.” I admitted.  “Should I cancel?”

“No, don’t.  That would make it worse, and Mike is doing this work for us, which is nice of him.”

“He always was nice.”

Katya sat down again and looked at me.  “Wanna tell me what happened with you two?”

The truth was fairly simple.  Mike had been my roommate in university and we became very close.  He was the guy who always had a different girl every week, never settled, didn’t want to be tied down.  Then towards the end of university, I met Theresa.  Mike, Theresa and I were always together, the party crew, and we all got on like a house on fire. 

Then university ended, I came into some money, and bought a house not far from this one, where Theresa lived with Mike.  We lost touch with Mike and instead invested our time into our work, with Theresa working as a care facility manager in a local nursing home. 

When I introduced Theresa to my kinks, she was a little standoffish at first, but slowly she got into them.  She liked the idea of cuckolding and admitted that given where we were in our lives, without kids, it was the right time to start.  At first, she dated a couple of guys she met online, and then she ran into an old flame from school, Jake.  She fucked Jake for a few months.

“During that time, she started to get into the BDSM side a bit more.  She enjoyed whipping me, and well, she saw the benefits.  She also saw it made me a happier person in general, which of course, made her happy.” I explained.

The problem was, Jake started to get clingy.  He began to text her all hours of the day and night.  He said he missed her, and more.

“You were already married?” Theresa asked.

“No.  Not yet.  We were engaged, but a while off from our wedding.”

“And had you met Jake?”

“No.  In fact, Theresa hadn’t told Jake I knew.  That was a problem, because Jake didn’t know the boundaries, and one day, he had enough and declared his love for her.  She was shocked and didn’t know what to do.”

“Wow.”

She ended up running home to me, in tears.  Confused, and scared.  I tried to ask if she loved him, but she denied it, saying everything was a mistake.  Before I knew it, Jake was at the door begging her to leave me.

“What did Theresa say to him?” Katya asked.

“Nothing at all.  She just sat there crying.”

“Ouch.”

“Right?”

Instead, I stepped in.  I told Jake that I knew all about it, and that he was part of a game.  At first, he didn’t want to believe it, so he confronted Theresa about it.

“And what did she say?”

“She said, I’m so sorry Jake, I didn’t want it to be this way.  Please forgive me.”

“Sounds like she fell in love with him.”

“Well, wait. That is kind of the instigator of all my problems.”

Jake eventually left, hurt and angry.  I know that she called and texted him about fifty times after that, but he refused to speak to her.  After that, for a few months, she went into depression.  She barely spoke to me, and we never had sex, and the kink suddenly stopped.

“So how did you fix it?”

“She went to therapy, got herself sorted, and bit by bit, she came back around.” I explained.  “We ended up talking, about everything, and she admitted that she fell in love with Jake.”

“That must have hurt you?” Katya asked with pain filled eyes.

“You’d have thought so, wouldn’t you?  But no.  It made me hard.  I became excited, to the point we actually fucked and I encouraged her to tell me how much she loved him.  She got into it too, obviously, because it allowed her to think of Jake.  And that became our routine, we would fuck with her telling me how much she loved Jake; and that became how much more she loved Jake than me.”

“And that got you excited?”

“Yeah.  I’m a freak huh?” I frowned.

Katya stroked my hair.  “We all have our thing.  Mine is the thing with the ear…”

“Urgh, yeah.  Right.” She punched me on the arm with a laugh. 

“Go on!”

Theresa began to get back into the BDSM role and then some.  Together, we began to make purchases of toys, and clothes.  We became regulars at Honour.

“What’s Honour?”

“Latex clothing store.”

“Oh.  Nice.  I like latex.”

“Awesome.” I said, flatly.  “So, we were back in business.  In the time when Theresa and I were, erm, celibate, I channelled my sexual energy into writing.  Short stories.  Porn basically.”

“The ones on the DVDs?” She asked.

“Actually, an external hard disk on your desk, now.”

“Oh, goodie!”

I continued.  The stories I wrote were fantasy.  They were very graphic and in some cases quite extreme.  However, as Theresa read through them, she didn’t seem offput, but rather, she asked if I really wanted to do them. 

“I obvious said no.  I mean, come on, some were really dark.  There was no way.”

“Dark how?” Katya asked.

“I don’t know, erm, being forced to take hard drugs and work as a gay hooker to fund my addiction.”

Katya snorted out a laugh.  “That is dark.”

“Theresa saw it a little differently.  She basically said, if that’s what you really want, then I can help you make that happen.”

“Sounds like she just wanted to make you happy.”

“I know, and that’s what it was.  It was all about me, not her.  Instead though, I agreed to write a BDSM checklist and mark what I loved, liked and so on.  I gave it to her and let her decide.  At first, it was standard stuff, BDSM, whipping, and so on.  Then she got a strap-on, which was nice; I enjoyed pegging.  Overall though, we were fucking like rabbits, every single night, and every time we did, it was about how she wished Jake was fucking her, or later, someone else.  And then it came to the day of our wedding.”

My best man was Mike.  I hadn’t seen him so often, but as the wedding drew closer, he became more involved.  Theresa promised me a big surprise for the night of our wedding.  We married, it was a great day, good party, and then off home.  I watched Theresa undress and reveal that gorgeous white corset, stockings, suspenders, garter.  And then she pulled out a black pouch.

“I saw that pouch.  In the drawer with the toys now.  I didn’t get what it was.” Katya said.

“I can show you, if you like?”

“Sure.”

I dropped my pants and removed them, revealing my pink panties.  I then walked over to the drawer with the toys and pulled out the chastity cage.  Pulling down my panties a little, I then fitted the cage over my cock and balls.  I then clicked the padlock in place, pulling out the key and handing it to Katya.

“Oh my god!” Katya gasped.  Then with a wicked smile, she said, “Thank you!” And walked over to her bedside table and put the key away.

“Oh.” I said.

“If I like the story, I’ll let you out.  Go on.”

I pulled up my panties and continued.

Theresa had padlocked me away, just as requested on my list, but what wasn’t on the list, was in one of my stories.  Sure enough, the door opened and Mike walked in.  Without a word, he took Theresa in his arms and kissed her.

“Wait!” Katya said.  “Are you telling me that Mike fucked your wife on your wedding night?”

“I’m telling you that Mike fucked my wife whenever he wanted after that night, and I never fucked her again.”

Katya gasped.  “Are you serious?  Are you honestly telling me that you were kept in chastity all that time?”

“Yep.  Wasn’t even allowed to masturbate most of the time.  Only on special occasions.”

“Oh my god!  That’s horrible.”

“I asked for it, in my own way.”

“But still.  Poor you.”

“Are you kidding?  It was the most exhilarating experience of my life back then.”

“Wow.  So that’s how Mike got involved?”

“Yes.  After that, he became a more frequent visitor. Eventually, it became Mike and Theresa on holiday, whilst I stayed home.  Mike then bought me lingerie and suggested I get used to the sissy lifestyle, which I loved.  I then started buying dresses and stuff.  On our first anniversary, Mike moved in and I moved to the spare room.  I only dressed in sissy clothes when I was home, and I was the one who did the cooking and cleaning.”

Then on my birthday, they allowed me out of the cage to wank.  But that wasn’t my gift.  My gift was to suck Mike’s cock, whilst listening to my wife tell him that she loved him more than me.

“Oh wow.” Katya gasped.

“Do you know what the worst of that was?”

“What?”

“I came in like, microseconds.  I was one stroke and done, which pissed me off no end, because I needed to put the cage back on.”

“It turned you on that much to hear your wife was in love with another man?”

“Honey, I don’t know why, but that is just how it is.”

“Okay.  Go on.”

“By our second anniversary, I was regularly sucking his cock, and they were talking about putting me on hormones.”

“Wait, wait, wait.  You took female hormones?” Katya asked.

“No.  I went to the doctor to go on them, but it isn’t that simple.  You need to go through all sorts of tests, and there was no way.”

“But you would have, if they had managed to do it?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, go on.”

One of the common themes of my stories was ruin and exposure.  On our second anniversary, she asked me how I would feel about that.  I told her that it should be her decision.  Once I said that, she said she had already decided.  She would divorce me, and as part of that divorce, I would hand over everything, including the house and all my money.  I was to be left with nothing, and to make sure I had nowhere to run to, she would expose me.  After that, she wanted to see me working as a hooker.

“But that didn’t happen.” Katya pointed out.

“Exactly.  She had sent out the photos to my friends, family and work.  The only person who stopped talking to me was my dad for a bit.  Work, well, HR removed it immediately and wrote it off as revenge porn, so in the end I was treated like the victim.  And my friends were all pretty cool about it.”

“And here we are.” She said with a smile.

“And here we are.”

“Did she ever follow up with you?”

“Of course.  She was disappointed that after all that, we became disconnected.  She thought she was doing everything I wanted, and when I didn’t play along, she felt hurt, as if I had led her somewhere she didn’t want to be.  I think Mike settled with her because, well, when we were in the game, there was always something going on, so it kept his attention, and after I left, well, there was nowhere else for him to go.”

“That’s actually very sad.”

“I know.”

“A lot to learn though.”

“Definitely.”

She sat quietly for a moment, and then turned to me.  “Wanna lick my pussy?”

“You horny?” I asked her.

“After a story like that?  Really?”

“Okay.”

I stripped down to my panties and licked her to an orgasm.  She then handed me a long pink satin puffy nightie from my drawer and told me to wear it.  “Like a good sissy.” She laughed. 

I made us some dinner, whilst she finished some work, and then I watched her connect the hard-disk and open up some photos.  It wasn’t long until I heard the sound of Theresa’s voice, which meant that Katerina was watching the videos. 

“Fucking little shit!  Sissy cunt!  Suck that cock!  Yeah, you love it huh, your best friend’s cock, you gay little sissy whore.” Theresa snarled.

“Yeah bitch.  We’re gonna whore your sissy ass out on the cheap.” Mike agreed.

“God I love you Mike.”

“I love you too, Terry.”

She closed the file and opened another, from the femdom party.  I heard the chatter or people, and then I heard myself.  “Oh my god!  This is amazing!  Yes, fuck me!  Fill me with your cum!  Fuck!  Make me gay!  Make me gay!  Oh fuck!  I’m so gay!”

I felt Katya looking at me.  My face went bright red and I didn’t dare look up.  If she was thinking something, she didn’t say it. 

Finally, the videos ended, and I saw her reading.  The hard-disk was disconnected, which meant she had copied them across to her PC.

After eating, we sat on the sofa, with me watching TV, and her reading.  Every so often, I saw her hand reach between her legs and slowly rub her clit.  More than once I heard her climax softly. 

Finally, she shut it down and took it with her upstairs, as we headed to bed.

“You’re a really good writer.” She told me.  “I enjoyed the stories.  Some are definitely a little out-there, for sure, but I do get an understanding of why it is exciting for you.  I can tell you get off on the humiliation.  I think that is central for you.”

“Yes, it is.”

She reached inside the nightstand and pulled out the key, unlocking the padlock.  Immediately, my cock sprung upright. 

“Cocked, locked, ready to rock.” She laughed, quoting Spaced, which is what I loved about her.  “Come on and fuck me.  After reading all that, I need it.”

“Did it really turn you on?” I asked her, pushing inside of her in the missionary position.

“Some it, definitely.”

“Like what?”

“Like, I can imagine getting gang-banged by ten men with you powerless to do anything about it.”

“Okay.”

“I can imagine falling in love with another man and keeping you as my slave.”

“Oh…”

“I can imagine inviting men around to fuck you.”

“OH…”

“I could imagine being in Theresa’s position.  It must have been a lot of fun for that time.  For her.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Fuck, I’d love a real man to fuck me.”

“Oh god.” I said, getting close.

“Maybe I should.”

“M-m-m-maybe…”

“Should I baby?  Should I fuck another man?”

“I…” Fuck, I could feel it.  My cock was winning.  She knew my cock would win.  “Yes, yes you should.”

“Maybe I should just keep it in the family and fuck Mike.  Yes, that would be easiest.  Do you think he would go for that?”

“Yes, he would.”

“So should I?  Would Theresa let me?”

“Yes, she would.”

“If he would have me, then I would have him.  Maybe I should let him breed me, and let you raise the kid.”

“Oh fuck!” I came hard inside her. 

“Lick me out babe.”

With some trepidation, I dropped down her body and began licking, only stopping when she climaxed.

We lay there next to each other, panting, not saying a word, until I said, “Did you mean any of that?”

“Of course not honey.  I told you, it wouldn’t be a good idea, emotionally, for you, to get anyone else involved.  But it is a nice fantasy, and the sex is fantastic, and well, yeah, it turns me on.”

“Good.” I nodded.  “Good.” I stared up at the ceiling and gulped, and felt a tear come to my eye, as I felt a sinking feeling in my gut.  What if she never wanted to cuckold me?  I asked myself.  And suddenly, I felt depressed.

I turned over to my side, away from Katya, and tried to fall asleep, desperately trying not to cry, and not noticing Katya watching me, with her own worry and concern.


Part 3

Whenever I worked from home, or had leave, and Katerina did not, I tried to get up with her.  That way I didn’t screw up my body-clock by sleeping in.  On that Friday morning, I was up and about straight after Katerina.  She was in the shower whilst I cleaned my teeth.  I watched her step out, holding the thick white towel over herself, and gave her a smile, which she returned.  If anything, she seemed a little different, as if not quite herself. 

“Are you okay?” I asked her.

“I’m fine.” She said with a smile.  “Really.  Just a lot on my mind.”

“Work.”

“Amongst other things.”

Not wanting to push, I rinsed my mouth, and stepped into the shower, enjoying the hot water. 

Once out, I dried myself and walked into the bedroom to find Katerina in a red smooth satin bra, red suspender belt, my red panties, and black stockings which were tipped with red lace.  I loved that she wore nice lingerie.  She often complained she had boring knickers and bras, but honestly, she wore way more risqué clothing than any woman I knew, and I loved that about her. 

With a smile, I turned to the bed and stopped dead in my tracks.

“I want you to wear that today.” She told me. 

“You want me to wear the chastity cage?”

“And the lingerie.”

It was my pink seamed stockings, hot pink satin waspie suspender belt, matching French knickers and matching bra.  It was all very beautiful lingerie, and I remembered well that I liked wearing it, but honestly, I was scared.

“But Mike and Theresa are coming round today.” I told her.

“And they’ve seen you in it.” She explained.  Then she turned around to face me.  “But if you don’t feel like wearing it, I don’t mind.  I just thought it might make you feel good.”

“You know I don’t need to wear it, right?”

“Mmm, I think you do, but whatever.  Honestly, if you’re scared, then don’t wear it.  Babe, I just want you to be happy.”

With a sigh, I picked up the chastity cage, and began putting it on.  “I don’t want you to make me happy. What I want is to make you happy.”

“Okay, then put the lingerie on for me.” She told me.

“How does me wearing lingerie make you happy?”

“Because it turns me on knowing you are wearing something so silly, for me, even though you have been trying to fight it for so long.  Because you want to be normal, and I won’t let you.”

At that very moment, I was glad I had managed to put the cage on so quickly, because I was already getting erect.  Of course, I didn’t argue and I did as I was told.  She watched as I dressed.  I even noticed a smile on her face, which was interesting.

We were kind of subdued downstairs as we prepared breakfast.  Only making small talk when necessary.  As she was leaving for work, I walked over to give her a kiss, and I felt her run her fingers along the edge of my bra under the black t-shirt.  Then she did the most remarkable thing; she shuddered and her eyes fluttered.  She was beyond turned on. 

“You really want this don’t you?” I said, more of a rhetorical question. 

She nodded quickly.  “I didn’t sleep well.  It was hard for me to gather the courage to do it, because I didn’t want to lead you down a path you weren’t comfortable going.  But, well, I think you want to go there, and I think that you are mainly scared of my reaction.  Don’t be.  I will do what I like, not what you like.”

“Spoken like a true dominatrix.” I laughed.

“I don’t think I’m a dominatrix, but I like the idea of you dressing up.  I think it’s fun.  I’d love to go out with you clubbing or something. That would be a lot of fun.  Whatever.  Let’s just see, and not worry, okay?”

“Okay.”

“I’ll try to leave early today, so I’m home before Mike gets here, and then I might let you take the bra off.”

She kissed me and left.

That day I finished putting away the rest of the items, and put last of the new furniture together.  After that, I put up the security cameras which I had ordered from Amazon.

By one, I was done.  I realised that I had promised wine for the girls, and I thought I should get some beers for Mike and I.  I opened my PC and logged in to Teams.

Hey babe, can you stop by a store and grab some wine and beers on the way home please?

Why can’t you go yourself? She wrote back.

Okay, should I take the bra off.

I sat there and waited for a response, but none came, so I wrote again.

Honey?

What do you think? She wrote back.

I wasn’t entirely sure.  So, I wrote, No?

See?  Not so difficult, was it?

With a sigh, I grabbed a jacket and threw it on before heading out to the shop.  Of course, whilst the bra edges itself were thick and visible if you stared at it through the t-shirt, it was not visible at all through the jacket.

Less than a half-hour later, I was home and happy.  In fact, I wasn’t sure if I was happy that I was home safely, or happy that I could wear lingerie again.  With some time to spare, I opened up my laptop and began reading my old stories, remembering some of the fantasies I had.  It became clear that the longer I suffered after the Jake crisis, the more extreme my fantasies became, to the point that I was even a little embarrassed that I had thought about such things.

Under the stories though, I found a zip file I had saved called Hyp.zip.  I tried to remember what it was as I opened it, and then I remembered the moment I opened the first file.  It was a ton of sissy hypnosis I had downloaded to watch.  At first, I used to watch it because I wanted to, but later on, Mike used to tell me to watch it, often bringing back poppers from his trips to Europe for me to sniff. 

“Poppers.” I said to myself.

Walking into my bedroom, I opened up the wide drawer where Katya had placed all the toys.  I scraped the whips, dildos and chains to one side and looked through.  There, at the back, was the box marked Rush.  I pulled out one of the bottles and looked at it.

My stomach clenched.  I promised myself I wouldn’t do it anymore.  I promised I wouldn’t look at sissy hypnosis anymore. 

I put the bottle back and went back to my computer.  I opened up the hypnosis file which was mainly text over a spinner.  Instead, I closed that file and opened Google and searched for sissy hypnosis.  I was led to a site called Hypnotube.com, which certainly wasn’t around when I was looking at it for the first time.  I had to admit, the production quality on some of them was fantastic.  I found videos from a guy called Leyendecker, who I thought was absolutely fantastic.  It took all my willpower not to go get the poppers and stare at his videos.

I was just about to start watching another video, when I heard the door open. 

“Babe, I’m home.” I heard.

I ran downstairs and saw her putting her bags down.  “You’re early.”

“Yeah, I wanted to come early.” She told me.  “Did you go to the shop?”

“Yes.”

She grinned at me.  “Anybody see the bra?”

“Nope.”

She gave me a fake sad look.  “Awww.  Shame.  What have you been up to?”

“I unpacked the last boxes and built the units in the spare room.  Oh, and the IP cams are working.  I’ll need your phone to set up the app for you.”

“Oh fantastic.” She was a bit scared about being alone during my business trips, so wanted the cameras to check whenever she heard a sound. 

I decided to be honest and tell her the truth.  “Then I went through my old computer files and found the hypnosis files I used to watch.”

“Oh, I saw those.  What were they?”

“Basically, meant to be hypnosis to reinforce certain behaviours, in this case, feminisation and homosexual tendencies.  You would basically watch them with poppers to make the message go through.”

“I saw you had poppers.  I thought it was for sex.”

“You know poppers?”

“I used to go clubbing a lot in Germany.  People had them.  Never tried them myself.”

“Anyway, I had a look online and found there are better ones these days.  I mean the production value is awesome.  It took a lot to fight my urge to get the poppers out.”

She gave me a look of curiosity.  “Why didn’t you?”

“I used to be addicted to it.  I would go looking for porn, and it would be sissy hypnosis all the time.”

“Doesn’t that just mean that it was working?  Like, in its own way?”

“I suppose.”

“Go get your poppers.  You’ve got some time before Mike gets here.  Go watch some.”

I was hesitant.  I really didn’t want to fuck my brain up again, not after years of kicking this self-abuse.  Sure, my dick wanted it like crazy, but my brain was saying no way.  The moment I go this route again, it’ll all fall apart.  My addictions would start again, and that would lead me down a dark road.

“I really shouldn’t.” I mumbled. 

Katerina stared into my eyes, trying to analyse me.  And then she nodded.  “Don’t then.  Go take the bra off.  Keep the rest on.”

“Yes, erm, thanks.”

As I walked away, Katerina continued to stare at me, chewing on her lip in thought.  Then she followed me to the bedroom, where she proceeded to change out of her red dress, into a black wrap around mini-dress.  It was one where her red bra would be constantly visible, as were her huge breasts.  When she walked, I could clearly see her stockings and suspender-belt.  Hell, if I looked closely, I could see her panties.

“Do you mind?” She asked.

“Are you dressing like that for me, Mike, or Theresa?”

She gave that one some thought and said, “To make you horny, to make Mike want me, and to make Theresa jealous.”

“You want Mike to want you?”

This actually made her burst out laughing.  “Honey, when I wear this dress, it’s to make men want me.  It doesn’t mean they’re going to get me.”

“Fair point.”

I had just finished putting my t-shirt back on, when the doorbell rang.  “Let me answer it.” She grinned.

“Go for it.” I told her with a smile.  Then the moment she left the room, I collapsed on the bed, picking up the pink satin sissy bra and holding it to my face.  “What the fuck are you doing Tom?”

As I walked downstairs, I found Katya alone with Mike.  He was telling her something which she clearly found amusing.  As I arrived, Katya composed herself. 

“Hey Mike.” I told my old friend and former master.

“Hi Tom.  I was just telling Katya that Theresa will come later.  Her parents are going to take Mark for the first time for the weekend, so Theresa’s in panic mode.  Literally, she’s going hyper at home, and honestly, I think she wants to dress to impress tonight.” Mike looked back at Katya.  “Which clearly Katya wanted to do too.”

She waved a hand at him.  “What?  This old thing?  Pah.”

“Uh-huh. Riiiight.” He said, and then turned to me.  “Ready to get to work?”

“Yeah.”

As we headed down into the basement, I let Mike know I’d put beers in the refrigerator for tonight. 

“Cool.  I’ll not be able to drink much though.  Driving back.”

“How’s Theresa getting here?”

“Taxi.”

“Then taxi back and pick up tomorrow?”

“Might work.  Let’s see how the night goes.” He said with a wry smile.

I felt a shiver go down my spine.  “It’s gonna go like a normal night between friends, Mike.”

“Sure.  That’s what your wife’s dress says.”

“Let’s just do this work.”

I watched Mike mix the plaster and finish the wall; something that I wouldn’t have been able to do in a million years.  Next, we set about working on fitting the radiator to the wall.

“Shouldn’t we fit the pipes first.” I asked.

“We can move the pipes where we like.” He said. “Let’s find out where that will be.”

He drilled the holes for the brackets, and I then held the snap-to brackets in place as he screwed them in.  I hadn’t noticed that as I knelt down to hold the brackets in place, my t-shirt went up my body and my jeans dropped, revealing the pink lingerie.  However, if Mike had noticed it, he didn’t say anything. 

Katya descended the stairs, and that did catch Mike’s attention, as her stockings were clear as day, as were her panties.  She stared at the finished wall and smiled.  “Great work boys.” She said.

“Erm, that was all Mike.” I told her.

Katya looked over at me kneeling there, holding the brackets, and she smiled.  “Honey, your panties and suspender belt are showing.” She told me, causing my face to go as red as her panties.

Mike turned to look at me, then looked at Katerina and said, “So’s yours.”

Looking down, Katya pulled open the bottom of her dress and said, “Oh, so it is.”

With a smile, Mike pointed at the radiator.  “We should be getting on with this.” And he went back to the radiator. 

I looked over to Katya and saw the most disturbing look of sadness and disappointment, and I immediately knew what was going through her head.  She was saying to herself, “I’m not attractive enough.”

After she left the room without another word, I asked to Mike, “what was that?”

“What was what?” He asked, but I knew full well he knew.

“You know what.  Since when do you not flirt?”

Mike sighed and looked down.  “Look Tom, you were my best friend.  We had some amazing times together, but the best were when we were all together with Theresa.  The problem is, when that went wrong, everything went wrong for me.  I don’t want to lose you as a friend, not again. 

“Katya’s hot dude.  Mega hot.  I don’t know what thing you’ve got going here, but I get the feeling you’re not into it.  Not yet, and I don’t want to screw anything up.”

I nodded.  “Thanks man.  The truth is, Katya only found out about all this recently.  She likes people to notice her.  It’s this narcissistic thing she has.  She doesn’t want to cuckold me, but she is enjoying the chase.  I guess, I don’t know, if you want, and Theresa doesn’t mind, then feel free to flirt if you want, but know it won’t go further than that.”

“Flirting’s okay.  What about you?” He asked, screwing in the final bolt.

“The panties?”

“Yeah.  You submissive again?”

I laughed at that question.  “I’ll always be submissive.  I don’t know.  I missed wearing them.  I was watching the videos and reading the old stories, and they make my horny, but it’s a dark path.  Fuck, I found the sissy hypnos.  Have you seen the stuff which has come out recently?”

“Yeah, some.”

“The production quality?  Wow.  Anyway, I found it really hard not to go get the poppers and immerse myself.”

“You really should have.”

“Fuck man, how much I’d love to.  How much I’d love to go back and fix things.  How much I’d love a second chance to do it right.  Every time I fuck Katya, I imagine it’s you fucking her.  I even…” I sighed and shook my head.

“Say it.” He said softly, stepping closer to me.

“I… can’t.” I said, still shaking my head.

I felt his hand take mine and I let him guide it.  His crotch was warm and his cock was hard.  Not erect, but hardening.  He removed his hands from mine, leaving it on his cock, and moved to my belt, which he quickly undid.  I shut my eyes as I felt my jeans drop to the floor.

“I remember those panties.” He said, reaching down and pulling them to one side.  “I remember that cage too.  She has you locked up.”

“We’re just playing.”

“Yes, I’m sure you are.” He said, opening his own pants and dropping them to the floor.  “You know you want to do it.”

I panted, my heart raced, as I dropped to my knees.  I leaned forward and took his cock into my mouth and sucked on it hard and fast.  Above my head, I heard the snap of the camera on his phone, but I didn’t care.  I knew him and I knew that was for his collection.  I knew he wouldn’t show it to anyone unless I asked him to.  The problem was, he liked to manipulate and convince people to ask for things for which they wouldn’t normally ask.

Suddenly, I became aware of what I was doing.  I was blowing my best friend, again, but without the knowledge and consent of my wife.  This was exactly where I didn’t want to be.

I stopped and pulled back.  “I can’t do this.  I can’t.”

“Tom, but you want to.” He pleaded.

“No.  No, I can’t.  I can’t do this anymore.  I’ll lose…” I began having a panic attack.  “I’ll lose Katya.”

“No, you won’t.  Trust me, you won’t.”

“I really can’t Mike.  Sorry.”

“Okay, okay.  But look at me.  You can’t leave me like this.  Just finish me off this one time and we won’t do it again.  I promise.  Okay?”

I shook my head, and then with a gulp, I took him in my mouth again, this time going faster on his cock.  His cock was huge, but remembering how to give a good blowjob is like riding a bike.  I knew how to deep-throat, and had no problem taking his nine-inch cock down my throat.  His hands wrapped around my head as I used a combination of sucking and licking to get him to climax.  My hands cupped his balls and the base of his cock, and seconds later he exploded in my mouth.

I sat back, swallowing the pints of cum which had filled my mouth, and all I could think about was, “fuck I wish I could do that again and again.  I wish that cock was fucking my wife.”

“If it was up to me, you’d be doing that every night.” Mike said.  “You know that, right?”

“I would like that.”

“I know you would.”

I pulled my pants back up and we continued working.  Mike prepared all the new piping all the way to the original pipes leading from the boiler room. 

“And this is where we end.” He said.  “I can’t do it now.  We need to drain the system so I can cut into these pipes.  That’s a job we can do tomorrow.”

“Aren’t I taking you away from your weekend alone with Theresa?” I asked him.

“She’ll survive.  Anyway, I get this done during the day, and take her out to London tomorrow night, and it’ll be enough.”

We headed upstairs to wash up and found that Theresa was already there, sat at the bar with Katya.  Theresa was wearing a red wench top a latex mini-skirt, one I had bought for her.

The moment I stepped in, Theresa stood and went to kiss me hello.  As she came closer however, she noticed something on my face and pointed to the same spot on my own.  With a sigh, I realised what she had seen and I immediately went to wipe it up and put it in my mouth.  I looked over at Katya, but saw she was looking at her phone.  She had missed that I had cum on my face.

“Hey.” Theresa said, pulling me in for a hug.  “How is the work coming along?”

“Great.  I’d be lost without Mike.”

“That’s good to hear.  I was just chatting to your lovely wife.  She’s wonderful.”

“All good stuff I hope?”

“All good stuff, don’t worry.”

The night was actually really nice. We ordered takeaway Chinese to be delivered, and chatted about the past.  Not the sexual past, but our time in college and after. 

“Has Tom made you his signature curry yet?” Mike asked Katya.

“Of course!” She laughed.  “Why do you think I married him?”

“Oh fuck yes!” Theresa gasped.  “The biggest fucking disappointment of this divorce is the total disappointment in the kitchen since then.  Neither of us can cook, because the sissy slave did it all for us!”

That was the first time anyone had brought up the elephant in the room, and for me, it increased the tension five-hundred fold.  That was until Katya said, “Sissy or not, he’s still an awesome cook.  I’d take him either way.”

“Is that why you have him back in panties?” Mike asked her.

“That was his choice completely.” Katya explained.  “But I’ve seen the videos.  I know what he’s done.”

At the moment, Theresa’s eyes lit up.  “You still have the videos?  I haven’t seen those in years.  Can I have a look?”

“Sure, come up to my office.”

Mike clearly didn’t want me to feel uncomfortable by me watching sex videos with my ex-wife, so he asked, “Want to show me the rest of the house?”

“Absolutely.”

I led Mike around the ground floor, showing him the cool features and the smart functions in the rooms.  Then I led him upstairs, where I showed him my office, and we peaked our head in on the girls who were in Katya’s office.

“Why two offices?  Why not work together?” He asked.

“Katya works for our direct competitor.” I told him.

“Ouch.  Okay.  I see.”

We continued on the tour, arriving at the master bedroom. 

“This is huge.” He said, looking around.  “And tastefully decorated.”

“Thanks.”

Mike noticed the bra lying on the bed and moved to pick it up.  “I thought a bra belonged to that set.”

“I was wearing it earlier.” I said softly.

“Why’d you take it off?”

“I…don’t know.”

He smiled at me, and then threw it in my direction.  “Put it on.”

“No I…”

“Put it on sissy.” He said, still smiling.

With a gulp, I pulled off my t-shirt and put the bra back on, then I picked up the t-shirt again.

“Leave it off for now, I want to look at you.  I want to remember my sissy again.” He said.

I looked at the door, pushed too.  I could hear the girls chatting loudly and the sound of sex and humiliation coming from the video. 

“Take your pants off.  Show me the full get-up.”

Without thinking, I stripped down; even pulling off the socks which covered my stockings.  I stood there in the lingerie, unsure what to do with my hands. 

“You want to suck me again, don’t you?” He asked quietly.

“Yes.” I admitted.

“You always did when you dressed like this.”

“I know.”

“Funny that you never did when you wore male clothes.”

“I know.  I never understood it either.”

I watched him undo his pants and flop onto the bed.  I dropped down to my knees and took his cock in my mouth again, cursing myself for being so weak. 

As the women continued to laugh and joke at something three doors down, I sucked off my friend and ex-wife’s husband, for a second time that day.  After he came in my mouth, he sat up and said, “You are going to keep doing that for me, whenever possible.  I won’t tell anyone, not even Theresa.”

“She already knows.  She saw the cum.”

“It’s okay.  Then she’ll keep it quiet.  I’ll make her.” He explained.  “But you want this, and so do I.  It’s the right thing for you to do.”

“Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes Master.”

“Good sissy.  Kiss him again and nuzzle him.” I did and I let out a long sigh.  It was a sigh of relief and contentment.  My cock was winning.  “Get dressed.  Keep the bra on.”

We headed downstairs, and the girls joined us soon after.  As we continued to chat, Katya pulled me in close and felt the bra.  She gave me a look of surprise and smiled.  “Did you put the bra back on for Mike?” She asked.

My eyes went wide in embarrassment, and then I hung my head in shame.  “Yes, he, erm, saw it on the bed and said I should put it on.”

“Which bra?” Theresa asked.

“The pink one with ruffles.  Thick shoulder straps.” Mike explained.

“Get undressed and show us.” Theresa said.

“Oh, I…” I began.

“Yes, get undressed.” My wife said.  “It’s not as if they haven’t seen you in it.”

With shaking hands, I stripped down to the lingerie, resolute that I would quickly get dressed again after they took a look.

“Oh those.  Yes, very pretty sissy.” Laughed Theresa.

I began to pick up the clothes but Katerina stopped me.  “You might as well stay like that, seeing as everyone has seen you like that.  Or better yet, why don’t you take your clothes upstairs and put on that little pink nightie you have?”

“Oh, the one that has all the ruffles underneath?  With the bows?” Theresa asked.  “The one that doesn’t even cover his ass?”

“I haven’t seen that one.” Katerina said.  “Yes, go find that one.”

I was as red as the wine the girls had been drinking too much of, but I headed upstairs and found the satin micro-dolly I had from Birchplaceshop.  I then dug out the matching ruffle panties and pulled them out, exchanging the ones I had on for those, and then I headed downstairs.

Katerina snorted out wine when she saw me.  Theresa simply smiled and nodded.  “That’s the sissy that I remember.”

We ended up chatting until two in the morning, and with Theresa explaining to Katerina what she most enjoyed about the kink in our relationship.

“Honestly, it was being about to fuck Mike in front of him, or with his permission.  It felt so wrong that it just added to the excitement.” Theresa explained.  “And then some of the darker fantasies were a turn on.  The femdom party when he got fucked, you could see how much he was enjoying it.  The plan was for Mike to fuck him too, but it never happened really.  Shame.  You were looking forward to it, weren’t you?”

“I was.” Mike admitted.

“Why didn’t you?” Katya asked.

Mike shrugged.  “Young and stupid.  I felt weird that he didn’t have breasts.  I wanted him to be on hormones first, but that didn’t work out.”

“We couldn’t get the hormones, and it is so difficult here.”

“You know that you can order everything online, right?” Katya noted.  “All it takes is to find a friendly doctor who will tell you what you need and do some blood tests, and then order them online.”

“Oh.  We didn’t know that then.” Theresa admitted.  “Shame.”

“Shame.” Katya agreed, and I gave her a look of wtf?

Around two, Mike began to get up and say they’d taken too much of our time and that they should leave.

“Nonsense.” Katya said.  “You’ve both had too much to drink to drive, and it’ll be impossible to get a taxi.  We have perfectly good spare rooms.  Stay in one of those.”

“Are you sure it’s not a problem?” Theresa asked.

“No, don’t be silly.  I’ll get you some towels.”

With that, we showed them to the room next to ours, and then prepared for bed.  Katerina began taking off her make-up and said what a nice night it was. 

“It was.  Apart from…” I began.

“Don’t be silly.  You had fun, admit it.”

“I did.” I conceded. 

Katya had just begun to unwrap her dress, when Mike knocked on the door.  “Yes?” Katya called out.

Mike opened the door and began to speak.  “We just wanted to say thanks for such a lovely…erm…” I turned to look at what had caught Mike’s attention and saw my wife smiling seductively at him, letting the unwrapped dress fall to the floor to reveal the sexy lingerie.  I turned back to Mike and saw Theresa stood behind him, in her lingerie, smiling and whispering something into Mike’s ear.  Mike began to walk forward towards my wife, and I felt Theresa’s stare burn into me. 

Looking back at Katya, I realised she had removed her bra and was in the process of letting her panties drop to the floor.  Mike took her in his arms and I watched as Katya wrapped her arms around him.  The two kissed deeply, his fingers finding her moist cunt and plunging into them.  My mouth was dry as I heard Theresa say, “If you want, you can come join us Katya?”

“What should I do sissy?” Katya said, as Mike pumped his fingers in and out of her.  “Should I do it?  Should I cuckold you?”

I couldn’t speak.  I didn’t know what to say.

“I think I’m going to need some more time here.” She said, and Mike pulled out, backing away to the door.  The door closed and Katya climbed into bed. “Well that was unexpected.”

“Was it?”

“Yes.”

“Did you want to go?”

“Yes.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“I’m not going to hurt you, Tom.  I love you.”

“I know that.” I said.  Then I looked down.  “I need to tell you something.”

“What?”

“I sucked Mike’s cock today.”

I saw her smiled stretch from ear to ear.  “How was it?”

“Amazing.”

She nodded, and then she stood.  I watched her pick up the iPad and then some headphones.  “Find your hypnosis.”

As I was searching for the videos from Leyendecker, I watched her go to the drawer and pull out a bottle of poppers.  She then came back me, pulling away the plastic cover from the bottle. 

“Found it?” She asked.

“Yes.”

She then put the headphones on my head, and pressed play on the screen.  She watched with me for a bit, seeing the transsexuals on screen taking bareback cock with text flying over saying become a slut and so on.  She then looked back at me, that huge grin on her face, and opened the bottle.  She placed it under my left nostril and held the other closed.  I inhaled deeply, and then we did the same with the other. 

As I fell into a sexual drugged stupor, I saw her sniff the poppers and then close them, placing them within reach on the nightstand.  She then kissed me and walked out of the room, closing the door behind her. 


Part 4

The next morning, the mood was tense and the air thick, but not from Theresa and Mike’s side.  I awoke to find the phone lying to my side and headphones on my head, which was probably good given the stinking headache I had felt like my brain was going to cause my head to explode, and the headphones were the only things preventing that from happening. 

As my memory returned to the previous night, I remembered the last thing that happened; Katerina leaving the room to go spend the night with Theresa and Mike.  However, as I turned to my side, I found my wife lying next to me, still fast asleep, and I sighed in relief. 

On my other side, I noticed the poppers on the nightstand.  I’d spent an hour watching hypnosis videos and sniffing poppers.  During that hour, I didn’t dare take the headphones off to hear what was going on next door.  However, as I looked at those poppers, I found myself drawn to looking at a video one more time.  One more for the morning.

“No, no, no.” I whispered to myself, pulling off the headphones and getting up, finding myself in the pink satin sissy lingerie from the day before.  I pulled off the little nightie, and placed it on the bed, and then headed to the bathroom where I took off the lingerie and threw it into the hamper.  Then I jumped into the shower, appreciating the hot water and its calming effect on my headache.

The one thing I wanted most of all was to masturbate.  My cock throbbed in the cage, and I found myself hoping, wishing, that Katerina really fucked Mike last night.  I wanted her to get up and tell me how amazing it had all been, and how she wanted to do it again and again.

I turned the shower to cold and stood under it.  It helped.

As I cleaned my teeth, I looked at myself in the mirror.  The outlines of the bra straps were indented on my body.  I sighed, as I realised that I missed waking up to those lines, but at the same time, it brought back so many memories, great memories for me, but with that tinge of embarrassment.  And it brought back the one voice that ruined everything for me.  My mum, saying, “Oh Thomas, what a disappointment you are.”  Not, you silly boy, or something benign like that.  “What a disappointment.” 

It’s weird.  All the joking and humiliating laughter by my friends, which I took in the spirit it was meant, was fine.  My dad not talking to me for a while, was fine.  My brother-in-law saying I was weird, was fine.  But my mother calling me a disappointment cut deeper than a knife.  I think had she not actually said it, but thought it, then I would’ve been fine, but she actually said it, and no-one wants to hear that from their mother, no matter what the age.  I even think that had she not said it, then I would’ve continued wearing the lingerie, and I would’ve have been honest with Katerina from the start.  Heck, I probably would have continued in my submission and never have met Katerina, so I guess it’s not all bad.

I spat out and looked at myself.  “You’re such a disappointment.” I said, and dried my mouth off, heading back into the room, where I flopped down onto the bed, revelling in my self-pity.

“Morning.” Katya yawned, stretching and giving a small yelp as she usually did.  “How did you sleep?” She asked cheerfully.

There was something about her cheerful wake-up that triggered me.  I don’t know if I had expected or wanted her to wake up embarrassed or what, but it triggered me.  I burst into tears and sobbed like a child.

“Hey, hey, hey.” She said, bolting upright and pulling me into a hug.  “Hey, nothing happened, okay?  We kissed a little and then talked some more.  Nothing happened, don’t worry.”

I didn’t know what to say.  The disappointment that nothing happened made it all worse, and instead of feeling better, it made me sob more.

“You are such a disappointment.” The voice in my head said.

We hugged for a little longer, with my trying to find my voice but instead just sobbing, until finally I dried my eyes and looked at her.

“It’s not that.” I told her.

“What do you mean?” She asked.

“It doesn’t matter.” I said, getting up.  “I guess it’s just the headache and pressure from last night coming to a head.” I breathed out in an attempt to calm myself, and then stood.  “I should get up and make some breakfast.  They’ll be getting up soon.”

I walked over to the lingerie drawer, where I got out some hot pink stockings, hot pink satin suspender belt, matching full-cut panties trimmed with lots of white ruffles, and a matching bra, also trimmed with white lace ruffles. 

“You don’t need to wear all that, baby.” She told me. “If you don’t want to.  I don’t want to see you hurting like this.”

“Babe, I like wearing this.  I missed it.  And you like me wearing it, don’t you?” I asked.

“I do.  I think I have a lingerie fetish.” She laughed.  “I like sexy lingerie, and I like it on you.”

“See?  So it’s fine.”

“Okay, good.  Just so long as you are happy.”

I finished putting on the lingerie and then looked at her.  She was tense and nervous and I could feel it, like she wanted to say something but didn’t know how.  I decided not to press.  It was important to let her find her space to say what she wanted to say, when she was ready.

For a moment, I looked at the dresses hanging from the hangers in the cupboard.  There was a hot-pink sissy maid one there that I absolutely loved wearing.  It was lockable and had long sleeves which were also lockable.  With a sigh, I closed the cupboard and went to get the jeans on the chair.

“Put it on if you want.” She said quietly.

“When it’s just us, if that’s okay?” I told her.

“I…. yes, of course honey.  Anything you want.”

Once more, I sighed in disappointment.  She doesn’t understand, I thought.  She doesn’t get me at all.  This won’t work.  I’ll need to go back to normal.

After dressing, I headed downstairs and made breakfast for everyone, a full English.  Mike was the first down, and he looked worse for wear.  He always did struggle with hangovers.

“Last night was wild man.” He said, sipping at the coffee.  “Fuck, good old days, right?”

“Right.” I replied, curtly.

“Something the matter?” He asked.

“No, no.” I replied with a sigh.

Mike looked at me as he ate and then shook his head.  He knew better than to press, and had seen these self-pitying stages before.  He also knew that over time, they went away.

“It’s meant to be cold today, so the girls should wrap up warm if we are going to drain the heating.” He said.

“Good idea.  I’ll ask Katya to give Terry a sweater.”

“Thanks.” Mike replied.  He finished his food and immediately looked better.  “All right.  I’m gonna get my woman out of bed and get ready to work.”

As I was cleaning up Mike’s plate, I realised Katya was taking a while to come down.  I headed upstairs to see if she was okay, or fallen back asleep, and also to mention the sweater for Theresa.  However, as I was approaching the spare room, I could hear talking.

“Katya was just saying that Tom was crying this morning.” Theresa was explaining to Mike.

“He did seem off this morning, but I put that down to his nerves.  You remember how he was after we began dating, don’t you?” Mike explained.

“Yeah, I was just saying that to Katya.”

And then I heard Katerina’s voice.  “I know, and I should’ve told him the truth, but honestly, I felt heartbroken.  To see him crying like that because of something so stupid.  I’m sorry, last night was great, but I promised I wouldn’t do it, and, well, if I wasn’t drunk…. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not accusing you of taking advantage of me, just well, I shouldn’t have done it.”

“Are you sure he didn’t want it?” Mike asked.

“No, of course not, but this whole thing is tearing him up inside.  I don’t want that for him.”

“What is it you want?”

“I don’t know.  I want to have fun, with him.  I want us to both enjoy life and do things that make us happy, without judgment.  Most of all, I want to know what is going on in his head.”

“My advice, talk to him.” Theresa said.  “After Jake, I isolated myself to the point where I placed a wedge in our relationship, when what I should have done was talk to him.  I should have talked to him properly when we discussed the divorce scenario, but, well, if I had, you two wouldn’t have met.”

“I will talk to him, but he needs to be ready to talk.”

I realised I couldn’t stand here listening or I would be found, so instead, I backed up to the staircase, and made a noise to show I was coming upstairs.  As I was rounding the corner, Katya stepped out of their room with red puffy eyes.  She had clearly been crying.  I pulled her to me and gave her a long hug.

“I love you.” I told her.

“I love you too.”

That morning, after draining the system, I watched Mike work on joining the pipes downstairs, whilst Theresa and Katerina sat upstairs, talking.  I had expected to make small talk with Mike, but obviously, the situation had hit a nerve with him.

“What’s going on with you?” He asked.

“I don’t know what I want.”

“No, you do know what you want, but you’re scared of it.”

“All right.” I replied, shrugging.

“The question is, what’s stopping you?  What’s holding you back?”

“Well, the pain of what happened before.  The realisation that I’d lost the woman I loved, voluntarily.”

“And?”

“And? Why should there be an and?”

Mike sighed and dropped his arm down from the pipe.  “There’s always an and.  Look, when we were together, you went through the same thing. Then it was about what your friends would say if they found out, then it became what Theresa really thought about you, whether or not she was embarrassed about you, which you eventually realised she was not. Right?”

“Right.”

“Now something else is holding you back.  Something tells me it is not about Katerina.  Something tells me you know Katerina is cool with everything.  Hell, I get the feeling she wants it more than you.  So what is holding you back?”

I shook my head.  “You are such a disappointment.” The voice in my head said.

“Nothing. I don’t know.  I just need time I guess.”

Mike stared at me and then his shoulders relaxed.  He began nodding.  “Sure.  I get that.” He said, beginning to work again.  “But I’m only gonna give you so much before I make my move.  And I’m telling you this right now, I’m making you my cocksucking bitch again.  I’m tired of this shit.  You went away and left us, even though we had an agreement. You left us and you left me when you knew full well that I was never a settle down guy.  We were a family, all of us, and you left us.”

“I panicked.”

“No, you got spooked.  I can tell.  The question is, what spooked you?”

“I don’t want to talk about this.”

“Maybe not.  But I meant what I said.  As far as I am concerned, you can get your face up in my junk and breathe that smell in, because bitch, that is your place again.”

I wasn’t sure if he meant right at that moment, or in general, but that is what I did.  I pressed my face into his crotch and nuzzled it.

“Good.” He said. 

It didn’t take long for him to finish the job, and then we went up and set the heating going again, and opened the valve.  The system took some minutes to fill and warm.  We then headed downstairs and watched the new radiator warm, whilst we ventilated it to remove the air. 

“Looks good.” I told him.

“Certainly does.  Seems to be giving off enough heat, which should dry this place out nicely.  If you find it getting musky though, open the window or get some air-dryers in and that should help.”

“Thanks man.  I really appreciate this.”

He winked at me.  “You’ll make it up to me in other ways.  Or your wife will.”

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“What happened last night?”

He seemed troubled to answer.  “You really should discuss this with your wife.”

“And she’ll tell me when she’s ready.”

With a frown, he said, “She came into our room and shut the door, climbed into bed with us, sucked my cock, and then licked Terry’s pussy which I fucked her.”

I nodded.  “Bareback?”

“Of course.”

“How many times?”

“A few.  I think we got done at like, four.  We invited her to sleep with us, but she said she should be with you.”

Once more, I nodded. “And that bed is quite small.”

“True.”

“Thanks man.”

“My pleasure.  How do you feel?”

“Happy, on the one hand.  Excited and really looking forward to the possibilities.”

“And on the other hand?”

I frowned.  “Like I’m reopening Pandora’s box.”

“You are, but I wouldn’t worry about it.  Learn from your mistakes of the past.”

We headed back upstairs and let the girls know it was all working.  Katerina was over the moon and gave Mike a huge hug. 

“We should get going.” Mike told Theresa.

“Actually,” Katerina began, looking a little nervous for some reason, “I was thinking that Mike needs to be thanked properly for all the work he did.”

“Well, erm, I mean, I can withdraw some money…” I mumbled.  I knew exactly what Katya meant, but I didn’t dare say it.

Katerina smiled at me.  “No, that’s not what I meant.  One of us needs to thank him properly.  You decided who.” She tried to put on an image of dominance, but I could see the fear in her eyes.  I decided to be selfish.

“I can do it.” I told her, and I could see she was okay with the answer. 

“Go upstairs and get read then.”

I ran upstairs to my bedroom and stripped down to the lingerie, throwing on the short nightie.  Minutes later, Mike walked in completely naked.  I was under the impression he would come alone, but I was mistaken.  It seemed I would have an audience, as Theresa and Katya sat next to Mike on the bed.

Dropping to my knees without another word, I took the heavy black cock into my mouth and sucked him like I knew how.  To say that Katya was impressed by my technique was an understatement. 

“Wow, he’s good at that!” She gasped.

I could detect a hint of pride in Theresa’s voice when she responded.  “Yes, we trained him well, to the point he became quite the little cocksucker.  But if you want to see him go really wild…” She reached for the poppers and put them under my nose.  I inhaled and then felt the rush of heat in my face.  Immediately, I felt as though someone made me ultra horny.  I moaned as I slobbered and sucked on that luscious cock.  Fuck, I needed it so much, more and more!  Fuck more!  I wanted that cock.  What was I thinking? Of course, I wanted all this.  Of course, I wanted Katya to fuck him.

Theresa gave me another hit of the poppers and up I came again.  This time I grabbed at Katya’s jeans and pulled them down, along with her little panties.  I watched as they peeled off her legs.

“What are you doing?” She laughed.  But I wasn’t laughing.  I was high and horny and I wanted to see my friend fuck my wife, again.

I began pulling Katya across, gently, and Theresa helped.  Needing no further encouragement, Katya climbed over Mike, and used her hand to guide his huge, fat cock into her warm, wet pussy. 

“Ohhhh.” She gasped, feeling it enter her.  “Oh fuck, he’s so big baby.”

“He’s bigger than me, huh?” I said, encouraging her.

“Uh-huh, hell yeah.”

“Everyone’s bigger than you babe.” Theresa smiled at me.

I was starting to come down from the poppers already and my nerves were kicking in again.  At the same time though, fuck, my wife was riding a big hard cock, and fuck I loved that.  I felt Theresa’s attention was on me again and I looked up at her.  She was smiling, but it wasn’t a nasty smile, but rather a peculiar one of pride and relief.  She knew exactly what I was feeling at that very moment.

“Go on.” She said, handing me the poppers.

I sniffed again, longer and harder, to get the high back and then handed the poppers back to her.  Right in front of me, was a scene I had dreamt of so many times. 

Mike flipped her over and began thrusting into her harder.  Katya’s moans had turned into screams of humiliating abuse at me, about how she’d never been fucked like this before, how I needed to learn my place.  Then her back arched and she let out a long guttural moan, before dropping down.  Mike didn’t let up though, and that led Katya into some weird type of subspace, where she simply mumbled and moaned over and over.  Every so often, she let out a little squeak as another mini-climax hit. 

“Go between his legs and do what you do.” Theresa ordered.

I climbed between Mike’s legs and began to lick at his anus, diddling his star with my tongue.  Then I dropped to his balls and sucked on them, occasionally drifting to Katya’s cunt, causing her to squeak again.

The fucking continued for ten minutes, until finally, with a long moan, Mike came inside my wife’s pussy.  They lay together for a moment, kissing, and then Mike pulled away slightly, allowing his cock to come out near my face.  As was traditional for me to do, I took his cock in my mouth and licked it clean, and then dropped to his balls and licked and sucked those.  When I looked up, I found Katya smiling at me, a look of pride and contentment I had not seen in her before.  I then moved to her pussy and began licking at the huge creampie Mike had left me.

“That’s it,” Katya purred.  “Get all his tasty semen out of me.”

“Mmm, clean her up nicely.” Theresa said, stroking my hair.

I had so dearly missed all this.  I licked and sucked, drinking the cum down, until suddenly, out of nowhere, Katya came again.

“Fuck, I think that was the best experience of my life.” Katya gasped.  “I’m serious.  I think I have never been so turned on sexually ever.”

Theresa chuckled.  “It really is amazing.  I remember how I just felt like I couldn’t have any more orgasms, because they were one after another.”

“But last night, I mean, it was awesome, don’t get me wrong, but just now was on a completely different level.”

Chuckling, Mike began to dress.  “You need to talk to your sissy about that.  He knows exactly why that was.”

I did.  It was because I was in the room with them.  It was the act of humiliating the person you love; the dark side of love, enjoying their pain and suffering.  The poppers had worn off me a long time ago, not that I needed them.  The whole situation was so amazing, and being that I was in chastity, I couldn’t exactly hurt my libido.  I was on a sexual high, and that was a good thing.

“We need to go if we want to have any hope of making that reservation in the city.” Mike warned Theresa.

“Don’t you wanna cancel and stay here, and have some fun together?” Theresa pined.

Mike smiled and pulled his wife off the bed.  “I think these two have some things to discuss.  Come on woman.”

“Spoil sport.”

I had to chuckle at that.

We showed them to the door and said thank you for all the help and a wonderful visit.  As Katya gave Mike and long deep kiss, Theresa pulled at my pink nightie and pulled me tight.  I felt her mouth on mine and her tongue enter.  We kissed like we used to, and I felt her give me a longing moan silently into my mouth. As she pulled away, I could see she had teared up slightly.

“Bye.” She whispered, but turning to Katya.  To my surprise, there was no quick kiss there either, as the two women locked lips in a passionate embrace.

Once gone, Katya pulled me close and held me.  “I’m sorry for lying.” She said.

“It’s fine.  I understood.  I guess we should talk, shouldn’t we?” I asked her.

“It’s up to you.  Whenever you’re ready.”

“I’ll never be ready.  That’s the whole problem.”

We walked to the sofa and sat down close to each other, holding each other’s hands.  I needed to find a way to get what I felt out.  So before I began, I asked a question.

“When you walked out of the room last night, what did you feel?” I asked her.

She took a deep breath.  “Fear, mainly.”

“Fear of what?”

“That I was doing everything wrong.  That you would hate me.  That you would leave me.”

“That I wouldn’t be happy?”

“Yes.”

“Did you once ask yourself, will this make me happy?”

“No.” She nodded.  “No I didn’t.  I know, we talked about this, but I can’t help it.  I just wanted to do something for you.  To let you have that happiness you once had.”

“That happiness was torture for a long time until I sorted my emotions out.  I was bitter, jealous, spiteful.  I made Theresa’s life a living hell.  At one point, I honestly thought she would divorce me.”

“Why?”

“Because she did exactly what I asked her to do.  She fucked someone else.  And my fragile ego couldn’t take it, because I thought that eventually, she would wake up and realise just how fucked up I really am.  What a messed-up cunt.”

She shook her head.  “I’m confused.  Why?”

“Because what I want is weird.  It’s not normal.  I thought, she’s doing this for me but she doesn’t want to really do it, and I’m shaming her into doing it, until finally, she would leave me.  What I didn’t realise was, that my emotions were pushing her away anyway.”

Katya nodded.  “Is that why you were crying this morning?  Are you afraid I would leave you?”

“I’m always afraid of that, but not, that’s not why.  That was something different.  That was shame.”

“But why?” She asked.  “Look, if I am really honest, if you are telling me that I get to feel the way I did last night or hell, better, right now, anytime I like, then sign me up.  I’m not going to leave you for wanting that; fuck, you’re giving me freedom that no other man would.  It’s the ultimate acceptance of feminism if you think of it.”

I kissed her forehead and then pulled back.  “I don’t think you will leave me.  I don’t think my kinks will drive you away.  But I have something inside me that has hurt me immensely.”

“Do you want to tell me?”

I sighed and then nodded.  “When Theresa exposed me, which was always the plan, she didn’t do anything wrong, I had support from my friends, and work brushed it off as not their concern.  Dad didn’t talk to me for a year.”

“I knew about that, but you never told me why.  Was that it?  Your dad not talking to you?  He talks to you now, not that he ever has anything interesting to say.”

“No, not dad.  Mum.”

“What did your mum do?”

“It’s what she said.  She said, you’re such a disappointment.  You know, I heard that from her all my life.  I was constantly a disappointment.  Got a C at school, I was a disappointment.  Rubbish at sports?  I’m a disappointment.  And then it stopped, because I went to university and I did well, and I met Theresa, who everyone loved.  And then this happened, and well, I heard it in her voice.  She really sees me as a disappointment.”

Katya pulled me to her tight.  She was crying as she listened to me.  “Oh honey, that’s horrible.  How can you ever forgive her for that?”

“But she’s right.”

“No!  No, no, no!” Katya gasped.  “Fuck, look at you.  You bought a house.  You are fantastic at your job.  You have a gorgeous wife, again.  Seriously, you are anything but a disappointment!  Fuck!  I kind of wish you hadn’t told me now, because I’ve got a good mind to call your mother and give her a piece of my mind.”

“Don’t do that.”

“I won’t, but…” She sighed.  “Does Theresa know about this?”

“No.  No-one does.  I mean, she never liked my parents anyway, so I doubt she’d be surprised.”

“I mean, fuck!  I’m sorry honey.  So basically, you see yourself as a disappointment?  Because you wear this and because I fucked Mike?”

“Yes.  I feel like I can’t keep myself normal.  That I have to descend into the self-destructive behaviour.”

“But why self-destructive?”

“Because my fetishes are self-destructive.  If I let them run loose, then what will happen?”

“Yes, what will happen?” She asked, highlighting that nothing serious, but I didn’t see it that way.

“Look what happened.  I could have stayed married to Theresa.  I could have had kids with her.  I could have grown old with her.”

“Is that what you want?” She asked, clearly hurt.

“No,” I sighed, shaking my head.  “This isn’t about you per se, but about the scenario.  I wouldn’t have disappointed anyone.”

“I’m sorry, I still don’t understand.”

I tried to gather my thoughts, and then I said, “My dark fetish was to be ruined, divorced, left with nothing, and forced into a dark world as a gay prostitute.”

“And Theresa enabled that?”

“Yes, because I begged her to.  I begged her to do that to me.”

“Why?”

“Because it completely controlled me.  It was all I could dream about.  It was the ultimate humiliation, to ruined in such a way.”

“Okay, I get it.  But I still don’t understand why you believe you are a disappointment.  I’m sorry, but there are so many ways we can disappoint people, but their disappointment in you is entirely based on their own expectations.  It’s hardly your problem to deal with their disappointment.”

“And how would you feel if I said I wanted that to happen to me?  Put yourself in Theresa’s position.”

She gave it a moment’s thought and said, “I think I would be disappointed that I wouldn’t get to have you at home, but, proud that you are following your fantasies.  I certainly wouldn’t be disappointed in you.  I’m not disappointed in you now.  I look at you in your lingerie, knowing that I made you do it, and well, I feel proud, I feel hot, I feel…” She paused and her eyes glazed a little bit, clearly working herself up.  “Powerful. Fuck, I feel so very powerful.  I feel that, if I wanted to hurt you, like really hurt you, not that I would, but let’s say I just one day decided to do something horrible and burn you with something, that not only would you take it, but you would willingly ask for more, just for my amusement.  That’s true power over someone, and it’s the ultimate gift, to be given that level of power. I feel honoured that you chose me to hold that power.”

My eyes froze on hers.  I don’t think I have ever wanted anyone more in my life.  I was eternally grateful that this woman fell into my life. 

She was getting turned on now though.  The situation was working her up, and she was letting her feelings out.  That was good.  I wanted to hear her.  No holds barred.

“Can you imagine going to that tradeshow again, and me there on the other stand, you on yours, but with me knowing that I made you dress in lingerie under that suit?  Fuck!  Or fucking forcing you to come out as transgender to your office and making you go as a woman!  Diversity baby; they wouldn’t be able to do a thing about it.  Oh my god, you going on business trips and fucking sucking cock of men you meet in hotel bars.”

“I would do that for you if you wanted?”

“I do want.  I want you to do that when you go on business trips.  Find men to suck.  Or better yet, have them fuck you.  Would you like that sissy?  To get fucked by a proper huge cock?”

I was panting now.  “Y, yes.”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs.  I saw her scramble for the key to the padlock and then watched her unlock the cage.  My cock sprang upright. Moments later, she was pushing me back and riding my cock.

“Fuck, you’re certainly not Mike, but it’ll do.” She gasped.  “And when you are sucking cock in your hotel rooms, I’ll be with Mike and Theresa, getting fucked and licking your ex-wife’s pussy.  Hell, did you know Theresa said she’d like me to be her bitch?  Maybe I can do that, huh?  Should I serve your ex-wife?”

“Oh god, oh fuck, yes!  Yes do it, do it!”

“And you’ll take cock for me, any cock I’ll tell you to?”

“Yes, oh god yes.”

Katya was getting faster, harder.  She was bucking her hips forward and backward.  I’m not entirely sure what was going through her head when she said what she said next, but I have a feeling that she was testing me, testing my resolve, or even testing if I loved her as much as Theresa. 

“Maybe Theresa leaving and exposing you seemed like the ultimate humiliation, but there’s much worse.” She purred.  “Maybe I should leave you.  Maybe I should expose you properly, and maybe I should turn you into a proper gay whore. You see, I have the industry connections, I could properly ruin you.  Theresa couldn’t, but I could.  Does that turn you on?”

“Oh god yes!” I gasped, my buttocks clenching.

“Should I do that to you?”

“Oh fuck!  Yes, yes!  Now!  Please!  Ruin me!  Oh fuck!”

We came at exactly the same time.  No joke. Identical moments.  She collapsed on me and said, “I’d never do that to you.  Never.  But I’m happy to indulge your fantasy.  But I will never leave the best thing to ever happen to me.” And then she pulled me close and held me tight.  For the first time, I didn’t feel like a disappointment.


Part 5

The mould never came back and the basement eventually dried out.  It was a great piece of work and we were extremely grateful to Mike for doing it.  Not that I saw much of him the following week.  I didn’t reach out to him, as whilst I was becoming more comfortable with what happened, I was still not feeling right with going back to what I was.  That’s not to say that Katerina and I didn’t indulge in the fantasy.

On the Sunday after Mike and Theresa visited, Katerina decided it was time for us to play.  She slipped on her finest black lingerie, which included fishnet stockings, thigh-high lace-up boots, and then pulled out a riding crop from the toy drawer.  She then called me into the bedroom and told me to strip.  Underneath my jeans and t-shirt, I wore a pink lace bralette, lace panties, matching suspender belt, and white seamed stockings.

“Kneel.” She told me.  I knelt.  “Now, this week you have made me very proud, but you have also been very, very naughty.  Sucking cock without my permission?  Very bad.”

As she talked, something occurred to me.  “Erm, has your German accent suddenly become thick?”

“Shut up!” She screamed, and smacked the crop down on my backside. 

I hissed in pain.  I had forgotten how painful it is to be whipped.  Still, I had to admit, the use of the thick German accent was strangely exciting.

“Now, I will not punish you so badly, if you answer my questions truthfully and without hesitation.” She explained, walking around me.  “If you lie, or hesitate, then you will get ten strikes for each infraction.  Five infractions will get you a more severe punishment, of my choice.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” I said, my heart racing with excitement.

“Mistress…” She purred without the thick accent, “I like that.”  And then she went back into character.  “Question one.  If you were not afraid of the potential repercussions, would you want me to cuckold you frequently?”

“Yes Mistress.” I said quickly.

“Two, if you had a choice to wear your sissy dresses all the time, or only sometimes, what would you choose?”

“Only sometimes.”

“Lies!” She screamed and began beating me. 

“No, no, stop!  I’m not lying.  You asked the question wrong!” I cried out.

“Oh, so now I’m doing this wrong am I?” And I got beaten again.

“No!” I said, raising my hands in apology.  “No Mistress.  I didn’t mean that.  I meant that given the choice, I will always wimp out.  If the question would be, if you forced me to wear sissy clothes all the time, would that excite me?  The answer would be different.”

“Then answer it.”

“Well, yes…Mistress.  The idea of doing things against my will is what is most exciting.  It is called forced feminisation.”

She smiled.  “I understand.  Clear.  Next question, if you think back to your life with Theresa, to the things she did to you, what excited you the most?”

“The exposure and ruin.  Attempted ruin.” I said, correcting myself.

“And apart from that?”

“Falling in love with another man.”

“And after that?”

“Making me go out in my sissy dress to the femdom party and get fucked in front of people.”

Katya observed me for a moment, and then asked, “Is there anything you wish she did to you but didn’t?”

“Erm, force me to get piercings and a tattoo.”

“What sort of tattoo?” She asked, with a bit of a scowl.  I knew she hated tattoos.

“Like, having sissy tattooed on my lower back, or some other insult.”

She smiled.  “Okay, I can see that.  What else?”

“I can’t think of anything else.”

“Lies!” And she began to beat me again.  “What about the hormones?”

“I don’t know.”

“Are you honestly telling me you didn’t want to be forced to take hormones?”

“Oh fuck.  Yes, yes I did.”

She crouched down in front of me and used the crop to lift my face.  “I want you to feel comfortable enough to tell me everything.  There is nothing I heard so far which I think is weird or disturbing.”

“I want to be controlled, blackmailed and forced to do things.  If that is hormones, then hormones.”

“What about finding you a boyfriend?”

“Would you want me to have a boyfriend?”

“I have nothing against it.”

“I…. In my fantasy, I would be a whore.  Used by many men.  But, obviously, that could be problematic.”

She shrugged.  “Why?”

“Disease.”

“So they would wear condoms.” She shrugged again.

“Not if I am forced to become a cumdump.”

For the first time, I saw a flicker of concern on her face, or at least, what I thought was concern, but then she smiled. “Kinky.  Okay.  We’re getting somewhere.  Next question, given the choice, would you like to continue to have sex with me?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Would you prefer not to be given the choice?”

“Yes.”

She stood and paced again. “Given the choice, would you prefer that I was with just one lover, or have multiple lovers?”

“Well, I can see the fantasy in both, but in my ideal fantasy, you would fall in love.  You can’t do that with multiple lovers.”

“Umm, hmmm, maybe, maybe not.” She smiled.  “What if the people I fucked were people you knew?”

“Huh?” I was seriously confused now.

“Well. Chris from your company has been hitting on me for a while, and John also hit on me once.  I also feel sure I could get Greg if I wanted.”

“Oh fuck… would you really do that?”

“I would fuck them, if we played this game.”

“What if I didn’t want this to be a game?”

She slapped me with the crop.  “I ask the questions slave!”

“Sorry Mistress.”

“Good.  Now.  Do you want this to be a game, or do you want it to be real?”

This was it, the moment of truth.  This was not easy.  I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself and then opened my eyes.  There was a look of concern and desperation on her face. She knew this was a point which could easily turn nasty.

“Fight whatever negative thoughts you have and just tell me the truth.  There is no judgement here and certainly no promise that it will definitely happen.  I just need to know what is really going through your mind.” She told me.

For some reason, instead of calming me, this just panicked me more.  Suddenly, a ton of worry and anger came out of me.  “You want to know what is really going through my mind?  Really?  Well get ready.  Get ready to realise what a fucked up weirdo you married.  I wish this wasn’t a game.  I wish I could wake up in the morning and you tell me that since you fucked Mike, you never want to fuck me again, ever, that you’ll keep me locked up permanently, because nobody deserves me disgusting little cock.  I wish that you then call Mike and tell him how much you want him, that you will be with Mike and Theresa.  I wish you will then keep me in sissy clothes, force me to go out to the shops in them.  I wish you will make me suck cock all the time, and take cock of my arse.  I wish that every single time I do anything wrong, or even if you get bored, you beat me; and I don’t mean with a crop, I mean hit me, with your fists, spit on me, piss on me, and then laugh when I’m lying on the ground crying.  And then I want you to laugh at me when you finally decide that you want to ruin me after all, and then you do all the stuff you said you would yesterday.  You wanna know how fucked up I am?  I was disappointed when you said you definitely wouldn’t do it.  I wanted to cry in disappointment, that is how fucked up I am!  I wanted you to want to do that to me, that’s how fucked up I am!”

And with that, I burst into tears.

She sat down on the bed and stared at me.  She didn’t hug me, and she didn’t say a word.  She let me cry.  And then when I finally calmed down, she said, “Are you finished?”

“Yes, sorry.”

“I’m not upset with you about what you told me.  I am upset with the outburst.  I am upset with the crying and self-pity.” She raised her eyebrows and I realised I had really upset her.  “You just talked about your fetishes and then called yourself fucked up for having them.  Now let me tell you what I have been thinking about.  Let me tell you what I would love to do to you, if I could.

“I would lock up your cock, and I would have you wear the sissy clothes all the time.  I would burn all your male underwear and I would make you only wear lingerie.  I would fuck Mike, and Theresa, often, and I would make you watch, and I would laugh in your face as I took his gorgeous cock.  I would love to fuck your colleagues.  Chris is so hot, I’ve always fancied him, and I came very, very close to accepting his advances in the past.  I would do it today.  I would love to find you a permanent boyfriend.  If I could, he would be a trucker, or someone fat and unappealing, someone who you really just don’t want to be with.  I would introduce him to everyone as your boyfriend.  He should be dominant, and he should be willing to share you.  I would force you to work as a whore.  In my fantasies, your customers were wearing condoms, but now you mention being a cumdump, well, that turns me on more.  Hitting you? I don’t know.  I understand it, but I’m not a husband beater. I will hit you if you piss me off, but randomly, I don’t know.  I’ll think about it.  Pissing on you, spitting on you.” She pulled my face up and spat in it.  “Leave it, don’t wipe it.  I’ll do that whenever.  I have no problem with that.  As to pissing on you, well, I think that’s a waste.  You can drink my piss. As you ruining you, divorcing you, and outing you in such a way that there is no way back, yes, I find it desperately exciting, so much so that I am struggling to accept that it is only a fantasy.  I found it exciting the moment I found out that Theresa did it to you, and if I could, I would do it to you, because it is the most exciting thing I have ever heard.  But I can’t, because it is final.  Or, at least I can’t think of a way forward after that, and to me, that is pointless.  Why have one big orgasm, if you can’t have any more after?

“What pissed me off most is that you claimed to be fucked up, defacto calling me fucked up, and that is unacceptable!” She snarled angrily, and this wasn’t for show.  She was genuinely pissed.  She stared at me for some moments, and then placed the crop down on the bed.  “Stand up.”

I stood up, unsure of what to expect.  She then stood up and walked towards me, placing her hands lightly on my arms.  Suddenly, out of nowhere, her knee flew up and connected with my balls, hard, sending me collapsing to the ground in severe pain.

“Get up.” She softly, but firmly.

I climbed up gingerly and she held me tight.  Once again, her knee connected with my crotch.

“Fuck!” I cried out.  The pain shot all the way up into my gut.

“Up.”

Taking several deep breaths, I stood again.  Again, she held me close, but instead of kneeing me in the balls, she pulled her fist back and punched me hard in the gut.

“Like that?  You want to beaten like that?” She asked, her face curled up in disgust as I stared up at her.  She spat at me.  “Answer me.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Just like that?”

“Harder.”

“Harder?  Okay.  Up.”

Again, I stood, wondering what the fuck was wrong with me, and then she punched me even harder, causing me to double up in pain. 

“Is that what you want?” She asked.  “You want me to be a husband beater?”

“Yes.  Please.”

She punched me in the face.  Not hard.  Not hard enough to do damage, and certainly not as painful as the punches in the gut, but it was symbolic.

“I might.” She said, “sometimes.  But that would be for you, because honestly, I don’t want to do damage.   I don’t mind hurting you, in fact, I think I’m a sadist.  I’ll need to research ways to do that without leaving marks.  But I don’t want to do anything which could bruise your face or genuinely cause damage.”

“I understand.”

“Follow me.” She started to walk across the thick carpet to the bathroom.  I began to stand too and when she saw me stand, she punched me in the gut again, hard.  “I didn’t tell you to stand, you fucking cunt!  Fucking crawl, bitch!” And she spat on me again.

I followed her into the bathroom, where she told me to lean my head back.  I watched her pull her panties off and then walk over me.  I was always amazed at how long her legs were.  They were almost unnatural, especially when she was in long platform heels.  I think the length combined with how thin they were, was the reason why.

“Open your mouth and do not drop a single drip.” She warned.  Seconds later, I was swallowing stream after stream of her piss.  Of course, some dribbled, which meant I was to be whipped.  For this, I received thirty very hard hits across the backside.

Once she was done with me, she walked over to the cupboard and pulled out my favourite sissy maid dress.  She then handed it to me and then headed to the drawer where she put the padlocks.  “Put it on.” She told me.

I did, and then she padlocked it closed on all the lockable parts.  Then she stood back and admired me, before taking several pictures and texting them to Theresa.  Moments later, she received a text back.

“Apparently, you should wear a wig.  Also, you know how to do your make-up?” Katya asked.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Go on then.  Find a wig and do your make-up.  Meet me downstairs when you’re done.”

Fifteen minutes later, I was downstairs in a blonde wig.  Once again, Katya made pictures and sent them to my ex-wife. 

“I’m impressed.” She said, honestly.  “You know where the cleaning things are.  I want the whole house scrubbed, from top to bottom.  Every inch.”

“Yes Mistress.”

As I worked, Katya opened up the laptop and logged on to Honour.co.uk.  She scrolled through the items, but then closed the page and instead opened up Victoria’s Secret.  A half hour later, she pressed order on a four-hundred dollar online order of lingerie, before picking up her phone and texting again.  Moments later, she was back, dressed in black mini-dress. 

“I’m going out.” She said.  “Make sure you keep working.”

The work was hard but nothing I couldn’t manage.  There was something very freeing about feeling the dress swishing around my legs as I worked, but at the same time, I was worried that anyone could show up at the door and see me. 

The morning had been interesting.  I think the argument was good for us, in the long run, but I had a feeling that Katya was angry with me for what happened. I decided not to think about it, and rather focus on doing a damned good job.

Three hours later, Katya arrived home and dropped to the sofa, with legs spread.  “Come here and drop to your knees.” She said.

I did as I was told and found her little black panties, soaked with cum.  I knew what she wanted, so I pulled the panties down and then spread her legs, before diving in and licked up the cum.  There was plenty there, and even sucking didn’t seem to get it all out.

“That’s it.  Suck it.  Suck it!” She hissed at me.  “Get all the cum out of me.” I licked and sucked for dear life, and then felt her legs wrap around me.  “Ah, oh fuck!  Fuck yeah!” She said after she climaxed.  “This is the life.  Get laid and then come home and get licked to another orgasm by my sissy slave.  I understand it now.”

“May I ask who you were with?” I asked her.

“No you may not.”

After I finished cleaning the house, she had me made dinner, whilst she inspected my work.  At the end, she came back to and kissed me on the cheek.

“Fantastic job, babe.” She told me.

“Thank you.” I told her, proudly.

“After dinner, we can watch a movie together.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

The evening cuddling up with Katya was nice, actually made nicer by the fact I got to be in the dress.  I still wasn’t sure who Katya was with, that afternoon, but I had to believe it was Mike.  I always preferred to be there when Theresa was with someone, and I felt the same way with Katya, but at the same time, there was something exciting about knowing my wife had been naughty.

Getting ready for bed, Katya unlocked my padlocks and let me out of the dress.  “Shower and get ready for bed.  I will prepare what you will wear.”

I did as ordered, showering and then cleaning my teeth.  Walking back into the bedroom, I found a very layered puffy pink mini-babydoll, and large pink satin panties lined with plenty of white lace.  The panties were open around the anus. 

On the sideboard next to my bed, were the poppers, my mobile, and the headphones, as well as a bottle of lubricant.  Katya was no-where to be found.  I knew what was coming.

“Put the headphones on and find your videos, then get on all fours.” Katya said upon arrival in the room.  She was completely naked, bar the huge strap-on dildo jutting from her crotch. 

“Yes Mistress.”

“I’ve done this once before with another boyfriend.” She told me.  “I liked it.”

I found the sissy hypnosis site and found videos from Emperor Hypnos.  I put the first one on called SissyMaker 1, but Katya reached over and pressed back, before selecting Cum Dumpster.  “This one is the one for you.” She told me, before turning it up and then lubricating my anus.  She then placed the poppers under my nose and made me sniff through both nostrils, and then once more, before sniffing herself, and then closing the bottle. 

I felt the phallus knocking at my back-door but I was so lost in the drug I had just sniffed. 

“Ahhhh…” Katya moaned, as she pushed inside me, feeling the portion of the Feeldoe inside her. 

“Unngh.” I moaned.  The poppers made it a little less painful, but it had been a while since I’d had a penis inside me, so it was a little painful, but still tolerable.  She inched the latex cock inside me bit by bit until I felt her pressing against me.  She paused, and then fucked me, slowly at first, then harder and faster. She paused to place the poppers in my hand, and I sniffed again, then she increased the pace. 

I was completely blown away by the combination of the poppers and the hard fucking that I was receiving.  I loved every moment.

“Ah, fuck me.  Fuck me!  Mistress, fuck, fuck, fuck me!  Ahhhh so good, oh so good!” I moaned.

“Yeah, take my cock you fucking bitch.” She snarled, not that I could hear her.  All I could hear was a woman telling me that I was a cum dumpster for any man.

Every so often I sniffed the bottle, and when I needed to, I restarted the video.  Over time, I was so high on the poppers and the fucking, that I was a moaning mess on the bed. 

After fucking me for a solid twenty minutes, Katya finally pulled out.  “Don’t move.” She said under the headphones.  I felt her move off the bed, and in my peripheral vision, I saw her head to the drawer of toys.  Moments later, she was back and I could feel one of my medium sized butt-plugs being pushed in, only five centimetres in diameter; but it felt like a fist after all those years going without. 

“Get on your back and hand me your phone.” She searched for a website I already knew called Warpmymind.com.  There, she searched through the files eventually finding a file she found interesting. She downloaded the file called Curse Forced Gay and pressed play.  Then she pressed the bottle under my nose.  “Sniff hard and deep.” I did, and she moved to the other nostril.  “Again.”  I did.  She then shut the bottle and put it down.  “Close your eyes and listen.  Good night.”

“Good night Mistress.”

The next day, I awoke to find my phone in the charger and my headphones off.  I also found that the chastity cage had been removed. 

“Morning.” Katya said to me, smiling.  “Back to work huh?”

“Urgh, yeah.” I moaned.

She pulled herself closer and slid her hands into my panties and began to rub me.  We kissed for a moment.

“Mmm, to what do I owe this pleasure?” I purred.

She didn’t reply.  She simply smiled as she rubbed my cock faster. 

“Seriously, do you wanna fuck?” I asked.

“No.  I have other cocks for that.” She told me, rubbing faster.  “Just close your eyes and think about all those cocks.  Cocks in my mouth, in my pussy, in my ass.  In your mouth, in your ass.  Cock.  Mmmmm… Cock.  You love cock, don’t you?”

“Y…yes.”

“Cock.  You want cock.  Don’t you wish you had a cock now?”

“Yes.”

“Can you feel the cock in your ass?” I felt the buttplug.  “Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock.”

“Tell me I can have all the cock I want.”

“You can ha-have all the c-cock you want.” I was getting close.

“I can have anyone’s cock?”

“Yes, anyone’s.”

“Even your colleagues, like we discussed?”

“Yes, anyone.”

“What if I already fucked one of your colleagues? Would you be angry with me?”

“No.  No.”

“I did.  I texted with one of your colleagues yesterday, and I drove to see him, and he fucked me.  And you ate his cum.  And he knows you ate it.”

“Oh fuck! Oh my god, you’re amazing!” I was so close.

“You like that?  You like that I fucked your colleague?”

“Yes!  Yes!  Which one?”

“I’ll let you guess.”

“Oh fuck.  Yes please, fuck him again.”

“Oh I will.  I promise you that.  I promised him that.  But that’s not your concern.  Your concern is cock.  Bareback cock.  Isn’t it honey?”

“Oh god, yes!  Yes Mistress.”

“You love cum don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“You want it all in your mouth and ass don’t you?”

“Yeee-oh!” I came all over her hand, and she quickly brought it up for me to lick.

I lay there, panting, staring up at the ceiling.  “Before you ask, yes, I did.  I fucked one of your colleagues.  I will tell you if you really want to know, but that will ruin the fun, and you will probably do something stupid, in which case I will stop this and we will go back to normal.  Or, I will let you guess and we can have some fun with it.  So?”

“Don’t tell me.  I don’t want to ruin this.”

“Good.  How’s you libido?”

“Down Mistress.”

“No Mistress.  It’s me darling.  I love you.  Yesterday was lovely.”

“I loved every second of it.”

“Me too.” I told her.

She started to get up, and then she suddenly stopped.  “I forgot.  I read about something yesterday I wanted to try.” She then pressed the tip of her finger and thumb into the flesh in my shoulder next to my chest.

“ARGH!” I screamed.  The pain was sudden and extreme, and it seemed to just continue afterwards. 

“Interesting.” She laughed.  “Turn on your side.”  I did, and she pressed into the side of my buttock, hard.

“FUCK!” Again, it felt like I was being stabbed. 

“Pressure points.” She explained, pressing into my chest again, harder, and holding it there. 

“Argh!  Please stop!  Please stop!” I begged.

“No.  Now I can hurt you without leaving a mark.” She pulled away.  “Or I can just do this.” And she punched me in the balls.

“Awwwww!” I groaned, and she laughed as she got up to go shower.

During the day at the office, I tried my best to work out who it was she had slept with.  Had it been Chris?  Greg?  John?  Steve?  Fuck.  I became obsessed.  I’d seen all of them at some point within the first hour of arriving, and no-one seemed to give the impression they were hiding something from me. 

Did you enjoy that?  Me torturing you? Katya wrote on Teams.

It could easily just have been Mike and she was pretending.  Fuck, yeah, I bet that was it. 

It was fun. ☺

Locking my computer, I grabbed my cup and walked over to the kitchen to make a coffee.  Chris was there finishing his and eating a banana.  It was standard company policy to put fresh fruit in the kitchens to encourage healthy eating.  It was one of the perks of working for a Scandinavian owned company.

“Want some cream?” Chris asked me.

“Excuse me?” I asked, shocked that Chris would be so obvious.

“For your coffee?” He asked, confused.

“Oh, right, yeah.  Sorry, not thinking straight.”

“Uh-huh.” He leaned back on the counter as I poured the cream into the coffee, then put it back in the fridge.  “Want a banana?  They’re sweet today.  There’s a big, long one here.”

“Have you got something to say, Chris?”

“What the fuck has got into you?”

“Sorry, sorry.  Just…urgh.  Never mind.”

I grabbed my coffee and walked out, heading back to my PC and unlocking it.

Was it Chris? I asked her.

I’m not telling you who it is. She wrote back.

Chris is playing mind-games with me.

Or you are over thinking things.

I wasn’t sure if she was being deflective or not.  So it’s not Chris?

Babe, drop it.  Please.

Turning to my work, I decided to do exactly that, drop it, and for the next hour, I had enough to do to keep my mind occupied.  However, as I looked over at Chris’ office, I saw him staring over at me.  Again, I tried to ignore it, but I felt sure he was smirking at me.

Chris is smirking. I wrote.

Babe, this is getting silly.  Please, stop. She wrote back.

How can I?  You were the one who fucked my colleague!

She didn’t write back, and for a moment, I didn’t know what to do.  Had I ruined everything?  And then my phone rang; it was her.

“Hey.” I said.

“Babe, stop.  Do not do anything stupid.”

“Just tell me who it is.”

“No!  You know why.  Stop!  Okay.  Promise me you won’t do anything stupid.”

“Okay.”

“Thank you.” And the phone went dead. 

I went back to my PC, but as I did, I saw Chris check his mobile phone, and his eyes briefly lifted to me, before he answered it with a smile on his face.  The smile quickly disappeared, and then he frowned.  I could see him say something like that he understood, and then he ended the call and dropped the phone on the desk, allowing his eyes to connect to mine.  It was at that moment that I realised what had happened.  He’d been told off.

For a moment, I allowed myself a smile of victory.  In fact, I felt pretty good about myself.  So, I decided to write one last message.  I’m not sure why I did it, or what I had hoped to achieve, but I did it anyway.

Hehe, he’s sulking now.  Well done. I wrote.

You’ve ruined it.  This could’ve been fun, but you needed to play detective.  That he was being a twat, well, so are you.  Yes, I fucked Chris, and yes, he was good.  This was about fun for us though.  If you think you have won some sort of battle, you haven’t.  You have a battle inside you and this isn’t going to work if you can’t handle it.  Sorry, we’re done.

Fuck!  She was breaking up with me?  Oh my god, what did I do?

I called her up. “What?” She snapped.  I could hear that she couldn’t really speak.

“You’re leaving me?”

“What?”

“You wrote that we’re done.”

“With this game Tom, not you and I.  I’m not going to break up with you over this.  But honestly, you can’t handle this game, so we’re done with it.”

“No…please…”

“Tom, I have work!  We’ll talk when I get home.”

The rest of the day was awful.  I’d made a horrible mess of things, and part of me wanted to go over to Chris and apologise.  Then as I was leaving down to the car park, I inadvertently stepped into an elevator with him. 

At first we were quiet, neither really acknowledging one another.  Then I decided to apologise.

“I’m sorry.” I mumbled.

“Huh?” He asked.

“I said I’m sorry.”

“What are you sorry for?”

“Messing things up with Katya.”

Chris was quiet for a moment, as if wondering to continue the conversation, and then he said, “I didn’t know if you knew or not, or what the deal was.  She just told me it’s a game she’s doing.”

“It is.”

“I’m all for a bit of kink mate, you know that.”

“It’s just my fuck up.” I said, stepping out into the car park.  “Look, I’ll talk to her and straighten things out.”

“You really don’t mind?  You know, me and her?”

“I really don’t.  It was essentially my idea, erm, sort of.  Not you, obviously, she picked you.”

“Huh.  That’s nice.” He smiled.  “Nice to be noticed.”

“Right.”

“Anyway, erm, yes, well, erm, jolly good.”

With that, we went on our way.

Arriving home, I found Katya sat at the table, looking at her phone.  I walked over and gave her a kiss on the forehead.

“I’m sorry.” I told her.

“I know you are.” She said softly.

“I’m stupid.  It’s my ego.  It’ll get better.”

“Honestly.  I’m not so sure it will.  Chris called, said you’d talked, and tried to convince me it was okay for us to keep seeing each other.  But I don’t know.  This is all too stressful.  I need time.”

“And I’ll give you time, but don’t give up.”

She shook her head, clearly angry.  “Right now, I don’t even know if I want to see you.  I’m going to take a bath and go to bed.  Please sleep in the spare room.”

Leaving without another word, I heard the door shut, and that was it.  Lost in my thoughts, I opened up my laptop and began reading my porn stories, trying to remember how I beat this ego panic I had previously.  Then at around ten pm, I headed up to the spare room where a couple of nights before, Mike and Theresa had slept.

There, lying on the bed waiting for me, was a long pink nightie, and on the nightstand, my poppers, my headphones, the butt-plug, and the lubricant; and it suddenly occurred to me, that this might not be over after all.


Part 6

The next two nights were similar, with me sleeping in a pink nightie, watching the hypnosis and sniffing poppers. I had a feeling that I was beginning to get brain fog from the poppers.  It had happened to me before, where I actually felt that the overuse was making me dumber.  Stopping their use helped.

Of course, any communication with Katerina was curt, short and with a tinge of anger and disappointment. I didn’t try to press her to communicate, for fear of her lashing out.  Like any argument, this would pass, I was sure of it.

Then on Thursday night, something changed.  I had been home with her an hour but she was upstairs whilst I was downstairs.  Then, I saw her walking down in her wrap dress, her black lingerie clearly visible underneath.

“I’m going out.  I don’t know when I’ll be home.” She told me in a clipped tone.

“Okay.  Erm, any idea when you’ll be home?”

“No.  Don’t wait up, and sleep in the spare room.”

With that, she was gone.  My hands were shaking with nerves.  It was obvious that she had a date, I just wasn’t sure with whom.

One of the things I did not see was the key to my chastity cage around her neck, as I usually did.  That meant it had to be at home.  I knew I was being cheeky but I headed up to our room and searched the bedside table on her side, and then her lingerie drawer, and didn’t find it.  What I did find was her iPad, which I knew was linked to her Apple ID for iMessages.  I knew the code, so I opened it.

There, I found messages.  The top message was between her and Chris. 

K: I’ll be there in twenty.  Setting off now.

K: I can’t wait ☺

C: I’m already getting hard thinking of you.

K: I need your cock.  It’s been too long already.

C: I can’t believe I’m so lucky to get your pussy.  It’s so hot you’re doing this.

K: That’s true.  OK, I’ll come over tonight.  Let me get ready.

C: At the end of the day, you enjoyed the sex, and I enjoyed the sex.  I fucked up, yeah, I admit it, but if you both want it, then why fight it? Live once. I want you!  Please come over.

K: I’m just not sure where I am in this relationship. It’s up and down with him. Sure, he wants me to want to do it, and I do want to do it.  That’s the thing.  I really want to do it, for me, not for him. And I know he wants me to do it, but then he just goes weird.

C: Men have weird egos, but he apologised to me, which means he wants it.  What about you?

K: He pissed me off, but I love him to bits. If he can’t handle this, then we shouldn’t do it.

C: Tom will come round. He just needs to get things straight in his head. Or is the problem that you are too pissed off with him now?  Like, has he ruined your relationship?

K: Fucking Tom ruined the fun of it and made it all stressful! I wanted this, but honestly, if he can’t do it, I’m not going to stress myself with this bullshit of his. I’m done with his crap.

C: Please can we at least talk about this? I really want to see you.  It was fun.

The messages went back to Monday, mainly of him begging her to see him again.  I scrolled down and then found that she had been chatting to Theresa who explained she went through the same thing with me.

T: It’s not really an ego thing. It’s just a safety thing. He wants all this, but social conditioning is telling him it’s wrong. Remember what you told me about what his idiot mum said? That’s probably playing through his mind.  You have to feel sorry for the guy. Give him a chance, he’ll come around.

I couldn’t help but love Theresa for what she wrote.  She was always so supportive of me, and I constantly let her down.  What was clear though, was that her message was what brought Katya around. This meant things could continue, so long as I didn’t fuck it up.

Locking the iPad, I left the room and headed to the spare room.  There, I showered and changed, and went to bed early and stared at the hypnosis for the next four hours.  I had just begun to fall asleep when I heard the door open and close downstairs, keys being put on the table, and then footsteps ascending the stairs.  I prepared myself for her potential arrival in my room, but it didn’t happen.  The door to her room closed and that was it.

The next morning, she seemed more cheerful, but she still wasn’t speaking to me, other than for household related points.  I didn’t press her about her date.  Then as she was leaving for work, I noticed that she also had a small over-night bag with her. 

“I’m going out again tonight, straight after work.  I’ll see you tomorrow evening.” She told me. “My expectation is that you will change into a sissy dress tonight, regardless if I am here or not.  To make sure you don’t fail me, I require a picture.  That includes make-up and wig.  Is that understood?”

“Yes Katya.”

“Excuse me?”

“Sorry!  Yes Mistress.”

“Better.” She positioned her cheek at me.  “You may kiss my cheek.”

I did, and felt grateful that I could.  With that, she got into her car and left. 

At work that day, I saw Chris but he was on his best behaviour.  There were no jokes, no sexual innuendo, or anything of the sort. 

Chris was seen as the office playboy.  Born from money, he was a Chelsea boy through and through, but actually someone with whom everyone really got on.  Whilst we were both in sales, he was from a different department, which meant we really interacted.  On the times when we went on company sales events though, we stuck together like glue and honestly, I had some of the best times with him.  He liked his women, he liked his booze, and he loved money, and he liked people knowing he had it.

There was a rumour that he and Simon from finance once had a three-way for the CEO’s executive assistant; a leggy Swedish chick called Mette, but neither of them confirmed or denied it. 

With a mop of thick brown hair on his head, Chris was always immaculately styled and groomed, with a washboard chest.  He exercised frequently and was proud of his body. 

At one point during the day, he caught me into his office, which was directly opposite mine, just passed the open-plan part of the room where the assistants and pre-sale team sat.  He looked over at me, and shook his head.

Please tell me you’re not going weird again. He wrote over teams.

No.  Just thinking.  It’s all good. I wrote back.

Good.  Let things play out.  She’s kind of sensitive right now.

Yeah.  Sorry.

The conversation ended there.

That evening, I headed home to an empty house.  I was later than usual but that was because I worked late; something I usually did when I knew Katya wasn’t home.  Given that I was wearing purple lingerie that day, I decided on my purple satin sissy dress, trimmed with lots of white lace, a nice white satin pinafore, and a dense petticoat.  It was short, so my stockings and straps were clearly visible.

After putting on my make-up and blonde wig, I stood in front of a mirror and took a picture, and then did a few selfies from different angles.  Next, I sent the photos to Katya and wrote, “As ordered Mistress.”

I sat there waiting.  The messages showed as Read but there was no answer.  I sat there waiting for a few minutes, and then my phone pinged.

Chris Heathcliff: Very nice sissy!  Looking good. You should wear that to work ;)

I groaned in fear and excitement as I read it over and over, realising that I had been totally exposed to a work colleague.  The phone pinged.

Katya: Clean the house.  Nothing heavy duty, but make it nice.  Then usual evening viewing…also make sure you fall asleep with the audio file on loop.

Me: Yes Mistress.

Katya: If you are good, I might send you some pictures…or Chris will.

Me: Thank you Mistress!

However it was, we were back on.  Yes, maybe she was still pissed with me, but the fact she was doing this meant that she certainly was not done with me.  Even through the nervousness and jealousy associated with her being with another man, I couldn’t help but feel relieved.

After I finished my work, I took off the dress and prepared for bed.  I was just about to watch my videos when my phone pinged.  I thought it would be the first photo, but it was a message from Mike. 

Mike: How’s it going?  I’m away this weekend, but I want to see you next week.  My cock needs sucking.  You won’t let me down, will you sissy?

Me: No Sir.  Next week I’ll make myself available.

Then soon after that, the first picture arrived from Chris.  It was my wife half undressed, then my wife with a cock in her mouth, and then my wife being fucked from behind.  This was followed by a short video of Katya screaming in pleasure as Chris fucked her.

I moaned as my cock squeezed against the metal cage.  Once again, I was sniffing poppers and watching hypnosis, this time bimbo videos.  I only have concentrated, as my brain was elsewhere, wondering where this relationship was going.

Friday, I was getting ready for work, I received a text from Katya.

Katya: Make sure you are wearing sexy underwear today.  Something bright, stockings, garter.  Chris will be checking.

What the actual fuck?  I thought.  Chris was going to be checking me?  This was a turn-up for the books and certainly not something I had counted with.  For the first time, I was seriously worried that Katya was taking this too far too quickly.

When I arrived at work, I found a half-empty office.  I knew why.  Monday was a bank holiday, and people wanted a long weekend.  I grabbed my morning coffee and set to work, hands trembling from the thought of being checked for underwear correctness by my colleague.

Chris was not yet at work, in fact, he was downright late.  He was only ever late when he had a wild night, and every single time, John, Simon and the others would rally around him to hear the hot gossip.  I wondered if he dared do such a thing this time.

Around nine-thirty, Chris made an appearance in the office.  He was on his mobile, clearly on a telco which he took from the car.  Around ten, that telco ended and he got up and headed out of the office, coffee cup in hand.  He was barely out of the door when he was accosted by John D’argio from Services Sales. 

“Late in today buddy!” John announced loudly.  “Good night?”

“Ah man, the best.” Chris almost shouted, looking right at me.  “Man, this girl is hot to trot.  I mean, she was begging me, begging.”

“Oh man, you’re lucky.”

“She has legs up to her armpits, I kid you not.”

I stepped out of my office and John noticed me approaching.  “Hey Tom, Chris hooked up again last night.” He said, seeming to get just as much excitement from the news as Chris received from the act.  “Legs up to her armpits.  Bit like Katya, right?  Right?” John asked, nudging me.  It had long been a source of comment in my office, since before we started dating. 

It was actually because of John that I approached Katya.  I remember being on that stand, bored, and all the guys were gathered looking at the stand opposite.

“I’m in the wrong company.” John had said at the time.

“How so?” I had asked.

“Just look at that.  I mean, look at it.” He said, drooling on the desk on which his elbow was resting.  “I mean, I’m not a religious man by any stretch, but if there is a god, he made her right.  How tall would you say she is?”

“Hard to tell.” I laughed.  “With legs like that, she looks like a giant.”

“Right?  I mean, fuck.  Think they hired her for the stand?”

Gavin Morris, area VP stepped forward.  “Nah, that’s Katerina Clemens.  She’s their number one DACH account manager.  I tried to move her over to us a couple of years ago, but she wasn’t biting.  She’s killing us in Germany.”

I snorted. “Are you surprised?  God knows how she’s closing deals.” I had said, rather crudely at the time.

“Yeah, right.” Gavin agreed. “I mean, look at how she’s dressed.  If that dress was any shorter, you’d see if her pussy was hairy or not.”

“You guys are fucking disgusting.” Chris sneered, joining us at the table.  “Which pussy are we talking about?”

“The pussy across from us.”

“Ah, the gorgeous Katya.  Yes.  I fucked her at the Stuttgart event last July.”

“No you didn’t.” Gavin cried out.  “You crashed and burned.  I was there, dickhead.”

“Oh, right, that was Maria from Serbia.”

“Everyone’s fucked Maria from Serbia.” Gavin mumbled.  “Fucking Tom here has fucked Maria from Serbia.” I had.

I was infatuated with Katya though.  The way she walked in those heels, the straight back, the curly hair which she kept pushing to one side, the moist lips as she smiled.  We all gathered around the table and stared at her, to the point that the female members of our team began to call us pigs.  We didn’t care.  Looking at Katya, in that tight black dress, with her massive breasts pushing out from the top as if they would literally pop at any second, was like watching live action porn happen right in front of us.

“How does her frame support those things?” I asked them. “I mean, I could lock fingers around her waist.”

“Nature’s greatest achievement.”

Julia Harris from marketing snorted.  “Nothing natural about those.”

“I think they’re real.” Gavin said.

“Then you’re an idiot.” Julia replied.

“I honestly don’t care if they are or not.” I told them.  “Those legs though.”

“Fucking A.” John clapped, rather more loudly than he should have. 

Katya looked over and caught us all staring.  She gave us a little smile and then called out to us.  “I heard you lot have a bar.”

“After closing time.” Gavin called back.

“Mine’s a prosecco,” and then she seemed to look at who she wanted it from and pointed at me.  “From him.  He can serve it to me.”

“Oooooh.” Everyone cried out, and I went red.

So, yeah, everyone knew about her legs. 

“Yes,” Chris continued, “in fact,” he paused and looked at me and my stomach clenched.  “They were exactly like Katya’s.”

“You lucky cunt.” John noted.

“It was wild.  She really was up for anything, anything.  Like, I don’t think I’ve had a more submissive girl in bed.  I even had her calling me master by morning.”

Holy fuck, this was turning me on.  Did he really tame my wife?  Was he controlling her?

“Anyway, I need a coffee before my next call.  You getting one Tom?”

“Yeah, I’ll join you.”

With that, we walked into the kitchen to find it empty.  “Wasn’t too much for you I hope?” He asked. 

“Actually, no, it’s pretty awesome.”

He slapped me on the back.  “Good.  Don’t want to freak you out.”

“No, I get what you were doing.  Did she really call you master?”

“Hehe, I think you need to discuss that with her.  Anyway, I think you have something to show me, right?”

“Here?” I asked, shocked.

“No, gents in five.”

“Oh, good.” I paused for a moment, thinking about what he had said earlier and then looked up at him.  “Are you okay?  I mean, doesn’t it bother you?”

“Sleeping with a hot married woman?” He scoffed.  “No.”

“No, I mean, sleeping with a colleague’s wife?”

“It’s not the first time.  Why do you think Gavin quit?”

“Yeah, but he didn’t know about it.”

“Until he did.”

“True.  But this is different.  It could get, erm, weird.”

“I’m good with weird mate, you’ll see that.” And he gave me a wink.  “Toilets, five minutes.” And with that, he walked out.

I gave him a moment to get ahead of me, and then walked out to my office, where I put my coffee down, and then headed to the men’s toilets.  It was empty when I walked in, and I wasn’t sure what to do with myself, so I went to the sink and looked in the mirror.  The door banged open and immediately, I switched the tap on and pretended to wash my hands.

“It’s me.” Chris said.  “There’s nobody coming so drop the pants and show me what you selected.” He then turned to the urinal and pulled out his long uncut cock.

I dropped my trousers to reveal a baby-blue satin fronted lace trim thong, adorned by little blue bows, matching lacy suspender-belt, and matching seamed stockings.

“Very nice.” Chris smiled, still urinating.  I started to pull my trousers back up but he stopped me.  “Not yet.” He said, now rubbing out the last few drops of pee from his dick.  Except, he wasn’t.  He was looking at me and rubbing. 

“Someone might come in.” I told him, nervous as hell.

“They won’t.  There’s hardly anyone in today.”

“Yeah but…”

“Come here.  On your knees sissy.”

“What?” I asked, surprised.

“I know you have sucked cock already, Katya told me.  So you can suck mine.”

“But…”

“Do it.”

I approached the urinals and gulped.  It wasn’t the most hygienic place to be on my knees.  Dropping down into a puddle of his piss, I took his cock into my mouth and began sucking.  I needed this to go fast, as my stomach gargled with nerves.  As such, I gave my best possible performance, adding my hands to it too.  It took barely two minutes and I felt his cum hit the back of my throat.

“Good sissy.  Swallow and dress.” He ordered as he walked to the sinks.  “You can tell Katya if you want, or we can keep this our secret.”

“You mean, Katya didn’t say to do this?” I asked, shocked.

“Nope.  My idea completely.  But seeing as you are bisexual, it shouldn’t be a problem for you to suck my cock occasionally, right?  I mean, you drink my cum from your wife, why not get it direct from the source sometimes.” He chuckled. 

“Yes Sir.”

He walked over to me, getting right in my face and said, “See how much fun we can have when you don’t behave like such a whiny bitch?  Play your cards right, and I might even fuck you in the arse one day.  Are you going to behave from now on?”

“Yes Sir.” I nodded, dropping my head to look at the floor.

“Look at me.” I did.  “If you are Katya’s bitch, then you are my bitch.  If I tell you to do something from now on, you do it okay?  Otherwise…” He pulled out his phone and showed my his photo album.  Katya had forwarded all the photos of me, and on top of that, he had photos of Katya in all sorts of positions, with face clearly visible.  “I think we’ll keep this to ourselves for now, right?  And you’ll help me out with Katya.  Make sure she always finds time for me.  That’s what you really want, isn’t it sissy?  I know this cuckolding stuff pretty well.  I know it makes you happy to know that your wife is well taken care of, and I know that you want me to be happy, by any means possible.  Isn’t that right?”

I nodded, ashamed but desperately excited.  “Yes, yes it is Sir.”

“Good.  Let’s hope it won’t be busy this afternoon.  I will be requiring servicing again.”

“Absolutely Sir.”

With that, he walked out, leaving me leaning on the sink, with my head swimming.

I had no idea why he didn’t want me to tell Katya.  My assumption was that she had told him that he was to leave me alone, but if that was the case, why had she told me to show him my lingerie? Was I being manipulated somehow?

There was an all-hands call at noon called by our leadership in Norway.  These happened occasionally, and were usually about the company performance, or changes in leadership. 

I connected using Teams and listened to our CFO drivel on about how amazing we performed in a difficult market, and how our share price is not reflective of us as a company, and so on.

“We need to understand, with the economy as it is, the markets are reacting in a very volatile way.  It is with this in mind, that I had over to Anders.” Our CEO.

“Hello everybody and thank you Tore.  In the past couple of weeks, customers have been approaching us with concerns about our company stability.  I am sure some of you have been contacted by your customers, questioning if we are about to go into administration.  What I want to tell you right now is that our books are not only solid, the company is profitable, and a leader in what we do.  We have almost one-hundred and fifty million dollars in free cash flow in the bank and are in the process of looking to make an acquisition to help grow our hospitality division.

“Rumours are rumours.  When you hear one, you brush it off.  When you hear ten, you brush it off.  But when you hear it from all your major accounts, you know something else is afoot.  Our security team has been working with a private investigator to try to understand where these rumours originated.   

“Last week, a holding company began buying up Adestria stock from under us.  Our shareholders have been quietly contacted by traders asking if they are willing to sell.  Thankfully, our shareholders are generously rewarded and are not willing to sell.  Our investigator has traced the holding company back to Continental Counting Devices.” I groaned.  CCD was Katya’s company.  They were trying to make a hostile takeover of us.

“As such, Tore and the team has worked not only with our shareholders, but also a silent investor, to begin counter tactics against CCD.  As of today, we hold twenty-five percent of CCD stock, and by next week, we expect to hold a controlling majority.”

“Holy shit!” I shouted, looking up at Chris with wide eyes.  His mouth was open in shock.

“Once this happens, we will be under the investigation of many monopolies commissions, I am sure, and we have been advised that we will need to make quick decisions on divesture strategies.

“I want to make something completely clear.  We have been able to fight all thanks to the work that everyone in this company put in.  As such, nobody in this company will be losing their positions as a result of this acquisition. 

“And with that, I will hand over to Christine from HR to explain how we should handle this should questions arise from external sources.”

I tuned out after that.  This was huge news, and I wondered if and how it would be communicated in CCD.  Given that Katya hadn’t written anything, I guessed she didn’t know.  Nothing was set in stone, they could fight off our bid, but still, twenty-five percent already.  Wow.

Of course, there would be layoffs in CCD.  Adestria would break the company down into sections and sell it off.  Probably sell off the weak sales team and poach the good ones, and that meant Katya was come here, unless she quit, which she wouldn’t do.

Fuck.  Katya working here…how would that work?

I got up and walked over to Chris’ office, and walked in, plopping myself down on one of his chairs. 

“This is fucked up.” He said.  “I need a drink.”

“Me too.”

“You realise they’ll move Katya here?  There’s no way leadership will let her go, not with her track record.  Tony would be out.” Tony was our weakest salesperson.

“He said no-one would be fired.”

“Ha, you don’t believe that do you?  They will give it time, find synergies, and the weakest link will fly.  Trust me, Tony would be out.”

“That sucks.  The guy is like two years off retirement.”

“Then they will offer him early retirement, which is probably what he wants anyway.”

“Good point.  But Katya here.  Could you imagine?  What a fucking mess.”

Chris scoffed.  “Mess?  Hey, our deal aside yeah?  She’s going to make us look like fucking amateurs.  Amateurs. Mark my words.  You two are going to bitch at each other at home because none of your clients will want to work with you anymore. They’ll want the leggy blonde with the DD tits.”

“Hmmm.”

“And our deal will be done.”

“How so?”

He leaned forward.  “It is problematic enough that you’re married to her are CCD.  Remember the shit you had to sign with HR?”

“Yeah?”

“So you’re married to her at Adestria, immediately in breach of policy, but fine, you can argue that you couldn’t help that because she came with the acquisition and it wasn’t intentional.  They can’t do anything about that.  But can you imagine if it got out that I was banging her, or we had some sort of interoffice ding-dong going on?  Fuck dude, we’d all be out of the job.”

I frowned.  I hadn’t thought about that.  “Damn.”

Chris looked over my shoulder.  “You got anymore calls today?”

“No, I’m done.”

“Looks like the team is clearing out early for the long weekend.”

I looked over my shoulder and saw the office was dead, only two people pinging away at the other end of the building.

“I have some things to do,” he said, “but I see no reason why you can’t get under my desk and suck my dick for a while.  And no rushing it this time.  Nice and slow.”

“Yes Sir.”

The back of his desk was covered, thankfully, so nobody would see a thing. “You may as well take the trousers off whilst you’re down there, so you don’t ruin them.” He grinned.

I slid my pants off, revealing the stockings and lingerie.  He grabbed the trousers and folded them for me, putting them on a small cabinet behind him.  I then reached over, unzipped his fly, and fished out his cock, which I took into my mouth, feeling it return to erectness.

“Your wife says she doesn’t want to see me this weekend.” He mumbled as I sucked.  I guessed he didn’t want people to think he was talking to himself.  “I’m not happy about that, because I want to see her, but she has it in her head that you and her need some romantic time together, some non-play time, to fix things.  I don’t think you need that anymore.  I think you now understand your place, don’t you?” I nodded as I sucked the cock.  “And you don’t need any romantic time with her, do you?” I shook my head in the negative.  “Exactly.  Why do sissy slaves need romance?  You need to dominated, don’t you?” I nodded again.  “So here’s what we’re going to do.  I have to finish something here, whilst you suck my cock, and when I’m done, we’re going to go back to my place and you will finish me off there.  We might even stop off at an Ann Summers and get you something pretty to wear.  And then you will go home and tell your wife that you really want her to spend more time with me, okay?”

I nodded on the cock.

“Good sissy.  You sissy, this isn’t gay, because you’re not a man, you’re a sissy, aren’t you?” I nodded again.  “See, I could do anything to you, and you wouldn’t mind, would you?” Er…. I shook my head, with some trepidation.

An hour later, he was done with work.  In order not to climax, he would have me stop sucking and simply hold his cock in my mouth for a few minutes, before sucking again.  I didn’t mind, as I actually enjoyed being in such a submissive position, regardless of who it was with.

He drove me in his car, leaving mine at the office, and as promised, we stopped off at Ann Summers.  There he bought me the Boudoir Babydoll and the Unwrap Me Bumless Brief, all in red, and with that the Fiercely Sexy Waspie and red seamed stockings.  When we arrived home, he told me to go get changed into the lingerie and wait for him.  I did that in the hallway of his Chelsea terraced house, and then he called me into the bedroom, where he stood wearing only leather boxer shorts.  In his hand, he held lipstick.

“One of my ex-girlfriends left this here.  Put it on, thick.” He said, tossing it to me.

I walked over to the mirror and painted my lips with the dark red lipstick, and then returned to him where he was stood next to the bed, and there I dropped to my knees, subserviently.

Without a word, I peeled back the boxer shorts and took his soft dick into my mouth.

“You look very girlie in your new lingerie.” He told me, seductively.  “Tasty.”

I sucked him back to full erection and then deep-throated him for several minutes, until he pulled away. 

“I want to savour this, slut.” He said, picking up his phone.  “Pose for me.  Get on the bed and pose like a true slut.  Make sure you smile.”

I got into several poses, including all fours, on my side, with one leg in the air, and so on, and he took several pictures and then climbed on the bed, resting the phone on a pillow. 

“Suck.”

I sucked hard, listening to him moan and grunt.  “Oh yeah, as good as your wife, maybe better.  Mmmm.  I love fucking Katya.  She is so vocal.  How she begs me for my cock.  Do you know what she said?  She said she never imagined cheating on you before, but now she knows everything, she can’t believe she wasted so many years without my cock.  She said she wished she had my cock on your wedding night!  I wish she had my cock on your wedding night.  Well, she has it now.  She can have it as much as she likes.  Mmm, suck, slut, suck it.  How she begged, or how she begged.  Please master, please give me your cock.  I’ll do anything.  She did do anything.  She fucking took my cock up her arse in one go, and not once did I have to wear a condom.  Fuck, she said she needed my cum in her.  And when she told me that first time that she was going to make you eat it!  Fuck!  I think I came harder.  But how she laughed.  Do you know what she said?  She said, I just found out my husband is a fucking wimp.  He can’t even get it hard for me without thinking about cock.  Is that true?” I nodded on the cock.  “I think he might be gay, she said.  Well, we can test that.  On all fours.”

Wait, what?  Was he going to fuck me?  No, this wasn’t okay.  I wouldn’t do it.  However, something inside me was disagreeing, and all of a sudden I found myself on all fours, with my open bummed panties giving him unfettered access. 

He reached into a small drawer and pulled out a tube of lubricant, the squeeze of which made a squeak, and then a click of the cap shutting.  Then I felt the cold liquid on my anus, fingers rubbing inside.  The fingers were replaced by his bare cock, the soft warm flesh of the glans pushing into me.

“Ahhh.” I moaned as the head slipped inside.  “Ahhh fuck.” It hurt, but I was used to the pain.  I remembered the pain led to such amazing pleasure.

His hand was on his mobile, and he began recording the insertion of his slick long thick white cock inside me.  “Mmmm, this feels good. You really are a slut.”

“Oh yes, please Master, fuck me.”

He built up a rhythm, jolting back and forth, harder and faster.  At pace, he began talking.

“You’re going to take this whenever I want, won’t you?”

“Yes!  Yes Master!” I moaned.

“You’ll be mine to play with whenever I need.”

“Yes Sir!  Whenever.”

“So the deal is simple.  You will arrange for me to meet with your wife tomorrow at the latest, preferably tonight, and if you cannot convince her, then you will need to take her place, is that understood?”

“Yes Sir!”

“And if you fail to turn up, and I need to spend the night alone, then I might get bored, and when I get bored, I drink.  And do you know what happens when I drink?”

“No Sir!”

“I drunk text.  And who knows what might happen?  Your photos might end up, anywhere.  Is that understood?”

“Oh please don’t Sir!”

“Then make sure your wife is here tomorrow night, and if you are really good, tonight too.”

“Yes Sir!  Yes Master!  Oh please fuck me harder!”

He pounded my arse for twenty minutes, until finally, with a scream, he came inside me.  Without a second thought, he pulled out and pushed me off the bed. 

“Got get changed and fuck off.” He said angrily, “and leave this lingerie here.  You can wear it next time.”

I quickly changed and then left, taking an Uber to the office, where I grabbed my car and drove home.  I wasn’t sure how to convince Katya to do what he wanted, but I sure knew I had to!


Part 7

The smell of cooking pasta sauce hit my nose the moment I entered the house.  Spaghetti Carbonara, a personal favourite of mine, and a recipe Katerina knew well.  I marched inside and kissed her on the cheek, receiving a warm smile in return. 

“Hello honey.” She told me, in a very normal, wifely way. 

“Hi baby.  How are you?”

“I’m great!  How are you?”

“Good, good.  Erm, are we okay?” I asked, cautiously.

She turned to face me and smiled.  It was a smile that said she was both sorry and that she loved me.  “Of course we’re okay.  I love you to bits and I behaved awfully to you.”

“You didn’t.  It’s fine.  It was my fault.”

“Let’s just agree we both did silly things.”

I gulped, wondering how to bring up Chris’ request.  It was not an easy one to do, but I knew I had to.  However, before I could, she asked a related question.

“I understand you showed your lingerie to Chris today?” She asked, again, smiling.

“Y-yes I did.”

“Good.  Was he nice to you?”

“Erm, yeah.”

“Good.  Go get changed for dinner.”

I looked at her.  “Erm, male clothes?” I asked her.

“No baby.  Either put some lingerie on with a nightie, or a dress.  We agreed, no male clothing in the house anymore, no matter what.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“No, I’m not Mistress this weekend.  But rules are rules.”

I ran upstairs and thought about throwing on my baby-blue dress, however, when I went to the toilet, I found my panties full of cum which had leaked out of me.  I realised there was a strong possibility that she would find them, so I quickly wiped them with toilet paper and changed out of the lingerie, throwing it in the hamper.  I then put on a red pullover bralette, thick red suspender belt, matching panties, and red stockings.  Over that, I put on a long red satin and lace nightie, which draped to my feet.

Returning downstairs, she said, “No wig and make-up?”

“Oh, yeah, sorry.”

“Tut-tut.” She said as she set the table.

“Sorry.” I ran upstairs and put on my straight black wig and then did my make-up, returning downstairs.

“That’s better.”

We sat down to eat, clinking wine glasses together and smiling.  Regardless of the apology, there was still a tension in the room.  We seemed to be scared to communicate, or share, for fear of saying the wrong thing.  I decided work was the best conversation, even though we tried not to talk about it normally because of the whole competitor thing.

“Erm, so, did you hear the news about CCD?” I asked.

“What news?” She asked back, raising an eyebrow of interest.

“CCD tried to do a hostile takeover of Adestria.  We caught it in time and did a reverse attack.  Apparently, we’ve taken twenty-five percent, and by next week we’ll be majority shareholders.”

She let her fork and spoon drop to the table with a clatter.  Her face was serious and firm, staring at my face.  “Are you serious?”

“Yep.”

“Oh you’ve got to be fucking kidding!” She screamed, picking up her phone and scanning through the stock listings.  Eventually, she found the information.  “You are fucking joking!  Oh my god!  I don’t wanna work for you lot!  And I’m sure as hell not reporting to you!” She scrolled through her contacts and dialled a number, getting up from the table and heading to another room.  “Fiona, have you heard the fucking news?” And the door shut.

I sighed.  Not exactly the quiet dinnertime conversation topic I could have chosen.

I picked at the spaghetti and realised I’d gotten myself into the type of pickle which had messed me up once before.  Dealing with the CCD acquisition was the last thing on my mind.  I had to find a way to convince her to sleep with Chris.

When she came back into the room, she had calmed down.  Talking to her colleague, and friend, Fiona was always a help. 

“Fiona found the whole thing hilarious, of course.” She chuckled.  Of course, Fiona used to work for Adestria, back when I was a junior account manager.  “She always said that she would need to be dragged back there kicking and screaming; well, it looks like that will have to happen.”

We chatted about the permutations of working together, how it could end up, and then I told her Chris’ theory.  She agreed with him.

“It could get messy, admittedly, but honestly, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.  We’ll see where I am in the relationship with him.” That piqued my attention.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I mean, if by then it’s still a case of fucking, then getting rid of him won’t be an issue; but if we are in a close relationship, then we’ll need to make allowances at home.  We’ll need to consider how we communicate things, if we communicate things.”

“I never considered you might be in a close relationship with him.” I pointed out.

“You said your fetish was for me to fall in love.” She told me with a smile.

“Well, yes, but I didn’t think you want that.”

She tilted her head from side to side.  “Well you thought wrong.  The idea of falling in love whilst I am in a loving relationship with you, turns me on.  I don’t know why you thought otherwise, we had discussed this quite plainly.”

“Okay, clear. Erm, Chris said that you aren’t seeing him this weekend.” I said.

“Correct.  I thought it would be better for us to spend some time together.”

“I think we are fine babe.  I would like it if, erm, you spent more time with him.”

She gave me a sly smile.  “You really want me to fall for him, huh?”

“Erm, yeah, sure.”

“Let me call him and see if he’s available.” She said. “I’d want him to come here though.”

“Okay.”

She got up and walked into another room to make the call.  A few minutes later, she was back with a smile on her face.  “He’s on his way.  He asked if he could stay the weekend, and I said yes.  He’s taking me out on a date tomorrow night.  I should go get ready.”

I finished my dinner, washed up and then headed upstairs.  Katya was sat at the make-up table, doing her eyes. 

“Wanna help me dress?” She asked me with a dirty grin.

“Yes please.”

“Find lingerie which will work.”

I knew exactly which lingerie.  She owned a white corset from our wedding.  I dug it up and placed it on the bed.  Then I found the white stockings for it.  After that, I walked to my underwear drawer and pulled out some lacy white crotchless and rearless panties.  Finally, I found my white lace gloves and matching choker, and took them out.

Once Katya was done with the make-up, she looked the lingerie over and smiled.  “Good choices.” She said.  “Dress me.”

A half-hour later, the doorbell rang.  As agreed with Katya, I opened the door and let my work colleague in.

“Wow sissy, looking sexy.” He purred, putting his hand on my satin covered hip.  “You impressed me by the way.  You work fast.”

“Thanks.”

“So, where is my girl?” He asked.

“Upstairs.  I’ll take you to her.”

I led him up the stairs and into the bedroom, where my wife was stretched out on the bed, seductively.  “Hello baby.” She purred, sweetly.  “I missed you.”

“I missed you too honey.” He said, beginning to undress.  “You look amazing.”

“Sissy picked it out for you.”

“He picked wisely.”

“Let sissy undress you.”

“True.  Sissy…”

I pulled off his trousers and unbuttoned his shirt, carefully folding each item.  Then I took off his underpants and socks. 

Chris climbed into bed and the two kissed romantically.  Katya smiled as his lips pressed against hers.  “Sissy, you can go now.  Good night.” She told me.  I had hoped to watch, but Katya had other ideas.  The weekend was a long one, so I knew there would be other opportunities. 

As I lay in bed, I contemplated putting my headphones on and doing my nightly hypnosis viewing, however the sound of sex from next door was more inviting.  Katya was being extremely vocal, more than I had ever heard from her, and I wasn’t sure if that was for my benefit or not, but I assumed it was.  After a half hour of it though, I decided to switch to the hypnosis and poppers.  As I watched a long very intense video about how I was a gay sissy whore, I realised that I had just pushed Chris into Katya’s arms, and like it or not, there was no guarantee that if she fell in love with him, that I would remain relevant, or that she could even still love me.  But instead of feeling stressed or worried, I simply felt excited about the opportunities.

By the time I was ready to switch to the audio file, it was two in the morning.  I took my headphones off to hear the screams of sex coming from next door.  Two in the morning and they were still going.

I put my headphones back on and pressed play on the audio hypnosis file.  Ten minutes later, the door to my room opened. 

“Baby.” She whispered.  “Baby, open your mouth.”

I opened my eyes as I felt her climb on the bed and place her cum filled pussy over my mouth.  My mouth opened automatically, and I began to lick and suck.  To my right, I saw Chris enter the room and kiss her, his cock barely millimetres from my face.  I licked and sucked for a minute, and then Katya pulled away slightly to allow Chris to step forward and place his cock in my mouth.  I could taste her on him, that and his dried cum.  They took turns on my mouth for the next fifteen minutes until both came on me.  Chris even had enough to spray my face, which they told me to leave on there. 

And just as they arrived, they left.  Over.  Done.

The next morning, I awoke before them.  As I didn’t have anything else to wear, I skipped my morning shower and headed downstairs to prepare breakfast.  As I was cooking, I heard the sound of sex coming from upstairs.  They were awake.

Twenty minutes later, they were downstairs, him in his boxers, and her in a satin mini-robe.

“Mmm, that’s quite the spread.” Chris said.  “Nice.” He began picking at the food.

“No change of clothes?” Katya asked me.

“None in the room.” I told her.

“Then today start moving your sissy clothes there.  That way you can change there.”

“Yes Katya.”

“Excuse me?”

“Yes Mistress.”

I watched the two of them, sitting together.  Katya kept rubbing his back and trying to find reason to touch him.  Was she already falling in love with him?

“We’re going out today.” She said. “Chris and I.  He’s taking me shopping, then we’re going to the movies.”

“Okay.”

“You will go shopping.” She told me.  “Grocery shopping.  But not our local, you’ll need to drive further.”

“Why…um…Mistress?” I asked.

“You’ll see.  Go shower, make sure your body is still shaved, and change into pink or white lingerie.  Now.”

I ran upstairs, doing everything she asked, changing into a white lace halter-neck bralette, white lace suspender belt, matching thong and stockings.  Chris and Katya walked in the room and Katya stared at me.

“Take the bra off.” She said, walking to the drawer and pulling out a large white box I recognised well.  She placed the box on the bed and opened it, revealing the latex breasts.

“What the fuck is that?” Chris asked.

“Show him.”

I pulled the breasts out and pulled the latex over my head, putting my arms through the holes, and my head through the neck space.  The G-cup breasts were heavy, but I took comfort in the tight feeling around my chest.

“You can put your bra back on.” She told me. 

“They’re huge!” Chris laughed, feeling up my tits. 

“Maybe one day he won’t need to put latex prosthetics in.  Maybe he’ll have his own one day.” She laughed.

“Ha!  Hormones?”

“I’m thinking about it.” She smiled.

Chris shook his head.  “I’ve read about that a couple of times, in fetish stories.  It’s a pretty common kink, right?”

“Oh, he’s got a lot of kinks, haven’t you sissy?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Like?” Chris asked, as he watched her hand me my lockable dress.

“Like, he wants to be whored out to men.  To be turned into a slut, a cumdump.  He wants to be tortured.  He wants me to fall in love with another man.”

For the first time, Chris seemed a little freaked.  “Wait, erm, fall in love?  I…well, thought this was just a game?  I don’t know if I want to settle down just yet.”

Katya rolled her eyes.  “Typical man.  I’m not saying we need to be exclusive, not right now anyway, but who knows, in the future?  I mean, seriously though, have you been with anyone like me?”

Frowning, Chris admitted that he never had.  “I just, I dunno, isn’t that a little serious?  I never went into this looking to break up a marriage.”

“I’m not saying you will.  I’m saying, we have a think going and we have a kink.”

“I thought you said it is his kink?”

“His kink is my kink.  We discussed what we both like.  This is a cuckolding fantasy; you said you know them.”

He sighed, “Yeah, sorry.  Just a surprise, that’s all.”

The dress was on and I was locked in.  “Wig and make-up, and do a damned good job.” She told me.

I finally understood what was expected of me.  I had been through this many times before and apart from people laughing, nothing happened to me.  I tried to console my nerves by knowing I was going somewhere other than the village, so the chance of running into my parents or someone I knew was unlikely. 

Next, I slipped on some hot pink Mary-Jane shoes and then set about doing my make-up.

As I was doing my make-up, the two went back to bed and began making love.  In the mirror, I could see as he fucked her, pulling her close, riding her.  The soon of her moans echoed in my ears and I struggled to concentrate, to get my make-up perfectly correct. 

“He’s so much better than you, honey.” She purred at me.  “His cock is bigger, and he’s such a better lover.  Fuck, what a body.”

I continued on the make-up.  I had to focus.

“Doesn’t it bother you?” She asked me.  “Doesn’t it bother you that you will never have this pussy ever again?  No kids.  No sex ever again.  Doesn’t that bother you?”

Somehow, I think she wasn’t expecting an answer from me, so I didn’t give her one.

“You’ll never fuck me again, Tom.  I’ve decided.  You don’t deserve this pussy.  Pussies don’t fuck pussies.  I’m not joking Tom.  I’m not…ah…joking.  Fuck this is hot.  It makes me hot denying you.  This pain I’m causing you, turns me on.  Am I evil Tom?  Am I horrible?  I was a faithful wife, but I shouldn’t have been.  I should have been unfaithful when I had the chance.  I wish I could have done what Theresa did.”

“What did Theresa do?” Chris asked as he rode her, kissing her neck.

“Tell him.  Tell him what she did.” She told me.

“She fucked my best friend, on my wedding night.” I mumbled.

“Oh shit!  That’s amazing.” He laughed.

“Hmm.  She ended up marrying him, after she dumped Tom’s ass and exposed him to everyone.”

“Wow!  I didn’t know any of this.”

“Isn’t it hot?”

“Yeah!”

“So now you get it?  Do you understand how the humiliation is so exciting?  And when I humiliate him, it makes me excited.”

“I get it.  I get it.” I could hear Chris was close; she was turning him on.

“If I fall in love with you, then Tom will be so humiliated and scared.  And the thought of him like that, wanting me so much and knowing someone else has my affection too, is so exciting.”

“Oh fuck.” Chris moaned, getting closer.

“Can’t you imagine, him serving us in the dress, as we kiss and cuddle as lovers on the sofa, me whispering you sweet nothings, as I just look at him with contempt.”

“Honey, you’ll love me so much, you won’t want him around anymore.” Chris said quickly, clearly getting in on the fantasy.

“Mmm, yes, that’s it.”

“Fuck, he’ll be crushed.  You’ll want me and only me, and you’ll just want to be rid of him.”

“Yes, steal me away from him.  Do you think you can do that? Are you man enough?”

“Oh yeah, I am.  Fuck, that’s so hot.  I get it now.  I get it.”

“Yes, cum in me.  Give it to me.  I want your cum.” She cried out.  I could see her scrunching up her eyes, her climax on the brink.

“Tell me you’ll leave him for me if I want you to.”

“Eventually, yes baby, if you want.  Eventually.”

“You’ll be mine, and only mine.”

“Oh fuck, yes Chris! Yes, I promise!  I promise I will!” And with that, she came.

“Fuck, yes baby.” And he came hard, possibly harder than he ever came in his life.

They lay on their back panting.  I saw Chris, who was grinning in satisfaction.  Katya curled up into his arms and snuggled.  “See, I told you it is hot.”

“It is a hot fantasy.” He admitted.

“I never said to you that this was a game.” She said.

“If you are serious about this…”

“I never said I was serious and I never said it was a game.  What I know is, that when I think of it as just fantasy, it turns me on.  When I tell myself I’m really going to do it, I am in ecstasy.  But after I climax, I try to force myself to come back to reality.” I turned to look at her.  This was news to me.  I hadn’t heard her say this to date.

“And what’s the issue?” Chris asked.

She looked right into my eyes.  “I’m having a really hard time coming back to reality.  The further into this I read, the stories I read online, the thought of doing it, the more I want to do it all.  I’m forcing myself to stay grounded, but I don’t want to.”

My heart pounded.  My excitement had reached heights I had not felt for years.  I wanted to cry out, do it, please do it to me!  At the same time, I heard my mother’s view.  Her disappointment.  I was coming full circle, because I couldn’t get a lid on who I am.

“Do you have something you want to say to me Tom?” She asked, with a knowing smile.

“I…”

“Say it.” She purred.  “Tell Chris.”

“I…I’m done with my make-up.” I couldn’t do it.  Katya rolled her eyes and collapsed on the bed in disappointment.

“Go get your wig on and go.”

“Yes Mistress.”

The shopping trip was to Welwyn.  It was far enough away to not run into anyone.  I walked through the Tesco picking up items on the list left by Katerina.  As I shuffled along in the bright pink satin sissy dress, the padlocks clearly visible on the wrists, people whispered and pointed.  A couple of young lads coughed, “Ponce!” At me, but that was to be expected.  The shop took me an hour and then I headed home. 

The house was empty.  I put everything away and then sat for a while.  And then, I began crying.  I felt like an idiot.  I loved being a sissy, and I loved the excitement of the humiliation and the torture, but I also knew that if I was going to continue on this route, I’d end up single once again.

Somehow, I found myself calling Theresa.  “Mike’s not here, if you’re looking for a cock to suck?” She said, by way of greeting.

“It’s you I want to talk to.” I told her.

She was quiet for a moment.  “Are you in self-pity mode?”

“Yes.”

“Want me to come over?”

“Yes please.”

“Where’s Kat?”

“Out.  With Chris from work.”

“Chelsea-boy Chris?  Is that who she’s banging?”

“Yes.”

“He’s niiiice.”

“Are you going to come over?”

“There in fifteen.”

Fifteen minutes later, she was over and I had a tea ready for her, just how she liked it.  Theresa looked at me with soft, soothing concern.  She knew me well, and she knew where I was in my psyche.  If anyone could help me get through this, she could.

I explained everything to her, from Chris fucking me, to the conversation between Chris and Katerina.  Theresa listened intently to what I told her, and then took a moment to take it all in.

“It sounds like she is doing this for her, not you, which is what you wanted.” She explained.  “I know Chris.  He’s going to be taken by the fantasy, but he’s not going to settle.”

“We thought that about Mike.” I told her.

“You thought that about Mike, I did not.  I knew Mike fancied me when we were starting out, and I knew he would’ve done anything to get me.  I loved, no, I love you Tom, but I always knew Mike and I would fall in love, the moment we started.  It was what I wanted. You just didn’t know I wanted it.

“As to this, you getting dressed up again and going deeper into your darker fantasies, well, life is for living babe.  It always was.  Your problem is that you are scared of your parents.  You are scared of what they might say or do.” She paused and looked at me, a soft smile on her face.  “What would happen Tom?  What do you think will happen?”

“I don’t know.” I said, wiping a tear away.

“Okay, worst case, your parents disown you.  You end up on the street, in your sissy clothes, sucking cock to make a living.  That is the very worst case.  Now, wasn’t that your fantasy?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, so that happens, and you’re good.  Sort of.  My feeling is, you enjoy your fantasy for a few weeks, and then you realise you want to dial it back a bit.  So what then?”

“I have nobody.  There’s no turning back.”

She smiled again.  “But you know that’s not true.  If Katya says she doesn’t want you back, then she’s stupid, but okay.  What then?  You come to me, and I would take you back immediately.”

“Why would you?” I asked, confused.

“Because I love you.  Because I loved our time together.  Why wouldn’t I?  For me the game never ended.  You put it on pause, but I’m still waiting for you to unpause it.  I honestly thought that our get together the other week was the start of that.  I thought Katya would join us, but I didn’t expect Chris to factor into this.”

I shrugged.  “We’ll see.”

“Your mum is an idiot.  Sorry.  She has put you down all your life.  Let me tell you this.  I am not disappointed in you.  Seeing you like this, I think you are amazing.”

We talked a little longer, and then Theresa took my hand and led me upstairs with a smile.  I watched her strip down and go to my toy drawer, where she pulled out the strap-on.

“I’m not sure if Katya will be happy.” I told her.

“Screw Katya.  You need to be with someone right now.”

“It’s my fault she’s not here.  She didn’t know Chris was blackmailing me.”

I watched as she adjusted the holder straps on the Feeldoe.  I remember buying them as she hated the feeling the Feeldoe would come out of her. 

“You always get yourself into these pickles.” She laughed.  “I still want to fuck you.  It’s been too long.  Get ready.  Got poppers nearby?”

“Erm, desk side drawer.  With the lubricant.”

Minutes later, I was high again and feeling the cock sliding in and out of me.  It was such an amazing feeling, the tickle of my prostate, the ecstasy of feeling the loss of control.

“This is you Tom.” Theresa whispered to me.  “This is who you are.  Stop denying it.  Say it.  Say, I am a sissy.”

“I am a sissy.”

“I love cock in my ass.”

“I love cock in my ass.”

She paused and then said, “Say, I will enable Chris to take my wife away from me.”

Oh fuck. “I will enable Chris to take my wife away from me.”

“I will come back to you Theresa.”

“I…I will come back to you Theresa.”

“Because I always only really loved you Theresa.”

“Theresa, please, that’s not fair.”

“Say it Tom.”

“I can’t.”

She slammed the cock home hard, causing me to scream out in pain.  “Say it bitch!  I know you want to.”

“I honestly can’t, because I love Katya.”

I thought I had pissed her off, but as she fucked me, I began to hear her chuckle.  “I know you do.  I’m fucking with you.”

After fucking me for ten minutes on all fours, she flipped me over onto my back and raised my legs into the air.  She then re-entered me, and lowered her lips onto mine. 

“I love you Tom, more than I love Mike.” She said.  “I know I shouldn’t say that, but it’s true.  Mike stays with me because of Mark, and also because he believes there is a chance you will come back.  The fact of the matter is, I don’t blame you, but, this lifestyle damaged me a lot more than it damaged you.  I have explained that to Katya and she knows it very well.  Don’t believe that you will ever be ruined by the people who truly love you.  As to your parents, well, who cares?  You can’t choose them, but you’re not stuck with them.  Find your path and be happy.”

“Thank you Theresa.  I mean it.  I love you too, and well, I wish I had never gone through with the divorce.”

“Meh, it was pretty hot at the time,” She laughed.  “And I got the house, which must’ve really pissed off your parents, given how you came into the money.”

I laughed with her, as she slowly fucked me.  “Haha, true!”

We kissed again as she fucked me slowly and romantically.  “I could do this all day.”

“I wish we could.”

“Me too.”

She didn’t increase the speed or intensity, just kept focus on my eyes and kissed me every so often.  Then all of a sudden, her eyes fluttered and she came.  “I love you Tom.” She whispered.

“I love you Theresa.”

We lay together, kissing for several minutes, and then she pulled out and took the dildo to the bathroom, where she washed and dried it, before putting it back in the drawer.

“I love the dress on you.” She told me, getting dressed.  “And I love you can’t get out of it.”

I walked her downstairs to the door, where we hugged and she said, “I will help you Tom.  I will help you make it past all this, and find your way.  Just make sure you keep being you.”

“Thanks.  I appreciate everything you have done for me.”

“My pleasure.”

With that, she left and I went back to cleaning the house.  Around an hour later, I received a text from my parents.  It pinged up on my screen and there I read.  There in five minutes, you can get the tea on.

“What the fuck?” I screamed, opening my phone.  “Shit!” Theresa had secretly texted my parents and told them to come over for tea.  This was her way of helping me past all this, by throwing in the deep-end.”

I began to wretch.  There was no way out of the dress.  I was stuck, and this was it.

Their car crunched on the gravel and once again, I began to wretch again.  Finally, the doorbell rang and I took a deep breath.  This was it.

I opened the door to my parents and they simply stood there, looking at me.  Dad’s smile dropped from his face.  Then without a word, he turned on his heel and headed for the car. 

“Oh Tom.” Mother said, shaking her head.  “How disappointing.”

“No mother.  This is who I am.  Who I always was.  You say I’m a disappointment, but not for Theresa, and not for Katya.”

“Theresa left you.”

“No, she didn’t mother.  It was arranged.  It was a game for us both, and then you were you.  Disappointed.  I never ever got any praise from you.  You never ever said you love me, or that you were proud of me.  I worked my way through college, paid for by myself, not you, got myself into employment, and worked my way up.  And you say you are disappointed in me?  What would make you proud huh?” I screamed.

Chris’ car pulled up, and Katya got out, looking confused.  She saw me stood there in her sissy dress and a range of emotions appeared on her face.  She settled on anger.

Leaving Chris to deal with shopping bags, she ran over to me and gave me a big kiss on the lips.  Then turning to my mum, she said, “I dressed him like this.  See those padlocks?  I put them on him.  I wanted this.”

“Good god, woman, why?” My mum screamed, looking at me in disgust.

“Because I love my man.  I love him so much that I want to squeeze every single bit of excitement out of him.  Theresa opened him up to a world in which he was truly happy, and once I learned about it, I realised it made me happy too.  This world is tough, judgemental, and fuck, so fucking uptight.  If I brought him home to my parents dressed like this, would they understand?  Probably not.  But do you know what they would ask?  Are you happy? Have you ever fucking asked your son if he is happy?  Ever?

“All you ever do is bring him down.  You supported his sister, talk about how amazing she is, but no, not Tom.  Tom, the son is a disappointment.  Well sorry, you don’t have a son.  You have a well-adjusted, successful, crossdresser, who wants to just be happy.  And with you or without you, I will make fucking sure he will be.”

She turned to me.  “Come on, come inside.” She then waved to Chris.  “Come in Chris.” She turned back to my mother.  “Oh, and this is Tom’s friend Chris.  He’s fucking me, and Tom likes it!” With that, she slammed the door in her face.

“FUCK!” She screamed.  “That felt good!  Oh my god, I’ve been wanting to say that ever since you told me about what she said.  Fuck!”

I walked over to Katya, tears in my eyes, and grabbed her, holding her tight.  She wrapped her arms around me, and then moments later I felt Chris hug us both.

“Thank you, Mistress.  Thank you.” I sobbed.

“Why on Earth was she here?” She asked.

“Erm, well…” I told her about Theresa and what happened.  For a moment, Katya looked like she would go and kill Theresa, but I stopped her.  “She didn’t mean me harm.  She wasn’t meddling.  She was pushing me to break this barrier.  Essentially, I had nothing to lose.  I couldn’t get out of the dress, so I had to face my demons.”

Nodding, Katya sighed and sat down.  Chris pulled her to him and kissed her cheek.  Suddenly, Katya started chuckling and shaking her head.  “You realised, you’re an idiot, right?” She told me.

“Huh?”

“You’re in a satin dress.  If you need to get out of it, you can cut the locks off.”

“Ah…oh…. I didn’t think of that.  I didn’t want to ruin my favourite dress.”

“And that, my dear, is why you are a sissy, and a submissive, and you need to accept that.  Because you would rather face your greatest fears, than ruin a nice dress.  You are more a woman than I am!”

Chris burst out laughing.  “Come sit with us Tom.” He said.

“Don’t you want a cup of tea or something?” I asked them.

“Whiskey. Get me a whiskey.” Ordered Katya.

“I’ll have a tea.” Chris smiled.

As I prepared that, Katya showed me what they had bought.  They had been to Ann Summers and bought her lots of lingerie, including some items for me.  She then pulled out several latex items, bras, panties, dresses, skirts, and a catsuit, all from Honour.  Finally, she showed me what else she got, pulling up her top to reveal her freshly pierced nipples.  She already had a pierced belly button and an unused hole in her left nostril from when she was younger.  She knew I liked pierced nipples.  Chris said he didn’t mind either way, that it was her idea, so I knew she did it for me.

“But just so you know,” She told me, “I won’t be the only one.” She pulled out a case with two bars and handed them to me.  “You have an appointment tomorrow at eleven.  It’s paid for, and they know what to do.” She handed me the address of a tattoo and piercing place.  It was fine by me.  I had previously thought about getting my nipples pierced when I was with Theresa.

“What time is your movie?” I asked her.

“Eight.  We’ll head out of here in a couple of hours.” And then she took Chris’ hand and led him to the stairs, before stopping.  “Are you coming Sissy?”

“Oh, sure.  I’ll be right up.  I just want to let Theresa know what happened.”

“Don’t take long, or I’ll have Chris punish you.”

Chris looked intrigued.  “Can I punish her anyway?”

Katya smirked.  “Master, what’s mine is yours.  You can do whatever you like to him?”

“Well that’s good to hear.”

“Really, why?”

“Because I already fucked him once.  I’m looking forward to doing it again.”

Katya’s mouth opened into a surprised smile.  “Oh I need to see this!  Hurry up Sissy!”

After they ran upstairs, I texted Theresa and let her know how it all went.  I then got up and began to head upstairs, and the phone pinged. 

Mum: You’re right. I tried to remember whenever I said I was proud of you, and I always think it, but I never say it. I am proud of you, and I do hope you are happy in the type of relationship you are in.  I’m not disappointed in you, I’m disappointed in myself for being so small-minded to not understand.  Your father is obviously having a hard time with this.  He hasn’t said a word to me and I’m not sure what the problem is.  But he’ll come around.  Give my love to Katerina, and tell her I’m sorry.

Once again, I cried, but for the first time, from happiness.  I was finally free to explore my sexuality. 


Part 8

The salt water still stung, but not as much as the day before, which was good.  The swelling didn’t last long, helped along by the ice I had put on them.  I had to admit, having pierced nipples was cool, but seeing them on Katya was even better.  In fact, one of the things Katya did that Saturday, before heading out, was put her old piercings back, including the ring she used to have in her nose when she was younger.  I had seen the ring many times, but only once seen it in her nose, when she showed it off to me at the beginning of our relationship, for all of about ten seconds.  Now it was back for good.

Chris spent the long weekend with us.  They had their date on Saturday night, and came back at about two in the morning, as they went clubbing after the movie.  I slept in the spare room, in my sissy dress, as they had forgotten to unlock me.

The next day, they told me to forget breakfast and join them in bed.  I lay in between them as Katya pulled me in for a long deep kiss; her arm wrapped tight around me, pulling me on my side.  As she did that, I felt my panties being pulled down gently.

“Are you ready?” She whispered.

“Yes.  Please.” I whispered back, and I saw her eyes connect with Chris. 

He had already lubricated his cock, as he pushed it inside me.

“Oh…” I moaned, feeling the large head stretching my anus.

“Take it.  Come on.  Take it.” She whispered in my ear.  “I love you baby, but this is your life now.  Taking cock and cum inside you, and not putting your cock in anything, maybe not even your own hand.”

“I know.” I told her.  “I’m so happy.” I grinned at her, feeling Chris slide inside me.

Katya grinned back at me.  Her face was the perfect mix of happiness, pride and excitement.

There was something amazing about anal sex as a man.  It had the capability of removing all sense of masculinity, and turning you into a murmuring sponge.  It was so powerful, that every single thrust could send shockwaves of pleasure through the body.

As Katya held me tight, moving with me as Chris ploughed into me hard, I let out word after word, begging him not to ever stop, to not let it end, to do it harder, faster, deeper, anything to just keep this pleasure going.  If you were to take the strongest orgasm you ever had through normal penetrative sex, then you would not even be close.  It was like a constant orgasm, just without a climax.

Sunday, was about me.  Strangely, there was no serving them food, or cleaning.  We cooked together.  We watched movies together, eating popcorn, and drinking wine.  But I was the centre of it all.  When Chris and Katya fucked, I was there hold her hand.  I was on-hand to lick both clean.  When Chris fancied a blowjob, Katya and I did it together, eyes locked as each kissed and licked a side of that beautiful big dick.  When Chris wanted to fuck, I had my turn, as Katya had hers.  Yes, in the heat of the moment they humiliated me, they talked dirty, they told me all the horrible things they would do to me.  But honestly, Sunday was amazing.

Chris stayed until three on Monday.  I was less involved, as they wanted a little time to themselves.  And then Chris had an idea.

“I need to go home, you know, work tomorrow and stuff.” He explained.  “But Katya, why don’t you pack some things and stay with me tonight?”

A wide smile appeared on Katya’s face.  “Good idea baby.” She purred.  She turned to me.  “Wanna help me find things to wear?”

“Um, sure.”

We left Chris downstairs and I walked upstairs with her.  Without a word, we walked over to the closet and found the cases.  She pulled out the overnight bag, and the medium case.

“Choose one.” She said with a grin.

For a moment, I was a little confused.  What did I need to choose?  “I don’t think I understand.”

“Well,” She purred, sexily, “I can take the overnight bag, and be home tomorrow, or I can take the bigger one, and stay longer.  I’m letting you decide.”

I licked my lips.  My brain said the overnight bag, but I was tired of letting my brain do the thinking.  Instead, I grabbed the medium sized case.  She nodded approvingly.

“Go ahead and pack what you think I need in terms of lingerie.  I’ll choose my dresses accordingly.”

I picked out a selection of very sexy panties, bras, corsets, stockings and nighties, and began packing them. 

“You packed for seven days.” She laughed.  “Are you trying to get rid of me?”

“No… I…”

“It’s fine.” She smiled, and then packed dresses for the week, and sexier clothes for the following weekend.  “Are you working from home or the office this week?”

“I had planned for the office.”

“That’s good.  I expect you to serve Chris as you would serve me.” We had had the talk about how Chris treated me at work, and instead of being angry, she found the whole thing hilarious.  It was agreed after that, that Chris was my Master, just as she was my Mistress.

When we headed downstairs, Chris saw the case and laughed.  “How long do I have you?” He asked, pulling her close.

“At least a week.” She purred.

“At least…” Chris grinned.  “I hope longer.”

As they were leaving, she walked over and kissed me. “Are you going to be okay here?”

“Yes Mistress.” I said, kissing her.

“I probably won’t call or write.” She told me. “I want to submerge myself into this and see where we are.  After a week with him, then, well, I’ll know if there is a future or not.  After all, I only really know the playboy.”

“I understand.”

That evening, I cooked myself a meal and watched at movie, before deciding on an early night with my hypnosis videos. 

The next day in the office, Chris was bigging up his long weekend with the guys.  I just walked in when he was telling the others about the awesome threesome he had.  He looked in my eyes as he said, “this other slut was just so into it.  She was dressed up in this sexy lingerie, and I took her in the arse.”

I smiled.  “She sounds like a total slut.” I said.

He grinned back at me.  “Oh she’s up for anything.  Absolutely, anything.”

“My type of gal.” I laughed, walking over to the coffee machine.

I sucked him off twice that day.  Once in the bathrooms, and once under his table.  I asked how Katya was, and he gave me a short, curt, great.

Tuesday night, Theresa and Mike stopped by and told me to grab some clothes to wear for tomorrow.  I was in a short pink collared sissy dress, make-up and wig, as I was every night, as promised to Katya. 

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea.” I told them.

“Katya’s away the whole week.” Theresa said.

“I know, but it doesn’t mean I can run off to you.”

Mike stepped forward.  “Honey, let me spend the night here.” He told her.  “Just tonight.”

Theresa nodded.  “Sure, why not?  It’s not like you weren’t away the whole weekend or anything.” She laughed, and blew a raspberry at us, and walked back towards the car.  “But I get him tomorrow.”

“Deal.” Mike laughed.  “Come on you.”

After Theresa was gone, I asked Mike what he wanted to do.  “FIFA?” I asked, pointing at the Xbox.

Mike’s deep laugh rumbled through the room.  He stepped forward and pulled me to him, placing his lips on mine and kissing me for the first time ever. 

“You’re my bitch tonight.  That means you will cook me a meal, we’ll eat it together, then we will relax on the sofa for a bit, and then you will suck my cock, and then I’ll fuck you all night.”

“Yes Master.”

“Get to it.” He said, kissing me again, and then spanking my arse.

I gave him a yelp and a giggle, and set to work.

That evening, I felt more like a wife than a slave.  Whilst I was cooking, he frequently came up to me, running his hand up my dress and squeezing my buttocks, or kissing my neck.  At dinner, he frequently ran his hand up and down my leg, and then after dinner, he held me in his strong arms as we watched television.  And then, we kissed, passionately, getting ourselves worked up.  I was so horny that I didn’t think I could wait long enough to blow him.  I opened his pants and pulled out his hard cock, gave it a couple of sucks, and then climbed onto his lap, pulled my thong to one side and lowered myself on his big black cock.

“Ohhh, that’s the stuff.” I moaned, grinning at him. 

“Mmmm, kiss me baby.” He purred.  I lowered my lips onto his as I raised and lowered myself on his long cock. “Do you like my cock?”

“Uh-huh!” I moaned, kissing his face.

“I love your arse.  We should’ve done this years ago.”

“I know.”

“Fuck, you’re tight.”

“I won’t be after this.”

“Damn right.”

“Oh…” I moaned, twerking my ass up and down his thick cock faster.  “Oh fuck.”

“Ahhh, baby, so good.”

“Yeah baby.  Promise me you’ll fuck me more often.”

“Yes!  Tonight, all night.”

The next day, I yawned as I walked into the office.  I needed a coffee, and I’d already had two.  Mike had literally fucked me all night.  Sure, we slept, but only short sleeps before waking and fucking again.  It was weird, we sorted never properly slept, but we weren’t properly awake.  Looking back at it, I felt like we had fucked non-stop. At one point, I don’t even think his cock left my arse.

There was something odd about Chris that day.  When he arrived, he was in a really good mood, however, when John saw him and asked if he’d seen that leggy slut again, Chris pretty much screamed at him.

“Hey, don’t be like that, okay?” Chris told him.  “She’s not a slut!  Well, she is, but she’s my slut, okay?”

Holy shit, Chris was falling in love with her.  He never behaved like this, and I wasn’t the only one to notice it.

“Fuck dude!  You’re in love?” John cried out. 

“Shut up man.”

“I need to meet the girl who tamed Chris Heathcliff.”

“One day man, one day.” Chris said.

I followed Chris back to his office and sat down with him.  “So what happened?” I asked him.

Chris shrugged.  “I don’t know.  We went out for dinner last night, and then just walked and talked for like, hours.  We got home and continued talking, laughing, and well, we made love.  I…” He sighed.  “Tom, I’m sorry, but I really like her.  I’m not sure how serious you were about this falling in love thing, but if you are, then you’ve got your wish, at least from my side.”

My stomach felt tight.  Could this really be true?  What did it mean?

That night, I was joined by Theresa, who arrived dressed in fishnet tights, and her black latex body, along with her thigh-high spiked heels.

“Pink lingerie, pink nightie. Go now.  Then get ready.” She ordered. 

When she entered the room, she was wearing her strap-on, with her body slightly unzipped to allow access to her pussy.  She was wielding a cat of nine-tails, and I knew what this meant.

“Remember how it was?” She asked. 

“Yes Mistress.  For every sound or move, we start from the beginning.  One hundred of each whip type.”

“Well remembered.” She gushed. “But what else?”

“Oh, the butt-plug and the nipple clamps.” I told her.  “Except, I’ve had nipple piercings.”

“Yeah, don’t care.” She said, clipping the chain to each nipple. Then she eased the buttplug into my well-used arsehole.  “Ready to begin?”

“Yes Mistress.”

For the next hour, I was subjected to an extreme beating like only Theresa knew how.  With each strike of the whip, the nipple clamp chain swung, pulling on my nipples and earning a hiss.

Obviously, I moved and obviously, I screamed, so the beating began again.  When she was done with me, I was in a heavy subspace, whereby I felt like I was floating.  Each hit, or each pull of the chain, sent my body into an endorphin overload.  No high was like this. 

Whilst I was lying there, arse in the air, face on a pillow, moaning.  I felt the butt-plug slide out, and her dildo enter me.  She fucked me slowly, taking long deep thrusts.  Finally, she pulled me to my side, so she could hug and fuck me at the same time.  We fell asleep like that.

When I awoke, I found that she had removed the dildo during the night and instead had cuddled up to me, sleeping on my chest.  I smelled her hair and all of a sudden, memories of our first night together flooded back.  I realised that I had missed her terribly, and that I did not remember a single bad time together. Yes, there had been rough spots, obviously, but nothing which could be seen as bad.

“Good morning my love.” She told me, kissing me.

“Good morning Terry.”

“I missed this.” She purred.  “I missed your body, I missed waking up and feeling you in this nightie.”

“I never stopped loving you Terry.”

She placed her lips on my mouth and kissed me.  The kiss became increasingly passionate.  “I want you back baby.  I want you back.” She reached down to my cock to find the metal cage.  “Fuck!  Katya has the key?”

“Yes.”

“FUCK!”

“Then fuck me with the dildo.”

“Yes!”

I was late into the office that day, but so was Chris.  When he arrived, he looked tired.  I deliberately went to see him and asked if everything was okay.

“Yeah, yeah, definitely.” He told me.  “Just, we didn’t sleep much, you know?”

“Right.”

“Listen, erm.” He seemed nervous.  “Katya will likely come home on Friday night.”

“Oh?  Is something wrong?” I asked.

“No, no.  Just, she thinks she should talk to you personally.  She’ll be home Friday.”

“Okay.  Should I write to her?” I asked.  “Or call her?”

“Oh, no, good god, no.  She was pretty clear on that.  Anyway, I’ll drive her home on Friday.”

I was nervous as hell for the rest of the day, trying to figure out what it could be.  I called Theresa and discussed it with me, but she convinced me that the only person who really knew what was coming, was Katya.

Thursday night was alone time for me, so I spent it looking at hypnosis.  Friday, I decided to work from home and prepare things.  At four, they both arrived home.  Katya immediately ran into my arms and hugged me. 

“How are you? What did you get up to?” She asked.

I told her about Theresa and Mike’s visits, which she thought was lovely of them.  “Chris said you wanted to talk about something.” I said, wanting to get to the point.

She immediately looked nervous, and my stomach clenched.  “Yes, sit down please.”

I was going to sit next to her on the sofa, but she directed me to the armchair so she could hold hands with Chris.

“Erm, well, so,” She coughed to clear her throat.  “So, Chris and I have been talking, and we think it would be a good idea if I spend my weekends here with you, and weekdays with Chris in London.  Well, I say here with you, Chris would be here sometimes too.”

“So, erm, you’ll be with Chris in our bedroom?” I asked.

“Um, yes, that would be mine and Chris’ bedroom, and yours would be the one next door.  So, um, I’m going to need you to move your things there.”

Chris leaned forward.  “You see, we’re in love.  You have what you wanted.”

“I’m sorry Tom, but I love him.  Something just clicked, the other night, and well, he’s the perfect package.  I love him so much, it hurts.”

My cock swelled in the cage as I listened.  “Okay, yes, thank you.” I said.  “What about us?”

“You are mine Tom, I love you, and I’m not going to abandon you.  We both went into this with open eyes.  But, we now need to organise priorities.  For this weekend, I’ve booked you into the tattoo parlour.  You’ll get several tattoos, as you should’ve done in the past.  Then we need to discuss an idea I’ve had.”

“Which is?”

“I want you to go on hormones, but as we know, in this country it is not so easy.  As you know, we have vacation time to use, and so does Chris.  We are thinking that we go and do three weeks in Thailand.  There, we see are friendly doctor and get the hormones you need.  We can also get some work done, hair removal, at least the main part, and, maybe, if necessary, some plastic surgery.”

“What sort of plastic surgery?” I asked, getting increasingly excited by this news, but also drastically scared.

“I don’t know.  Soften your face, jawline, make you more feminine.  Breast augmentation?”

I frowned, wondering how I would hide that at work.  “And if I say no?”

“No, sorry, you don’t understand.  I’m not asking you.  You’re my slave, you agreed to that, didn’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

“I’m telling you how it is Tom.  Your normal life is over, you have to count with that now, don’t you?”

I gulp and nodded.

“Look mate,” Chris began.  “You’re not going to lose us.  We’ll keep you as our own.  You just, erm, won’t have Katya anymore.  She’ll be mine.”

“Well, she’ll be with you.” I pointed out.

“No, you don’t understand.” He said.  “Katya darling, show him.”

She looked at the floor and then nodded quickly.  She raised her skirt to show her left buttock.  Katya and Chris 4ever was tattooed in a heart.  She dropped the skirt.  “Honey, it’s over between you and I, as husband and wife.” She told me.  I began to cry, so she pulled me to her.  “Baby, I’m not divorcing you, not yet.  A tattoo can be removed.  What I’m saying is, I’m going to invest my emotions into the relationship with Chris, who I love.  If this relationship works out, in the way we expect, then I would divorce you and marry him.  But, that doesn’t mean we would leave you.  You would stay with us and serve us.  Sexually, physically, emotionally.  I swear to you, on heaven and Earth, that I will never, ever abandon you.”

“But my fetish, you said you would…”

“I know what your fetish is.  If everything works out, then this is how it will go down.  You will convert, transform into a shemale.  Work will be simple.  The whole diversity thing?  You’ll come out there, as transgender, and gay.  You will work, and then you’ll come home and serve us.  That maybe cooking and cleaning, or it maybe as a fucktoy for Chris, especially if I am pregnant.  It also maybe as a gay whore, but there are, erm, complexities.  Legalities, so to speak, and we would need to work that out.”

Chris spoke out.  “We are speaking a longer plan here.  It won’t be over night.”

“But we begin immediately.  It will not be a matter of months?”

“Correct.” Katya told me.  “My sister Ingrid is coming over next week.  She knows everything and will stay here whilst I’m at Chris’.” Ingrid hated me.  She thought I was completely wrong for wild-child Katya.  “She has said she wants to be in charge of your training.”

“I understand.” I sighed.

“Listen,” Katya told me.  “I am desperately excited by this.  I know I’m horrible, but this fantasy of yours is amazing, and, well, I’m so turned on.  I don’t hate you and no, I haven’t fallen out of love with you.  I know in your story you wrote you wanted to hear that, and I know Theresa said that, even though I know it isn’t true.”

“I also know,” Chris said, “that Theresa and Mike have been suffering since you left them.  I know what this relationship is founded on, and you are the glue that allows that to stick together.  You know me, and I’m going to be throwing everything at this relationship.  The last time I fell in love, she cut me like a knife.  I vowed never to fall in love again, but here we are.  But you need to be involved.”

I nodded.  Again, I had tears in my eyes, but this time from happiness.  “Yes, of course, yes.  Thank you, thank you so much.”

Chris and Katya held their hands tighter, and then embraced.  The held each other’s cheek as they stared into each other’s eyes, before kissing.  “I love you Katya.”

“I’ve never felt love like this, Chris.” That hurt, but for me, it was a good hurt.  She turned to me.  “Please, Tom, go clear out your thinks and move it to the spare room.  That’s now your room.  I’m also going to need you to get rid of all your male underwear now.  Understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

I started to get up, but Chris coughed.  “Oh, sorry, there’s one more thing.”

“Yes?” I asked.

“So, Chris told me what the guys are like at work, about me.”

“Yes, they’re, erm, well, you remember.”

“I do, and well, I don’t like it.  I don’t like that Chris needs to cover for me like that.”

This was going to be very difficult.  I knew what was coming.  “What are you suggesting?”

“You don’t need to engage, but on Monday, Chris is going to admit that he is seeing me.  He is not going to say you know.  If you want to say it, you can, but he is leaving that up to you, but I want people to know now.  He was also tell people that you and I don’t sleep together anymore.”

I went pale.  “But, why?  Can’t we…”

“Again, sorry, but you don’t seem to understand.  There is no discussion here, understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“I hope you will not begin being a problem.  Do you or do you not admit that all of this was your fantasy?”

“Yes, but…”

“And did I or did I not tell you it is my fantasy too?”

“Yes.”

“And if it was my fantasy, but not yours, would it not be fair that I can still continue my fantasy?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s have no further discussion.  Go do what I told you to do.”

That night, I knelt by the bed, dressed in a very puffy pink satin baby-doll, wig and make-up, watching Chris fuck his girlfriend, my wife.  Every so often, they would tell each other how much they loved each other, and I could tell, this was not a game, they were madly in love.  After Chris came in her, I was first invited to clean Chris’ dick, and then lick and suck the cum out of her pussy.

“Slave, it’s time for you to go to bed.” Katya said, nuzzling up to Chris. “Make sure you listen to your hypnosis.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“The good news is, tomorrow Chris will fuck you.”

“Thank you Master.”

I started to stand.  “Baby, crawl out of here.  You don’t walk in here.  And also, slave.  Tomorrow morning, you will drink our morning piss.  It will be a weekend thing.  Trust me, you’ll need to get used to it.  Ingrid will want to do it to you.”

“Erm, yes Mistress.” Ingrid was gorgeous.  I would gladly drink the white wine from the furry cup from her, but she was also a self-absorbed evil narcissist, who I didn’t trust to keep me safe.

The next day, I crawled into their room once they were awake and watched them make love.  Their movements were in sync, soft, raw, their emotions completely out there.  Every time they made eye contact, they both smiled, that look that said, “Oh my god, I can’t believe I have you.” I remembered that look. Katya gave me that look at the beginning of our relationship.  I remember seeing that look between Theresa and Jake, whenever I spied on them.  Theresa didn’t have it with Mike.  That was a relationship of convenience, but not with Jake; that was true love.  Chris was Katya’s Jake.  That was what made this hurt more for me.

“Clean us.” Chris ordered.

“Yes Master.”

I cleaned them both, and then was led on all fours to the bathroom.  Chris aimed his cock at my mouth, which was wide open waiting, and he let rip, urinating into me.  It was vile and acrid.  Morning piss was the worst, but I didn’t dare say no.  This was my true place.

My noon trip to the tattoo parlour was different to when I went for the piercings.  This time, I was sent in my sissy dress, wig and make-up.

“I don’t see a reason for you to dress in men’s clothes for any other reason than work.” Chris explained.  “When we travel to Thailand, you will travel en-femme.  Maybe not as extravagant as this.  We’ll buy you new clothes to travel in.”

“It’s what I want Tom.” Katerina said.  “I don’t like seeing you in male clothes.  I like you in sissy clothes.”

The tattoo artist didn’t care.  She’d seen it all.  I had several tattoos once I left.  I love Master Chris and Mistress Katerina on my left buttock.  Gay sissy slut on the right.  Cumdump on my lower back, Pussy above my cock, Property on my left bicep, and Owned on my right.  She also pierced my belly button, but that was my own request, for myself. 

When I arrived home, I saw my dad’s car parked outside, and I felt sick all over again.  There I was, dressed in a dark hot pink sissy dress, covered with lots of pink lace, and again, I would need to see my dad.

I took a deep breath and walked inside the house.  Chris gave me a look and a soft smile, and then gently pulled Katya’s arm.  “We’ll give you some space.”

My dad, who had a cup of tea in his hand, turn and nodded at them, thanking them for their hospitality.

“We need to talk.” He told me.

“Okay.” I said, sitting opposite him.

“When I was young, twenty or so, before I met your mother, I dated a girl called Ashley.  She was a lovely girl, and well, there was a reason I wanted her.  She was dominant.  We had a great relationship, whereby we did very similar things that you are doing.  And well, I led her into the arms of my best friend, Will.”

“Wait…” I said.  “Uncle Will and Aunt Ashley?”

He nodded.  “The very same.”

“But you still speak to them.”

“Occasionally.  They agreed to keep it all secret from your mother.”

“I don’t understand.  What happened with them?”

“My friends found out about what was going on and I ran away.  They tormented me.  They abandoned me in droves, and well, I felt awful.  I thought there was something wrong with me.  I forced myself not to be that person.”

I nodded.  “My friends didn’t abandon me.”

“No?” He asked.

“No.  Not one.  Everyone was supportive.”

“A different time perhaps.” He agreed.

“Actually, the only person who did abandon me, was you.”

“I couldn’t bear to think that I made you into this.”

“If you had the chance to start again with Ashley, but in today’s world, would you behave the same way?”

He shook his head.  “I’m not even sure I’d behave the same way if I had to do it again back then, but, society Tom, society doesn’t allow people like us.  We simply can’t.  You’ll lose your job.”

“No, I won’t.”

“Why?”

“Because HR wouldn’t allow it.  Diversity dad.  You preach about Brexit and the country moving too far left, but you are a hypocrite.  You preach your right-wing bullshit because you are too afraid to admit you would rather be in a dress, sucking cock in front of your wife.”

“Now hold on!”

“No, you hold on dad!  All my childhood, I had to live with your extremist bullshit, just because you wanted to suppress your own urges?  Because you hated yourself so much?  Sorry, but you don’t get to preach to me.  Have you ever been happy dad?  Have you ever been happy with mum?”

“Yes, of course!”

“No dad, you have tolerated everything because you couldn’t have the life you wanted, and now you expect me to be unhappy too.”

“That’s our lot son!”

“No, it’s not!  Listen, this is what is going to happen.  Katya and Chris are going to begin living together.  I am going to be put on hormones and I’m going to have breast implants.  This is how I dress now.  The question is, can you live with that?  Can you live with not having a son, or a daughter, but a sissy, somewhere in between?  A submissive who will be crawling in front of their wife on a leash?  Can you handle that?”

“Yes.” He mumbled.

“Pardon?”

“Yes!  Yes, and,” He sighed. “You need to be you, and I’m so jealous.  Be happy son.”

He stood to leave and I joined him, walking him to the door.  He pulled me in for a hug and I could tell he was feeling the smooth satin of the dress.  I could tell he wanted one of his own.

“Dad?” I said.  “Tell mum.  Tell mum everything.”

“And what if she leaves me?”

“She won’t dad.  Maybe you won’t get everything you want, but you’ll get some of it, and you’ll also find relief.  Talk to her.  That’s what is important.”

“I will.”

The moment the door closed, Katya and Chris descended the stairs, looking concerned.  I immediately explained everything.  Katya was gobsmacked.  As I, she had not expected my tough, angry dad, to be a submissive sissy. 

“Something tells me there are a lot of right-wing loudmouths who are just using it as a cover to suppress their real desires.” Chris noted.

“True.” I nodded.

“So what next?” Katya asked.

“Between me and dad?  Or generally?”

“Well, generally.”

“Generally, I need to prepare for Ingrid’s arrival, I need to prepare for the fact that I don’t have a wife anymore, and I need to prepare for the fact that I’ll be going on hormones, and really, I think we need to seriously talk about the surgery.”

“Seriously, as in, you want to do it?” Chris asked.

“Yes.  I want to get breast implants.”

“You know, you don’t need hormone therapy if you want breasts.” Katya noted. “On top of that, you need to wait at least a year, and you already have a feminine shape.”

I decided to go online and check it.  For sure, in Thailand, I could have a ton of work done, but the rules were getting stricter.  I eventually found a recommendation from another transgender woman to go to Turkey.  There, she had breast augmentation and facial work.  I found the name of the clinic she recommended, and noted it was close to a resort.

“We could spend time at the resort whilst you get the work done.” Katya stated.  “Give them a call.”

“I think I’ll drop them an email.”

“Whatever works.”

I couldn’t believe I was going to make this step.  This was huge.

Sunday night, I kissed goodbye to my wife as she went to stay with Chris in his house in London.  She packed a larger suitcase and took all of her work clothes.  “It makes no sense to have it here, if I’m going to be living with Chris in London during the week.” She explained.

On Monday, in the office, Chris began secretly telling people that the woman he was sleeping with was my wife, Katerina.  The whispers spread like wildfire as did the looks, some of sadness and others almost laughter.  Eventually, I walked into the kitchen to see John, Simon, and Frank laughing, and they suddenly went quiet, talking in hushed whispers.  I had a choice to make.

“I know guys.” I said.

“Huh?”

“Guys, I know all about Chris and Katya.” I told them with a smile. “It was me who got them together.”

“Oh…” They said, looking confused.

“Yeah, well, given that I’m transitioning, and coming out, Katya and I are like, really good friends.”

“Holy shit.” John gasped.

“Yep.”

And with that, I grabbed my coffee and headed back to my desk. Of course, at around noon, I was called in to HR.

“Hey, so we’re hearing a rumour…” Trish Donovan noted.

“That I’m separated from my wife and that I’m going to transition to a woman?”

“Yes.”

“Sort of true.  I have a special relationship with my wife, and we have agreed that it’s going to be best if I transition.  I will be having work done during my time off.  I’m waiting to hear back from the clinic.”

She nodded.  “Of course, we are fully supportive of you and will do everything we can to help this transition.” She paused.  “Um, actually, we’d like to discuss the possibility of helping out with some of the costs.”

I became confused, and it must have shown.

She continued.  “You see, our company needs to demonstrate more diversity.  Adestria has some budget put aside to help move that along.  We are willing to fund your surgery, and in return, we’d like you to appear on some marketing stuff.”

An image of me standing on an Adestria poster dressed in a sissy dress appeared in my head.

“Thank you Trish.”

“No, thank you Tom.  Oh, what will your new name be?”

“Oh, ah,” I hadn’t given that much thought, so I needed to think fast.  I’m not sure why, but I remembered an episode of Two and Half Men I had watched the night before, and I suddenly said, “Candy.”

Trish looked at me blankly, wondering if I was being serious or not, and then she composed herself and smiled sweetly.  “O-kay.  Good, Candy.  Thank you.  And when do you plan to start dressing to the office?  The sooner the better, to get everyone prepared for your change.”

“Yes, I suppose that’s important, isn’t it?  Well, I guess, I can start tomorrow.” 

“The sooner the better!”

“Great.”

After the meeting, I almost ran into Chris’ office.  “I need Katya’s help.”

“You can’t see or speak to Katya during the week.  You know that.”

“I need to begin dressing for work, and I need help shopping.”

“I will call and ask her.”

I stood waiting, but he didn’t pick up his phone.  He looked up at me.

“Later.” He said and waved me off.

I sighed and walked out.  Ten minutes later, he walked into my office.

“She says that she will take you shopping today, after work, at five.” He said.  “As an exception.  But I’m not happy about you spending time alone with my girlfriend.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I’ll be happier once you are divorced.  Luckily, she’s feeling generous because this weekend I’m taking her to meet my parents, so given you won’t see her Saturday, she thinks it is only fair.  By the way, I’m actually trying to convince Katya to get you on hormones, instead of the breast surgery.  That way you will not only lose the erections, but it will also sterilise you.  No chance of kids coming out of that.” He said, pointing at me.  And with that, he left the office.

I watched him leave and felt my stomach drop.  Was I doing the right thing?  The more I thought about hormones, the more I realised I didn’t need or want them.  Just as I was thinking that, my email pinged.  It was the plastic surgeon in Turkey.  They wrote they were more than happy to perform the surgery, and that they had a consultant in London who could discuss the details and do the prep-work prior to travel.  I was given a number to call.  I decided, I would be proactive and get ahead of it, before Chris could convince Katya.  I was taking back control, albeit only some of it.


Part 9

Ingrid was due to arrive at noon on Sunday, and my Saturday night was empty.  I had two options; spend my evening with Theresa and Mike, but given their kid was home, it would be very subdued, or a very unexpected invitation to dinner at my parents.  For some reason, now I had more conservative female clothing for the office, I decided on the latter option.  For some reason, I was quite looking forward to going out dressed nicely, as a woman.

That was to say, other than to the office.  I had been dressing up the past few days to the office, thanks to a rather contemptuous shopping trip with my wife.  She had made it clear that she was not happy to be disturbed from her valuable time with her lover.  However, after the first couple of stores, she relaxed somewhat, especially after also spending some money on her.  Then by the end, she admitted that she enjoyed our girlie shopping trip, admitting she was looking forward to having me as a girlfriend, rather than a husband,

I had purchased several skirt suits, blouses, and dresses, all young, stylish, and suitable to the office in which I worked.  I also purchased some additional dresses for my trip to Turkey, or whenever I might want to go out clubbing and such.  On top of that was of course, lingerie, shoes, jackets and boots, make-up, creams of all different type which Katya told me I would need to use daily, and expensive real-hair wigs, which looked much better than the cheap ones I owned.

The only purchase I didn’t make were bras.  I was on my own for those, as I needed to go home, get changed quickly, put my breasts on, and head to the local shopping centre to get myself bras. 

Wearing a hot pink A-line minidress, and matching pink stiletto heeled tie up sandals, I ended up walking into a Boux Avenue, where a young girl named Carmen was more than willing to help.

“Don’t worry at all,” the young black girl smiled warmly.  “We get a lot of transgendered women in here.  It’s a safe space.  Let’s get you measured.”

She used a tape measure around my boobs and then under them, and then made a note on some paper.

“You’re at 26GG, and that’s because your prosthetics are really the wrong size for your frame.  My advice, go down to a D maximum DD, and you’ll still get the desired effect, if the larger size is what you’re going for.” She explained.

I nodded.  “Yeah, when I have the surgery, I will take that into consideration.  Unfortunately, I’m not going to be able to get replacement prosthetics by tomorrow, and, well, I go to work for the first time, erm, en-femme, so to speak.”

She frowned and seemed to think, and then smiled.  “I have an idea.  Just a second.” She walked to the back of the store by the checkouts and looked for something.  Finding it, she came back.  “These are silicone lifts.  Basically, they are designed to stick to smaller boobs and make them look bigger.  These are the biggest we have, but should get you to a larger B-cup.  What I’m thinking is, some 26B bras for business, and some 26GG for fun.” She nudged me and grinned when she said fun.

She took the B-cup forms and cut off the piece in the middle which held both cups together.  We then spent the next twenty minutes trying on all sorts of bras, of different colours.  None were what I would call plain. 

As she rung me up at the till, she asked me, “So, married or gay or what?”

“Erm, married, bisexual, and well, wife is with her boyfriend.” I laughed.

“Oh, we’ve had a couple of those before.” She chuckled, looking at her colleague, another pretty young girl.  “What was it the last one called herself?”

“Erm…” She tried to think.

“Sissy?” I mused.

“No, I know that term, but not that.”

“Cuckold.”

She clicked her fingers.  “Yep, cuckold.  That’s a big thing then is it?  Letting your partner sleep around?”

“I guess.  I know I like it.”

“I don’t get that.  I’d fucking kill my boyfriend if he slept around.”

“Yeah, but I don’t get to sleep around.  Only my wife.”

Both girls raised their eyebrows.  “Oh, well, when you put it that way…” They both giggled.

She packed up the bras and the forms and handed them to me.  “Come back anytime.” She told me.  Then as I was leaving, she said, “Quick question.”

“Yeah?”

“Handbags?  I assume you have handbags and a woman’s purse.” She pointed at my very male wallet.

“Bollocks.” I said.

“The mall is open for another half-hour.  Run.” She grinned.

My first day at work as a woman was a revelation.  Wearing a burgundy halter neck mid-thigh length dress from Cos, and tan stockings, along with a long straight blonde wig which cascaded nicely over my left shoulder and down my back.  On me feet, I wore black mesh ankle high boots from Selfridges.  I felt awesome.  For some reason, I felt strong, powerful.  I walked into that office with my red Burberry mac, and my burgundy Michael Kors medium quilted leather handbag and all eyes were on me.  Even Chris’ mouth dropped when he saw me.  He lifted his camera, and took pictures, sending them to Katya.  She even wrote to me.

Katya: Amazing!!! Fierce! Powerful!  OMG! 

Every day that week, I made an effort to look amazing.  People complimented me wherever I went, and I genuinely felt great.  The only issue was with the tattoos on my arms, which people seemed confused by.  “Why owned?” They asked.

So, Saturday, I threw on my 26BB boobs, and called Theresa, the one person who hadn’t seen the new me.  “Babe, shopping trip?” I asked.

“Huh?  Like, food shopping or what?” She replied.

“No, girlie day.  Let’s go get our nails done, and buy some new clothes.”

Her squeal made my ears ring.  “Yes, yes, yes!  Mike, you’re watching Mark.  I’m having a girlie day!”

“At yours in thirty.”

I quickly put on a short cream coloured satin tie-back criss-cross dress from HouseOfChic and realised I needed bigger boobs and no bra.  I switched to my large breast prosthetics and immediately, I looked amazing.

With my new blonde wig, and my beige knee-high tie-up high-heeled sandals, I felt amazing.  I even treated myself on Friday afternoon to a new handbag which matched my dress.  When Theresa saw it, she freaked.

“For fuck’s sake Tom, you can’t have a Chanel handbag.  Sissies don’t have Chanel handbags.  And fucking dresses like that.  And fuck me, are those Jimmy Choo?”

“Ah, no.  They’re copies.” I told her.

“They aren’t are they?”

“No.”

She sighed.  “So you invite me out shopping, and blow your shopping budget in advance?”

I tilted my head and looked at her curiously.  “Erm, how much money do you think I earn?”

“I dunno.  When we were together you were on fifty K a year.”

“When we were together, I was a junior sales guy.  Now I’m Director of Retail Sales, West.”

“So Chris reports to you?”

“No, he’s hardware sales.  I’m software.”

“Whatever.” She rolled her eyes.  “So how much do you earn now?”

“Including commission?”

“Yes.”

“Last year, just over two hundred and twenty thousand,”

“Fuck me Tom!  You earn more than Mike.” She laughed.  “Don’t tell him that!  His cock will shrink, and that’s the only thing he has going for him.  Are we going?”

“Yep.  By the way, it’s Candy now.”

With a snort, she stifled a laugh. “It’s not is it?”

“It is.”

“Jesus.  Well, good choice.”

I threw on a beige Calvin Klein coat, and grabbed my handbag.  “Let’s take my car.” I told her.

“What’s wrong with my car?” She asked.

“It’s a yellow Aygo.  Mine’s a Jag.”

“Yeah, fair point.”

Of course, Theresa wanted to hear everything that was going on.  She asked a lot of questions and listened intently, and then she offered her advice.

“My advice, don’t let her put you on hormones.  It was one of the many reasons why I didn’t do it to you, you know, the whole not being able to get me pregnant thing?”

“I thought it was just too difficult?”

“We’d have found a way, if we wanted to.  But no, I wanted kids with you one day, and well, it didn’t seem right to take that away from you.

“The other thing I’d recommend, is talk to Katya about the living situation.  If she cuts you out in this way, she’s going to lose you.”

“She said she will want me to live with them as their slave.  Why would she say that and abandon me?”

“Um, I’m talking about you.  You will leave her.”

“Why would I do that?”

“Because she’ll be less relevant.  She will have her life and you’ll find your own.  I get the feeling this week was a wake-up call for you, right?  I mean, look at you!  I’ve never seen you looking this confident.  And you know what?  I love it so much.  You just give off this glow of confidence.  Wow.”

“You’re right.  I felt so much more powerful at work.  And weirdly, my boss noticed it.  I get the feeling that I’m being watched more now, just in case my productivity suffers.  Anyway, my boss called me last night and said he thought I was amazing, that he spoke my team, and they said I was way more responsive and on top of the ball.  And I feel it.”

“Amazing.”

We spent the day laughing and joking, drinking coffees, a cocktail with lunch, getting our nails done, and new earrings for me.  By the time we made it back to the car, our boot was filled with bags.  Of course, I treated her to a Gucci handbag, and I bought myself two dresses from Dior. 

But the highlight of my day, was when a man with silver hair approached me and gave me a card.  “Call me darling.  I could use you on a shoot.” He told me with his French accent.  I looked at the card and it said he worked for Storm Model Management.

“Oh my god!” Gasped Theresa, staring at the card.  “They represent some huge names.  You need to give this some serious thought when you go for your operation.  I mean, your boobs.”

“I know, right?”

“You are such a bitch.” She laughed. 

That afternoon, I dropped Theresa home and stopped in for a coffee and to say hello to Mike.  To say that Mike was blown away with how I looked was a lot less than accurate.  Mike couldn’t believe how amazing I looked.

“I need to fuck that.” He told Theresa.

“Take her to the bedroom then.  I’ll look after Mark.”

Mike didn’t fuck me.  He made love to me.  We kissed, passionately, and he then had me ride his cock, slowly.  His huge hands ran up and down my body, as he stared at me.

“You’re beautiful, so beautiful.” He whispered.

I went home with an anus full with cum, and feeling pretty good about myself.  I had turned down an invitation to dinner with them, instead choosing to accept an earlier invitation from my parents.

When I pulled up at my parent’s house, I was wearing a long dark green silk dress from Kate Spade.  It fell gently from around my neck, but didn’t reveal cleavage, but did leave my arms exposed.  I wore a very thin white gold necklace and a white and green bracelet from Hermes.  My shoes were a light gold shade or pumps, with a three-inch spiked heel. The dress itself split at the side to reveal a little of the beige lace of my self-holding stockings.  My hair was the same blonde wig, but I had lightly curled it to give some waves to it; and that lightly covered my long dangly white-gold earrings.  Of course, for my parent’s house, I wore the smaller boobs.

When mum opened the door, she gasped, putting her hands in front of her mouth.  Tears came to her eyes.  “You’re so beautiful.” Mum told me.  “Oh my gosh, you’re beautiful.  Come give your old mum a hug.”

I gave her a huge hug, and then walked inside.  I took off my shoes and placed them neatly next to some black flats, which I knew were not mum’s. 

“Who else is here?” I asked, expecting an intervention.

“Jane is.”

“Is there a reason for this dinner mum?”

“Yes.  But nothing you should worry about.”

I walked inside the living room and saw my sister sitting there.  She’d put on weight.  Whereas I was born tall, she was only 158cm tall and was plump.  However, when she saw me, she stood and ran to me. 

“I thought you were weird.” She said.  “I didn’t know you would look like this.  I didn’t know you were so beautiful.”

“Thank you Jane.  How’s Derek?”

“Um, we’re separated.”

“Oh dear.” I said without emotion.

She grinned briefly.  “Don’t cry too much for me then.  Any idea what this is about?”

I looked at the ceiling.  Somehow, I had a feeling that tonight we would witness something very special.  Someone finally letting themselves free.

“Right,” Mum began, “Tom, you know something about this, because you and your father had a conversation about it.  I spent years not realising that your father was deliberately making himself unhappy, just so that I wouldn’t walk out on him.”

“Oh god…” Jane mumbled.  “Are you two getting a divorce?”

“No, no.  Nothing like that.  It’s just that, your dad and I had a long talk and well, it seems the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree,” she said, smiling at me.  “Tom and your dad are more similar than we thought.  So I have decided to help him explore things.”

“Oh god.” Jane said, louder this time.  “Are we about to see dad in one of those dresses that Tom used to wear?”

“A sissy dress.” I told her.

“Jack?” She called out, “Come here!  Now!”

“O-oh, mum’s become a dominatrix.” Jane said to me.

“Yep.” Mum replied.

Dad walked in, wearing a very long pink satin maid’s dress, complete with full length pinafore and a very large petticoat.  The white pinafore was tied at the back by huge ribbons.  He was wearing a very curly cheap looking blonde wig, and very thick make-up, and clearly had white stockings on.

“I took a leaf out of your book and added padlocks to the neck and the wrists.” Mum explained.

“Wait.” I began. “You mean you made this?”

“Yes, lovely isn’t it.  I’m making him a few more, some shorter, and in different colours.  But I wanted to do this coming out dinner because you will be seeing him like this permanently now.”

Jane sighed.  “Jesus H. Christ.  This fucking family.”

“No Jane.” Mum said with a stern tone.  “Enough of this.  I’m tired of all this judgment.  You need start accepting who your father and brother want to be.  Your father has kept this a secret for thirty years.  Can you imagine, suppressing your urges for that long?  And well, had had he come to me earlier, I would have said yes.  Anyway…” She clicked her fingers.  “Serve dinner.”

“Yes Mistress.” Dad spoke for the first time. 

“Is, erm, dad going to talk today then?” Jane asked.

“He just did.” Mum quipped.

“No, I mean, to us.”

“No.  He’s here to serve us dinner.  Nothing else.”

We spent the evening chatting about our lives.  I let them know that I would be having surgery, and of course that led to questions if I would be having sexual reassignment surgery, in fact, that question had come up a lot. 

“No.  I want to keep, erm, that part of my body.” I said.

“Jesus.” Jane laughed.  “Talk about having your cake and eating it.  So you’ll be a ladyboy.”

Rolling my eyes, I said, “Yes sis, I’ll be a ladyboy.”

Overall, the night became less bizarre as it went on, and mum eventually let dad off and he sat down with us and chatted.  He admitted he was the happiest he ever was, and he was having a lot of fun. 

“Of course, we won’t be letting our friends know.” He said.  “They’re old-fashioned.  It’s not worth it.”

I arrived home to find Chris and Katya just pulling up too.  As I stepped out of the car, I received a woot from Katya, and a wowzer from Chris.  I returned the compliments with a smile.

“How was it?” I asked them.

“Lovely.” Katya said.  “Chris’ parents are lovely.  Their house is huge!”

“How did they feel about you being married?”

“Oh they’re just happy that Chris is finally open to settling down.” She laughed.  “And given that I told them that I’m separated, they were okay with it.”

“Well,” I said, “stretching the truth a little.”

Katya tilted her head to one side. “Um, well, not really.  I’m with Chris now Tom.  We’re going to get divorced.”

“So, that’s certain then?  I thought there was still a chance…”

“No Tom.  I love Chris.  I want to be with him.  I said, I want to keep you as my slave, not as my husband.  I will be divorcing you, in time.  For heaven’s sake Tom, I just met Chris’ parents.  Why would I do that if I wasn’t serious?”

“But…”

“No buts.  The plan was always to divorce you.  It was what you wanted.  You wanted to be humiliated, not married.  I told you I would do it, and I told you I would do it properly.”

I began to get angry.  I felt manipulated.  “Why wait?  Why not just divorce me already?  If it doesn’t work out with Chris, you could find anyone you want.”

“That’s true.” She smiled.  “Fine, then I’ll file the papers next week.  But you leave everything to me.”

“No.”

“You wanted this Tom.”

“No.  I said I wanted to play things out.”

“No you didn’t.  You wanted this.  And you’ve played your hand.  I’ve been exposed at work, I’ve been exposed to my parents.  I’ve already begun to tell my friends, and they’re fine.  They knew.”

She grinned and stepped forward.  “That wasn’t my hand baby, and it never was.  You don’t seem to get it do you?” She turned to Chris.  “Babe, go run me a bath and wait for me up there, I need to explain something to our slave.”

“Of course.” He replied.

She waited until he went upstairs and then pounced on me, lips mashing against mine.  “Are you stupid Candy?” She asked me in hushed tones.

“I don’t understand.”

“Baby, I love you more than life itself.  More than I’ll ever love Chris.  I am playing our fantasy, but think a little.  My hand is you.  I do not want to end up like Theresa and Mike.  What they did wrong was to let you go.  Move elsewhere, expecting you to work the streets and then come running back.  But you didn’t.  I expect you to be by my side, serving me. I expect to watch Chris fuck you.  I expect to fuck you.  But, if you tell me right now that you won’t be there, that you don’t want to do this, then we stop right now.  I will go up there and tell Chris to go home.”

“If I want to stay your husband?”

“Do you really think Chris will stay?”

I shrugged.

“You need to decide what you want.  You have time baby, but remember, I’m doing this for us, but I don’t want to lose you.”

On Sunday, I was told to wear a pink front-tie long-sleeve crop-top over my huge boobs, and with that a white PVC mini-skirt and white stockings with the lace clearly visible under the skirt, and then I was sent to Stansted to pick up Ingrid.  I was the subject of a lot of stares, which only grew when Katya’s little sister arrived.

Ingrid was two years younger than Katya, and lived in Switzerland with her sixty-year-old husband.  She was as tall as Katya and had long straight platinum blonde hair, and huge light blue eyes.  Like Katya, she had her boobs enhanced, and loved showing off her legs.

So, there she was in front of me, in little yellow hotpants, and a thin white lace cami-top, clearly without a bra underneath because her nipples were clearly visible.

“Oh my god!  You look amazing.” She told me.

“Hello Ingrid, nice to see you.”

“Tommy, when Katya told me you were her sissy slave, I just couldn’t picture it, but wow!  Oh my god.  You are so lucky though!  I brought all my equipment.” Ingrid was a cosmetician.  She did IPL hair removal too, so I assumed she meant that.

“Oh cool, so you can help get rid of my stubble.” I told her as we walked to the car park.

“Not only!  I’ll be doing your permanent make-up.”

“Oh crap.” I mumbled.

“How’s Klaus.” I asked her, changing the subject.

“He died.”

“Wait, what?”

“Heart attack.  Whilst we were fucking.”

“What?”

“Yeah, terrible.  Left me everything.”

“When was this?”

“Um, two weeks ago.”

“For fuck’s sake.” I mumbled, shaking my head.

We didn’t get much chance to have a conversation on the drive home, because Ingrid was too busy talking about her holidays, travelling on private jets, her Instagram followers, her amazing life, and nothing about her recently dead husband. 

When I arrived home, I watched as the sisters screamed and hugged.  I stood next to Chris and said, “If you were thinking that Ingrid was here to torture using whips and something, then you’d be mistaken.  That drive from the airport was worse than one million whips of the crop.”

Chris mused that and then said, “I think she’s hot.”

“Oh, she’s hot.  She’s also full of hot air.  Mainly in the skull.”

“So, show me what she can do!” Ingrid gushed.

“Slut, go get changed into a sissy dress and wait upstairs.” Katya told me.

I changed into a short pink dress. And waiting.  Minutes later, all three walked in.  Chris dropped his pants, and I dropped to my knees, taking his cock in my mouth.  Ingrid watched with wide eyes and an even wider smile.

“Oh, have him fuck him.” She gushed, her German accent making an appearance.

Chris happily obliged and spun me around so that I was holding onto a chair right in front of Ingrid.  Ingrid held my hands as Chris pushed inside me.  I couldn’t help it, but I moaned, as that fat cock invaded my man-pussy.

“Fuck me!  Fuck me!” I moaned.

“Yes!  Yes!  Fuck him!  Fuck him!” Ingrid giggled, clapping and jumping.

That night, I got to watch as Chris had a threesome with the two sisters; something I had only fantasised about.  I knew Ingrid and Katya had slept together in the past.  Apparently, it’s not illegal in Germany, but what do I know.  All I know, it was hot to watch it happen in real life. 

I had expected Ingrid to be given the other spare room, but no, Katya said she was to sleep with me.  What that meant was, I was subjected to an intense whipping, followed by a fucking by strap-on.  But that was not the highlight.

“What’s that?” I asked her, as she pulled something out of a sock, which itself was hidden in some boots. “I told my gay friend back home about you before I left, and he said that I should give you this.”

“What is it?” I asked, a little concerned as to why she should hide a small vial in a sock.

“You’ll see.” She said, pulling out a syringe. 

“I didn’t know you are diabetic.”

“I’m not.” She laughed, and then opened up the vial and extracted the liquid to a precise amount, and then closed the vial again.

“Oh no.” I said, shaking my head.  “No!  I’m not doing drugs.”

“Oh relax.  Everyone does it.  I’ve done it a couple of times. It’s just tina.”

“It’s meth.  I’m not doing meth.” I told her, and then I called out for Katya.

“What?” Katya whined as she entered the bedroom.

“Ingrid wants to inject me with drugs.” I complained.

Katya looked confused.  “What is it?” She asked her sister.

“Just a little meth.”

“Oh Jesus Christ Candy, grow a pair.  You’ll be fine.” And with that, Katya shut the door and left.

Ingrid turned to me.  “If you don’t want to do it, then we won’t do it, but it was my understanding that you liked to be forced to do things.”

I sighed, and nodded.  She then put an elastic band around my arm, found a vein, and injected the drug into me, releasing the elastic.  I moaned as the drug hit, sending a rush of heat and pleasure through me.  It felt like the best part of the high of poppers, except it just kept going and going. 

“Oh, fuck me.” I moaned.

“Oh yeah.” The hot blonde moaned.  She then found her iPad and headphones and put them on my head. “I heard you like hypnosis.  I friend of mine made this for you.  She said it will make you into a proper bimbo.” Like you, I thought to myself.

I stared at the whirling hypnosis spiral, the flashing words and images, and listened to the thumping sounds and words in my ears.  My brain was mush as I absorbed the blipverbs and subliminal messages. 

“Oh fuck yeah.” I moaned, as I felt her dildo enter me.

“Yeah, you fucking whore,” She whispered.  “We’re going to try pimping you out this week.  My gay friends in London are all really excited to play with you.”

“Uhhhh.” I moaned.

The fucking and hypnosis went on for an hour, and at the end of it, I was wide awake and my heart was racing.  I couldn’t sleep.  Ingrid, was fast asleep with the cock still deep inside me.  In the end, I decided to focus on the hypnosis and ended up watching it on loop for another three hours, until I finally fell asleep.

The next day, I worked from home.  Ingrid went to London with Katya, leaving Chris with me.  What did that mean?  I meant Chris was horny most of the day, and it meant that when I didn’t have a meeting, I was sucking or getting fucked.  Obviously, this was no chore.  If anything, I fucking loved it!  Which was good, because I needed to get over the come-down from the drug, which was awful.  After Ingrid arrived home, she set about using her electrolysis device to begin removing my facial hair.

That night, thankfully, Ingrid didn’t bother with the drugs.  Instead, she simply beat me with the whip, insulted me, calling me a wimp, and a pussy, and someone who didn’t deserve her sister.  More than once, Katya stopped by to watch and said she couldn’t help but agree with Ingrid.

Thankfully, Ingrid didn’t sleep with me that night, as Chris insisted they have a threesome again, which actually gave me some much needed rest.

My meeting with the consultant in London went very well.  We discussed the clinic and facilities, and then the possibilities, and I was shocked to find that they had the ability to plumb me into their computer and show me different modellers of how my face would look, and so on.

“Here you see we will take that small hump off your nose, and just take it in a bit.  Not a huge amount.” The doctor explained.  “Your jaw line is good, you don’t need work on that, but we would take in the skin around your cheekbones to accentuate them a bit.  Finally, you don’t have a very pronounced Adam’s apple, but it will need a little shaving.  Not a huge job.  Overall, you have an extremely pretty, feminine face, we’d just be making some minor adjustments to remove some of the little more masculine traits.” The final picture looked amazing. With the long blonde hair, I looked like a young Gwen Stefani.

“I’ll take it.” I laughed.

“And then the breasts.  Looking at your frame, I would recommend a 450cc implant, which is a large B, small C on your frame.  However, if you are going for the large size, then we can go up to 800cc safely, which will put you up to the G factor.  It really depends on what you are going for.”

“What do most transsexuals go for?” I asked.

He smiled.  “Honestly, most start small and regret it.  There is a need to over-correct for not having any to begin with.  Really, go for 600cc, which will be a D cup.  On your frame that will be big and noticeable but not, um, vulgar, should we say?”

“I understand.  Let’s go for that.”

“Okay.  We will need you to sign a consent form.  I assume you didn’t eat or drink yet?”

“Correct.”

“And a urine sample?”

“Already handed to the nurse.”

“Great.  We can get the blood tests out of the way now then.  The price for the breast augmentation will be a little under three thousand pounds.  The facial work in total comes to two thousand.  If you want above standard care when it comes to your stay, then that is additional seven hundred pounds.”

I nodded.  “That’s fine.”

“Great!  We will need a deposit of one thousand pounds within the next ten days.”

“Not an issue.”

He opened a booking system on his calendar.  “So, how about we book you in for surgery at the clinic, um, three weeks from now?  Will that work?”

“Yes, absolutely.”

“Great.  Please schedule at least three weeks off work, as that is how long you will be staying with us, and then my advice, if you can work from home for a couple of weeks, do so.”

“I can.  That’s not an issue.”

“Perfect.  Thank you Candy.  We look forward to assisting you with your transformation.”

I was actually excited when I left the consultant’s office.  I went to my office and noticed Chris was not in, even though he had said he would be.  The first thing I did was to go to HR and let them know that I had a date for my operation.

“Super!” Trish cried out, clapping her hands together.  “I’m so happy for you Candy.” She said, giving me a warm hug.  “Do you have the bank account details and the contract?”

I handed both over to Trish and she gave it a run through.

“Very reasonable price.” She murmured.  “I was thinking about having mine done but it all came out so stupidly expensive.  I’ll see how you turn out and if you recommend them, then I’ll go there.”

She took the documents off me and photocopied them, letting me know that it would go through the process and get approval within twenty-four hours.  Payment will then be made on Friday for the whole thing.

“Great!  Thank you.” I gushed.

“You’re lucky.  I have to pay for my own!  Not really fair.” She chuckled.

“No husband or boyfriend to help you out?”

“Nah.” She laughed.  “I could do one of those Gofundme things, but I’d feel guilty.”

“Tell you what, if this all turns out to be a success, then I will pay for yours.”

“You don’t need to do that.”

“Yes, I do.  You’ve been great.  And besides, even if I pay for yours, it still saves me money, because I’m also having facial work done.”

She hugged me again.  “Thank you.  But if you change your mind, I won’t hold it against you.”

I thought about it for a moment.  “How about this?  To prove I’m serious, what don’t you see my consultant and see if you can’t get yourself booked in for the same time.  If yes, then I’ll pay for it now, and we both get it done together.”

“Are you sure?  I mean, what if…”

“If you are worried, I checked this place out.  Lots of famous people had theirs done there, and it is one of the best rated in Europe.”

I gave her the number for the consultant and she promised she would go speak to him.  By the end of the week, she confirmed that she was booked in, and that mine was approved and paid.  I asked her to send me a scan of her invoice, which she did, and I immediately paid it.  She was in tears of happiness.

That afternoon, I headed home early as I didn’t have any meetings and it made no sense to fight London traffic.  However, upon my arrival at home, I found a quiet house.  No sign of Ingrid, or Chris.  I slowly headed upstairs, where I heard sex coming from the bedroom.  I gently opened the door to find Chris and Ingrid in the midst of the throws of passion.

“Oh fuck!” Chris gasped.  “Tom!  Shit.  Erm, Katya said we could fool around.”

“Did she?” I asked.

“Well, erm, she didn’t say we couldn’t.”

I sighed, shaking my head.  “I won’t say anything.”

“Thanks mate.  Hey, how did it go at the clinic?”

“Good.  Booked in for three weeks from now.”

“What about the hormones?”

“What hormones?”

“Well, I was discussing with Katya, and she sees my side of things…”

I smiled at him.  “Oh no Chris.  There’ll be no hormones.  And I think Katya will see it my way.  Won’t she?”

He mused what I was trying to say to him.  He wasn’t exactly the sharpest tool in the shed, but he got it eventually.  “Sure.  I’ll talk to her.”

“Good.”

I walked back downstairs and left them to finish up.  An hour later, I was in Ingrid’s hands, having more electrolysis work done, and then having some light permanent make-up work, such as darkening the skin around my eyes, and toning my cheeks.

“Um, so I planned an event tonight,” Ingrid said softly, “at my friend’s place in London.  Some ten people are coming for a PnP party.  I said you would be there, but if you don’t want to go…” She was clearly nervous.

“Will I be safe?” I asked.

“I think so.  I don’t know though.  I mean, they’re good guys, the couple I know.  But the rest, I don’t know.”

“Then I don’t think I should go, do you?”

“I mean…if it was up to me, you would.  I think you’ll have a lot of fun, but I get you’re scared.”

I thought about it.  “Call them and check the situation.  If they are sure everyone is safe, then I’ll go.”

She called and found out they were all tested in advance.  As such, at eight at night, I turned up at their apartment in North London, dressed in a dark purple sissy dress, where I was injected with tina and then fucked over and over until three in the morning.  I had to admit, the boys were all young and astonishingly good looking.  In breaks between fuckings, I found out they were all medical students.  The sex was fantastic, especially on the drugs, which they gave me more of through the night, and I was surprised at how much these boys could cum.  I mean, ten boys, who could get hard again in minutes; I was filled with cum almost non-stop, and boy, did it feel good.

“You should come by again.  We do this fairly regularly.” One of the organisers named Kevin told me.  “A hot tranny like you is always nice.”

“How often do you do it?”

“Once every two weeks usually, sometimes more, sometimes less.  The rule is to get tested the day before the party.”

“I wasn’t tested.” I noted.

“Well, we have your history from Ingrid.  We made an exception for you.”

“Okay.”

Kevin pulled me in for a long kiss.  “I’d like to see you again, if I can?  I know you’re married but still, I like you.”

I blushed.  “Sure, I’d like that.”

“Come to bed with me?  Just us?”

“Sure.”

We headed back to bed, where we made love, kissing, hugging and fucking.  Around four, he asked me if I wanted one more hit, and I said yes.  I wasn’t ready for this night to end.  Then at five, his two flatmates entered the bedroom and the whole thing began again.  I didn’t mind, I was getting used to having cocks in my ass and mouth.  If anything, I missed it when they weren’t there.

On Friday, I headed to the office, where once again, Chris was missing.  I knew exactly what was going on, so I called Katya.  At first, she rejected my call, so I called again.

“What Candy?  You know the rules.” She snapped.

“Katya, go home.” I told her.

“Huh?”

“Go home.  Don’t call anyone, not Chris or Ingrid and go home.”

She was quiet for a moment and then very softly said, “okay.” I knew she suspected something, I could see it in her eyes the previous night.  And this time, I could hear it in her voice.


Part 10

I breathed out and sighed with nervousness.  My passport now read Candy Connor, changed by deed-poll and very quickly changed via an emergency passport change.  My picture was of me in my female persona.  As we sat at the gate in Stansted, my hands trembled ahead of the trip.  To my right sat Katya, hand in mind, and perhaps just as nervous, and next to her was Theresa and Mike, who were coming along for emotional support.  To my left was Trish from HR, herself scheduled for her operation the same day as me.

“Nervous?” She asked me.

“Terribly.” I replied.

“Me too.”

Dad had accompanied us to the airport, as we didn’t want to park there for three weeks, so he drove all of us except Trish.  He had walked us all the way up to security, where he pulled me in for a huge hug and said, “I’m so proud of you.  I’m so proud to have a daughter like you.”

The past few weeks had been very subdued from the BDSM side of things.  When Katya had arrived home that Friday afternoon, she had found Chris and her sister Ingrid in bed together, and they weren’t just fucking, but they were making love.  After some initial apologies and begging for forgiveness, Chris admitted that he had fallen for Ingrid.  Both were kicked out immediately, and I was sent the day after to Chris’ to pick up Katya’s things.

For the next week, Katya sobbed every single day.  She didn’t show up for work, and just cried.  Then, the following Saturday, she said, “I wanna go out.  A girlie night.”

“Why don’t you call Theresa?” I suggested.

“Sure, but I want you too.  Not as a sissy, as my girlfriend.  My best friend.”

She unlocked my cock and put the cage away, and called Theresa.  That night, Theresa arrived ready to party, in a tight red mini-dress, with boobs ready to burst out of the top.  Katya put on an off-the-shoulder black mini-dress, which appeared to tie on side.  I put on a very dark pink satin dress, which was very slinky, and contoured my massive fake tits.  Under that, I wore black seamed stockings.  The dress was so thin that the straps of the suspender belt were clearly visible.

We giggled at home as we drank champagne and did our make-up, and then, clutch bags in hand, we headed out to the awaiting taxi, who took us into London.

That night became crazy.  We bar hopped at the beginning, and I soon began to understand the benefits of being a hot girl in a bar.  I may have paid for one drink the whole night.  After that, we headed to the Ministry of Sound, where we danced like crazy.  Boys were glued to us all night.  In fact, after about an hour in the club, Katya grabbed me and pulled me in for a long deep kiss, and then passed me to Theresa.  Each other us kissed each other like we were preparing for a lesbian orgy, and that attracted a lot of attention. 

For me, attention came from a large black man named Devon.  He bought me a drink and we chatted for a while.  Eventually, I decided it was safest to come clean.

“I’m transgender.” I told him. “I’m sorry for leading you on.”

“Seriously?  Wow!” He gushed, putting his fist over his mouth.  “Man!  You’s hot like.  Listen, I ain’t judgy, you know what mean?  You’s hot as fuck and I still would like.”

I ran a finger down his chiselled chest.  “Would you now?  And what would you do to me?”

The next thing I knew, I was in the men’s toilets in the VIP section, with my lips mashing against his.  I was panting as my heart raced.  I ran my hands over his trousers, feeling his long hard cock begging to get out. I dropped to my knees and pulled it out, taking it all down in one go and feeling it grow inside my throat.  I let him deep throat me until tears ran from my eyes and I felt myself choke, and then I gasped for air, laughing.

“Fuck! You’re good.” He moaned.  “But I want your pussy.”

He pulled me up and spun me around, then he dropped to his knees and licked my asshole, before standing.

“Rubber.” I whispered, as I felt his raw cock pussy inside.

He didn’t reply, he just simply kept pushing.  I waited for him to say or do something, but then I just felt him push and pull until he was completely all the way in. 

“Condom.” I whispered again, but he began to rock in and out of me. 

I held my hands against the wall of the cubicle as he began to fuck me harder.  I felt his hand wrap around me and grab my cock, rubbing it.

“Oh yeah, oh fuck…” I moaned.  “Please, put a condom on.”

“No.” He whispered, kissing my neck.  “I’m clean.  It’s better like this.  And you have cumdump written on you.”

Oh shit, I thought.  And then I realised something much worse.  Both Katya and I had Chris’ name tattooed.  They would need to go.

Devon rubbed my cock faster until I came all over his hand, and then he brought it up for me to lick.  I felt him fuck me faster, as he began panting, and all of a sudden, he shot stream after stream of cum into me.

He pulled out and spun me around again, kissing me once again.  And then we dressed.

“That was amazing.  Thanks.” He told me.

“Would’ve been better with a condom.”

“I’m definitely clean, just as I hope you are.”

“I am.  I was tested recently.  I’m having surgery soon.”

“Good.” We went back out into the VIP area and kissed again.  “Can I get your number?  I’d like to see you again.”

“I’m sorry Devon.  This was just a girl’s night out.  Is that okay?”

He looked a little sad, but nodded.  “Sure, sure.  I understand.” And then he kissed me once more.  “Can I at least show you off to my mates?  Like, I don’t like wanna be that guy but you’re so hot and no-one will believe we fucked.”

“Sure.”

His mates were all jealous kids.  It was then that I found out that Devon was a first year in university.  He was a good kid, but I didn’t need the hassle of dating someone.

Katya had also pulled, so I spent my time dancing with Theresa.  At around three, we were in a taxi heading home, laughing about our night.  Both Katya and I had been fucked in the bathrooms, so for us, it was a successful night.

The Sunday following that, Katya and I ended up cuddling in front of the telly, in our nighties, eating take-out food and binge-watching Netflix serials.  By afternoon, we were making love as if it was our first time together.  We fucked until morning, and honestly, it was better than ever.  It wasn’t just standard sex.  We used every single toy we had available to just have a whole lot of fun.  I fucked her, she fucked me with a strap-on.  She fucked me and fucked me with a dildo, I did the same to her.  We used vibrators, nipple clamps, tens units.  We both had so many orgasms that we lost count.

My night, we were panting there and Katya was realising that things could always have been better.

“Honestly, this was better sex than I ever had with Chris.” She said.  “I don’t know what I was thinking.  The idea of your humiliation took away the focus from what I could’ve been doing with you.  I could’ve lost you.”

“But you didn’t Katya.  We’re together, and that’s what matters.”

She lay there quietly.  “I still want to have a boyfriend though.”

“I still want you to have a boyfriend.” I laughed.  Then something occurred to me.  “Don’t slap me for suggesting this, but, erm, have you considered Mike?”

“Mike has Theresa.”

“Yes, but, Theresa never wanted the marriage to end, and, well, what if we all got together?  What if you and Theresa got together?”

Katya stared at the ceiling.  “Do you think they would go for that?”

“I think they would, but why don’t we test the water for a bit, rather than tell them outright.  Let’s spend the next few weeks interacting with them.  See how you really get on with them, and then if it is right, then we say something.”

Nodding, Katya said, “I think it’s a good idea.”

Over the next couple of weeks, we hung out with Theresa and Mike almost daily.  What it meant was that I got to watch Katya make love with them, a lot, but on the flip side, I got to make love to Mike too.  And then the following Saturday, Katya had a suggestion. 

“I’d like to see Theresa and Candy make love.” Katya said.

“Good idea.” Theresa said, “I’ll get the strap-on.”

Mike chuckled.  “I think she means for you and Candy to make love, traditionally.”

“Oh.” Theresa replied, a little surprised.  “Um, are you okay with that Mike?”

“Honey, I’d be glad.”

For the first time in as many years, Theresa and I made love.  Not fuck, we made love, slowly and tenderly, with Katya and Mike watching.  I asked Katya later why she suggested it, and her reply was very clear.  “She loves you as much as I love you.  She’s your wife as much as I am your wife.  She should have the privilege to make love to you as much as I make love, and that will be a lot.  I want her to want you as much as I want you.”

The next day, Mike suggested joining us on our trip to Turkey.  “We can make a holiday out of it.”

On the day before the trip, Theresa stopped by alone to talk to us.

“I need to understand something.” She began.  “You’ve been seeing us a lot lately, and, well, I’ve even made love to your husband.”

“I made love to yours.” Katya smiled.

“That’s different.”

“No, it’s not.  Tom…Candy, is as much your husband as he is mine.  We want you both to be part of our lives, and well, eventually, for us all to live together.  We think there are things we can all do together which will be much more fun, than if we were to abandon this little slut.”

Theresa simply stared at us with an open mouth, and then her bottom lip began to trembled and her eyes welled up.  Her mouth closed as she began to sob.

“Hey, hey, hey.” I said, pulling her in for a hug.

“I missed so, so much!” She cried, and finally, it all came out.  This wasn’t just crying, this was years of regret and pain reaching the surface.  She turned and pulled at Katya, pulling her into the hug.  “I’m so glad he found you.  You’re the wife I could never be.”

“Don’t be silly!” Katya told her.  “It’s because you were so good to him that you ended up like this.”

“I don’t know how I can ever repay you.”

Katya held Theresa’s face in both hands and pulled her in for a long soft kiss.  “You can repay me, by being my partner, and allowing me to be yours.  You can repay me, by allowing me to be with Mike.”

“Of course!  Of course!  I love you!” Theresa told Katya, kissing her all over and literally falling backwards on the sofa together.  “I love you!  I love you!”

“I love you too Theresa.” Katya told her.  “More than I could ever love Chris.”

I didn’t want to put a damper on things, but I did have a question.  “What about Mark?”

Nodding, Theresa said, “he’s little.  He’ll learn.  Look, rather he has three mummies than no mummies.”

“Three?” I asked.

“How many women do you see here?” Theresa laughed and snorted, reaching for a tissue.

“Oh, wow.  I never thought of myself like that.  A mum.  Wow.” I began to well-up myself.

“Well, and a whore.” Theresa laughed.

“Haha.”

“Umm, I’m thinking she could do some extra work once he’s fit from the operation.” Katya noted.  “Maybe work the streets a little.  Maybe some porn.”

Theresa nodded.  “Porn is a good idea, but what about that card you got?”

I brushed that off.  “Ah, that was nothing.  I bet if I turned up there, they wouldn’t be interested.”

“What card?” Asked Katya, confused.

“Nothing.” I said.

With a stern look, Theresa said, “Not nothing.  We were out shopping, and an agent for a modelling agency gave him a card.  And not just any modelling agency, but the one which looks after Kate Moss.”

Katya’s eyes widened.  “You’re joking!”

“Nope.”

I shook my head.  “Look, it was one guy and who knows if he was really interested, or if he just didn’t want to get into my panties.”

“Oh come on!” Katya laughed.  “This could be your big break.”

“The company literally just paid for my operation.  I can’t just run off to be a supermodel.”

“Nobody is saying you need to do it full time, but still.”

“Didn’t you just want me to do porn?  What should I do first, be a hooker, a porn star or a supermodel?” I laughed.

The girls gave each other an incredulous look.  “We’ve created a monster.”

Before Theresa left, she made love to Katya.  Then, kissing us both, she left to go home and share the good news with Mike, and also spend a few more hours with Mark before he went to her mother’s.  Theresa and Mike would travel with us to Turkey, staying only a week.

The flight over was fine, and aside from some drooling looks from horny male travellers, nobody bothered me about my outfit, or who I was.  I was in pink hot pants, and a matching crop-top, covered by a pink tracksuit top, and pink Nike trainers.

The resort was literally right near the plastic surgery clinic, which meant that the others could have some fun, but still be on-hand to visit me.  The clinic itself was amazing and modern.  It felt more like a spa than a hospital and the food there was amazing.

In the end, we agreed that I would share a room with Trish, so we wouldn’t be bored together.  As such, we had the day before the operation to get final quick blood tests and checks, and generally relax.

“By the way, if you and Trish want to have one night of enjoyment, you can.  We won’t mind.” Katya and Theresa told me with a grin.

“Honestly, I think Trish sees me as a girlfriend.” I informed them.

Trish wasn’t bad looking by any stretch.  She had black curly hair and had some Indian heritage in her.  She had a larger backside than I was used to, and I guessed that was the reason she wanted bigger boobs, given that they were fairly small compared to her ass. 

As Trish and I lay in that room in separate beds, watching satellite TV and chatting about life, I began to get the feeling that maybe I was wrong about what I had told Katya and Theresa earlier.  Whilst I was telling Trish the story of how I end up like this, I noticed movement under her blanket.

“Is this turning you on?” I asked with a grin.

“Little bit, yeah.” She laughed.  “And I can’t just climb on your cock can I?  Katya would kill me.”

“No she wouldn’t.  She said if we want to fuck we can.”

“Did she?”

“She did to me.”

Trish was over in my bed in a flash, and my cock was in her mouth even faster.  I had to admit, she was damned good at oral, and I seriously worried I might cum too soon.  Thankfully, she stopped and climbed up onto my cock, riding me to two orgasms, before switching positions. 

Her pussy was very warm and wet, clearly she was more turned on that I thought by my story.  As we switched to missionary position, we kissed as I fucked her.  I felt her finger track down my back and end up at my anus, which she rubbed gently before pressing in and out a little, and then pushing inside completely.

“Do it to me too.  Put your finger inside me.” She whispered.

We both moaned as we fingered each other’s anuses, as we fucked, but I had to admit, it was an experience I could get used to. 

Trish and I fucked until midnight, when a nurse came in and told us to return to our own beds.  The young nurse smiled at us, as she had seen it all before.

“To be continued.” Trish giggled.

“Not until we’re healed.”

“We’ll find a way.  Maybe I’ll need to borrow you after.”

“I’m sure that can be arranged.” I chuckled.

The next day, we were both given an infusion and then a pill of some sort.  Then sometime after, I was wheeled out of the room, into an elevator, and then into a pre-op area, which was bustling with activity. 

A pretty young woman walked over to me wearing peach-coloured scrubs.  “I am Yasmin, I’ll be your anaesthesiologist today.  I will be with you the whole time, monitoring your drip and making sure you have a wonderful experience during the operation.  Do you have any questions for me?”

“No, I think I’m good.”

“Excellent.  We’ll begin in a few minutes. For now, just relax.”

Eventually, I wheeled in and given an infusion and a mask.  “Think of something relaxing, a holiday or something nice.”

I began to remember a holiday to Japan we had taken with Theresa, before we were married.  It was amazing, such a wonderful experience.  It was actually there that I realised how much I loved her…

When I awoke, I awoke to a huge amount of bustle again.  I was in some sort of recovery room connected to a monitor which was beeping.  Then some strange alarm sounded.

“Miss Connor, breathe deeply, in and out.  Come on now.  In and out.” A nurse said.  Miss Connor…

I focused on my breathing and found myself falling asleep again.

“No no, breathe, in and out. Wakey, wakey now.”

I looked in front of me and realised I couldn’t see past the huge mound in front of me.

“Are they my breasts?” I tried to say, which came out as a strange croak.

“Try not to speak.  We did minor work on your face and neck, but it’ll take some time until you’ll feel comfortable.”

When I arrived back in my room, Trish was not there.  She arrived back in two hours later.

“Ow.” She smiled.

“Is that at me or you?” I croaked you.

“More you.  Wow.  The invisible woman.” She said, referring to all the bandages around me.

The others came to visit me the next day, and asked if I needed anything, which I didn’t.  Mike was surprised to find me wearing stockings in a hospital bed, but I explained they were special ones to prevent thrombosis.

Two days after the operation, the surgeon visited us and removed the bandages and cleaned the drain, and then gave me a special soft bra to wear.  I had to admit, to me they looked bigger than my prosthetics. 

“They’re swollen.” The doctor told me.  “They will go down and they’ll soften.”

Looking over at Trish, hers seemed even bigger, and they were.

“I wanted huge tits.” She laughed.  “Always have done.”

“Everyone’s going to want to see HR after this.” I joked.

“I’m kind of hoping I won’t have to be in HR for long.  I always wanted to do glamour modelling.  We’ll see.”

Over the coming days, the pressure and pain began to wear off and things started to look better.  The bruising on my face began to fade and honestly, I was already seeing the improvements.  The day after Theresa and Mike flew home, my cast came off my nose, to reveal my new dainty nose; except, what I saw was swollen and pretty grotesque.  Luckily, I wasn’t nervous as I read it can sometimes take up to a year to see the final results.

“We put a cast on in case of any fracturing, but we don’t believe there was any.” The doctor explained.  “I think with the way this is looking, you’ll be good in five months or so.  Your facelift will be healed at around three weeks, when you leave here, and I think in about eight weeks after that, it’ll be perfect.  Your tracheal shave was a complete success.  The stitches are already out, I see, and honestly, the swelling is minimal.”

Finally, two weeks later, it was time for me to fly home.  My follow-up appointments were in their London clinic, but I was actually happy already.  My nose was not looking bad, and my face was already showing improvement.  My breasts were still huge, but slowly I had seen a slight reduction in the swelling.

Trish was over the moon with hers, and she couldn’t help but tell me that she owed me big time.  I brushed it off and told her that I would do it again for her, anytime.

Over the next few weeks, things improved, with the swelling disappearing, leaving two very beautiful breasts, which Katya, Theresa and Mike couldn’t wait to play with. 

Two weeks after our arrival back, we sat down with Theresa and Mike to discuss plans.  Theresa had not told Mike about our conversation and he was completely unaware of the plan for all of us to be together.  Once we told him, he behaved exactly how Theresa did.  It was something heart-warming to see such a tough guy reduced to tears of joy.  He grabbed me and pulled me in for a kiss, but this wasn’t just any old kiss.  This was a kiss full with love.

“I have missed you so fucking much all these years.” He confessed.  “So yes, so very much yes, we will live with you.”

Katya rested a hand on each of their legs.  “We’re not just talking about separate rooms here.  We’re talking about another bed into the master bedroom, and all of us living together, as equal partners.”

“Except me.” I pointed out.

“You too.”

“With all due respect, I don’t want to be an equal partner.  I’m a sissy.”

“You’re not a sissy anymore.  You’re a woman.”

“No, I’m a good looking sissy, with tits.” I laughed.  “And that will never change.  I want to be your slave, and I want to be your slut, and your whore.  I’m looking forward to walking the streets from time to time, seriously.  I want to try it.”

“Then we’ll make that happen.”

Mike and Theresa moved in the following weekend, and we made sure to show Mark his new room, which he loved. Of course, we spoiled him rotten, buying him all sorts of toys. 

Once I felt I was healed enough, I dressed up in a pink metallic bra, black suspender belt, black panties, and black fishnet stockings, and over that, a matching pink metallic micro-skirt.  I also added matching pink arm-covers too.  I then put on black patent leather thigh-high boots, and did my make-up ultra-slutty.  Finally, I styled my newly bleached-blonde hair, which was now fairly long, and grabbed a pink purse, into which I put condoms, cigarettes and my phone.

As I descended the stairs, the others gasped.

“Where are you going dressed like that?” They asked.

“Work.” I smiled. 

I had been Googling where was the place for me to go to be safe for a few days before, and in the end, I chose the area around King’s Cross.  As I strolled the area, eventually a car pulled up.

“How much love?” The man asked.  He was in a BMW, but wearing a bomber jacket and quite overweight.

“One-twenty.  I’m TS, yeah?” I told him.

“Oh right.  Never mind then.” And he drove off.

I suddenly realised my problem.  I didn’t look trans, and the people who were stopping were generally not interested.  I did get my first customer about an hour later, who seemed intrigued by the fact I was transsexual.  We drove a couple of miles, and pulled up outside a fairly nice building off Edgeware Road.  The man, small, with short grey hair and wrinkles, seemed a little nervous.  He was probably in his late fifties, early sixties, but seemed clean.

“Um, here’s your cash.” He said, handing over the money.

I accepted it, and then began to kiss him.  As we kissed, I led him to his bed, whilst gently rubbing his cock.  The whole thing felt terribly dirty, and I loved it.  Finally, I pulled down his pants, and removed them, and then removed his boxers to reveal a fat uncut cock.  I expertly took it in my mouth.

“Fuck, you’re a hot slut, huh?” He moaned, beginning to find his voice.  “Yeah, slut, suck that dick.”

I moaned as I sucked and rubbed it, before pushing him back on the bed and kissing him again.  As I climbed on top of him, I lowered myself onto his cock, moaning as I felt him enter me.  I rode him for all of about thirty seconds, before he let out a groan and came.  I immediately realised my mistake.

“Shit.” I said. “I forgot the condom.”

“I’m clean.  I don’t do this normally.  I’m a married man, but the wife is away.  Are you clean?  Shit? Should I go get tested?” He began to panic and I relaxed a bit.

“No, I’m clean.  I was more worried about you being clean.”

“I am.  I’ve only slept with my wife.  Honest, I’ve never done this before.”

“Okay. Shit, I can’t forget again.”

“Probably for the best love.” He chuckled.  “Is this your first time?”

“Yep.  You’re my first.”

“Why are you doing it?” He seemed sad, as if I needed to do this.

“Hehe, I’m doing this because it turns me on.  I’m a businesswoman otherwise.  I have money, and I’m not on drugs.  Just wanted some fun.”

He smiled.  “Well, that makes sense.”

I felt horny, and he was starting to get hard again, probably helped along by my hand rubbing his cock and balls.

“Ready to go again?” I asked him.

“I don’t have more cash.”

“Consider this one a freebie.” I told him, getting on all fours.  “You do the work this time.”

“Gladly.”

By the time I got home at five in the morning, I had managed to earn over a thousand pounds.  One of my punters was actually a young couple who were over from the US on holiday and wanted a threesome with a woman. When the girl found out I was trans, she wanted me even more, even though her boyfriend was not convinced.  Her boyfriend sat watching as I made love to his girlfriend, and then bit by bit, he moved over and kissed her whilst I fucked her.

“Fuck her whilst she fucks me.” She said, and the next thing I knew I had a cock up my ass, and for the second time that night, I forgot to mention the condom, even though I was wearing one with her. 

When I told the others about my night, Katya made a point of sending me immediately to a drop-in clinic to get an urgent test, and I was given a dose of medicine as a precaution.  Of course, the test was negative, but I would need to go for more tests later.  I was immediately given PrEP and told to use it.

I decided that the street was not the best place for me to work, so instead, contacted another transsexual who was advertising a space in her exclusive club near Paddington.  I let her know my circumstances and why I’m doing it, and that it would not be a daily job, but rather once or twice a week.

“Honey, I don’t mind.” She told me.  “I have a few girls like us here, and your details will appear on our website. People can select you and they’ll know when you work.  The only thing is, we require you to show your face.  Is that okay?”

“Sure.” I replied.  “The chance that I’ll be seen is minimal.”

“True.  I’m looking forward to your start.”

Of course, my tests came back negative, and a week later, I began working Friday and Saturday nights at the club.  The girls were all friendly and made a commitment to look after each other.  I was the only English girl there, the rest were either from Thailand, Brazil or Russia. 

I was actually surprised at how busy it was, with people coming in all night.  There were no mistakes with the condoms this time, and I actually felt proud to call myself a real whore. 

At home, Theresa, Mike and Katya became closer, with Katya deciding she wanted to have a baby with Mike.  Surprisingly, when she announced that, Theresa announced that she wanted a baby with me.

A few weeks later, Theresa was pregnant with my baby, and I began to wonder if it made sense for me to continue being a prostitute.  “I’m going to need to focus on my real work, I guess.” I told them a little disappointed.

“Actually,” Katya said, “I’ve decided to postpone the pregnancy.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I was called into the office yesterday, where I found out our office is shutting and we’re moving into yours.  The merger.” She stated.  “I’ve been offered Gavin’s old job.”

“Wait…” I said, pausing.  That role had been unfilled ever since Gavin left.  Essentially, leadership in the Nordics all said we managed fine without a division head.  “So, I’ll report to you?”

“Yep.”  She grinned.  “And Chris, who recently broke up with Ingrid.”

My cock became hard.  “Please tell me you’re taking him back.”

Mike and Theresa grinned in excitement as Katya stepped towards me.

“I already have.  I’ve been fucking him since the week we got back from Turkey.  I forgot how much I love him.  I begged him to take me back.  I pleaded with him.”

“Oh my god.” And for some strange reason, I asked, “What about me?  Will you leave me?”

She walked over to her briefcase and handed me a set of papers.  They were divorce papers.  “Essentially, you need to sign everything over to me and Theresa.  Read them.”

I didn’t.  I signed them. 

“Good.”

That was the end of it.  I tried to get more information, but she didn’t give it to me.  On Monday, I walked into the office, where I was called into the new Area VP’s office.  There sat Katya and Trish, both grinning like the cat who caught the mouse.

“It’s come to our attention,” Trish began, “that you have been moonlighting as a prostitute.  Obviously, that goes against our corporate policies, and we’re going to need to let you go.  There’ll not be a severance package.”

“Sorry honey, you can’t work as a salesperson and a hooker.” My now ex-wife told me.  “And, well, we’ve of course had to inform every single one of your customers and also all the companies who might consider hiring you, so, I’m sorry, you don’t have a chance anymore.”

I stared at them with a wide-open mouth, and then hugged them both hard.  “Thank you so much.” I told them.

“You’re welcome baby.” Katya told me.  “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I turned to Trish.  “Thank you, Trish.”

“I’d do anything for you, you know that.”

“I know.”

I headed home, where I found Chris with Theresa, and Mike. 

“You look amazing, by the way.” Chris told me.  He took me into his arms and we kissed, and minutes later, he was fucking my ass, as Mike fucked my mouth.  And by my face, Theresa broke the biggest news of all.

“I fooled you baby.  I’m not pregnant with your kid, but Chris’.  We’ve been fucking for a while too.  We decided it was for the best, seeing as Katya needs to focus on work.  But the good news is, you can now go full-time with your new profession.  We all know that is what you always wanted.  To be a ruined whore.”

I sat on my bed, and looked down at my cock, all wrapped up in steel once again.  This time, Chris didn’t use a padlock, but fused a piece of steel in, using metal glue.  That was not coming off without a blow torch or a metal cutter.  This was my life now, and for the first time, I could relax.

As I prepared to go to work, I opened my underwear drawer and found the business card from the agent.  I tore it up and threw it away. 

There was a knock on the door, and Theresa walked in with Katya.

“Are you ready to begin your new life?” Theresa asked me.

“Yes.” I replied.

“Good,” said Katya, pulling out a syringe.  “You wanted to ruined for real, right?”

“Yes, I did.  I do.”

“There’s no going back now.  It’s over.  You and I, and Theresa.  We love you too much to not give this to you.” Katya explained.  “And well,” she grinned and shivered with excitement.  “I couldn’t get the fantasy out of my head.  It turned me on so much, to force you to be a gay whore for the rest of your life, with no escape, ever.  I knew from the moment you told me your fantasy, that I must make it happen.  I never gave up.  It was always my plan to ruin you.”

I looked at the brown liquid in the syringe, and knew that was not tina.  As she injected me, she said, “don’t worry, I spoke with Carrie and told her the situation.  You can live there, in your room and she will give you your next doses.  She said you can work off the cost.  But we agreed that you can never leave.  If you leave, it is because she will sell you to someone, but she owns you now.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“We really do love you, you know.” Theresa said.  “And that is why we need to accept we’ll never see you again, and fulfil your true fantasy.  Your parents have been informed and they understand that they need to do what is right for you to be happy, so they have asked that you don’t reach out to them for help, because they won’t.  Neither will your friends.”

I felt the heroin flow through me, and for the first time realised, that this time, they had done it right.  I really was a ruined whore, with no way back.

I awoke to find myself in my dingy little room in the brothel.  I opened the cupboard to find all my sissy dresses and whore clothes; all my nice clothes, were gone.  I tried to open the door, only to find it was locked.  A few minutes later, the door opened, and my boss Carrie walked in.

“Come on now, back on the bed.” She said, holding another syringe of heroin.  “Time for your next dose, and your first customer is waiting.  By the way, Katya says you don’t use condoms anymore, so I have taken those away and upped your rates.  But you’re on PrEP, so who cares right?  You’re just a filth gay whore now.”

With that, she injected me, and then left, locking the door.  I stared down at myself, in the sexy white lingerie I was wearing, my huge DD-cup boobs, and my permanently caged cock, and I realised, I was happy.  This was my fantasy, and it was now never-ending, because all I am, and ever will be, is a ruined sissy whore, passed from man to man, with no freedom. 


Epilogue

The police raid was wholly unexpected, but I suppose it shouldn’t have been given the conditions we were all in.  When I was sold, over two years ago, to Albanians, I knew that the fun part of my journey was over.  However, what I hadn’t expected was that the Albanians rewarded those who didn’t cause trouble.  I was treated like a queen, never beaten, and always did what I was told.  Of course, unfortunately, my access to PrEP had ended, and I was not given access to a doctor, so my biggest fear was that I was ill.

I was lucky.

The police doctors ran tests on me and found I was mostly clean, bar a couple of things a course of antibiotics sorted.  My biggest issue was my heroin addiction, which the clinics helped me to overcome. 

After four years as a gay prostitute, I was now without a job.  For a few weeks, I worked the streets, trying to get money from wherever it came.  I found myself without a place to live, and after years of drug abuse, I had lost my good looks.  I decided to do what I thought was best and go home.  I vowed that I would hit the streets one last time, in order to get money to get me home.

As I walked the streets that night, I ran into a rather old looking tranny prostitute, leaning on a street post, smoking a cigarette.  There was something strangely familiar about the rough old broad, standing there in a red and black satin corset and latex micro-skirt.  As I approached, I realised how I knew her.

“Dad?” I said. 

My father turned to look at me.  “Oh, h-hello s-son.” He stammered.  He was flat drunk.  He stunk. 

“What are you doing here?” I asked him.

“Oh, I’ve been working this area for nearly three years now.  Ever since Katya convinced your mother to send me out.  Fun this eh?”

“It was.” I said.  “Not sure if it still is now.”

“Ah, no.  I’m having a blast.”

“Dad, don’t you want to go home?”

“I, um, living in the shelter lad.”

“For fuck’s sake.” I shook my head.  “Come home dad.”

He looked at me, and sobered up for a moment.  “I don’t want to Tom.  I want to stay here.  I don’t have long left anyway.  I have cancer and this is the way I want to go.  Don’t take that away from me.” And then he looked at me.  “You know you don’t want to go back.  You know this is the life for you.  Were you ever unhappy doing it?”

“No, never.” I admitted.

“Then work this corner with me.  It’s always busy.”

“I thought I’d go back and see mum, and Katya.”

He shook his head. “Katya moved with Chris, Theresa, Mike and the kids.  They moved to Germany.  Your mom moved over too, with her new man, and your sister is over there too now, with her girlfriend.”

I sighed.  “So we have nobody?”

“Nobody.”

That night, I worked all night, resolute that I would find help.  The next day, I went to my old office, to try to find Trish, only to find out that she quit to be a glamour model.  I had her old phone number, so called her.

“Oh hey Candy!  Sure we can meet.” She gave me her address.  When I arrived there, I found her and several other women, in various states of undress.  She was in a brothel.

“What happened Trish?” I asked.

“Well, the modelling didn’t work out, and this man basically told me I could make a ton of money escorting, and well, that turned into prostitution of course.  It’s okay.  It’s worked out okay.  What about you?  You look terrible.”

I told her all about my journey and she couldn’t help but laugh.  “So essentially, you got your fantasy completely, and the police ruined it for you?”

“Yes.” I laughed.  “Pretty much.”

“Do you want to stop?  Being a whore?”

I gave it some thought, and shook my head.  “Maybe there’s something wrong with me, but no, I don’t.”

“Let me speak to Sergey here, and see what we can do for you.”

An hour later, I was back where I always wanted to be.  Trish had told Sergey my fantasy and what I’d been doing till now, and he basically said there was always room for a whore like me.  He even got me back on the gear.  And so, even though I had tried to give a fresh life a chance, I knew, I simply couldn’t. 

I ended up working as a prostitute in various brothels for the next ten years, and then together with Trish, we opened our own, by the seaside, where we worked and lived together, until we retired at the age of 70.

The End
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