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		Background

		

		So, this story really comes from the heart. Whilst a lot of it is fiction and embellished, the core of the story is actually about how I met my husband. I am much younger than my husband, as some of you know, and when I met him, it was because I was struggling to find work and just about at my wits end. I had moved to Prague and was working as a bloody English conversation teacher (read: job for foreigners who can’t find anything else). I wanted to get back to what I had trained to do. My husband interviewed me, took pity, and hired me as his PA.

		He was married at the time, unhappy, with a wife who treated him horribly. She wasn’t yet physically abusive, but her struggle with depression made her lash out and she was getting to being physically abusive.

		I discovered his kinks and began to seduce him.

		This is that story, but of course, mine is far more boring and protracted than this work of fiction, but at least you will hopefully get a sense of the life I had wanted to achieve.

		For those interested, we did live a polyamorous relationship for a bit, but my girlfriend ended up wanting to have kids of her own and kind of decided to go monogamous. A shame, but such is life.

		Anyway, as always, enjoy reading the book as much as I enjoyed writing it. And yeah, if femdom, BDSM, sissification, or kink is not for you, don’t read it.

		Have fun!

		Love,

		Julia xxx

		

	
		Prologue

		

		My stomach churned as I checked my hair one last time. Fifteen job interviews in the space of three weeks, and not one of them had replied to me since. We were told by our career planners at university that this was a golden opportunity for us, the best time ever to leave university and find jobs, the unemployment was so low that companies were begging for employees, but here I was, struggling to find work even as a junior data entry clerk. Maybe I’d left it too long? I studied Business Administration, then went on to get an MBA, without any real work experience.

		“Mr Palmer will see you now, Miss Goodall.” The receptionist said, standing and walking me to a glass walled meeting room. I sat down in the seat facing the glass, and smiled at the young blonde woman. “He’ll be right in.”

		Again, my gut made another gurgle and I frowned. Thousands of thoughts ran through my head, but the one which kept repeating over and over was, do not fart! Yeah, that would be really good on Reddit. Young college chick goes to interview and stinks out the meeting room before the interviewer gets there.

		Jesus.

		Yeah, by the way, women fart, and if anything, for us its more embarrassing than for men, even more so when you’re in a fucking interview.

		The glass door opened and a smart man with neatly combed hair, and wearing a loose black t-shirt walked in. He was probably in his early forties, had a bit a dad bod but looked like he worked on it from time to time, so wasn’t really skinny, but not fat. Facially though, clean-shaven as he was, he was attractive in a weird way. In fact, he looked like one of those guys who started life geeky, but turned sexy later on.

		“Hi! Mary, correct?” The man said, his voice soft, a smooth-spoken British accent.

		I nodded and stood, holding out my hand a little too promptly and wincing at my obvious overreaction. He smiled warmly, shook my hand once, then sat down.

		“Sorry for keeping you waiting. Back-to-back meetings.” He said, opening a file and retrieving my CV. Then getting down to business, he glanced at the CV and then looked up at me, smiling. “So, I’m Jack, Director of Operations for EMEA. You applied for the position of Personal Assistant to the COO, which cards on the table, is to me. The reason the position is so titled is because I am going to be promoted to C-Level in two months’ time, although nobody in this office bar HR know that, so, you know,” he made a zipping motion over his mouth which made me giggle a little. “It’s actually because of the fact that there is going to be a bit of a management reshuffle that I’ve been told not to hire internally.”

		I thought this might be a good moment to actually say something, with my brain realising that I hadn’t said a single fucking word so far, not even a hello. “Good for me then, I suppose.” I said, immediately regretting my words.

		“Erm, quite.” He smiled back. “Look, cards on the table though, a lot of people misunderstand the difference between a PA and a secretary. I have a secretary already, what I need is...”

		“Someone who can pick-up the items which don’t need your full attention,” I began, “who can organise your day such that all the mission critical items get to you first, and anything that can be delegated to your assistant can be, with the understanding that there is a level of trust in the fact that I would be making decisions on your behalf, or behest.” Then I realised I used myself as the example and felt embarrassed. “Erm, that’s er, if I get the job.”

		Again, he smiled at me, or rather, grinned, like he was examining who I was as a person. “Nervous huh?”

		I sighed and smiled. “A little bit, yeah.”

		“How many since you left uni?”

		“A lot. Too many. I’m beginning to feel like I made a huge mistake studying what I studied.”

		“We’ve all been there. Want me to tell you what the issue is?” There wasn’t any malice or arrogance in his question, rather a genuine desire to help. I nodded politely. “You studied an MBA. The school should have discouraged that. Without work experience, you can’t possibly apply anything to your learning. Now you have a very fat portion of education on your CV, but nothing to back it up. It makes you an expensive prospect to hire, because your MBA carries financial expectation, but your experience doesn’t.”

		It all made a lot of sense, and in that moment, I felt really stupid. Really, the only thing open to me was working in fast-food, because I’d essentially pushed my way out of a job. Companies wouldn’t want me because not only will I seem expensive, but I won’t be easy to mould to fit their corporate need.

		“Shit.” I said, not really caring about the profanity as my prospects had just gone out of the window. Jack chuckled.

		“That’s okay.” He said. “Listen, I’m about to move into a C-level position at the age of forty-one. It was a position I never thought I would ever achieve because I had a habit of pissing off colleagues and most people hate me here. But, I get results, and finally, we have a CEO who values that over everything else. I don’t do things like everyone else, but at the same time, I’m not going to lie, I’m so nervous you can’t possibly imagine. Voices in my head telling me I’m not right, that I’ll be discovered as a fraud. It’s called imposter syndrome.”

		Strangely, him sharing this with me actually felt good, like I had found someone who understood everything I felt too. I’m meek, shy, always have been. Boys fancied me at school because everyone said I was the sexy blonde with the skinny waist and perky tits, but I never dated them because I was scared that it was all a trick to bully me. I dated at university, lost my virginity, but my neuroses meant that I couldn’t hold down a relationship. I had friends, sure, like my flatmate Kath, but that only happened recently.

		“This is the most human anyone has been in one of these things.” I said softly. “In my last interview I was given a test.”

		“Think of this as an oral exam,” he chuckled, then turned scarlet with embarrassment. “Oh my god, that sounded so inappropriate. Sorry! Sorry!”

		Actually, it just made me laugh. “Don’t worry. I won’t tell anyone if you don’t.”

		“Of course! Sorry, again, stupid joke.” He looked back down at the CV again but this time his fingers were trembling.

		“Jeez, am I more nervous about this or are you?” I asked with a grin.

		Once more, he looked up at me, then dropped the CV to the table, and tapped it with his wedding ring. I don’t know why, but I stared at that ring a little longer than I should have, and inside I felt a little sad to see it.

		“Mary, it falls on me to make a decision on who to hire, nobody else. I’ve interviewed a dozen people already, most haven’t a clue what the job entails, some are maybe too good and would probably stab me in the back to take my job, and one was a woman that my wife probably wouldn’t approve of.” He mumbled out that last part but still it made me smile.

		“Would she approve of me?” I asked, realising that I was probably being more inappropriate than he was.

		“I think she wouldn’t approve of any woman, but let’s just say she knows I have a type, and well...” He stopped himself and shook his head. “Never mind. Look, I can start you out as tier 2A, even though the original offer was based on tier 2B. The reason is that whilst it is my decision, HR will put this through scrutiny and will question why other hires without any work experience start out as tier 1. Thankfully, a PA cannot start as tier 1. You’ll have a three month trial period, and after that, should we decide it is working, then you’ll receive a one-year contract, and will be moved to 2B, which gives you a better pay range. Is that okay?”

		It took me a moment to process what he was saying, and I must have looked rather dumb, sitting there with a confused look, face framed by my straight platinum blonde hair. “Wait, you’re offering me the job?”

		“Erm,” he looked up at the ceiling as if trying to remember if he had mentioned those exact words. “I probably should’ve led with that. Yes, you’ve got the job if you don’t mind the wait?” I already knew it had a delayed start date of two months from then, but I didn’t care because it was way better than anything else I’d applied for, even with the reduced compensation package.

		“Yes, I mean, no, I don’t mind. Yes please.” I laughed appreciatively, tears forming in my eyes.

		“Sorry that this has probably been the weirdest interview ever, but believe it or not, it’s actually my first, erm, well, direct on my own that is.”

		Again, I laughed and shook my head. “No, it’s great. It’s...the best! And if anything, you’ve made me really look forward to working with you. I think we’re going to get on great.”

		“Really?” He asked, somewhat surprised. “Give it time. People think I’m arrogant and end up hating me. I just hate idiots to be honest.”

		“Me too!” I laughed.

		He broke into a wide smile but looked away from me, his cheeks turning rosy again. “So, tier 2A means what we start you on twenty-eight thousand euros per annum. Erm, I know that’s seven thou less than advertised, but after three months, that will be compensated.”

		“No, that’s fine, really!”

		“And perks like stock options, private pension, and stuff come in after the trial ends. Gym access and benefit cafeteria is immediate though. Erm, oh, company car. It’s not mentioned in the advertisement, but you’ll have access to a pool car for the first year. Later, you’ll receive a company car.”

		I shook my head and smiled. I just still couldn’t believe I’d landed the job I wanted. “Really, that’s fine. Great even.”

		He laughed. “You just want to leave and go celebrate now, right?”

		“Oh yeah, I’m going to get sloshed tonight.” Then I realised what I had just said and placed a hand over my mouth. “Sorry, sorry!”

		“No no, I would’ve said rat-arsed, so I think sloshed is fine.” He laughed. “I think we’re going to get on well. Similar sense of humour it seems.” Then he calmed. “I’ll have HR mail you a draft of the contract and official confirmation of selection, with salary and so forth. Just send a reply back confirming you accept. The contract can be signed whenever you like. Erm, and I think that’s it.” He stood so I stood with him. “I would give you a tour of the office, but that might raise questions, so I hope you don’t mind if we skip that until your start date?”

		Still grinning, I shook my head. “That’s fine.”

		“And er, if HR asks how the interview went...”

		“Very professional, best interview ever.” I said softly, a smirk on my lips.

		“Excellent.”

		And so I left the office with a smile on my face and skip in my step. Tonight I was going to celebrate, and get completely rat-arsed.

		

	
		One

		

		The first day came sooner than I had expected. In fact, whilst the official start date had been communicated as the first of June, HR called me to ask if I would be willing to start a month earlier because the reshuffle of management was to be better timed to happen before the shareholder meeting. Of course, I didn’t mind at all, but when I arrived at the office for the first day of work, if I thought I was a bundle of nerves, it was nothing to how Jack was.

		“Honestly, I put on this suit today.” He said. I looked at the dark blue jacket and the black trousers and realised what he had done, and I actually chuckled. “Yeah, wrong trousers to the wrong jacket. What an idiot.” He sighed.

		“It’s hardly noticeable.” I told him. “And if anything, that could be a blazer.”

		His office was huge. We were on the eleventh floor of the modern tower, and he had been given a corner office looking over the river beneath us. It was a stunning view. Boxes lay strewn around the room, files waiting to put into shelves. My office was to the right of his room, with our secretary sitting out front of our offices.

		“Bloody Stan Quince, the previous COO, got canned sooner than we would’ve liked. Seemed he wasn’t willing to go quietly, so they had to speed everything up. Now I’m left with his work, and a month to get my revised budget in before the shareholder meeting.”

		I nodded. “Okay, first things first. Let’s get this office cleaned up and functioning. Then I’ll help you setup your calendar for the next four weeks, and I’ll sort your inbox and help you get rid of the remnants of your previous role. I assume people are going to be bothering you.”

		“They are.”

		It was just as I was explaining that, that I heard movement in my office. Walking in, I found a bespectacled geeky, skinny girl sat at what was my empty desk, connecting up a monitor, keyboard, mouse and dock, to a new laptop. She also had an iPhone 16 box on the table, and several forms for handover. After signing out the equipment, and getting an explanation of how everything was setup, and how my email and calendar was already linked to Jack’s, the girl, Tracy, left the office.

		It took about an hour to sort through the files and boxes in Jack’s office, and during that time, we talked about our personal lives. Nothing too detailed, but rather a chance to learn more about each other.

		Jack explained that he had been married for fifteen years, and had a daughter, but both his wife and daughter were used to him travelling on business trips, and generally being away. The way Jack talked about his wife though made it seem that he was scared of her, that he didn’t like pissing her off. I tried to delve deeper into that, but he just changed the subject to something else. Maybe I was overthinking things, but he seemed unhappy. I wouldn’t say he wanted to leave his wife, but he spoke like he wished things were different.

		“What about you?” He asked. “Could end up being long days and lots of travel. Not going to be an issue?” Then he paused and shook his head. “Is a question I should’ve asked during the interview.” He said to himself.

		I smiled. “No. I have a flatmate, but we hardly see each other for that exact reason. She travels a lot on business. Fashion buyer.”

		“Someone gives her money to go buy clothes?” He asked. “Sounds like being a beer tester to an alky.”

		The quip made me snort out a laugh. “No silly. She buys the materials and things needed for fashion.”

		“Oh. Yeah, that makes more sense.” He frowned, moving another file.

		There was something cute about the way he punished himself for his own stupidity. I don’t know why but he projected a very sensitive side, but somehow made it into a very powerful position.

		It wasn’t until I had the chance to go get a coffee for myself, and generally stroll around the office, that I had the opportunity to talk to others who knew Jack. In the lower breakroom, I listened to a group of men and women at one table chatting about him. They clearly didn’t know who I was, otherwise they wouldn’t have been so open about what they had to say.

		“What moron made him COO?” Said an older man in a white shirt.

		“I know, right?” Replied another guy.

		“Leave him alone.” Said one of the women. “He’s a nice guy.”

		“Nice guy? He called Dylan a lazy imbecile the other day because he didn’t patch the customer’s system.”

		“Yeah, but in fairness, and sorry Dylan,” the girl said, turning to a bearded guy in a red t-shirt, “Dylan is a bit lazy, and without that patch, the customer was getting pissed off. Dylan, you were meant to have done it ages ago. Why did it take you so long?”

		The man shrugged. “Forgot.”

		I decided now was the time to speak up. “Hey, are you talking about Jack Palmer?”

		The group looked over at me for the first time and eyed me with suspicion. Then, clearly not on the bright side of the scale, the most vocal of the group said, “Yeah. The twat got promoted and we don’t get why.”

		“Um, well, from what I can understand, as DO, he increased production by over eighty percent, reduced cost by forty percent, improved employee benefits and overall employee satisfaction, and had a pretty solid business plan which got him the job. What’s your issue with him?”

		The group looked at each other, then loudmouth continued. “Yeah, but you should’ve seen him when he joined. Nobody liked him, and he was constantly angry when his client team didn’t deliver to his crazy timelines.”

		“But he must have done something to get promoted, right? Is that your estimation for a person in their role? How much you like them? The guy is your boss, overtaking all of you, so he must’ve been doing something right. And listening in, maybe if you didn’t forget and actually delivered on time, you wouldn’t need to get called an imbecile or similar. Maybe, if we dropped the sensitive you can’t say that to me bullshit, more would get done. Stop being so sensitive, and maybe do your fucking jobs.” I was seething at the end of my speech. I don’t know why I felt the need to defend Jack on his first day, maybe it was because I’d experienced similar bullying in the past.

		The man glared at me, but the others simply looked down at their coffee cups, before scraping their chairs and walking away wordlessly to their desks.

		“Who the fuck are you?” The man asked me.

		“Mary Goodall. Mr Palmer’s PA.” I sneered at him. Then with my coffee cup in hand, I strode out of there with purpose.

		It was only when I was back in my office that I realised I’d pretty much screamed at people on my first day. One, that was going to get me a bitch reputation pretty quickly, and two, it might get me in trouble with HR. I decided to be honest and tell Jack, but the moment I finished my story, he actually chuckled.

		“Thank you Mary. Thanks for sticking up for me.” He told me. “And no, don’t worry, you won’t get in trouble, and you don’t need that lot as your friends. Look, Kev Elliot was brought in as CEO because his predecessor was making one bad decision after another. Our company was seen as wishy-washy, and not reflecting the core values of the original founder. Cliques were formed whereby performance wasn’t being rewarded but being mates was.  I remember the former DO in the US telling me that I need to complain less and smile more when I was explaining why customers were leaving in droves. That was the thing out of the US. Smile and never dare complain. I am a complainer. If I see something stupid, I say it. People hated it, but my customers loved it, because they valued honesty.

		“The board is European. The previous CEO was American, and he hired other Americans and implemented this American HR culture. It was all bullshit. Kev is Australian, so you can imagine that his is not afraid to tell someone to fuck off. He doesn’t care how you dress to work. He doesn’t care what hours you work. Just so long as the work gets done, and gets done well. I got his attention because I called my boss a tosser some time ago, he saw it and refused to allow me to be fired without an investigation. The result? Kev said my use of the word tosser was justifiable, and in fact, he would have gone further.”

		Immediately, I felt an immense sense of relief. If this was the corporate culture, then I could get used to it.

		Next on my task list was cleaning out and organising Jack’s email. I created several folders and rules to begin sorting through and cleaning out. Generally, most of the emails were related to the previous role, and where something could or should be handled by the incoming Director, I forwarded them to her. If Jack was still required for some reason, I flagged it, with a note to include the new DO, Julie Hart. Admin items pertaining to Jack’s new role, I assigned to me, as I did to items which required more clarity.

		There were some personal items too, which I began assigning to folders. Some relating to his daughter’s school, others to do with frequent flyer miles, but most spam or advertising. What I did find interesting was that he subscribed to the mailing list of a store called Honour, and from what I could tell, it was mainly latex outfits, some quite pretty actually. Then I came across another email from a mailing list, for Fetlife, notifying him that he had unread messages. Of course, I knew what Fetlife was, not that I had a profile there. I was far too vanilla to do that. But I never imagined Jack having one.

		I began to wonder if Jack was a Mr Grey type, but given his ability to blush and apologise, I couldn’t really see it. My suspicions of the type of character he was, were confirmed further in his old emails, Cuckoldfemdomsubs.com. It was an old email and when I clicked the link, I found the domain had since expired and it no long existed. Still, it made a little sense. We like to believe people in positions of power are dominant and in control, but really, it was known that powerful people often wanted to forgo power at home.

		Still, none of this was my business. I deleted the email, telling myself that a good PA might see some pretty intimate things, and must know how to compartmentalise it. That Jack was kinky just proved to me that he was a pretty cool guy, and one I would enjoy working with. Simple as that.

		

	
		Two

		

		Over the course of the first month, Jack and I worked diligently to prepare the global budget for the shareholder meeting. Obviously, to accurately create a global budget plan, you need to have a good overview of the operating costs of each business unit, and the company had a lot of those. There were regional Managing Directors who didn’t know Jack very well, so when asked for something, they jumped to it, determined to impress. Then there were those that knew Jack and still wanted to impress, so not only got him the results he needed, but also made sure to follow-up and generally chit-chat as if they were old friends. Then there were those who knew Jack, didn’t like Jack, and wanted him to fail. Those were the troublemakers.

		“You haven’t stated you are keeping them on in their roles.” I told Jack.

		“I know. I’m going to need to make an example of them. But honestly, I don’t want to fire them all just because they aren’t my friends.” He told me.

		“Yeah, I’m not saying you should. But the underperformers?”

		He nodded, though I could tell he wasn’t happy about firing anyone. “It’s not that simple. Some of them have difficult contracts. We need to be strategic.”

		By the day of the shareholder meeting, we had everything documented, including the costs of buying out the contract of underperforming regional heads, and the three-year plan on how much money will be saved and earned through improved management.

		Still though, much as I really enjoyed working with Jack, and as good as he was in the role, I couldn’t see him as much of a speaker. If anything, I saw him as a bumbling, Hugh Grant type.

		As his PA, I was on the front row in the large auditorium, where he would be speaking to the thousands of shareholders, some of whom in that room, and some online around the globe. I don’t know who was more nervous, him, or me for him. I’m also not going to lie; if he completely cocked this up, then I’d probably be out of a job too.

		Eventually, it was time for him to speak. He stood, buttoning his charcoal Zegna suit, and strode to the podium with purpose.

		“Good afternoon. It is a pleasure to be up here speaking to you as the new Chief Operating Officer, and I thank you all for your trust and confidence in me during this period of transition.

		“The founders of our company had a singular vision for our company. Back in 1889, they wanted us to be at the forefront for advanced accounting systems for small business. Back then, we created books. Easy to use data entry books which enabled any entrepreneur to run their business, without the need for advanced knowledge of mathematics, and without the need for expensive accountants. Overnight, our founders made life easier for tens of businesses in the area, and single-handedly made this region the most successful for small business.

		“From that foundation, we grew, and when computer systems became more accessible, the next generation of leaders in our company had the forethought to apply that to the same practice. Sales and sales leaders in our company were rewarded not only for success in bringing in new business, but also for the longevity of the relationship.  Our founders knew one single fact. A good salesman is only as good as his customer.

		“When I joined the company as a lowly support technician, nearly two decades ago, I was put in charge of what I was told was a dead account. I was told I wouldn’t be around by the end of the year because the moment the customer fired us, I’d be made redundant. I wasn’t welcomed. I was laughed at for even trying. That same customer has since been responsible for closing dozens of high-profile deals. That same customer sings our praises. All for one simple reason. I cared.”

		Jack paused. His manner of speaking was powerful, confident. Gone was any apprehension I had, in that room at that moment, you could hear a pin drop. Everyone was hanging on his every word.

		“In this company we have lost something along the way to greatness. Like many huge businesses of the past, we have been swallowed into the greed of Wall Street, the desire for fast results and fast returns, but we have forgotten how we have achieved greatness in the first place. Customer satisfaction leads to customer retention leads to customer growth leads to new business. You cannot have one without the other.

		“And this is why I am proud to present to you my plan to adjust operations to change the dynamic of how sales, customer services, and quality assurance work together.”

		He then went through his presentation which demonstrated how salespeople would be rewarded not only on sales themselves, but on how well they rebuild long-term customer relations. Gone would be the fulfil quota in six months or out attitude of the past, and in would be the customer recovery plan. Yes, it would mean downplaying new business for a year, but it would also shore up our bottom line, and our long-term income.

		“Now you are shareholders. You want to make sure you get something from all of this, and let me tell you, you will. You will make sure you investments are protected and secured though a more thoroughly managed and streamlined business. You will have better clarity on long-term financials. But obviously, we do have a corporate debt which cannot sit waiting for a year.

		“In order to begin winding down that debt, I want to present to you a cost saving plan which will not see the elimination of essential personnel or jobs, but rather a move which will remove waste and chaff.”

		Next came the numbers. They were numbers I helped write and if everything went to plan, without lifting a finger, we could eliminate twenty percent of our corporate debt, allowing us to restructure the rest at a far better rate.

		“Again, thank you for your trust, and let’s get back to basics.”

		The hall erupted in a rapturous applause. Everyone stood, shareholders cheered and whistled. This was a solid plan built on solid evidence, numbers and opportunities. They loved it. Kev Elliot didn’t miss the opportunity to jump up on stage and shake Jack’s hand, beaming with pride at his new COOs presentation.

		For me, something strange happened. Watching that tough, powerful confident man on stage, seeing how he controlled that whole audience, a thought entered my head. That man wants a woman to control him and turn him into a cuckold slave. And as the thunderous applause continued, I felt myself having to squeeze my legs closed, because my pussy became so wet with excitement, that I could literally feel it drip from my panties.

		Jack looked down at me with a smile, clearly wanting to show his thanks, but then even through his smiles, I could see him look at me with confusion. I couldn’t help myself. Even as I bit my lip to try and stop it, I could feel my orgasm approach. I was having a quiet spontaneous climax, and I think he could tell. 

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		––––––––

		

		I leaned against the toilet cubicle wall and panted. Pulling up the black pencil skirt, I reached into my silky black panties and literally found them completely soaked. Nothing like this had ever happened to me in my life, so why had it happened now? Heck, female domination and BDSM didn’t interest me. I was far from dominant, so why would it excite me?

		God! How could I possibly see him now? He had to have known, the way he looked at me said as much. Still, I needed to pull myself together. There was a party going on for leadership and the main shareholders, and I knew Jack needed me there.

		I eventually mustered the courage to go out into the room, where I accepted a flute of champagne and made my way into the throng or people, looking for my boss. I found him stood talking animatedly to Kev and two shareholders, and then with a deep breath, walked over.

		“Ah, and here she is, the woman of the hour.” Said Kev. I’d met him in meetings, seen him around, but had actually in my month there never exchanged a word with him. “Jack was just explaining how instrumental you were in the preparation of his presentation.”

		My eyes darted to Jack and I felt my cheeks burn. “Oh, I wouldn’t go that far. Just helped a bit.”

		“Nonsense.” Said Jack, smiling at me. “I think we got the advantage of that great education.”

		“Yes, Jack says you come to us with an MBA already?” Kev noted. “Bloody great stuff. I see great things for you. Jack clearly has a great eye for talent. Bodes well!  Anyway, need to mingle, can’t be seen with one person too long; well, that’s what my wife tells me.”

		We watched Kev move on to another group, and the I felt Jack touch my elbow. “Excuse me gentlemen,” he said to the two shareholders. “I just need to debrief with Mary here.”

		“Absolutely.” They said, and we moved through the crowd, grabbing canapes along the way.

		“I was a bit worried about you at the end there.” Jack stated. “Worried the stress had gotten to you. You looked faint.”

		“Oh, yeah, just all a bit much for me.” I told him, relieved that he hadn’t realised what had really happened. “But you were amazing. Honestly, you were so good up there.”

		“I was nervous as fuck. Strangely though, I’m actually pretty good at public speaking. Not sure why, but once I’m up there and in the swing of things, I enjoy it.”

		“Well, I’m not sure I would be so good at it.”

		“One day, you’ll need to. You know that good PAs don’t stay PAs, right? Most end up in management.”

		Again, I felt myself blush. “I hadn’t really thought about it.” I hadn’t, but I had heard that before. Frankly, I wasn’t really thinking about it then either. All I could think about when I stood alone with Jack was how he would look kneeling in front of me with a collar around his neck. Fuck, what’s wrong with me?

		“Are you sure you’re okay?” He asked me, looking rather concerned. “You genuinely look flushed.”

		“Honestly, it’s hot in here, and alcohol on top of that.” I said.

		“Go home then. You’ve done more than enough, and I’ll make sure everyone knows your name by the end of the night. Mary, without you, I’d be lost today. I know I made the right decision to hire you. Thank you.”

		I smiled and stared into his eyes. I so wanted to kiss him right then, and I knew if I stared much longer, he’d know. “Thanks Jack.” I said, then slapped his arm in a very bloke-ish way. I turned and downed the rest of the wine before placing the empty glass on a table. “Oh god Mary!” I said to myself, walking away quickly and certainly not daring to look back at Jack. If I had, I would have seen a confused face, one which was slow beginning to question if I had a crush on him, and if, potentially, he had a crush on me.

		“Do not shit where you eat!” Was the firm advice of Kath later at home over a bottle of wine.

		“Urgh! I know!” I whined. “And honestly, yeah, he’s attractive in a homely dad sort of way, but I’ve never been attracted to older men. I just, I don’t know, seeing him up on stage, seeing him all powerful, yeah, that was hot, but that wasn’t it.”

		“What was it then?”

		After a moment’s contemplation, I began telling her the story of the emails I’d found, the fact that he had a Fetlife profile, that he shopped for latex dresses. It wasn’t that he was powerful on stage which turned me on, it was that I knew more about him and could control that power he had on others.

		Kath listened intently, not looking at me, but looking off into the distance. Then she said, “You could make him do anything. You could take over the company.”

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

		“Yeah, but you know what I mean?”

		“Yes, I do.” I frowned, embarrassed to even be thinking like that. “But I’m not dominant. I wouldn’t even know where to begin.”

		“And yet the thought of being his domme turns you on.” She told me. “You know, I have a Fetlife account?”

		My eyes widened. “Search him.”

		The problem with Fetlife, we found, was that you couldn’t really search based on age, location and so forth in one go. You could search the location, but then you got a list.

		“Hold on.” She said to me. “He got an email. So in that email must have been a username.”

		I gulped. She was right, and I knew where that email was, and I also knew I could access it from my phone. But just as realised that, did I realise what an invasion of privacy this was. “No, he’s my boss. I can’t do it.”

		“Okay.” Kath replied.

		Still, in bed that evening, I found myself researching female domination, cuckolding, and even reading erotic stories. More than once did I place my fingers at my clit, rubbing myself to a furious climax. This simply wasn’t me, and on their own, the stories meant little. The problem was, I kept putting Jack in the role of the submissive character, and when I did, that was when the juices started running.

		I finally fell asleep at midnight, after multiple orgasms, wondering if I had single-handedly destroyed any normal working relationship with Jack.

		

	
		Three

		

		My anxiety the next morning was at its peak. I wondered how I would speak to Jack, whether or not I could control myself in front of him, or if I was simply going to become a mumbling wreck. But when I arrived at the office, I was not greeted by Jack at his desk, but a rather bored looking fifteen-year-old girl, who was sniffing and reaching for tissues as she drew on an iPad. The young girl clearly resembled Jack, albeit she had long braided black hair.

		“Hello.” I said to Hannah, Jack’s daughter. “Hannah, right?”

		The girl looked up at me, rolled her eyes, then looked back at her iPad. “Yeah.”

		“Cool. I’m Mary.”

		“I know.”

		“Oh. Erm, no school today?”

		“Sick, and mum’s got work.”

		“I see.” I knew that Carolyn, Jack’s wife, was an interior designer, so I had to assume she was on-site or with a customer, hence when Hannah was with Jack. Although, at fifteen, I was home by myself when I was sick.

		Just then, I heard Jack enter the office, carrying a large hot tea for his daughter. “Hey Mary. Carolyn’s got a site inspection, and I had to take Hannah to the doctor. Carolyn will pick her up at ten or so.”

		“Oh, cool.” I said, looking at how Jack looked after his daughter. From the way he looked at her, I could tell he was a doting father.

		“I need to jump on the Australia review call. Would you mind spending a bit of time with Hannah? I know it’s not your job...”

		“No, no. It’s fine. Go.”

		With that, he left the room, leaving me with the rather grumpy looking kid. I walked over and looked at her art on the iPad, I had to admit, she had talent.

		“That’s amazing.” I said, but she just rolled her eyes without looking up. “Did I upset you somehow?”

		Hannah sighed and sat back. She looked slightly apologetic. “I’m sorry. Mummy and daddy got into an argument yesterday night about you.”

		Suddenly, this conversation had somehow become very interesting. “How come?”

		“Daddy was telling us about the presentation, and was saying how much help you’d been, and how awesome you are. Mummy is quite a jealous person. Apparently daddy did something stupid when I was younger, and mummy never really forgave him.”

		I wanted to ask what he did but I realised that would be very poor form, especially given she was a kid. “Well I can promise you that your daddy and I just work together.”

		“I know. Daddy showed a picture of you to mummy and mummy calmed down after.”

		“Ouch!” I said, making the girl laugh.

		“No silly. Mummy thinks you are pretty, but that you are not, erm, well, what was the word she used? Strict I think.”

		So that was it. Jack wasn’t allowed to be around dominant women. Had Jack had an affair with one? It got me thinking back to my interview, the one woman who would have gotten him into trouble.

		“Hannah, my office is right next door. If you need anything, just come see me, okay?”

		“Sure.”

		I disappeared into my office, leaving the door open so that I could see if anyone came in to Jack’s office.  I then proceeded to read the old application emails, until I came across Sandra Mikkelsen. There was no photo attached, but when I Googled her, I found her details easily, along with her Instagram profile. She was nothing special, quite a large backside, but she looked strict, with jet black hair, sharp cheekbones, and very overtly suggestive photos.

		Scrolling through the photos, I found one where she was dressed in a latex mini-dress, holding a crop. In the caption, it said, Where are all the paypiggies at? I Googled the term paypig and ended up falling through the rabbithole of financial domination. Suddenly it clicked. Jack hadn’t had an affair, per se; he’d been paying a financial dominatrix, or if the explanation was to be believed, probably hadn’t been paying, and she’d exposed him to his wife. Jesus Jack!

		And yet, it didn’t disgust me. Rather, I felt annoyed that this man was not paying me to dominate him. What the fuck is wrong with me?

		The more I read, the more I began to understand his psyche a bit. True financial domination is usually connected to consensual blackmail, which in itself is a way for a submissive man to lose control of his ability to do things. Essentially, if a man wants to be forced to do something, this would be a way of ensuring that someone will force him to do it. Married men do it usually because their partners don’t do it for them.

		I felt sorry for Jack. If he was submissive and wanted a dominant wife, perhaps Carolyn wasn’t giving that to him. No. I shouldn’t think that way, it would only lead to trouble.

		Around nine-thirty, I heard the door to Jack’s office open and feet stomp in. I stood to see if Jack had returned, but instead saw a rather stern-looking woman with short brown hair and a sharp nose, wearing a Burberry trench coat walk over to Hannah.

		“Where’s your father?” The woman snapped with a North Irish lilt.

		“Some meeting.” The girl responded.

		“Wonderful parenting. Couldn’t rearrange a fecking meeting for his daughter.” The woman seethed, snatching the iPad from the desk and putting it into Hannah’s backpack. “Get your stuff together. I haven’t got all day.”

		“Hello.” I said, greeting Carolyn. “Sorry Jack’s not here, but given his new role, I couldn’t reschedule this call. He had to be on it.”

		“You must be the girl.” Carolyn said, looking me up and down judgementally. I genuinely did not like this woman. There was no way Jack was happy with her, and from the looks of things, she didn’t feel anything but contempt for him either. Still, I walked over and held out my hand. She stared at it for a moment, before shaking it loosely for a single shake, and then letting go as if she’d touched someone with the plague. “Tell my husband thanks for nothing.”

		“I’m sorry?” I cocked my head, looking rather confused.

		The woman gave a frustrated sigh. “I asked him to take care of our sick daughter, and he couldn’t even do that.”

		“No, don’t worry. Hannah was perfectly safe here with me, and Jack made her hot tea before the call. As I said, he’s the COO of a huge corporation now,” I looked down at Carolyn’s handbag, clearly a new Berkin. Her eyes tracked mine and when she saw what I was looking at, she frowned. My point was clear. He was making a shit-tonne of money now, and she was clearly reaping the rewards.

		“Come on Hannah.” Carolyn said, pulling the girl.

		As the two were leaving the office, Hannah turned back to look at me, then gave me a huge grin and a wink. She told me everything I needed to know. Carolyn was a bitch, and even her daughter appreciated when people put her in her place.

		The moment I was alone, I walked back into my office and shut the door. I dropped a text to Jack to say that his wife had been and gone, and then I went back to his email, found the Fetlife mail, and found his username. I then went to Fetlife and created an account for myself, marking myself as a Mistress. Once I’d set up the basics, I searched his username; Forced2ruin289, and read.

		Submissive male, upwardly mobile, seeking roleplay friend for blackmail play, homewrecking play, forced out of my comfort zone. REPEAT: Roleplay only. Am married to a vanilla wife, and need to keep her separate after bad experience. Into blackmail, entrapment, kidnap fantasy, cuckold fantasy, forced smoking, forced intox, sadomasochism, and so on. Fantasy only and no money should be exchanged.

		He didn’t have any photos, and I could see he had updated the profile some time ago. But one thing was for certain, Carolyn wasn’t giving him what he needed.

		Next door, I could hear the sound of a laptop being placed on a desk. Jack was back. Fearing I might be caught, I quickly shut the page, promising myself that I would look at it later. I needn’t have feared. Jack didn’t just walk into my office, he always knocked and waited, just as he did this time.

		Instead of just saying come in, I made him wait. I’m not sure what had come over me at that moment, but I had a sense of power knowing that if I wanted to, I could control him. There was another knock. “Enter!” I snapped, surprising even myself.

		“Oh, erm, are you busy?” He asked softly, poking his head around the door.

		“No.” I smiled, biting on the back of biro.

		“Erm, right. All good with Hannah?”

		I scoffed. “Hannah? She’s a sweetheart. Your wife? Erm...”

		Jack blushed. “She’s having a bad week.” He mumbled. “I don’t know. Maybe a bad month...or year...”

		“Yeah, I don’t think she liked me.”

		“She doesn’t like anyone.” For a moment, I swear thought I saw his eyes tear up. “Anyway, thanks.”

		“Anytime.”

		I decided at that moment that I was going to give Jack his fantasy, if only through text. So after he left my office, I reopened Fetlife and began filling in my profile. I made sure to choose fetishes which matched his, and added a couple which interested me from the previous night’s reading, such as sissy play and forced feminisation, and then wrote a description.

		Dominant woman, single, looking for experienced submissive man for evening roleplay and occasional kinky chat. Not interested in findom, but do like the idea of blackmail to get my way. Of course, all in just fantasy chat, no real life interaction, no phone calls, etc.

		I then found his profile and followed it, before sending a friend request, adding a note to say I found his profile interesting.

		The moment I sent the friend request, I could see it arrive in his inbox. It sat there for about three minutes, before I saw it disappear. He hadn’t put it in his personal items, so I reasoned he had deleted it. Perhaps he had already accepted the invitation. However, a quick check of my profile showed that not only had he not accepted it, but he had also rejected it.

		Of course. I didn’t have any friends, was new, he probably thought I was a bot. Thankfully, there was a way to verify myself. So I went through the process and waited for the confirmation. Once it was done, I sent another request, this time writing: Really I’m not a bot or scammer. Also not a man pretending to be a woman. As you can see, I’m verified now. You really do interest me because I just want to roleplay.

		Again, the email arrived and again it disappeared. However, this time, my request was accepted, and I received a message.

		“Hi. Sorry, but there a lot of weirdos on here. I’m not even sure I want to roleplay anymore. I might take the profile down. Sorry for wasting your time!” He wrote.

		“Why? Problems at home?” I wrote back.

		“Yeah, and well, more to lose now. I did something stupid once, and I can’t afford to let it happen again.”

		“What did you do?”

		“I chatted with a financial dominatrix, who claimed she wasn’t after money, just to talk. We got quite detailed, and then she used the information to blackmail for money.”

		“Shit. I assume she outed you?”

		“No, I outed myself. I wasn’t going to let it happen, so I told my wife. Probably a mistake, because in the end, nothing happened, but I got away with it.”

		Poor guy. I thought. “You shouldn’t let one bad experience ruin it for you. I’m sorry that happened, but I promise I’d never do anything like that without consent. BDSM is all about consent.” I’d read that over and over. “These people don’t deserve to call themselves Mistress or other.”

		“That’s true! Still, I can’t risk it. Anyway, I hardly have the time to even chat anymore. My job takes up most of my time, and my family the rest. Sorry!” He kept on apologising, but I knew I needed him not to close the account.

		“Well don’t close your account. Perhaps we can just exchange the occasional message, and then see?”

		“Okay, but you likely won’t hear from me much.”

		I sighed in relief. “Well, it’s nice to make a friend.”

		“...not the most dominant thing to say, but thanks. It is. 😊”

		He was right, of course. If I wanted to make this work, I needed to learn how to roleplay the dominant role. But the first part was done, and that was to connect. Now I needed to find a way to communicate. For that, I’d need research; lots of research.

		

	
		Four

		

		Reading stories on the internet was nice for text ideas, but it didn’t get me into the mindset of the dominant. Watching videos got me horny, but again, it painted a picture I wasn’t interested in, because Jack wasn’t in it. I tried to consider the best course of action, because nothing I did made sense.

		Jack’s promise that he wouldn’t be active on Fetlife was sort of true, but not completely. He did occasionally send a message to me, usually asking how I am, or trying to get some sort of information from me, to find out what I might look like. I refused to upload a photo of myself at first, but later I decided that I could put up a body photo, if I had some latex clothes, or at least something domineering. In the end, I found a nice black leatherette bralette, and a black vinyl mini-skirt quite cheap in a shop, along with black PVC lace-up thigh-high boots. Once I had those, I put them on, and took a photo of myself in the large mirror in the hallway. Kath was travelling, so I had the place to myself.

		Finally, after cropping out my face, I uploaded the photo to Fetlife. Jack liked the photo almost immediately, as did the dozens of other people who had followed me since starting a Fetlife account. 

		Then I received a message from a Goddess Raven-Black, telling me how gorgeous I was, and it got me thinking. What if I got myself a mentor? Someone to help me understand my feelings towards my boss. I clicked on the woman’s profile, and found a beautiful black woman dressed in red latex. And the great thing about her, was that she was local.

		“Dear Goddess Raven-Black,” I wrote over messages. “Thank you for your kind words. I was wondering if you might be able to help me. I’m new to BDSM and am looking for advice. Against all good reasoning, I’m starting an online relationship with my boss who is submissive. He doesn’t know it is me, and I want to keep it to online roleplay, but honestly, I need to know what I’m doing. Is there any way you might be able to help me?”

		Surprisingly, she replied fairly quickly. “Hey, thanks for reaching out. Always happy to help a budding BDSM enthusiast. That said, your request is not so black and white, and really opens up a lot of other questions. Thankfully, the BDSM community actually has a pretty strong support group, and this Friday we have our monthly munch. Stop by Atelier on Konig Street from seven tomorrow night and happy to chat. No dress code, but we always appreciate when people make an effort. Hope to see you tomorrow! Margo.”

		What the fuck is a munch? I thought. I quickly Googled it and found that a munch was a get-together to generally chit-chat and meet others in the BDSM community, but was not specifically a play-party although munches could be attached to one. A play-party was where dommes and subs met up to play in a safe public setting.

		I then Googled Atelier and BDSM munch, and found a link to a Facebook group which talked about the monthly munch and play-party. Apparently, the play-party was in the dungeons under the bar.

		“Thank you, Margo. I’ll be there, and I’ll dress up. Thanks, Mary.” I wrote back.

		After that, I searched where to buy latex clothes in my city, and found a place about a half-hour away by tram. Unfortunately, the opening hours were not great.

		“Boss, I need to leave early today, if that’s okay?” I called out through the open door.

		“No problem.” I heard back.

		I leaned back, smiling, and once again, I found myself getting wet with expectation for the beginnings of my new dominant persona.

		Unfortunately, work meant that I needed to shift my attention, but even so, the idea of dominating Jack, albeit virtually, kept me constantly on edge. Every time he spoke to me or walked into my office, I could picture him on his knees, licking my shoes, or even me walking on him, staring down at his face.

		Never in my life had I felt dominant. I was naturally submissive to everyone, so I never considered being dominant. And yet every single picture in my head where I took control of him, stood over him, it made me feel alive and maybe even for the first time in my life, I felt free. Was this the thing that was missing from my life all this time? Was I secretly a dominant?

		Finally, my day freed up and I was able to leave. As I walked out via Jack’s office, I stopped to look at him, as he hammered away at his keyboard. Sensing that I was looking at him, he paused and looked up. “All okay?” He asked.

		“Yes. I’m leaving now.” I told him.

		“Oh, good, well, good luck with whatever you have planned.”

		I don’t know why but I felt the need to tell him, or at least, suggest something. “I’m actually going shopping. But this shop is only open a few hours. I have an event tomorrow and need a very specific style.”

		He grinned at me. “Ah, going clubbing huh? Ah to be young again.”

		“No, not clubbing exactly.” I so wanted to say a munch, but that was risky. “It’s just a gathering of likeminded individuals.”

		“O-kay. Well, good luck with your shopping.”

		“If I get done sooner, then I might be back.”

		“Sure.”

		His gaze returned to the monitor in front of him, and I sighed a little, feeling a bit stupid.

		A little over a half-hour later, I was in the small store hidden down a narrow street. A pretty but heavily pierced goth girl greeted me from behind a cash desk. The whole place smelled of plastic, a chemically rubber smell. I say the store was small, but that isn’t entirely correct. From the outside, it seemed small, but once I was inside, I found it to not only be very deep, but it had multiple floors. Leather and plastic clothes lined rails, and upstairs, I found a huge section of lacy, satin clothes for sissies.

		“Looking for anything specific?” The girl asked.

		“Um, well, I’m going to a munch tomorrow.” I said.

		“Atelier?” She asked.

		“Yeah.”

		“You don’t need to dress up for that. About fifty percent do.” She smiled.

		I nodded. “Yeah, but I want to. It’s my first time, and I want to make a good impression.”

		She laughed and nodded. “Most subbies do.”

		“Oh, I’m not submissive. Or...well...”

		The girl cocked her head to one side. “My apologies.”

		“No, no. I...” I realised I was confusing her, so I tried to relax with a long sigh. “Honestly, I’m just getting started. Until recently, I knew nothing about BDSM, but then I found out my boss is a submissive, and well, I did some research...”

		“And it turns you on?” She grinned.

		“Yeah. I can’t stop thinking about dominating him.”

		“Honestly, it sounds like you’re a switch. Dominant to some, submissive to others. That’s cool, because it opens up a whole other world to you. So for tomorrow, let’s get you into something which highlights your identity. First question; how are you with latex? Any allergies?”

		“Um, not that I know of.”

		“Okay. It’s important to remember that latex is a natural product, which means it works a little differently. You need to care for latex, and you need to polish it. It also means storage is a little trickier. PVCs and oil-based rubbers are usually man-made, which means you are less likely to have a reaction to it, though it can happen.”

		To my knowledge, I’d never had a reaction to anything, and I told her so. She then asked if I wanted to select for myself, or to leave the inspiration to her. Given my complete lack of knowledge in this space, I decided to leave it to her.

		“Please come with me to a change room and strip down to your panties.” She said. Then once I was naked, she looked me over. “Tall, but very slim, so I assume usually an S or XS.”

		“Depends. Skirts and tops XS or even XXS in one or two cases. Dress size is usually thirty-two or thirty-four. But trousers are difficult for me because of my height, so I usually have to buy bigger and then have them taken in.”

		“Good size boobs though. C?”

		“Yeah.”

		“They’d look nice pierced. You ever thought about that?”

		“Not really no. Does it hurt?”

		The girl grinned at me. “A little. You might like it though. You’re cute.” Was she flirting with me? Was she a domme looking for a slave? My pussy began to warm again. “I’ll be right back with something.”

		This was all very new to me. In college, I was so boring I never considered experimenting with girls, I always considered myself boring, straight and vanilla. Jack’s fetish had opened something up in me, and now I found myself wishing this girl, a girl I had just met, would come on to me, would take me in hand, make me do things I couldn’t even imagine.

		My eyes shut and I found my pussy getting soaked again, and this time I was in tan seamless panties, so for sure it would be visible if I didn’t clench.

		The sound of the curtain being snatched back brought me back to reality. The girl gave me a knowing smirk, and this time, I knew she knew. There was no guesswork here, she saw me and she knew I was turned on.

		“I brought several dresses.” She said. “There is one black in there and a black pencil skirt, but honestly, for now I think black is not your thing. Later, when you adopt a more dominant role, it will be, but as more of a submissive, I would aim for softer colours, like white or pink.”

		“But I want to be dominant.”

		“Honey, the best dominants know that you need to practice what you preach. You’re submissive, I can tell. That with one person you feel dominant is good, but let’s not kid ourselves, you are submissive. It’s fine. The black outfit can be for your time with your boss. The skirt is actually conservative to an extent and can be worn with a normal blouse to the office.”

		“Oh. Okay. Interesting.”

		She handed me a hot pink dress. The latex with dull and matt, with a fine white dust on it. In fact, it didn’t look at all appealing. Thankfully, the girl explained that she would polish it with a silicone spray to make it shiny.

		Okay, so getting latex on is not easy at all. She had to show me how to carefully roll it down my body, and actually helped me to do that, allowing her fingers to travel down my skin. I shivered with her every touch. Then once it was on, she sprayed the liquid and ran her hands over the dress. As her hands ran over my boobs, her eyes stared into mine.

		“It’s okay.” She said softly. “Submissive women often get turned on by this experience, especially newbies. But you’ve never been with a woman, have you?”

		“No.” I said, barely audible.

		“Kneel.” She said. Instantly, I dropped to my knees. I watched as she pulled up the little PVC mini-skirt and pulled the tiny satin thong to one said, to reveal a pierced clitoris buried under a trimmed bush. She didn’t shave, which was unusual for me, as I had been shaving mine bare for years. Instead, the girl had trimmed it down so that it looked well-groomed. “Obviously, you don’t need to do anything you don’t want to do.”

		My eyes were glued to her sex, unable to move, just looking, and the whole time, in my head I was thinking, when will I ever get an opportunity like this, with a beautiful girl like her? I moved forward and placed my lips on her, pushing out my tongue and running it across her labia. I used it to prize them apart, dipping the tip into her hole, tasting her wetness; and boy, was she ever wet.

		As I began to explore and experiment with my tongue, testing areas of her that I knew I liked to be touched, I was encouraged by a soft moan. My ministrations became more urgent, dancing around her clitoris, teasing but never touching directly, knowing that it takes time to build up that tension. The worst thing I could do is dive onto her clit and ruin the moment.

		Eventually though, the feeling of her hand on the back of my head was the silent signal I needed to begin touching there too, even sucking and biting a little, teasing the small bar-piercing and pulling on it. Her moans were louder now, and I found myself glad that the store was so specialised that it wasn’t one regular visited.

		“Put your tongue in my cunt and fuck me with it.” The girl snarled, and I happily obliged.

		Never in my life had I considered licking a pussy. I never wondered what it would taste or feel like, but I knew now that the genie was out of the bottle and I would want more. I was noisy, sloppy now, desperate to feel and taste everything she had to give. She was moving, grinding down on me, her hands pulling on my head, as if daring her pussy to swallow me whole.

		“Nnnnnngghhhaaa!!! Yes, I’m coming, I’m coming!” She cried, holding my head tight now and literally rubbing her cunt up and down it, riding me, until finally, she slowed, and then let go, pulling me to my feet and slamming me against the wall, pressing her lips on mine and forcing her tongue inside, her hands roaming my body, her fingers threading under the dress and into my soaked knickers.

		Our kiss continued as two of her fingers entered me, her thumb finding my clitoris and gently flicking it. Her body tightened against mine, our kiss more passionate, more urgent. She could feel my excitement building as her fingers moved faster, frigging me into a frenzy.

		My hands grabbed her, reaching up to her head and pulling her tighter against my mouth. We both moaned, but I needed to breathe now, I needed space to allow my orgasm to come out.

		“Come for me.” She whispered, grinning at me, eyes locked on mine as she slammed her fingers in and out of me.

		“Uh-huh. Yes.” I said.

		“Uh-huh?” She asked. “You gonna come?”

		“Yes.”

		“You gonna come?”

		“Yes, yes! Oh fuck!” I screamed, and then locked my lips on her neck to try to keep my voice down. Never had I felt an orgasm like that before. It was sheer power, running through me. “Fuck, fuck, oh my god fuck!”

		Once more, we kissed, and she then stepped back, grinning with pride. “You’ll make a lovely bitch for me.” She purred. “Wanna be Mistress Jenny’s bitch?”

		“Yes.” I breathed, nodding my head rapidly.

		She stepped forward again and kissed me once more. “You’re exactly my type. But...I have a girlfriend, she’s my submissive but she’s kind of jealous. I’ll be at the munch tomorrow and I don’t know if she’ll come too.”

		Honestly, I couldn’t really process what she was saying. I was still panting in the after-glow of an amazing sexual experience. One I really hoped to repeat. “Erm, yeah, sure, that’s fine. Um, so, just sometimes, maybe?”

		“You don’t mind? I’m not looking for anything regular.”

		“Do this for me once in a while, and I’ll be happy.”

		The accepted my proposal with another passionate kiss, and then stepped back and asked how I liked the dress. It was short, pink but highlighted my boobs by pushing them up, and gave my waist a corseted effect, making me look less rakish.

		“It’s perfect.” I told her.

		“I have a corset which we can add in white.” Holding up the shiny PVC under-bust corset. She helped me put it on, then began lacing it, pulling it tight. “Say when it is too much.”

		Honestly, I was so skinny that I didn’t really notice. She kept on pulling and whilst I felt it, I just kept on seeing my waist getting skinnier and skinnier in the mirror, and for some reason, I liked the extremeness of it.

		“I’ll take it. I’ll take it all.” I told her.

		None of what I purchased was cheap, but I walked out of that store with several bags of dresses, gels and such, instructions on how to care for the latex, and nearly two thousand Euros lighter. It would have been more, but Jenny had given me a discount, in return for one more orgasm before I left.

		I considered going back to the office, but instead decided all I wanted to do was go home, drink wine, get dressed up, and fantasise about all the wicked things I could do as a domme and a submissive.

		

	
		Five

		

		Kath was only too happy to share a couple of bottles of chardonnay with me whilst I showed her all the different items I’d purchased. She especially liked the black pencil skirt, which she agreed could be worn out normally too, even though I knew I’d need to build up courage for that. But throughout the fashion show, Kath kept giving me looks, like she knew I was hiding something but couldn’t quite place what.

		“You got laid!” She gasped. “Oh my god, I can see it. You are so relaxed and the stick up your butt has disappeared.”

		“Jesus Kath!” I complained angrily, but then I snorted and burst out laughing. “Yeah, I got laid.”

		“Who?” Then her eyes widened. “Please tell me not the boss!”

		Rolling my eyes, I said, “No Kath, not Jack. If you must know, I, erm, had my first lesbian experience today.”

		Kath let out a huge gasp, holding a hand to her heart. “And it wasn’t me! You dirty slut! Tell me everything!”

		And so I went into great detail about everything that I did with Jenny, from start to finish, even telling her about her I fingered her on the floor behind the counter. Of course, Kath wanted to know how I felt about it, and if I’d do it again, but for me, that was easy to answer. I loved every single second of it, and I’d definitely do it again.

		With the amount of wine we had in us, coupled with the heightened sexual tension in the room, it would have been easy for either of us to pounce on one-another and fuck. Thankfully, we were both clever enough to know that anything we did together would just make things weird and possibly ruin a great friendship.

		“I will bid you good night, friend,” Kath told me. “I am going to retire to my bedroom and drain the batteries in my vibrator. Thank you for getting me all riled up when I am currently boyfriendless. Bitch.”

		“Night hon!” I laughed.

		Honestly, I was just glad I didn’t have to admit what was going on with Jack on Fetlife. I’m pretty sure Kath would’ve torn me a new arsehole for that one.

		Speaking of which, I was all dressed up in one of my new outfits, a red latex catsuit and black corset, and had a little wine in me, so I decided to take a few photos. After cropping out my head, I uploaded them to Fetlife with the caption, Been shopping!

		After stripping down, storing my new clothes the way I’d been taught, I showered, masturbated thinking about my time with Jenny, and fell fast asleep.

		The next day, I awoke to a slightly sore head. Maybe a bottle of wine each wasn’t the best way to go. As I usually did before getting up (a bad habit, I know), I picked up my phone and scrolled through Instagram, Facebook and Tiktok, before checking Fetlife.

		The moment I saw the picture I had uploaded, my heart stopped.

		Yes, I’d cut out my head from the picture, but my long blonde hair was clearly visible. Honestly, I could tell it was me, but the question was, could Jack?  Looking at the notifications, I could see Jack had been online and liked the picture. There was no getting out of this.

		I decided in for a penny, in for a pound, so put on a long black leatherette skirt I had from H&M, and a shiny black silk blouse. It was all office friendly, but to a submissive with a leather and latex fetish, I was eye-candy. Top that off with some spike-heeled shiny black pumps over my tan tights, and I knew I’d have him drooling. Finally, I did my hair up into a high-bun, making myself look stricter than I usually did.

		Still, I knew I could accentuate that strictness with make-up, but honestly, I wasn’t the best at doing complex things. So I decided to search Youtube for how to do smoky goth eye-make-up, as well as how to sharply accentuate high-cheekbones.

		“Fuck me!” Kath screeched when I came out of my room. “You look like a strict schoolteacher who just came out as a supermodel. If you did this for your boss, then be prepared to be bent over and rogered.”

		Rogered? Who the fuck used rogered anymore? “One, rogered? Really, what is this, a seventies sitcom? Two, he’s a submissive. You should know that BDSM isn’t about sex.”

		“Huh, true.” Kath mused. “Boring then. Give me a solid pounding any day of the week. Have a good day sweetie.” She said, before leaving the apartment for work.

		“You too.”

		My breakfast time was nothing special. Quick thin rye with a little cottage cheese, a smoothie, and a coffee. Still, I was nervous about if I was doing the right thing. I needed to work with this man, and I was still in my trial period. Was I being stupid? Was I overthinking this?

		But I still felt sorry for the man. He was trapped in a loveless marriage, to a woman who I simply didn’t like. Sure, there were two sides to every coin, but my gut feeling about Carolyn was that she was a bitch, and not in a way Jack liked.

		“Fuck it.” I decided. A little eye-candy for him on a Friday. It’s not as if I’m fucking him. Just someone to look at.

		Jack always arrived at work earlier than me, not because I was late, but rather because he drove Hannah to school every day. When I usually arrived at work, I would go in via his office to mine, rather than my door, unless his was closed. That was to make sure he knew I was there, and also to find out if he needed anything. Today would be no exception.

		The moment I set foot in Jack’s office and he looked up with his usual smile to say hello, I knew two things. One, he didn’t know it was me in that picture; somewhat a relief, somewhat a disappointment. Two, with this one outfit, I had suddenly changed for him, from prim submissive girlie, to strong, powerful woman. His smile melted and became an open-mouthed stare.

		“Um, um, um, h-hi, erm, Mary.” He stuttered. “You’re looking, erm, very smart today.”

		“Thank you, Jack. A lady likes it when a man notices her efforts.” I replied, brimming with a confidence I didn’t know I had.

		I strolled into my office, dropped off my laptop and handbag, and slowly walked back in and over to Jack’s desk. I don’t know why, but this time I walked around the desk and stood to his side, then leaned on his file cupboard.

		“How was your night?” I asked, looking down my nose at him, highlighting my power over him.

		“It...it was f-fine. How was, erm, sh-shopping?” He asked, gulping nervously.

		“Very good indeed. Got everything I needed, and then some.” I grinned.

		“G-good.”

		“So!” I snapped him back to reality, walking to the front of his desk. “What’s the program for today?”

		His eyes darted around the table, seemingly looking for something, anything to restore his focus on work. “Erm, well, there’s the Northshore budget review.” Finally, something clicked. “Oh! USCR event next month!” He said. “It’s our annual US customer roadmap workshop event. This year it’s in Las Vegas, at the Venetian. Out on the ninth, in on the erm, fourteenth I suppose. I need to attend, which means you need to too. Speak to travel, get them to help you with your ESTA.”

		“Wonderful!” I gasped. I hadn’t been to the US, and honestly, I hadn’t expected to travel so soon.

		“Yes, should be fun, although Vegas is a bit plastic to be honest. See it once, fine, but then, meh.”

		As I sat at my desk and worked, the thought of travelling with Jack to Vegas for a weeklong trip got me all hot and bothered. It essentially gave me less than a month, but for what? What did I think would happen?

		I sighed. It was time to put cards on the table. Tonight, I would begin learning to be a dominatrix. I would use that and my chats with Jack over Fetlife to get him interested in me, before revealing myself to him in Vegas. By then, I’ll either make him want to meet me via Fetlife chat, or he will have given up entirely, in which case it will be over and done with anyway. Did I want to break-up a marriage? I don’t know. If my chats with him confirm what thoughts about her, then yes, I’ll want to break them up. I’ll want Jack to be mine. I was done being the tame nice-girl, and ready to be the bad-girl bitch.

		It was as I was thinking that, that I received a mail to my private inbox. I’d received a message from Jack via Fetlife. Opening up, I read:

		“Your latest picture is amazing! I didn’t know you were blonde, but together with that catsuit, it’s awesome. Weird, I never really connected blonde hair to dominant women, but I guess that was stupid on my part.”

		I smiled at that and wrote back. “Thank you. Yes, I’ve been platinum blonde all my life. Scandinavian heritage. But I have to say I’m very disappointed in you for thinking I maybe some submissive blonde bimbo. If you were in front of me right now, I’d give you a right bloody thrashing! Maybe I should punish you?”

		His reply was almost instant. “I’m so sorry, Mistress Roxy.” I called myself that on signup. “Please forgive me. It’s just that’s all I really knew. Funny, I have an assistant who is blonde. She always seems meek, submissive, but today of all days she dressed up and seems so incredibly dominant, that I lost my power to speak to her. I feel inferior around her.”

		“That’s because you are inferior to her. You are inferior to all woman, aren’t you? Hmm...tell you what. Because I can’t physically punish you, in order to apologise for what you wrote to me, I want you to get up and go apologise to your assistant. I want you to go over to her and say sorry for not treating her with the respect and worship she deserves. Tell her that you are nothing compared to her, and without her, you’d be a worthless little worm. I don’t need proof, but I am trusting you are not just a mindless keyboard wanker.”

		I sat there, waiting for a response, but none came. From next door, I didn’t hear a thing for nearly five minutes, then finally, I heard a chair rolling back and Jack stand up, inhaling deeply. Finally, he walked slowly into my office.

		“Erm...” He said, looking in all directions but at me.

		“Yes?” I asked firmly, cocking my head in expectation.

		“I...erm...I wanted to apologise to you.” He said softly.

		“For?” I asked innocently.

		“I want to apologise if I am, um, for not erm...”

		“For not erm, Jack?” I asked, leaning back in my chair and folding my arms.

		He took a deep breath. “For not treating you with the respect you deserve.”

		“Respect? You don’t respect me, Jack?” I asked, confused.

		“No, I mean, I do! Just, maybe, it doesn’t seem like I am treating you with the respect you deserve.”

		I put on a look of faux insult. “Hold on Jack. Seem like? Like I’m stupid or something?”

		The poor man looked mortified. “NO! Sorry! No, I just...oh god!” My eyes trailed down his pants. Holy fuck, he’s getting an erection! He’s trying to hide it but he’s getting turned on! “No. I’m just sorry for not respecting and worshipping you.”

		“Worship?” I gasped. “My, my Jack! You worship me?”

		“Oh god, oh god.” He gasped, hopping from foot to foot nervously. “Of course, I worship the work you do. I think without you I’d be lost. I’m so happy I hired you, and, I don’t know, I think without you I’d be worthless.”

		“Worthless?” I asked.

		“Yes. A worthless little worm.” He almost whispered.

		I grinned at him. “Is that how you feel around me, Jack? Like a worthless little worm?”

		He looked down at his feet, like a schoolboy being told off by teacher. “Sometimes. I just want you to know I value you.”

		It was time to let the poor man off the hook. “Why thank you Jack. I have to say, that as your assistant, it’s wonderful to hear such things. Of course, I know you respect me. I know you’re a good man, and a great boss.” It took all my strength not to say good boy. “I appreciate your kind words.”

		“Erm, thank you, Mis...Mary.” He replied.

		I didn’t miss that, but I let it go and watched him walk out. “Oh Jack?” I called back.

		“Yes M...Mary?”

		“Close the door, there’s a good boy.” I said with a grin. That could be taken any way, playful banter, or sexual innuendo.

		“Yes, of course.”

		As the door began to close, I saw the crotch of his pants. His cock was hard as steel. One thing was for certain, the boy was mine.

		Immediately, once I was alone, my hand slid under my desk and under the waist of my skirt, into my soaked panties. I looked up at the message on my screen.

		“I did it Mistress. I followed your orders. Thank you for making me do it.” He wrote.

		“Mmm, I believe you.” I wrote back. “Tell me. Do you find your assistant sexy?”

		“God Mistress, you have no idea. She is the most beautiful woman I’ve seen in my life.”

		“Do you dream about her? About her dominating you?”

		“No Mistress, I haven’t. But now I think I will.”

		“You want her to dominate you, don’t you? You want her to rule over you?”

		“Yes Mistress. I wish she would.”

		“Maybe, my slutty little slave. Maybe one day. But in the meantime, I’m glad you are coming around to the idea that this could be fun. Tell me about your wife. Tell me why she isn’t doing this for you.”

		There was a long pause, I assumed it was whilst he was writing. Finally, he answered. “When I met her, I told her my fetishes and fantasies. I went into detail about what I liked, and at first, she told me she liked them too. Before we married, we played a lot, in the bedroom, we roleplayed. Then after we had our daughter, it fizzled out. A few years ago, my wife had an affair with a person she worked with. She told me about it, essentially trying to restart our sex life. I can’t fault her for that, but my problem was that she didn’t understand my fetish. She didn’t even ask. I asked how I would be involved. I asked if she would put me in chastity and talk about it with me. No, she would just see the guy for sex, but he would never know that I know. I told her that wasn’t my fantasy, to which said it was this or nothing, and if I complain, then she would never, ever do anything BDSM related for me again. So I let her continue to see the guy, but then she started dressing up for him differently. Suddenly, I no longer mattered at all. I realised that he was trying to convince her to leave me, so I told her I wanted it all to end.

		“Turned out, I was right. He ended up trying to ruin her career. He was a lunatic, and she was broken-hearted and bitter with me. Since then she has never been happy. A year after that, I made my mistake, and for her, it was her chance to say that at least she didn’t risk our family life and financial situation for some weirdo on the net.”

		As I read all this, I wanted to cry. Poor him. “Are you happy?”

		“No. Of course not. We don’t have sex. We sleep in separate rooms most of the time. We argue all the time. She’s given up on herself too, just eats and slobs around. My daughter is miserable too.”

		“Why haven’t you left her?”

		“We have a kid. I don’t want to raise her in a broken home.”

		“I come from a broken home.” I wrote back. “I have a great relationship with both my parents, but honestly, life became so much easier after they divorced. Sure, a broken home can be a bad thing, but sometimes, it is better than being under a dark cloud. Kids don’t understand fighting. They don’t understand the pressure between you two. Free them off that, and they have space to find happiness. They see when a parent is happy.”

		“But my wife would be miserable without me. She’s got no-one now.”

		“That’s her problem, not yours. But, if you believe it is fixable, then see a couples therapist, before you do irreparable damage to your daughter.”

		Another pause; then, “We saw a therapist. My wife then banned me from seeing her again after the therapist told my wife that she was being selfish in the marriage and not leaving space for resolution.”

		“I rest my case.” I wrote back. I then realised this whole conversation was very heavy, so brought it back to something lighter. “What are your feelings on feminisation?”

		“I like to read about it, but I’ve never done it. I think I would do it if forced; for the humiliation. But with no-one to force me...”

		“Does your wife have anything sexy?”

		“Some things she packed away. Things she doesn’t wear anymore.” He wrote. Huh. Not entirely unsurprising that she would pack away her sexy lingerie. Why would she wear it? For whom?

		“Good. Dig out a nice sexy thong. Something lacy, colourful. Send proof you are wearing it. Don’t need to see anything incriminating. I don’t know you, and I don’t want to know you. I just want proof you are wearing it to the office next week.”

		“Yes Mistress!” He wrote back.

		Once more, I leaned back and with my free hand, strummed my swollen clit. Yes, this was going to be interesting. Really interesting.

		

	
		Six

		

		As I descended the short staircase into the bar, I felt a renewed nervousness. I was nervous on the bus over, with every man drooling over me in the pink latex, and every woman staring daggers, but this was different. Now I was going into a room where I didn’t know the people, but I wanted them to take me under their wings.

		I needn’t have worried. Everyone was actually really welcoming and lovely. I found Margo instantly, sat in a little black PVC crop top and hot pants, with a group of other men and women in various kinky outfits, all with beers in front of them.

		“Ladies and gentlemen, subs, sluts, and dommes.” Margo announced. “This is Roxy, aka, Mary. She’s new to the scene and needs advice.”

		“My advice love,” Said an older lady. “Get out before you begin. BDSM will suck you in worse than hard drugs.”

		“She’s not wrong.” Margo laughed. “Once you experience this, it’s hard to ever have a normal life without it.”

		I smiled at them but I was already set. “I’ve gotten a taste already. I can’t get out.”

		“Oh yes? Pray tell?”

		I was about to tell them the story from today, when I felt arms around me from being. “She met me.” Said Jenny, kissing me on the cheek.

		“Ah yes.” Chuckled Margo. “Many have fallen victim to the siren’s charms. But tonight, dear Jenny, Roxy here wants to learn about being a domme.”

		“No better way to learn than to experience being a sub.” Jenny pointed out.

		“That is true.” Margo said, looking back at me and raising one eyebrow. “In order to dish out pain, one must first experience it. Are you up for that?”

		Was I? I guess she was right, I needed to understand what I was doing, and the best way to do that was to experience it. “Yes, I am.”

		Again, Margo let out a knowing chuckle. “Come on then. No time like the present. We can chat after.”

		The whole table stood with us. One of the ladies at the table took a collar off her sub and put it on me, attaching a leash to it. “Might as well crawl like a dog, love.” She cackled.

		“You heard the lady.” Jenny sang, pressing her heel to the back of my knee, forcing my left leg to buckle.

		I followed the group, crawling precariously down some stone steps into a darkly lit stone dungeon. My knees hurt but I didn’t dare complain as we walked on, the sound of a whip cracking in the distance. Finally, we arrived at a room with a St. Andrew’s cross, where I was told to stand. My dress was pulled down to reveal my breasts, and pulled up at the hem to reveal my thong. That was then pulled down and off, before being pushed into my mouth. I was then buckled on to the cross.

		“Now. First things first.” Said Margo. “I have a beer to finish upstairs, so we’ll leave you here for a few minutes whilst we do that. But just so you don’t get bored.” She picked up some clamps and placed each on a nipple, and two more on each labia. I hissed in pain at the sharp clamping feeling, but that wasn’t the end of it. She then took a heavy weight for each, and hooked it on.

		Fuck! My tits and cunt burned.

		“Breathe and try not to focus on the pain.” Margo whispered to me. “Close your eyes.”

		I did as she told me, hearing them laugh as they walked away. She was right, of course. The moment I stopped focusing on the pain, it seemed to just disappear, leaving me feeling sort of high. I’m not sure how long they were gone, but by the time they returned, I was moaning and my pussy was dripping wet.

		“Now comes the really fun part.” Margo smiled, and began unclipping the clamps.

		“OW! Motherfucker!” I screamed into the panties.

		“Yeah, hurts more to take them off.” She laughed. “So, let me just tell you what happened in the few minutes we’ve been away. Not only have you been here with your tits and pussy clamped, but various men have been in to look at you. Men you don’t know. Strangers. I put your most intimate parts on display. If I wanted to, I could have told them to fuck you, and you’d have let them, wouldn’t you?”

		I nodded slowly, my eyes following hers.

		“Why?” She asked, reaching to remove the panties.

		“Because that would be what you wanted, and I am here to serve your pleasure.”

		“And why is that?”

		I thought about it. “Your pleasure is my pleasure.”

		“Bravo. You understand the dynamic of the basic D/s power exchange. I didn’t do it because it would be a violation of your trust, but also it is not something we negotiated. BDSM is all about consent, but consent comes in many forms.

		“The basis of BDSM is SSC. Safe. Sane. Consensual. In essence, I will only do things to you which will not result in you getting sick, hurt or killed. Only things which are reasonable to be expected in play. And only things which you have agreed with me are okay to happen. But SSC sometimes limits us in how we can express trust. For that, we have RACK. Risk Aware Consensual Kink. That allows us to play harder, under the express condition that both parties know that things can go wrong.”

		She unbuckled my arms with the help of Jenny, then led me over to a jumping horse. I was then tied over it with my buttocks in the air.

		“I’m not going to demonstrate both, using only a riding crop.” Margo stated. “With SSC, I want you to remember three colours. Green, means go, it’s fine, keep doing it, maybe can even go harder. Yellow, means I’ve reached my limit, don’t go further. Red, means too far, stop, give me a break. Do you understand?”

		“So these are like stop words?” I asked.

		“Sort of. A stop word is something a little bit more serious, and that is something you need to agree with your play partner. The use of that word is definite. There can be no negotiation, no discussion. With red, it can mean pause, you need to catch your breath, but we could ultimately continue and I could hit you harder and by then you are more ready for it. Okay?”

		“Okay.”

		I felt her hand rubbing my backside, before spanking it a few times on each cheek. She continued to do that, getting increasingly harder. It was tolerable but I’m not going to say it was comfortable.

		“We do that to get the blood flowing closer to the surface. If I was to whip you immediately, it would be more likely to scar. Unless that is something upon which you agree, then don’t do it. Get ready now.”

		She didn’t hold back. The first hit hurt like some had just run a red hot poker across my arse. “RED!” I screamed.

		“See!” Margo laughed. “Your first ever hit of a crop, right?”

		“Yes.” I panted.

		“Okay. Just like before, close your eyes and breathe. Long in and out. Don’t focus on the pain, focus on where the pain takes you. Can I continue?”

		“Yes.”

		“Green?”

		“Green.”

		I nodded. Inhaling and breathing calmly. The hit came again, harder this time, same spot. I breathed, I hissed, but this time it wasn’t just pain; this time I felt it radiate through my crotch, up my spine, around to my nipples. My skin buzzed, and I felt dizzy. The second hit came down, harder still, and this time, my thighs burned and my pussy twitched.

		My cries of pain continued through each hit, one after the other, but eventually, my cries of pain began to transform.

		“What do you feel?” Jenny asked me, kissing at my tears.

		“It hurts, but it, ungh,” another hit. “But I feel alive. I feel that my whole body is a sexual organ.”

		“Red, yellow or green?” Margo asked. “Green. Definitely green.”

		She continued the beating and now I was simply moaning. Jenny and I kissed. She didn’t mind that my face was a wash of tears, snot and drool. She just wanted to taste me at my most vulnerable, and again, there was something so inherently sexy about that.

		“Now RACK.” Margo stated. “I want to ask for your consent to do what I deem is right for you now. I will pierce you, your nipples and your tongue. I have the equipment for play and permanent piercing. I will do both. Then I will let a select group of friends use you. Men, women, trans. But do you trust me?”

		I gulped. I didn’t know this woman. I didn’t know anyone here really, and yet, I did trust her. This people wanted me to understand what they were doing. They were asking me to give up control of my body to them, in the same way I would eventually ask Jack to give up control to me.

		“I trust you. My body is yours for tonight.” I told her.

		“Good girl. Very good girl. I’m proud of you Roxy. You are a sweet thing, and I promise I will not let anything bad happen to you. I will hurt you, and I will degrade you, and I will humiliate you, but I promise, you will experience pleasure greater than you have ever known.”

		“Yes Goddess.”

		“Very good girl.” She told me, leaning down to kiss me. I then felt her reach under me, pulling my breasts free of the leather vaulting horse, and pulling down hard on my nipples. “Breathe sweetie, breathe.” She said, pulling harder and harder as she grinned at me. Gosh she was so sexy and evil looking, but I trusted her.

		To her side, Jenny opened a small case, handing a sterile syringe set to Margo. Margo checked the sizes of the needles, before selecting one and opening it. “Can you disinfect her nipples please, Jenny?”

		“Of course.”

		I watched as Jenny wiped my nipples with disinfectant, whilst Margo prepared the needles. Then, she pressed the tip to the edge of my right one. “Remember to breathe.”

		“Yes.”

		She then pushed hard. My eyes widened and I hissed, but although the pain was excruciating, I watched as the needle slid in, forcing the other side to bulge before popping out the other side. Instantly, the pain was gone, replaced by an erotic throb which made me shiver from excitement.

		“Was that so bad?” She asked.

		“Not at all.”

		“Such a good girl.” Margo told me, leaning her lips to kiss me, pushing her tongue into my mouth. The next nipple wasn’t bad either, but then she retrieved surgical forceps. “Open and stick your tongue out.” She said, retrieving a fresh cannula. I did as she told me, quickly feeling the forceps grab the tongue. As she held it, I felt Jenny spray my tongue and brush it slightly, cleaning off plaque and bacteria. Then without warning, Margo pressed the needle in hard. I inhaled quickly but focused on anything but the pain. “Wonderful, wonderful.” She said, but tears ran down my face. The pain was excruciating.

		In front of me, Margo opened and disinfected a small bar, before using it to replace the cannula in my tongue.

		“You’re going to need to avoid alcohol and cigarettes for a while.” Margo said.

		“I don’t smoke.” I said, but heard, “I don’th spoketh.”

		“Ignore the stud.” Jenny told me. “Pretend it isn’t there and try to speak again.”

		“I don’tt, erm, sp-sermoke. I don’t smoke. It’sth hard.”

		“It is, but it’ll pass. Literally don’t treat the stud like a sweet. Just try to speak around it. Disinfect it by gargling with salt water twice a day. And don’t eat solids for a couple of days.”

		“Worksth.” I stopped, swallowed and tried again, allowing my tongue to work the way it would before.  “Works for me.”

		“Good!” Margo clapped, standing. Next, I watched her replace the piercings in my nipples with bars, and explained how to clean them. “Now. A few friends are going to come in. No-one is going to use your mouth, but they will use your pussy and your arse. I can assure you they are all clean and tested. Are you on birth control?”

		“Yes.”

		“Good. Ready?”

		“I am, Goddess.”

		“Have fun.” She smiled, before walking behind me and dropping to her knees, placing her mouth at my pussy and licking.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		––––––––

		

		“Tell me more about your boss.” Margo asked later.

		I had just spent an hour being used and abused, and I mean that literally. Men walked in and fucked me as if I was just a hole to use. They spanked me, whipped me, and used me, and I had no control over any of it. I had no stop word for one reason; Margo was teaching me trust. I trusted her through it all, and when I did, I loved every single second.

		Of course, I told her everything about Jack, without saying his name. I explained what he had been through with his wife, and the financial dominatrix who screwed with him. When I told them that, they all rolled their eyes.

		“Fucking Instagram dommes.” Jenny scoffed.

		“Instagram dommes?” I asked.

		“Spoil Gen Z bitches who think they can screw with married men just to get them to send cash. These people don’t understand BDSM or the rules, they just want money. That’s if they are who they say they are. Nine times out of ten, they’re scammers in India or elsewhere.”

		“Shit.” I continued with my story, talking about what I had done that day.

		“You’re going about this the right way.” Margo stated. “But I think you’re setting the goal of getting him on the trip too soon. Remember, you need to decide if you want to risk his career, over an affair.” She told me. “I’m not criticising you going after a married man. My view is that all men are fair game. If the marriage is strong, then he won’t be interested in you. If the guy is a cunt, you won’t be interested in him. But these sorts of large corporations don’t take kindly to any sort of inter-office fraternisation, especially at the top. You can come out of this with a payout and fall into another job, but his career can be destroyed.”

		I never thought of it that way and suddenly I felt guilty. “So I guess I should back away.”

		“I didn’t say that.” Margo said, leaning forward. “I’m saying to be careful. But I’m with you, this poor guy has given up on happiness, and that’s not fair. Even if you give him relief over text, you’re doing a good thing. Keep the conversation going, and keep being kind to him, but inject reminders that you’re in charge. Also, if you can, get him into chastity, and find a way to get the keys from him.”

		The thought of him being in chastity, sat at that desk, unwittingly working whilst the keys are metres away from him made me wet. I actually found myself sighing to cover a moan. I needed to get him into chastity somehow.

		“As to getting him into panties, good start.” Margo continued. “But he clearly has a blackmail fetish. Explore it and find out what it means to him. Most men with a blackmail fetish use it to do things they want to do but can’t get over the societal pressures preventing them from doing it. Ask him what turns him on about it, make sure money isn’t the point.”

		I left the bar just after midnight, using the additional time spent to watch some play, even try whipping a man myself, and finally, I was allowed to use a strap-on to peg one lady’s husband, which I found myself enjoying way more than I thought I would.

		When I arrived home, I showered, changed, and checked out my new piercings, chuckling as I remembered my night. Kath was already in bed so I couldn’t show her, but I made a mental note to catch her the following morning.

		I opened my PC and headed to Fetlife, searching and adding all the people I met that evening. But when I did, I found a message there waiting for me, along with a picture. Jack, face included, stood naked in a red satin panties, complete with black lace trim.

		“Jack, Jack, Jack. Why did you send me your face?” I said to myself.

		Writing back. “Very pretty, but don’t do that again unless I tell you to. I’m going to delete this photo because it has your face in it. I’m not going to blackmail you, I’m not going to use it to make you do things. This is just play, remember?”

		He replied fast. “I’m sorry Mistress Roxy. I don’t know why I did it.”

		“I do. But this is what got you into trouble with that Instagram fake before. Why does blackmail turn you on?”

		“I don’t know. I just like the idea of losing control of myself, of my life.”

		“Controlling you would be very easy, but we made an agreement. I also don’t want to send you pictures of my face yet, so I don’t need yours. I’m not a financial dominatrix, but I do find the idea of blackmail sexy. I’m not going to do it on you though, because you are in no fit state to do it, not now. If I knew you personally, if we had a relationship, and if I was able to provide you with somewhere to run to when things fell apart with your wife, sure, but that is not the case.”

		Of course, I didn’t delete the photo, but I certainly wouldn’t use it against him, not yet anyway. Still, he continued to write.

		“What got you interested in BDSM?” He wrote.

		I smiled. “A friend. I didn’t know what I was, who I was. Then I found out my friend was submissive. He was very lonely, felt like nobody understood him. He felt rejected and he seemed to have given up on happiness. So I tried it, tried being a friend, and found I loved it.”

		“What happened to the friend?”

		“I still speak to him. What about you? When did you discover who you are?”

		“At school. There was a really pretty girl, Joanne. She used to bully me, humiliate me. One time, she was saying something to me, humiliating me again, and I got an erection. I thought she would tell everyone, but she just stared at me. Later she pulled me aside and asked me, asked if her bullying me was turning me on. I had a hard time saying yes, so she tested me, using different ways to humiliate me; one time she tripped me up and sat on me, pulling out lipstick and putting it on my lips. Sexy slut, she said, and then I got hard. She knew.”

		“What happened to her?”

		“We dated for five years.” He wrote. “She learned how to be a dominant, and I learned how to be a submissive. I loved her and she loved me.”

		“Why did it end?”

		There was no reply this time. I waited for five minutes but nothing, so I set the PC aside and finished preparing for bed. Just as I was about to close the laptop and go to sleep, the reply came through. I read it intently, before bursting into tears, slamming the lid shut and sobbing. I had never read something so heartbreaking in all my life.

		

	
		Seven

		

		I felt horrible for not replying to him, but I just didn’t know how to respond. I needed to find some way to give back to him, to show that him sharing something so dramatic from his life meant so much to me.

		“I need your help.” I told Kath, as I held my laptop.

		“Sure, what do you need?”

		“I...um, it’s weird, but I need you to trust me.”

		“O-kay. Tell me.”

		I took a deep breath. “I need you to put on some sexy lingerie, then I want to record you whilst I whip you, and make you lick my pussy.”

		For a long moment, Kath stared at me, still sat there in her boring pyjamas. She held my eyes as she sipped on her coffee mug, then placed it down on the table. “Okay.” She replied.

		“Okay?”

		After a sharp intake of breath, she said, “You, of all people, wouldn’t ask for this unless you had a specific reason. That you want to film it suggest you want to send it to someone, my thinking is Jack, and given you are not having an affair with him?” She cocked her head at me.

		“I’m not.”

		“Given you are not having an affair with him, it is reward him for something.”

		I placed the laptop in front of her and watched her read. Her eyes teared up and she gasped, then she looked up at me. “Is this real?” She asked.

		“He has no reason to lie.”

		“I’ll do it. Let’s do it now.”

		“Yes. I need to get changed, and well, I need something else from you.”

		Once again, she cocked her head. “Go on?”

		“Do you have a whip?”

		The side of her lips curled up into a cheeky smile. “Oh honey. Oh my naïve sweet girl. Do I have a whip, indeed? Babe, not only do I have whips, plural, I have a crop too.”

		Forty minutes later, I was in my black latex dress, shined up by Kath, and Kath was collared and dressed a sexy white satin and lace corset, white stockings, and black high-heels. The contrast of the white against her ebony body was amazing.

		“Ready?” I asked.

		“Mmmm, I am. But, you need to get in the mood.” She told me. With a moment’s hesitation, she stepped forward and placed her lips on mine. I opened my mouth and allowed her tongue access. The moment her tongue felt mine, her eyes bolted open in surprise, the tip feeling the new piercing. “Ummm,” She said as she pulled her lips off me a moment, looking down at my mouth. “In return for doing this, you need to do something for me.”

		“What?”

		“You go down on me after, and you let me try that piercing.”

		“Deal.” I grinned.

		The video I ended up sending to Jack, had our faces blurred out. The only time Kath’s face was slightly visible was to allow her tongue to be seen licking me out. It began with me leading Kath into the room. Neither of us spoke, I couldn’t allow Jack to hear my voice, but I forced her onto my bed, then used her selection of whips and the crop, to beat her. I wasn’t sure of her tolerance, so I held back a little, but kept it as genuine as I could. Finally, I climbed onto the bed and then pulled her face to my pussy and made her lick me. After my climax, I pushed her onto the bed, then went down on her.

		“This is for you. You deserve a treat. The girl is one of my slaves, Ruby. I want to thank you for sharing what you wrote, I know it couldn’t have been easy.” Then I pressed send, before scrolling up to read his message once again.

		“Joanne went to university, and I went to a different college, with the promise we’d see each other as regularly as we could. She had a part-time job which kept her late. When she was walking him, she was kidnapped. Police found her body three months later, in the basement of a house about two hundred miles away. She was sold, trafficked, used, beaten, drugged, and tortured. The love of my life was taken from me, and the police never found the person who did it. I was broken, my life was ruined and I thought I would never find happiness again. To an extent, I haven’t. I’m lost, I’ve been lost for decades, and I doubt I’ll ever find myself again. I have two things in my life that keep me going. My darling daughter, Hannah, and my job. Everything else...I’m lost, and I’m done.”

		I closed my laptop and looked over at my flatmate, passed out asleep in my bed after her orgasm. Carefully, I stood and with some difficulty, unzipped the black dress and squeezed out of it. I then showered, found a cute nightie, and climbed back into bed, cuddling up to Kath. The girl’s eyes opened sleepily, looked at mine, then she opened her mouth slightly, looking down at my lips. I knew what she wanted, and I wanted it too.

		“Spend the day with me.” I told her.

		“I’d love to.” She smiled, before we kissed.

		Gone were any concerns about what this might do for our friendship. Hell, we weren’t that sort of friends anyway, the sort that hung out and went shopping together. We were flatmates who had the occasional laugh and joke. So what if we became lovers too! She was hot, and I was horny. Why not fuck?

		“You really filmed that just for me?” Jack wrote later.

		“I did. Genuinely. What you wrote...I cried. Ruby cried. You deserve happiness. I want to give you that happiness, and maybe, in time I can. For now, just know this, I am here for you, to talk, and to play with. I am your Mistress now, and I protect those who are mine.”

		“I wish I knew you better. I wish I could see you.”

		“One day, perhaps. Can I ask you something? Do you and your wife fuck at all?”

		“No. As I wrote, our sex life is over.”

		“How would you feel about giving yourself to me? Chastity?”

		“I would like that very much, but there are moments she might see. We don’t have sex, but sometimes we do sleep in the same bed. If she was to see it...”

		“Not right now then, but soon, I think I will want your to be in chastity. Will you do it if I ask?”

		A slight pause. “Of course, Mistress. But how would I get you the keys?”

		“Let me solve that.”

		I grinned, then shut the laptop. I needed him in chastity. I needed him horny, so I could manipulate him more.

		Another part of my transformation to dominant Mistress was my dress-sense. Sure, in private, latex dresses and such was more than permissible, but at work, I needed to be somewhat conservative, even though Jack tended to stick to jeans and t-shirts, a reflection of his technician past. I was far too nervous during my three-month trial period to be anything but immaculately dressed, and to be honest, I felt better that way. But that didn’t mean I couldn’t inject a little creativity into my style.

		Sunday was spent with Kath walking around stores, finding anything possible to reflect my new dominant self. Black mini-dresses, satins, faux-leather, silks and new lingerie, all designed to reflect my new persona, but I added much thinner white blouses into that mix too. My shoe collection needed a refresh too, and whilst I tended to previous stick to three or maximum four-inch heels, because of my one-hundred-and-eighty-centimetre height, this time I added platforms and five-plus inch heels to the mix.

		Next, I stopped off at a Sephora and spoke to a make-up artist there about ways to go darker with my looks, more smoky, more goth. She sat me down at the brow bar and adjusted my brows to be sharper, rather than the standard round I had. Then she showed me newer palettes of make-up they had in store, giving me instructions of how to use it, but mainly explaining the benefits of contouring.

		After a long day of shopping, Kath and I shared a meal at a local restaurant, watched a movie at the cinema, before heading home for the night. There was no question of where Kath was sleeping. After cleaning her teeth and changing into a nightie, she walked into my room and climbed into bed with me. I smiled at her, leaned over, placing my lips on hers, before sliding down the silky red nightie, and latching my lips onto her pussy, slipping a finger inside her.

		“Mmm, a girl can really get used to this.” She purred.

		“Mmm-hmm.” I replied, tasting her juices as they flowed freely into my expectant mouth.

		Why I hadn’t tried this years ago was beyond me. Pussy just tasted good, and it also felt good against the mouth, and quite honestly, kissing a girl, that smooth feeling without the roughness of stubble, was such a pleasant experience. Then there was the added benefit of her breasts, a relaxing, sexy addition for my hands to play with. Yes, I loved cock, but I could safely say that I was bisexual, and I liked it...I liked it very much.

		When I awoke in her arms, I really didn’t even mind the morning breath. All I wanted to do was make love to her.

		“Can we keep doing this?” Kath asked, hopefully. “Or was it just something for the weekend?”

		“Babe,” I smiled, stroking her face. “You couldn’t keep me away from this body. I fucking love fucking you.”

		“Me too. I keep wondering why I didn’t do this sooner.” She giggled.

		“Same. But we’re here now, and as long as we are both single, I see no reason why you can’t sleep here with me.”

		“So I can come back tonight?”

		I began kissing her over her face and body. “And tomorrow, and the day after, and the day after that.”

		But it was Monday, and work awaited. This time, I was the earlier riser and Kath got to stay in bed. She didn’t need to start until ten. We showered together, fingered each other to simultaneous climaxes under the hot water, then she climbed back into bed and watched me dress.

		I slipped on the lacy white bra I’d bought the day before, designed to push up my boobs and make the C-cup become D. I followed that up with the matching suspender-belt, and black stockings. Over that, a lacy little thong. My white blouse was completely sheer, with baggie long sleeves, and polka-dots over the material. It came up to a more formal blouse collar.

		As I looked at myself in the mirror, I turned to Kath and asked, “Are you sure this isn’t too much? I’m practically naked.”

		“Actually, that is a completely normal look to the office these days.”

		She was right, of course, I’d seen others in far skimpier clothes, but that didn’t change the fact that that was them and this was me. New dominant persona or not, I was still the same anxious girl I always was, but truthfully, this new lifestyle was helping me to compartmentalise it well.

		To top it all off, a long black leatherette skirt, the slit of which opened so far up that if I so chose, Jack would be able to see not only the lacy tops of my stockings, but the straps holding them up too.

		Finally, the icing on the cake. Knee-high very shiny black boots with a one-inch platform and seven-inch heels.

		“He’s going to cream his panties before he says a word.” Kath laughed. She’d seen how I had reminded him via Fetlife that he was to wear a sexy thong to the office and send proof.

		The photo didn’t matter to me, that was to keep up the appearance that I was just some faceless person on the net. No, what was important to me, was to see his reaction in the office. The nervousness I knew he would have. The desire to show me, even though he knew it was wrong. Somehow, I knew there would be signs, little things. If I understood his psyche correctly, he would wear something lacy or colourful, and would arrange it such that there was a slim possibility I would catch him. He wanted to be caught, and I would catch him, but he wouldn’t know it. 

		Today was going to be a very good day.

		

	
		Eight

		

		The moment Jack saw me stride into that office, dressed as I was, my hair braided and pulled high into a strict pony-tail, and my make-up done thick and dark, he froze and his bottom lip began to subtly quiver. There were so many things I wanted to say to him, to tell him to get down on his knees and lick my boots, but instead, I simply said, “Like the new outfit? Going for something new.”

		“It’s...amazing.” He gasped.

		I walked over to the side of the desk seductively, then raised my left leg to place a boot on it, allowing the skirt to fall to the side and expose the stocking and suspender straps. “New boots too. Got to dress the part, right?”

		“P-p-part?” He stammered.

		“Executive Assistant.” I said, running my hand down my leg to the top of the boot, then making it look like I was adjusting it a little. “Can’t be the nervous blonde student anymore. Need to be the bitchy gateway to the boss, right?”

		“B-bitchy. Right. Tough. St-strong.” He gulped.

		“Right. Not so meek and...” I paused, then put my leg down. “Submissive.”

		Again, he gulped and nodded.

		“Otherwise they’ll just walk all over me, not take me seriously. Wouldn’t want that, would we?”

		“No. Absolutely not.” He agreed, still looking at the spot where my leg was.

		“If they walk over me, then they might walk over you. You wouldn’t want that either?”

		“Excuse me?” He coughed.

		“You wouldn’t want anyone walking on you. Trampling you.”

		“T-trampling?” His voice was dry, hoarse.

		“At work, I mean.”

		“Of course. Erm, y-yeah.”

		I smiled at him and walked away, wishing him a great day. Then at the desk I opened Fetlife to see if he had written. He had, earlier, and sent a picture of red satin thong panties, with thick black lace around the trim. The look made me wet with desire, more wet, because toying with him earlier had me soaked.

		Unfortunately, when he came to see me about an item of work later, I had left something on the edge of the desk rather deliberately, and when I moved my computer and accidentally knocked the item off, he bent over to pick it up, and I saw not the trim of lace, but the hem of Calvin Klein boxers.

		My face turned almost purple with rage, and when he sat up, he looked at me with quite the surprise. “Are you okay, Mary?”

		No I’m fucking not okay! I want to spank the living shit out of you for disobeying me! “Yes. Fine.” I hissed.

		I was in a bit of a quandary. On Fetlife, he’d sent me a picture of himself in the panties, but I knew he wasn’t wearing them. I knew he was lying to me, but I couldn’t tell him I knew. Instead, I came up with the next best thing.

		“Thanks for the photo, slut. But I want more proof. Go to the toilets. Print out a piece of paper with the date and time and place it so I can tell you are not lying to me.” I wrote.

		The email notification arrived and disappeared in his inbox, signalling that he had seen my message, but on Fetlife, I received nothing. No reply or anything, nor could I tell from the web that he had read my message.

		Hmmm. This wasn’t going to work. I knew what was happening, and I knew he would reply later to say he missed my message because he was busy. I needed a better plan.

		True to expectations, as I lay in bed with Kath that evening, enjoying the comedown from our respective climaxes, I opened up my laptop and found the message on Fetlife from Jack.

		“Sorry Mistress. It’s been an awful day and I couldn’t get to Fetlife.” He wrote, making my nerves twitch with anger.

		“Bastard!” I hissed.

		Kath looked over and chuckled. “Yeah, you aren’t going to get him with a web chat. You need something that he will not miss. Tell him to download Telegram and chat there.”

		That was a great idea. I created a Telegram account, then wrote to him. “I’m very unhappy with you, slut. This is your first and last rule break. After that, we’re done and you’ll never hear from me again. To deal with this, download Telegram and add me there. Roxyownsyou2025. Get it done, or else.”

		“But Mistress,” he wrote back. “What if my wife sees?”

		“Does your wife go through your phone? If not, then hide the app and turn notifications off. But I will expect you to check it during the day. There is no excuse not to find a moment to check.”

		“Yes Mistress, I understand.”

		“Tomorrow, make sure you are wearing very pink or red panties. If your wife doesn’t have any, then buy some on the way to work and put them on. I will be checking on you throughout the day. Failure will end out relationship, is that what you want?”

		“No Mistress. I promise, I won’t fail you.”

		The next day, I arrived at the office dressed in tight black leatherette trousers, and a lacy black crop-top, exposing my firm belly button. In the morning, I looked in the mirror and wondered if it wouldn’t look better pierced, and reasoned that was something Jenny could help me with at a later date.

		Still, in my high heels and with the tight shiny trousers accentuating my tiny yet pert bum, again Jack found himself at a loss for words.

		“Anything you need today, boss?” I asked him.

		“Erm, I’ll need you in the meeting with Erin Beck at one, but other than that, the usual.” He said, trying not to focus on me. “I...erm, I’m going to pop to the little boys room, then grab a coffee. Want anything?”

		I smirked. I could just ask for a coffee, and he would just press a button on the machine, but I decided to be a little mean. “Yes actually. Hot tea with honey and lemon. There’s a good boy.” I winked.

		“Mmm, yes Mi...Mary.” He replied, biting his lip.

		As I retreated to my office, I saw him grab a sheet of paper from the printer, and then leave the office. A few minutes later, I received a picture on Telegram of Jack stood in a cubicle, with the sheet of paper showing the date and approximate time. Whilst his face was not visible, his bum was, neatly covered by tight full-cut lace trim baby-pink knickers, the top lined with thick scalloping.

		“Nice.” I purred, then wrote. “Make sure that you have them pulled up nice and tight. Get those little balls all crushed for me.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		Ten minutes later, he was back in the office, walking over to me with my tea. “Just put it right there.” I said, not even saying thank you, something that was very hard for me to do.

		“Th...thank you, Mary.” He said.

		“For what?” I asked, looking up for the first time.

		“Erm,” he wasn’t sure. He wanted to thank me for being dominant. He wanted to thank me for allowing him to serve me. But he wasn’t, technically, serving me. “Just, erm...” Then he paused and changed the subject. “I have the Belgrade trip tomorrow.” He said. I knew about it of course, a PR stunt for the papers there as he broke ground on what would be the new tower there for our Eastern European HR.

		“Yes?”

		“Well, I’ve decided I want you there with me.” He said, then paused. “If that is okay with you?”

		“Absolutely it is. Thank you.” I said, beaming with pride. For me, this wasn’t BDSM play, it was recognition of my work.

		“I thought we could go for dinner in the evening. Celebrate.”

		“The new office?” I asked, thinking that was what he wanted to celebrate.

		He smiled warmly. “No silly. Your trial period ends tomorrow.”

		Jesus H. Christ, he was right! I’d lost track of time and completely forgotten that my trial was coming to an end. “Not a dinner to tell me I’m fired at the last minute then?”

		“Ha! You kidding? I don’t know what I’d do without you. You’re the best thing to come into my life...” He blushed. “Sorry, that came out wrong.”

		I tilted my head and smiled softly. “No, I don’t think it did. And I agree.”

		“You do?” He asked with a queer look.

		“Yes. I am the best thing to come into your life. I’m awesome!” I said smugly, before laughing.

		“Okay.” He laughed back. “Just because you’re dressing like a dominatrix now, doesn’t mean I have forgotten how you were on the interview.”

		I smirked back at him. “Oh, you seem to know first hand how a dominatrix dresses, huh?” I replied confidently. “Seems someone likes mean girls.”

		The smile on his face retreated as he realised he was entering into dangerous territory with his colleague and subordinate. But at the same time, I saw the all-too-familiar swell in his groin, thankfully for him, held tight by the constrictiveness of the panties.

		“No...I mean...you see things, right?” He stumbled out.

		“It’s fine. So you’re a bit kinky. Good for you. Now go back to work, boss, before I have to spank you for being naughty.” I said playfully. He smiled briefly, but then shuffled out.

		The first thing I did after he left the room was submit a travel request which he promptly approved. Then I booked my flights and added myself as a guest to the hotel. Finally, I pulled out my phone and wrote to him in my Roxy persona.

		“I’ve decided that I want you caged for the next few days. It can be a plastic one, but find one today and then place the keys in a lockbox at the station. Send me the code and I’ll pick them up.” I had a feeling that he would agree to it, given he would be away from home, and I was right, seconds later, he confirmed that he would, but not only that, he confirmed that he would be travelling.

		“Alone?” I asked, knowing the truth.

		“No, my assistant is travelling with me.”

		“Tell me about her.”

		“Blonde, tall, very sexy. She’s dressing better now, dominant, tough. We get on great and she’s a lot of fun. Very playful.”

		“Is she the run to HR type?” I asked.

		“No, definitely not.”

		“Good. Do not take any male underwear on your trip. I expect you to wear stockings, a suspender belt, and panties. In the evening, you can also wear a bra, so I expect you will want to buy a nice flat one so you don’t get noticed.”

		“But I’m meant to got for dinner with her...”

		“Then you’d better hope she can’t tell, otherwise she might want to own you herself. And bring a sexy nightie to sleep in. Again, I’ll require proof.”

		My fingers trembled as I typed this all out, looking forward to seeing my transformed boss, looking forward to being out with him knowing he was all dolled up underneath. This trip was going to be ground-breaking in more ways than one.

		

	
		Nine

		

		Jack

		Jack stared at the message for a good five minutes. At times, he chastised himself for being so weak as to give in to this faceless digital entity. He knew it could easily be a trick, possibly even a man, verified using a fake ID or his girlfriend’s. However, his lust for submission was so strong, so many years had he suffered the miserable torture his wife had put him through, that he would give anything for something that would remind him of his true purpose.

		That Mary had fallen headfirst into her assistant role was a godsend, but that the role was also making her a stronger person was sheer icing. Weeks ago, he found her really attractive, but plain, dull. Now, he not only found her attractive in that supermodel way, but she was exciting too. Never had he pictured her as his Mistress, but her little quips and jokes were now fuelling his fantasies, and were probably the reason he continued to engage with Roxy, because he imagined Mary as Roxy.

		Chastity. A fantasy of his for a very long time. Obviously, he didn’t need to go out and buy a cage. He’d bought several, of different types, in the vain hope that one day Carolyn might decide to dominate him. Nothing doing. Instead, they sat in the drawer, unused.

		Nobody was home at that moment. He had time before the afternoon meeting to pop back quickly and pick a composite one up. There was no way he would wear metal when travelling, no matter how horny it made him to imagine being discovered.

		“I need to pop home for something.” Jack called out.

		“Sure.” Mary replied. “Be quick.” The firm words made Jack shiver with excitement. He liked to imagine there was an implied or else there. That if he wasn’t back in time she would bend him over, exposing the sexy pink panties he was wearing, and spank him.

		A thought came to him. He knew it was stupid, knew it was wrong, but maybe...just maybe.

		He pulled at his panties, making the scallop just visible on the line of his jeans. Then stepped inside Mary’s office. “Want me to bring you something to eat? Salad or something?”

		“No. I’m fine.” She replied without looking up.

		“Sure? I don’t mind.”

		Finally, she turned her head to look at him, a curious look on her face, as if wondering what he really wanted. Then she let her eyes travel down his body, before moving to her monitor again. He caught what he thought was a brief smirk on her face. “Some chocolates. Something nice. Something expensive.” She told him. “Belgian.”

		“Yes M...” He caught himself again; it was so easy to call her Mistress. “Mary.”

		As he walked out of the office, he caught a reflection of her in the window opposite. She was looking at his backside, he was sure of it. Once he rounded the corner, he reached behind and felt, cringing as he realised his t-shirt had caught not on the top of his belt, as it sometimes did, but inside the hem of his panties, which were clearly visible. She must have seen! He thought.

		His cock swelled as he walked passed Pat, his secretary, telling her that he would be back soon. The old lady nodded at him but said nothing in return. She was too busy typing out a document Mary had sent her.

		It took twenty minutes for Jack to arrive home, and immediately found his secret drawer of kink things. He found the cage he wanted and the correct sized ring, and then with some manipulation, pressed the flat cage piece against his cock, essentially pushing the entire girth and length of it inside his body, and leaving only his balls hanging there. The pink cage made it look like he had a clit about two balls.

		After pushing the mechanism inside, he retracted the two keys, then pulled up his panties and dressed, before realising that if there was ever a time to safely pack away lingerie into a suitcase for his trip, it would be now as no-one was home. So he quickly packed, putting normal clothes on one side, and then panties, stockings, suspender-belts and nighties in the other. It was way too much for just a one-night trip, but rather more than less.

		The bra was going to be an issue, and for some reason, even though he knew in places like Victoria’s Secret they would be fine and helpful, he couldn’t face going anyway that public. Instead, he stopped by a back-street sex shop, and found a sexy but cheap flat pink satin A-cup bralette, trimmed with black lace. It was stretchy enough that he knew it would fit, so bought that. That went into his jacket pocket ready to be put away when he got home.

		He then stopped off at the station and found a locker and placed the keys inside. He wasn’t that hesitant about losing the keys, after all, he could break the cage off if he wanted. Then he closed the locker, remembering the code.

		After stopping off at a very posh Belgian chocolate store to pick up a box, he walked out and saw there was a Dior shop right next door. He wasn’t sure why he did it, and what her reaction might be, but he took a deep breath and walked into the boutique, picking out a beautiful black, special edition medium-sized Miss Dior handbag. It set him back over six thousand Euros, but he said yes and paid before he could change his mind. He then had the saleslady gift wrap it, placing the box of chocolates in the box with it.

		“Erm, I got you those chocolates.” Jack said softly to Mary.

		She looked up with a couldn’t care less look which he found desperately sexy, but then her eyes widened. “How many did you buy?” She practically screeched.

		“Um, well, there maybe something with the chocolates. Erm, just, er, a little thank you for all you have done for me, and well, a congratulations, I guess.”

		Her hands trembled as she took the heavy box, carefully removing the blue ribbon and unwrapping the pretty paper. The moment she saw the white box, she knew what it was, without seeing the logo. Her hands leg go and covered her mouth in a gasp.

		“Jack!” She whispered. “Oh Jack.” Her eyes darted to his. In the cage, he felt his cock swell a little, or at least, try to. “Jack, you’re crazy! Please tell me it isn’t.”

		“Open it.”

		She peeled the rest of the paper away and revealed the Dior text. Again she gasped, but continued, lifting up the lid to reveal the beautiful handbag, alongside the box of Belgian chocolates. She began to squeal in excitement, but then held herself for fear Pat or others might hear. Then she leaped up and ran to Jack, pulling him tight in a hug.

		“You really shouldn’t have.” She said. “This must’ve been crazy expensive.”

		“You deserve it.” He told her.

		She pulled back a little. “Do I really?” She asked.

		“And more than this.”

		“You really don’t need to buy me expensive things. I’m a simple girl.”

		“It’s not about the money. You’ve spent a tonne on changing your image for this job. Now you have the handbag to go along with it.”

		Jack felt her hug again, but this time, she did something he hadn’t expected. Her right hand traced down his back, pulling tighter, but stopped at the top of his belt. Her fingers reached in just a little and traced along the scalloping of his panties, pressing in to make sure he knew that she knew.

		“If there is ever, anything I can do for you...” She said softly.

		He quickly pushed her away. “This...this isn’t like that. It’s not a something for something thing. I just wanted to get you something nice.”

		She smiled warmly. “I know Jack. And I’m not suggesting anything sexual. Don’t worry. But as your assistant, I can help you with anything, anytime.”

		He smiled back at her and nodded. “Just keep on doing what you are doing. You’re awesome.”

		“You are.” She said, returning to look at the bag. As Jack turned to leave, she whispered, “I love your panties. I have the same pair.” Jack froze, not daring to turn to face her. “Don’t worry. Your secret is safe with me. We all have our kinks.”

		Sitting down at his desk, Jack began to curse the damned cage. All he wanted to do right then was wank. His PA knew he was a sissy, and he couldn’t even wank about it. Still, a great PA should know everything, and that she was cool with it meant she was the best.

		Instead of wanking though, he opened the app and let Roxy know where the keys were, and the code. Of course, she demanded a photo of the cage, so he disappeared to go do that. By the time he was back at his desk, Mary was gone for lunch.

		The pressures of work and society, mixed with the way his wife spoke down to him for his kinks, also made him feel embarrassed and stupid for his desires. In his heart, he knew that if Mary found out what a real pervert he was, she would likely quit, after all, how could anyone like such a weirdo like him. Carolyn had said it perfectly in previous arguments. “I can always divorce you and see who wants to be with you then, with your disgusting filthy mind. No real woman will ever want you.” She was right of course, he thought.

		Still, he put it out of his mind, as work was his priority now. Mary returned a little before their one o’clock meeting with the CIO, and then they did some planning for the upcoming trip to Serbia. At six, Mary called it quits and told Jack not to stay too late.

		“And thanks again for the handbag, boss.” She smiled, before walking over to him and kissing him on the cheek. “See you at the airport at five tomorrow?”

		“I can pick you up on the way, if you like?”

		“Even better. 225A Evergreen Place. Goodall-Mbatha on the bell.”

		“Sure. Um, if I ring the bell, I don’t want to wake up your flatmate.”

		“Oh, Kath will be up, don’t worry. She’s going in the office early tomorrow to check a delivery, so you’ll be doing her a favour.”

		After she left, Jack hung back a little. He wrote Roxy a message to say that he had packed earlier and taken plenty of sissy lingerie, to which she wrote back that he didn’t own any sissy lingerie yet, but, “don’t worry, just like sissy dresses, and maid uniforms, one day all you have will be sissy lingerie.”

		Finally though, a half-hour later, Jack decided to call it a day, only for Mary to come storming back in. “Would you believe, I got all the way home, only to find I left my keys here?” She giggled, running into her office. Jack was halfway through getting his coat on, when she came striding out.

		“I’m leaving. Let me give you a life home.” He said.

		“Really? You don’t mind?”

		“Of course not. At least that way I’ll know where you are for tomorrow.”

		As they drove to her place, both were quiet for a moment. In Jack’s mind, he desperately wanted to raise the topic of the panties, knowing that exposing himself in such a way was a kink of his, whilst at the same time not wanting to put her in a position which made her uncomfortable. Eventually though, he couldn’t hold out.

		“Erm, about the panties.” He began. “I ran out of my own, and Carolyn...”

		“Carolyn didn’t give you those panties, Jack.” She said, smiling at him. “You wear them because it turns you on, don’t you?”

		Jack gulped. “Sort of.”

		“Good for you, Jack. More men should explore their feminine side. I sometimes wear men’s boxers to bed. I wear trousers. Why can’t men wear lingerie?  You have nothing to be embarrassed about.”

		“Thanks.” He said softly.

		“Besides,” she grinned at him. “I find men in lingerie sexy.”

		Shuffling in his seat a little, Jack tried to focus on something else. The turn to her place was coming up. It was pissing it down with rain now, so Mary got her keys out in preparation to run. The car came to a halt and she turned to look at him again. “Wanna come in for a coffee?” She asked.

		“Probably should get home and pack.” He lied. She smiled, seeing right through him.

		“Sure. Well, good night, and thanks again for the present.” Her voice softened. “It was really lovely of you. A girl likes it when she’s spoiled.”

		“I...” He took in a deep breath of courage. “I enjoyed spoiling you.”

		She smiled once again, and then opened the door to run, keys dangling behind her. He put the car in gear and was about to pull away, when a though occurred to him. Did I just see my chastity cage keys hanging from that keyring?

		

	
		Ten

		

		I dived out of the rain and into the building, running up the narrow steps to my apartment, the Dior box clamped tight between my arm and my body. The moment I saw that box, saw what he bought me, I wanted to jump him right then and there. Now, I know they say BDSM is not about sex, per se, and that a domme really should fuck her slave, but right then and there, I decided that wouldn’t be the case with us. Can you imagine how hard it was for me at that moment not to fucking ride his cock? Well, I later discovered that I wouldn’t have been able to anyway.

		When I pictured a chastity cage, I pictured a metal cage in the shape of a cock. Never in my wildest dreams did I picture a pink think which literally removed his cock from the picture, but wow, did that turn me on more. And when I picked up the keys, realising I now held all the power, it was such a rush that I immediately called Kath and told her.

		“So?” Kath asked when she saw me. Then she saw the Dior box. I hadn’t told her about this, so her eyes went wide. “Please tell me you bought that yourself. Please tell me you don’t have a sugar-daddy.”

		“Sorry babe.” I laughed, kissing her hello. “But I didn’t ask for it. He just bought it randomly.”

		“Why?”

		“He said because my trial period ends tomorrow.”

		“So what you wrote, about Belgrade, it’s happening?”

		“Yep, he’ll pick me up tomorrow morning.”

		“Shit girl. Jelly.”

		“Don’t be. Honestly, I didn’t do this for gifts or money. I really feel guilty. Happy, but guilty.”

		Kath wiped her hands and opened the box, taking out the handbag. “Can I have it then?”

		“Fuck no!” I snapped, grabbing it.  “My new baby.”

		We had agreed with Jack that he’d pick me up at five, so I set me alarm for four-thirty. I packed the night before and prepared my clothes, even went to bed early with Kath, but as things go, we ended up fucking until midnight. Of course, I slept through the alarm and woke to the sound of the doorbell.

		“Shit, shit, shit!” I cried, running to the door and pressing the intercom. “Jack, hi, sorry, can you come up?”

		“Um, I can wait...”

		“No, my alarm didn’t go off.” A little lie. “I need to quickly get ready.”

		“Oh, okay.”

		I buzzed him in, then opened my door. When he arrived, I was stood in an ivory satin camisole and matching French knickers, my piercings clearly visible to see. Of course, when he walked in, it was the first thing he noticed, his eyes moving away in a panicked embarrassment.

		“Sorry about this Jack.” I said, more caring about my job performance than anything else.

		“No problem. I always arrive at the airport too early anyway.” He said, “Take your time.”

		Just then, Kath walked out of my room, wearing a long black nightie. I turned to Kath, “Babe, will you make Jack a coffee please. I’ll be quick as I can.”

		“Sure.” Kath smiled, then walked over to Jack, offering her hand. “Kathy.”

		“Jack. Nice to meet you.” He said, shaking her hand, though her gave her a curious look. “Have we met before? You seem familiar.”

		“No, but I’ve heard a lot about you.” Kath laughed. “By the way, Dior handbag? Don’t need any buyers do you?”

		“Sorry.” Jack grinned. “Honestly, Mary’s been amazing. Without her, none of this plan to turn the company around would’ve happened. The bag is just a thing, it’s just money. She’s worth so much more to me than you can imagine.”

		She handed Jack the coffee from the machine and explained where the sugar and milk was, but he declined both, preferring it black.

		I listened to them speaking from the other room as I dressed. The way Jack spoke about me, I realised that this had already gone beyond work for him. It was dangerous territory, but our relationship was definitely developing to something more than friendship. I just hoped he was in any sort of emotional pain or stress because of it.

		“I’m ready.” I said moments later.

		Once more, Jack’s eyes widened as he took me in. A dark green silk spaghetti-strapped dress from Cos, no bra, and the line of a thin g-string, and it made his mouth water. I put on my shoes and threw on a short black leather jacket, and grabbed my suitcase. I don’t know why, but instinctively, I kissed Kath goodbye. To the naked eye, it was a quick kiss on the lips, but to a pervert like me and Jack, it was a passionate kiss with the slip of tongue. Jack’s look told me everything; the gears were turning.

		Jack

		It can’t be! It can’t be! Jack thought. He had convinced himself last night that the keys he saw on that keyring were just similar to the keys to his cage, especially since he’d only seen them for a millisecond. In fact, by morning, as he was putting on stockings, suspenders and panties, as required by his new Mistress, the idea that Mary was somehow Roxy had left his mind. But upon arriving at her apartment, noticing she had pierced nipples which no boring girl would have, and that her flatmate was black, just like the girl in the video, well, could it be?

		Then came the kiss. Was it just a quick kiss? Did she use tongue? It looked like it, but he’d been wrong before. Then that green dress! Fuck, I can see her nipples. I can see her piercings, the outlines at least.

		Is Mary, Roxy?

		The excitement was so much for Jack that he felt sweaty and shivery cold at the same time. He needed to work with this girl, and he couldn’t allow himself to act on it lest he lose her. What if HR were to find out? But he so wanted to ask her.

		He went for the next best thing. “Um, don’t take this the wrong way, but, um, the nipple piercing. Did it hurt?”

		“Yes and no.” She replied. “A friend of mine did it at a party. And my tongue.” She stuck her tongue out to show him and again, he was shocked; he hadn’t noticed the tongue.

		“Wow!”

		“Yeah. But I like it. I’m thinking about having my navel done.” She said as he focused on the road to the airport. Then she added, “Maybe also my clit.”

		Jack swerved the car a little. “I think saw a, um, hedgehog.” He mumbled, sweat pouring from her head. Fuck! She’s toying with me! What if it’s her? “So, why no boyfriend? I mean, if you’re into that.”

		“Oh, I’m not bothered, man or woman, or dunno, even a transgirl. I really don’t care. I think I can fall in love with anyone who is nice, friendly, treats me like a lady.”

		“Is...is that what you like? A man who will look after you?”

		“I mean, look after me...depends what that means.” She was silent for a moment, then said, “I wouldn’t want to date a manly man. I don’t want an alpha-male. I think they’re a nightmare to live with.”

		“What’s your definition of an alpha male?”

		“Ah, well, it’s not my definition. Look, for me, an alpha male is like a bimbo as a woman. Attractive in the common definition of the term, muscular, suave, but a bit of a dick, treats a woman as if they are sex machines. They are fine for one-night stands to get a cock in you, but not much else. A beta, for me, is a softer guy. One who will cherish me, who you want to come home to. Someone who worships the ground you walk on. A person you can have a conversation with.”

		Jack gulped. Worships the ground you walk on. “I see.”

		Mary

		He knows. She thought. It had to have been Kath, and if it was, it meant all he had to go on was that I lived with a hot black girl. But still, I needed to throw him of the scent, just in case. Today I was in my last day of trial period. I’d hate for the dinner tonight to turn into a reason why I couldn’t possibly stay on.

		Thankfully, I have a particular set of skills. I can control a phone without looking at it. So with my eyes focused on the road, I texted Jack from Telegram using my phone hidden to my side.

		“I hope you remembered to wear lingerie for your journey.” I texted.

		The conversation in the car continued, questions about Kath now, how we met, how long we’ve been friends, the type of relationship, and so forth, but thankfully, the questions came to and end as we pulled up in the airport car park.

		I got out of the car long enough for him to check his texts. There, he would have seen that his Mistress had texted him whilst I was in the car. I just hoped I hadn’t ruined his fantasies.

		Jack

		Confusion washed over Jack’s face, followed by a feeling of abject stupidity. He had just come close to revealing his deepest, darkest secret, to a work colleague; a close work colleague. Just a few more minutes and I would have ruined absolutely everything, and probably gotten into trouble with HR too.

		“Of course, Mistress.” He texted back, then locked the phone. Stupid, stupid, stupid.

		That was it. From here on out, professionalism all the way. No more mistakes and no more sexual innuendo. Jack was done with it.

		They touched down in Belgrade, with both working throughout the flight. They were met by representatives of the company, taken for breakfast and talked through the events for the day. Then there was the meeting with the mayor of Belgrade, and the head of the trade commission for Serbia, before a photo op of Jack digging into a field where the new tower would be erected. Champagne, chatting, celebrations, then a speech. After that, lunch, then to the old office where Jack and Mary had meetings with various team members to discuss expansion plans for the region.

		By six, they were checked in at their hotel, and at seven, Jack was nervously checking the mirror to see if his new bra would be visible through the black shirt and jacket. He determined that it wasn’t. Stepping out of his room, he walked two doors down, then knocked. The door opened, and Jack’s jaw dropped; literally dropped.

		

	
		Eleven

		

		“Congratulations, and thank you again.” Jack said, raising his wine glass.

		“So I’m not fired then?” I smiled.

		“Fired, why would you be fired?” He laughed. “No way. There is nothing you could do now to forced me to fire you. I need you too much.”

		When I opened the door for Jack, I had expected a reaction. Usually, it was nervous mutterings and looking anywhere but at me, but not this time. This time, he couldn’t look away. Not when my long, side-opened black skirt was of real latex, shined and polished to perfection. Not when the black silk halter-neck wench blouse was supplemented by a tight-laced red PVC corset. Not when I wore a leather choker, and certainly not when I was wearing very high platform black PVC Pleaser shoes. And definitely not when my hair was styled hair and tight, giving me a strict dominatrix look, nor with my make-up the way it was.

		I stood tall over him, forcing him to look up and forcing me to look down on him. I stepped forward and had to bend down to kiss him softly on the lips. “Hello, Jack.” I purred.

		“H-hello, Mistr...um, Mary.” He said.

		“You’ve done that before, you know? Can I ask you something? Do you have a thing for dominant women?”

		He looked away and whispered. “Yes.”

		“Hmm, thought so. But I’m a colleague, and you’re married. Sorry.”

		“I know. I know.”

		I look at him again and smiled. “Say, sorry Mary.” I ordered.

		“Sorry M-Mary.”

		I looked up and down the empty corridor again. “Don’t do it again, you naughty boy.”

		“Yes M-Mary.”

		“Good. We need to work together.”

		And so, we sat together and he did his best to calm himself. Calm himself from his attraction to me, and also calm himself from the whole interaction. But I knew it couldn’t last, not with the amount of wine flowing. The whole evening, I tried to keep it as business-like as possible, keeping it all cordial. We followed up with a quick couple of whiskeys in the bar, where the conversation returned to his kinks.

		“I’m glad you like my outfit.” I said demurely.

		“I love all your outfits recently.” He replied, shyly looking away.

		“I noticed. You like women who spank you, or humiliate you? What is better for you?”

		The alcohol helped the conversation. “I’m more into psychological domination, but there are times when I like physical, erm, pain and stuff. Being walked on and so on. But for me it is when I am made to feel little compared to my superior.”

		“But when I saw your wife, how she spoke about you...”

		He cringed and looked away, sad. “Carolyn and I haven’t been happy for a long time.”

		“If I can be honest,” I told him, placing a hand on his arm. “I didn’t really care for her much.”

		“Most people don’t.” He confided in me before downing his whiskey. He then stared at me, at my legs in the skirt, in the corset, and then at my face, then he sighed. It was a very sad sigh, a sigh that said he was looking at his dream but he realised it was unachievable. “I think, I should go to bed. Stay up if you want, expense it when you get back, but I don’t think it would be a good idea for me to stay up.”

		“Afraid we might end of doing something?” I chuckled.

		“More afraid of what I might say. Good night Mi...Mary.”

		“Say it if you want.” I said softly.

		“G...” Another sigh. “No, I shouldn’t. Good night.”

		I watched him slouch away to the elevators, but it hurt to see him go, so I pulled out my phone from the handbag and checked my emails and messages. Kath wrote, asked how things were going with Mr Perfect, but other than that, nothing special. But just as I was finishing my dram, a message popped up in Telegram.

		“Hello Mistress. Just to let you know, I’m back in my room. I was having dinner with my assistant.”

		Mary wrote back. “Did she notice the bra?” I had, of course, seen a faint outline, but that was because I knew to look there.

		“I don’t think so, Mistress.”

		“Shame.” Mary wrote back, then downed the drink.

		Back in the room, she changed out of the outfit, slipping on a black silk peignoir set. Rather than removing her make-up, she continued to write with Jack.

		“Tell me about your assistant. Did you like spending time with her?” Mary wrote.

		“Yes Mistress. She’s very intelligent, and so beautiful. She was wearing a corset, and a latex skirt.”

		“Ha! She’s a domme if I ever heard of one! Why are you not submitting to her?”

		“I work with her, Mistress! Anyway, you are my Mistress, aren’t you?”

		“Over text, sweetie, over text. But if you are lucky enough to find one...”

		“She wouldn’t want me. I’m just a creepy old man now.”

		“Don’t say that. Don’t put yourself down like that.” Mary wrote. She didn’t want him getting into self-pity mode. She needed him to stay in sub mode, sexually heightened. “Why are you not asleep, if you are done with her?”

		“I don’t sleep well, so I usually just watch a series or something. But I’m in my nightie as I promised.”

		This was my in. Fuck it! I thought, and fuelled by the alcohol, I grabbed my keycard and mobile and strode over to his room, knocking on the door. I heard movement, and saw the flash of light in the eyehole to know he saw me. “Just a minute.” He said, and then the door opened, his room wrapped tight around him. “What’s up?”

		“I can’t sleep. Wanna watch something?” I asked him.

		“Erm,” he gulped, looking around behind him, then turning back. “I was about to watch a movie, if you want to join me? But, erm, look, being alone with a colleague...”

		“Jack!” I snapped, and his eyes sharpened, paying attention. “Invite me in. I’m in a nightie here.”

		“Erm...”

		“Now Jack!”

		“Yes, erm, come in.”

		I walked in and saw his suitcase on the bench to the right. On top of his shirt from today, I saw white stockings, and lingerie, and a pink and black bra which I knew he had on during dinner. Ignoring it, I walked over to the double bed, and lay down on the side I usual lay on.

		He stared at me nervously, then lay on the other side, making sure to leave plenty of room between us.

		“What are you going to watch?” I asked.

		“I was going to watch the new Fletch.”

		“Sure, put it on.” I’d seen it already, but my goal wasn’t to watch a movie here. As the movie began, I texted him via Telegram on my phone, which I had safely tucked away under the covers. I was surprised to hear the phone ping and my text appear, and his eyes widened when he saw that I saw. “Who is Mistress Roxy?” I grinned. “Jack, are you having an affair?” I asked in mock surprise.

		“No! No.” He said quickly. “Shit. She’s just some woman I’ve been messing around with online. At least, I hope she’s a woman. But she’s actually really nice and well, she helps me with some of my kink stuff, which you know about.”

		“I see. Well that’s cool. What did she text you?” I asked.

		He looked at the phone and frowned. It was clear that he was in no way going to tell me what I already knew was there. “Oh, nothing. Just asking how my night was.”

		“Hmmm...”

		He texted something back, and my watch tapped me. I could instantly see the reply. I had written that he was to send me photographic proof that he was wearing the nightie in bed. He wrote back, “I can’t. My assistant came to watch a movie with me.”

		I texted him back. “Your assistant is alone with you in your room? She’s coming on to you. Either way, get me proof of yourself in that nightie, or we are done. You have sixty seconds.”

		At this point, I had expected him to go to the bathroom, like any logical person in this situation, but not so for Jack. In fact, the best possible outcome happened.

		“I need to tell you something.” He said quickly, sitting upright. “We play games with Mistress Roxy, and she tells me to wear things.”

		“Like the panties?” I asked.

		“Yes.”

		“And the bra tonight?”

		He cocked his head in surprise. “You could tell?”

		“Yes. And I saw your suspender belt a times too. I thought it was really hot.”

		“You...what? Really?” He shook his head. “Never mind that for now. She told me to wear a nightie to bed, but now she wants proof and I only have a few seconds left.”

		“But you’re not in a...” I stopped. “Oh...under the robe. Well then, quickly, take the robe off and lie back. Give me your phone and I’ll take a photo.”

		He passed me the phone, the threw off the robe to reveal a sexy pink chiffon babydoll, lined with black lace. It didn’t reach his crotch which meant I also saw his cage. But I took a few photos and handed the phone back so he could send the pictures. Once he was done and relieved, he began reaching for the robe, but I grabbed it before he could.

		“Leave it off.” I snapped.

		“But...”

		“Stop.” I said softly. “I told you to leave it off. Is that understood?”

		“Yes M...Mar...”

		“Say it!”

		He gulped. “Yes Mistress.”

		“Whilst I am in this room and your Mistress is remotely giving you orders, I feel it is my duty to the lady to help her. Think of me as her extension for tonight, understood?”

		“Yes Mistress!” He said, with more confidence now. 

		“Tell me.” I purred, crawling onto the bed, and taking a look at his cage. “What is this contraption?”

		“It’s a chastity cage. It locks my, erm, penis away, so I can’t use it.”

		“Wonderful!” I said, looking at it closely. Then, I reached up and grabbed his balls so that I could look at it in all its glory. He inhaled quickly and I could feel his cock harden. To my surprise, he actually sort of got an erection, except the cage prevented it from getting fully erect. “I love it! I’m so proud of you, Jack.”

		“Proud?” He asked, surprised at my reaction.

		“Of course! Gosh, don’t you think people are so plain and boring lately. But you, this, wow, never would I have imagined how cool you are. I love this!”

		I let go of him, then crawl over to my side. Under the covers again, I thanked him over Telegram as Roxy for the pictures, but then asked if he actually asked his assistant to take the pictures. He wrote that he had, and that was what he thought she wanted.

		“No, but it’s better.” I wrote back. “Tell your assistant thank you.”

		“Um.” He said, “Mistress Roxy thanks you.”

		“She’s welcome. And you. Do you thank me, slave?” I asked, grinning.

		“Of-of course, Mistress.”

		“Good boy.” I said softly.

		Next, I decided to go for broke on Telegram. “I think I might want to meet you one day, but I need to know you are ready to make the next step.”

		This time, he didn’t hide his phone, and like showing a text from his girlfriend, he showed me the message, saying he didn’t know what to do.

		“Do you love your wife?” I asked him.

		“It’s hard to love someone who hates you. No.”

		“Then you cannot avoid happiness. Tell her you are ready to take the next step. What is the next step?” She asked him, because even she wasn’t sure what he expected the next step to be.

		I think thanks to the alcohol still left in his system, combined with the heightened sense of sexual excitement thanks to the cage, he was freer with his words. “I want to blackmailed. Not for money, but to do things.”

		“Wow!” I said, “do things like what?”

		“I don’t know. This, dressing up. Erm. Things I wouldn’t normally do.”

		“Like suck a cock?” I asked, the first thing coming into my head and worrying I’d gone too far.

		“I...I’d do that for my Mistress, if forced to. It’s the being forced which turns me on. I guess, I want a Mistress who will force me to...”

		Finally I understood. My eyes closed. “To leave your wife.”

		“Yes.” He sighed. “I thought I had someone for that, like this, online. But when it came to it, she just wanted money. To me, that’s lazy. It’s just...”

		“Taking from your family, rather than you.” I said and he nodded. “Tell her that you accept. That you want to give yourself to her. Say that she can take you away from your family, in time, but nothing is to happen to them, that this cannot be about money or possessions, and that she cannot interfere with your work. Tell her, that you will agree to submit and tie yourself to her, for blackmail of time, and you, but nothing else.”

		He typed it with shaking hands into the device but hovered over the send.

		“Press send Jack. Accept that you deserve to be happy.”

		“But what if she isn’t real? What if she’s just a fake?”

		“You will see based on her reply.”

		Once more, he read what he wrote, and then pressed send. I texted my reply. “I wouldn’t have it any other way. I want to do this for you, to win you, not your money. If we do this, the goal is to get you away from that tyrant, to me. I promise you submission. I promise you a sadist, evil but loving Mistress, and I promise that I will love you. Without love, there cannot be submission. It has to be real. If you really want me to blackmail you, then it cannot be for money, but rather to help you make the right decision for you. Therefore, if you mean it, then send me what I need to make this happen.”

		When the message arrived, he showed it to me immediately and we read it together. He said that it felt real to him, that the previous time, nothing was so deep as this. I said that for me it sounds like decision made.

		“It is.” He said.

		“Then give me your phone.” With a questioning look, he handed me his phone, and I walked over to where he’d left his passport on the table. I immediately photographed his details and sent it to Roxy. “Now she has your ID, which means she knows who you are for sure.” I typed in where he worked, and in what position, even though I knew all that, I needed to keep up appearances. “And knows where you work, which means she’ll find you on Linkedin, perhaps.”

		“God.” He said, but it sounded to me like excitement rather than fear.

		“Finally.” I said, climbing back into bed. “You need to give her something which she can use to ensure she will end your marriage.” And with that, I pulled back my nightie all the way up, to reveal my smooth-shaven cunt. “Climb between my legs and lick me to the first of many orgasms.”

		“But Mary...”

		“I think tonight we are past the point of Mary and Jack, right? I think we have gone beyond just colleagues, right?”

		“I guess.”

		I smiled, stroked his face, the slapped him hard. “Do as I say and lick me now. Is that understood, bitch?”

		“Yes Mistress!” He gasped, and dived between my legs and began to lick. As he did say, I took his phone and began recording.

		He was good, beyond good, as if a woman had trained him. I sincerely doubt that his wife made him this good, and I had to assume it was Joanne. In fact, he was so good, I felt my orgasm creep up faster than I would have liked. As my first climax hit, the nightie I was in suddenly felt dreadfully uncomfortable, so done with the camera, I set the phone aside and pulled of the silky material to reveal my pierced breasts to him. His eyes stared at them.

		“You can touch them.” I giggled, and then watched his hands creep up to pinch at my nipples and feel the piercings. “Tonight is our night, okay?” I said to him. “Tonight, just tonight, we are not colleagues. Then, if you want me in the future, you can have me, if your Mistress allows it. I will always be the best assistant I can be to you, but I like you Jack, and I’ve seen how sad you are. You are more effective when you are happier, so let’s make you happy.”

		“You really don’t mind?” He asked from my crotch.

		“Are you kidding me? Lick me like this and you can eat me out for lunch. You’re a fucking oral sex god!”

		“Thank you, Mistress!” He grinned, beaming with pride.

		

	
		Twelve

		

		We landed back home the following morning feeling exhausted. We hadn’t actually slept the whole night, even though we didn’t actually have penetrative sex. Yes, he licked me to dozens of orgasms, and he fingered me half the night, and sure, I’d sucked his balls, and yes the night was beyond amazing. Hell, I even put him over my knees, wearing satin knickers, and spanked him. I didn’t feel bad for doing it. If anything, I felt relief, that finally, I was making progress with him.

		“Are you okay?” He asked me as we drove to the office.

		“I’m awesome.” I smiled. “Can I be honest?”

		“Sure.”

		“Last night was one of the best nights of my life.” I gushed. Jack laughed, surprising me for a moment, but then something else happened. He started crying. “What’s wrong?”

		“Nothing, I guess. I mean.” He sniffed. “I feel stupid. All these years I’ve been so unhappy, listened to a wife telling me no woman would ever love me, and how much of a pervert I am, and well, then I meet a girl online, then I meet you, and well, I’ve wasted all these years.”

		I placed my hand on his leg, feeling the lace of the stocking tops. “You can’t regret things you can’t change, regret what you can. You have made good steps to change things. Just give it time and soon you will be free, well, in a way.” I chuckled.

		He sighed, “What about us?”

		“What about us?”

		“Is everything going to be okay?”

		“I know how to separate work and pleasure, but yeah, everything will be perfect. Listen, I’m single and I’m horny a lot lately. If that means we have a bit of fun, then good for us, no?”

		Jack laughed again. “When did I get so lucky?”

		“Well, last night for sure, and this lunch time.”

		His eyes left the road for a moment to give me a look of surprise, then grinned.

		That evening when I arrived home to Kath, I told her everything. She found the whole thing exciting too, and after making love together, we opened Telegram and texted him.

		“Good evening, my lovely slut. I loved the video, and I especially love what a little whore your assistant is. Maybe I should meet her at some point. Well, it turns out I can! I now know where you work, live, and who you work with. From what I understand, her name is Mary Goodall. She looks sweet but I have a feeling she’s quite the little slut. Tell her I’ll be in touch. Anyway, your first task as my slave, I want you to buy yourself a dress. This weekend, go see a girl called Jenny at Shinythings on Common Lane. Tell her Roxy sent you, she’ll know what to give you. Once you get the dress, find time to put it on and photo yourself. Obviously, do not wear it if you haven’t shaved. Good luck slut!”

		The plan was going well, but I knew that Jack’s wife was not going to give up without a fight, no matter how she treated him. She knew the bullying type. Carolyn didn’t want her husband, but she didn’t want anyone else to have him either. But I couldn’t understand why she was like that. Jack was a good-looking guy, successful, hard-working, and fun, it made no sense.

		I needed to understand the mindset. However, first things first, I needed to let Jenny know my new slut would be stopping by. I called her and Jenny picked up immediately. I filled her in on the details.

		“Absolutely babe, of course!” Jenny gushed. “Lingerie service too?”

		“Oh, what’s that?”

		“With sissies, it’s not just about the dress, but the coordination of the lingerie. Obviously, I’m limited at the store, but I have contacts in nearby lingerie stores. I can make some calls, make sure he does the rounds.”

		“Yes! Do it! Thanks.” Then I remembered something. “That reminds me. I want my navel pierced.”

		“Babe, we had fun with the piercings, but on this one, trust me. Get a professional to do it. They’re quite risky and I could do it, but I like you.”

		“Got it. I’ll have it done at a studio.”

		“Cool. Thanks for the referral on Jack.”

		“No worries.”

		Jenny went silent, before purring. “When are we going to fuck again?”

		I grinned and pulled on Kath’s arm. She gave me a questioning look, so I pointed to my pussy. Grinning, Kath slid down and began licking. “Well, my girlfriend is licking my pussy right now...”

		“Girlfriend. Wow, way to make me jealous.” Jenny whined.

		“No, it’s all fun. Come on over to my place and join in the fun.”

		“Um, love to, but not the next few nights. There’s femdom play-party this Friday. Why don’t you bring your girlfriend and have some fun?”

		“I might just do that, thanks.”

		“I’ll put you on the list, plus one. Both of you need to be in code though.”

		“Yeah, I seem to have a large stock of sexy latex clothing.” I laughed.

		“Hehe. Oh, and a mask too. See ya Friday honey. Love ya.”

		“Love ya too.”

		I ended the call, sighed and ran my hands in Kath’s hair. A play-party. I wondered if there was any way to get Jack there, somehow. The thought of being at a femdom party with Jack made my pussy swell.

		“Fucking get in there.” I snarled, pulling on Kath’s head. “Lick it, you fucking slut.”

		“Mmmm.” Kath moaned, doubling her efforts.

		“Yeah, you fucking love it, don’t you, slut?” I chuckled. “My lesbian lover.” I purred, stroking her head, making her moan again.

		Next, I dialled Margo, knowing that talking to my favourite dominatrix would probably make me climax faster. Margo was more than happy to hear from me, and asked for a full recap about my time with Jack.

		“You realise you could take him now, if you are honest with him.” She told me.

		“His wife will fight.”

		“Yes she will.” Margo said. “Which is why you want to use the upper-hand now to solidify the deal. Risky though. He might hate you for manipulating him.”

		“He might, yes. Or he might love the loss of control. It’s why he likes blackmail.”

		“Hmm... So you want to know what to do about the wife?”

		“No, well, sort of. I really want to understand where her head is. This is a woman who is a borderline abuser, essentially making him feel worthless. She basically said no woman would ever love him because of his filth.”

		Margo burst out laughing. “Not an unusual sentence from vanilla women married to kink-friend men. Usually they say it because they are afraid their husbands are going to leave them for women who will give him what he wants. When that happens, they’ll pull out the eighty-twenty argument.”

		“What’s that?” I said, before I gasped, my first small orgasm hitting.

		“Are you busy?” Margo chuckled.

		“N....unnngh... Nooooo!” I screamed, my orgasm actually bigger than I had planned for. “Ufff, no. Just my girlfriend going down on me.”

		“Oh, nice.” She laughed. “The eighty-twenty split is when a person leaves their partner because they’re eighty percent happy, but they’re missing the twenty percent that makes them really happy. Basically, when they end up with their new partner, they discover that they don’t provide the eighty percent. It’s bullshit of course, because the eighty percent usually based on security, respect and love. No good Mistress will treat their partner like shit, unless it is part of play. It’s just not how we are built.

		“Of course, he doesn’t know that. He’s a guy who has been leaving under a thumb all this time. She hasn’t been providing him the eighty percent, but she’ll try to make him think she has been.”

		“So what do I do?”

		She sighed. “Make him fall in love with the real you. Not the Mistress, he’s already in love with her. He needs to fall in love with the woman, and know that you love him.”

		It was good advice, but difficult, given that she was living two lives. Or was it difficult? He could love Mistress Roxy the dominatrix, but fall for Mary Goodall, the woman.

		“There’s a play-party this weekend.” I said.

		“Yes, are you planning on going? I can add you to the list.”

		“Jenny’s handling that, but I’m thinking about getting Jack to go.”

		“Mmm, masks, maybe. But he might recognise you still.”

		“Not if I’m in a full latex mask.”

		“Risky... He might recognise your voice.”

		“I’ll handle that.”

		This would be perfect. Finally, I’d get to play with my new subbie in a setting where I can get on the job training. The excitement of the plan was getting to me, and I wanted to focus on that. I said my goodbyes to Margo, and told Kath to use a dildo on me. I wanted to cum hard now.

		Jack

		For a long ten minutes, Jack sat in the bathroom and stared at the message. Carolyn was still awake, watching some shitty reality TV show, and Hannah had gone to bed, but still, he felt too nervous reading the messages from Roxy in a public setting. The message made his heart race, and he felt so excited to have the opportunity to actually meet his Mistress, but at the same time, how would he explain it to Carolyn? How would he manage to get out of the house? If it wasn’t something to do with work, Carolyn wanted to know where he was going. She didn’t like him hanging out with his trashy friends, as she called them, and whenever she heard the ping of an SMS, she would demand to know who was writing.

		In the case of this message, Roxy was telling him to attend a femdom party whereby she would dominate him in person for the first time. Already, Jack had problems having to wash and dry his borrowed sissy lingerie without Carolyn noticing, how would he manage to not only hide kinky dresses, and also get out of the house on a Friday night?

		Eventually, he left the bathroom and returned to the sitting room. “You going to game downstairs tonight or are you coming to bed?” Carolyn asked.

		Jack knew that if he went to bed with her, she’d go straight to sleep anyway. He would try to kiss her good night, and she’d push him away, tell him to grow up and stop slobbering over her. Even without a cage, there’d be no sex anyway, but he was caged, so there was that too.

		“I think I’ll go downstairs.” He said.

		“Good. Don’t need you watching telly, disturbing me.”

		Her comment riled him. In the past, he was so demoralised by her negativity towards him that he would just accept it, but not anymore, not since the night with Mary. Mary showed him that someone else cared. “Maybe I should just sleep in the spare room from now on.” He snapped.

		“Watch your fucking tone with me sunshine!” She screamed. “You fucking loser. Yeah, maybe you should sleep in the spare room from now on. Stupid idiot.”

		“Wow, straight to the insults.” He laughed. “You really don’t have an argument do you? Just insults, insults, insults.”

		“Fuck you. I’ve had to suffer your shit all these years, so you can suffer mine!”

		“My shit? I have been a good husband to you. I’ve cooked, cleaned here, I do more than my fair-share. I funded your interior design course, and raised Hannah whilst you were doing it, and still worked all hours.”

		“And when you ended up having to travel on business all the time, it was me having to take care of everything!” She screeched.

		“Take care of everything? I used to come home to a mess and have to clean because you couldn’t. Fuck, Hannah was malnourished at one point because you couldn’t be bothered to cook properly balanced food!”

		“How fucking dare you?” She seethed. “How dare you call me a bad mother?”

		“Oh, tell me one thing you do for Hannah. Tell me one time you’ve taken her somewhere nice. Did something for her? You are not a good mother. You’re not a good wife! You’re a fucking tyrant, and an abuser!”

		Fire lit up Carolyn’s eyes. In one foul swoop, her foot was up in the air, and slammed into Jack’s balls, causing him to collapse to the ground. Then she punched him square in the face. “You think I’m an abuser, well there you go. And don’t you fucking think of calling the police or I’ll tell them you rape me. Who do you think they’ll believe?” She sneered, punching him again. “Yeah, sleep in the spare room from now on. I don’t wanna see you next to me.”

		Embarrassed by what had just happened, Jack burst into tears. He dragged himself to the spare bedroom, sobbing. As he did so, he saw Hannah’s door open slightly and his daughter give him a regretful look. He shook his head at her and she nodded, understanding.

		“I’ll be there, Mistress.” He wrote over Telegram. “Somehow, I’ll make it happen.” He was done now. For him, his marriage was over.

		

	
		Thirteen

		

		I was shaking. Physically shaking. In my whole life, I had never been in a fight. Never wanted to fight. Never really hated anyone. But when I saw Jack’s face, I knew Carolyn was more than a verbal abuser. I tried to get him to tell me what had happened, but he seemed embarrassed, that a man could let something like this happen. He didn’t give an excuse, just didn’t want to discuss it.

		Within seconds of seeing him, I informed the girls, Jenny, Margo, and Kath, each of them horrified at the situation. Margo even went so far as to suggest calling off the plan and getting him out of that house, but I knew that would not end well without a plan. No, what I needed now was a way to get him out and in with Kath and I, but to also protect him from her.

		Then came the biggest issue of all. Hannah. I hadn’t factored for her. I thought that the wife would get a kick up the backside but would be a decent mother, but not if she was a physical abuser. It meant that I needed to get Hannah out too. There was no way I was letting him leave her behind to bear the brunt of her anger.

		First things first. Today, he had an appointment with Jenny. Jenny informed me that he emailed her last night, and they arranged a private meeting in the store. She informed him that he was already added as Mistress Roxy’s guest for the party, and that she would be walking with him to friendly lingerie and shoe stores to get him what he needs. He apparently wrote back that he appreciated it and was looking forward to a special time.

		Then later that day, I heard from Margo again asking for Jack’s Telegram account name, stating that she wanted to arrange to meet him first before the event, to make sure he was prepared for me. I appreciated her help and sent her the contact.

		When I walked into Jack’s office a few minutes later, I saw him texting on his phone.

		“Roxy?” I asked, and he looked up at me in shock, before remembering that I knew everything.

		“Oh, erm, no, a friend of hers. I’m going to a, erm, party this Friday. I’m actually meeting Roxy there.” He said, beaming with excitement, and some relief. “Maybe...if this works out...”

		“I know.” I said softly, but then walked over and placed a hand on his arm. “Look, you don’t need to tell me what happened, but know this, you shouldn’t suffer in silence. I know I’m your colleague, but I’m also your friend. If it ever gets too much for you, then I’m here for you. You have a place to stay.”

		“I couldn’t leave Hannah behind.”

		“I know. But it might be safer for both of you sometimes if you just walked out the door, and know that my door is always open to you, Jack. Always. I’m here for you.”

		He smiled at me and tears formed in his eyes. I stood him up and pulled him to me, allowing him to sob into my shoulder. I just wanted to kill Carolyn at that moment, but it wouldn’t solve anything.

		“God, if my friends or Kev ever found out about this...” He began to say.

		“They’d be just as pissed off as I am right now.”

		“No, they’d think I’m a wimp.”

		“You’re not a wimp. Not in the slightest. What could you do? Fight back? It’s an impossible situation to be in.”

		“She said she’d tell the police that I rape her, if I tell anyone.”

		I pulled him in tighter, but that was just to prevent him from seeing how damned angry I was. This was disgusting, and an insult to all the women who genuinely needed the police to believe them. How dare she?

		“You need to start recording this.” I told him. “Gather evidence. No matter what, get everything documented. When you end up leaving her, and you will, she will threaten you with everything. She’ll use Hannah as a weapon against you. Do not let that happen.”

		“Maybe it’s just easier to shut up and put up.” He sighed.

		“No!” I snapped. “No! It is not easier at all, it is far harder. Maybe it seems it in the short term, but you are essentially giving up. You say you are submissive, into BDSM? Yeah? Well isn’t BDSM all about consent?”

		He nodded quickly, sniffing.

		“This is not consensual.” I reminded him. “And one day, it might reach a point when she does something to seriously hurt you, or even Hannah.”

		“No, she wouldn’t hurt Hannah.”

		My eyes widened. “Has she ever hit you before?”

		“No.” He admitted.

		“So yesterday you might have said she’d never resort to violence. And now look.” It was always difficult to argue with logic, I knew that, but at the same time, this man was hurting. But I had a bigger fear, and that was what the evening would bring. Carolyn would be feeling one of two things. Power, in which case she might double-down; or remorse, in which case she would do anything she could to make things right, and one of those things, would be sex.

		She’d find the chastity cage...

		“I need to tell you something.” I told him, hoping he’d buy the story. “I met Roxy.”

		His face bolted to me and his eyes widened. “What? When?”

		“She reached out to me over Instagram. I met her last night for coffee and a chat. She’s really nice. She just wanted to know what kind of person you are in real life. If you are as nice as you come across, I said that I think you are one of the loveliest men I’ve ever met. She likes you. A lot.”

		“Wow! Really?” He smiled, wiping a tear away. “Is she nice?”

		“I think so.” I smiled. “I think she’s not looking for just a slave, but with a female-led relationship. A life where her partner will also be her submissive full-time, but not in a yes, Miss way all the time, but rather deferring to her. Love, basically. A loving femdom relationship.”

		“That’s just what I want.” He smiled hopefully. “She sounds perfect.”

		“Listen, she gave me a key.” I told him with some significance. At first, he was confused, but then his eyes widened. “She said I should decide whether or not to unlock you. Not to wank, but for emergencies, cleaning, sex, that sort of thing.”

		“Sex?” He asked.

		“Yes, she implied that I am welcome to use you for sex if I so wish. Obviously, you’re my boss, so...” I slowed my words, “so I wouldn’t do anything unless we both agreed on it, right?”

		He stared at me, confused. “Right.” He said, clearly not getting it.

		“Anyway. There is something that just occurred to me.” I continued. “It maybe that Carolyn will try to apologise to you for last night.” I stopped there to see if it would click with him. It took him a moment, but it did.

		“Shit! She would see the cage.” He said.

		“Exactly. So, let’s agree that before you leave tonight, I will unlock you. When you come back tomorrow, I’ll lock you up again. Agreed?”

		“You...you don’t mind?” He asked softly.

		“Mind?” I gasped. “Honey, I fucking love it. Having control over the cock of my boss? It’s a dream come true.” I winked.

		Around noon, Jack told me that he needed to go out for a couple of hours and would be back around two. I knew where he was going, of course. I also had an appointment soon, at the local piercing salon to have my belly button done. That was a very different experience to the nipples, all very sanitary, of course, but they also sprayed a solution which numbed the area a little. All in all, a pleasant experience, but I would’ve enjoyed the pain and the sexy hands of Margo and Jenny.

		“I need to show you something.” Jack told me excitedly upon his return.

		“What?” I grinned, thinking he was going to show me all his shopping, but when I entered his office, there wasn’t a bag in site.

		“This!” He raised his sweater to show a sexy black shelf bra, under two pierced nipples.

		“Wow!”

		“Yeah. Roxy’s friend did them for me.”

		“Aren’t you worried Carolyn will see?” I asked.

		He shrugged. “I’ll take the bra off before I go home. I’ll try not to be naked, but if she does see, I’ll just say I just decided to have it done.”

		“Okay...if you say so.”

		“Jenny, Roxy’s friend, also suggested I get a Prince Albert piercing. She said it’s better for chastity.”

		I burst out laughing, making a mental note to tell Jenny to cool it a bit. “I think you should discuss that with Roxy first. She’s your Mistress, not this Jenny.”

		“Hmm, true.”

		Whilst I was out though, I had a thought. Jack had just had a traumatic experience, one which Carolyn had to appreciate was traumatic, no matter how much of a sociopath she was. It would be normal for Jack to avoid going home.

		“Why don’t we go for dinner, a movie, maybe just stay out?” I asked him.

		He smiled, staring at me. “It’s nice of you, but isn’t that just delaying the inevitable?”

		“I don’t know. When does she go to bed usually?”

		“Huh...eight-thirty, nine.”

		With a roll of the eyes, I asked, “How old is she? Sixty? Fuck’s sake. You need to get out of there. Fine, text her you need to work late.”

		“She’ll see I’m not at work.”

		“How?”

		“Find my...”

		“Oh for Christ’s sake, Jack, turn that off. You need to take charge a bit. Come out with me tonight. Get home late, after she goes to sleep, leave before she wakes up. Avoid her like the plague.”

		He licked his lips in contemplation, and then asked, “Will you still unlock me? She might still...”

		“Yes, I will, so long as you promise no masturbation.”

		“I promise, Mistress Mary.” He smiled.

		“Good boy.” I grinned.

		And so, we ended up going for a nice dinner, then a movie, before he drove me back to my place. Of course, I invited him up, letting him know that Kath was on a business trip so I had the place to myself. What I didn’t want to do though, was get him into my bedroom as he would realise that I was Roxy from the video, so instead, once we were in, I pulled him into Kath’s room, and threw him onto the bed, before pulling down his pants.

		“Cage time.” I grinned, showing him the key.

		“Oh yeah...” He panted.

		I pulled down his little red panties, and slid the key into the lock, removing the mechanism, then pulling the cage off. Immediately, I lowered my mouth to his penis and sucked it to life.

		“Ah, oh, Mary, you don’t need to.” He told me.

		“I know.” I grinned, gentle stroking his hard five inches. “But I want to.”

		I sucked him a little while longer, then stood and shuffled my panties off from under my little black skater-skirt, then climbed over his face. “Lick me subbie.” I sang sweetly.

		“Oh Mistress Mary,” he gasped, eating out my cunt like it was his first meal in millennia. I was so horny that I was surprise he didn’t drain in my fluids, especially after I came seconds later. But I wasn’t done there. No, I had other plans.

		Once again, I stood and he lay there, a smile on his face that questioned how he got so lucky. Then her turned to watch me pull my skirt off. I didn’t take my top off though; as I didn’t want him to see my belly-button piercing yet. When he last saw me naked in Belgrade, I didn’t have it. This Friday, he’d see Roxy in a latex crop-top, and he’d see a piercing, making him think it wasn’t me, no matter how similar we look.

		“I wanna fuck you.” I breathed, climbing on top of him.

		“Are...are you sure? I don’t want to do anything you don’t want to do.”

		“Shut up Jack. This is my choice, and unless you tell me you really don’t wanna do it, then we’re going to fuck.”

		He stared into my eyes, then closed his and raised her head. I leaned down and kissed him. As we continued to kiss, I reached down and maneuvered his cock to my slit, and then lowered myself on his shaft with a long moan. His hands reached down and grabbed my arse, whilst his hips began to move in tandem with mine. He wasn’t one of those people who just lay there when a woman was on top, he actually helped and moved in a way which seemed to make his cock hit my g-spot.

		“Oh!” I cried out, realising he was actually really good at sex. “You’re good!”

		“I’m small.” He said, “so I try harder.”

		“You are small,” I smiled, teasing, “but you hit the spot perfectly. My, oh my! I love it!”

		In a sudden surge of confidence, he spun me onto my back and rode me, his hand pulling at my right leg and using it as leverage to move in a specific way so that his cock dragged on the inside of my vagina causing a surge of pleasure to run throughout my body. He did this for a few minutes, and then it hit.

		Now, I’ve had sex before. Never had an orgasm from penetrative sex, but I’ve given myself them and Jenny and Kath have obviously given me some. But the orgasm I had with Jack was different. It wasn’t like the ones stimulated by the clitoris. When this orgasm hit, my whole body spasmed and my back curved. I physically lifted off the bed and gasped to the point that Jack was actually nervous for me for a moment. Then came the longest guttural moan I’ve ever had in my life, followed by a scream of fuck! This was the single-most pleasurable experience of my life, and it was from a man who had a wife who didn’t want to fuck him. Oh my god!

		“That was...” I cried. I actually fucking cried. “That was incredible.”

		“I’ve never seen that before.” He chuckled.

		“Please don’t go home to her.” I told him. “Please stay with me.”

		And then the smiles and laughter disappeared. He stood, cursing himself. “Oh I shouldn’t have done this.” He told himself. “You’re my colleague. You’re my assistant. You... Shit, if HR find out.”

		“I’m not going to tell anyone. I’m not an idiot.” I told him, pleading with him.

		“But what if? Shit, shit, shit. She’s going to kill me. She’ll kill me!” He cried, putting on his clothes.

		I jumped out of bed and tried to hug him, but he simply apologised and ran out the door. What was a beautiful evening was ruined, and I honestly didn’t know why it had happened.

		

	
		Fourteen

		

		Jack

		In the car home, Jack tried to focus on the road, but he was a complete bundle of nerves. How he made it home in one piece was anyone’s guess, because he couldn’t remember doing it. Even with the heat on full, he shivered, nerves threatening to make him throw-up. His marriage was about to be over; she’d know, she’d smell her, or she’d smell sex, something. Somehow, she’ll know it was Mary, and she’ll tell his work, and he’d be fired. He’d be homeless, jobless and his own child won’t want to see him. Why? All just to have sex with a hot girl, a hot girl he wasn’t even interested in in that way. Roxy was his girl, and he was sure that when Roxy found out, she’d disown him too.

		He opened the door to the dark house and found it completely still. No-one was up. No-one was about. He crept upstairs and found the door to the master bedroom shut, so went to the spare room, showered, cleaned up and went to bed.

		Sleep was hard to come by, but slowly, the nerves were dissipating. There were no messages from Carolyn asking where he was, no interest whatsoever. She’d gone to bed and that was it.

		With relaxation came the realisation that he didn’t have a cage. Sure, he’d made a promise not to masturbate, but memories of being with Mary kept him hard as a rock, and refused to go down. He needed to wank, so he did, remembering Mary, remembering the sex, but imagining Mary laughing at his small cock, telling him that he was such a slut. He pictured her dressing him in pink lingerie, then pulling out a huge black strap-on dildo and pegging him. He even pictured her bending him over her desk and a cock inside him.

		He came hard, but then the fear returned, the embarrassment, the shame. He’d experienced this many times before, of course, it was standard post-ejaculation angst. “I wish I was still caged.” He cried.

		The next morning, he was up early to prepare Hannah for school. It was not unusual for Carolyn to stay in sleeping, as was the case this morning too. Hannah was a great kid so she was self-sufficient, taking care of herself. Jack liked to believe that was because she was raised well, but the truth was somewhere else. When Jack travelled for work, Carolyn did the bare minimum, and Hannah had to fill in the gaps herself. That meant she prepared her own school lunches, breakfasts, even dinner sometimes.

		As Hannah ate, Jack texted Mary. He wanted to talk to her outside of work, so asked if she wouldn’t mind if he picked her up.

		“That would be nice.” She wrote back.

		“I’ll have Hannah. Her school is on the way.”

		“Great! I’ll be glad to see her.”

		Jack turned to his daughter and quietly said, “We need to stop and pick someone up.”

		“Mary?” She whispered.

		“Yes. She lives on the way.”

		Hannah smiled and then winked at Jack, causing him to roll his eyes. But when they were alone in the car together, he tried to point out that Mary was just a colleague and a friend, to which Hannah said the most surprising and heartbreaking thing that he had ever heard. “No-one would blame you for falling in love with someone nice for a change.”

		“I’m married to your mother.” He tried to say.

		“Why?” Was her response.

		It wasn’t a conversation he wanted to have with his daughter, so instead, he turned on the radio and tried to focus on that. Once he reached Mary’s house, he found the pretty blonde already stood waiting in her raincoat.

		“Morning.” She said, voice brimming with positivity. Then turning to look at Hannah in the back seat, she said, “Hello cutie! Long time no see.”

		“Hello Mary.” The little girl smiled. Then pulled out her iPad and showed her a picture. “I drew a picture of you.”

		Mary took the iPad and stared at the gorgeous picture. Hannah was talented, Jack already knew that, but to see the absolutely shock in Mary’s face proved to him just how good she really was.

		“Are you serious?” Mary asked, “This is unbelievable! Jack, she needs to go somewhere to study art, because your daughter has a gift.”

		“I know.” Jack beamed with pride. “She’s very gifted.”

		“Can I send this to you?” Hannah asked. “Your email?”

		“Sure. Of course.” And Mary gave her the email address.

		Finally, they pulled up outside the school and Hannah leaned over to give Jack a kiss on the cheek, before pulling Mary in for an awkward hug and a kiss and then getting out.

		“What a sweet kid.” Mary stated.

		“She really is.” Jack smiled. Then as they drove away in silence, the air became thicker, as Jack tried to figure out what to say. He planned to tell her how much of a mistake it all was. How he wished he never did it. He would tell her that they needed to focus on work. “I wish I met you before I met her.” He ended up saying. “I wish I met you outside of work. I wish all women were like you.”

		“I’m not perfect.” She replied. “Don’t put me on a pedestal. I have so many issues. Remember how I was in the interview? I can be such a clutz, you saw that.”

		“Yes, I did. I remember it. It was cute. Was. What has changed? You have become this amazing, strong, powerful, beautiful woman, so confident, so...perfect. Last night, Mary, was...” A mistake, a huge mistake. “One of the best nights of my life. And I don’t want it to be my last with you. I understand if you want to stop...”

		“Stop Jack.”

		“What?”

		“Find a quiet place and stop the car.”

		“Why?”

		“Because I want to fuck you again.”

		Mary

		I giggled, feeling the cum running down and pooling in tissues in my skirt. I knew I’d need to dash into the bathroom and clean the skirt, but I didn’t care. He’d done it again, somehow, he’d made me have a whole-body orgasm, and this time, after, he beamed with happiness.

		“I have the thing tonight.” He said. “With Roxy.”

		“I know!” I sang. “You’re gonna have so much fun!”

		“You...you won’t mind.”

		“It’s just sex, Jack. Which reminds me. I have the cage here, washed and ready. When we get to the office, go wash your dick and put it back on, then bring me the key. I will be checking!”

		He grinned in delight. “Yes Mistress!”

		I giggled. “Damned right, slut!”

		Jack had made arrangements with Margo to get ready for the party, arranging to meet her at her private SM studio. She told me that it would be to help him get dressed, in part, but also to remind him of the fundamentals of BDSM, how to behave, use of the colours, and to get him used to a little pain again. I, on the other hand, went to see Jenny, where we had some shots, made love a few times, and then helped each other dress.

		My outfit consisted of a halter-neck latex under-bust crop-top in scarlet red, a black latex hobble skirt, black platform high-heels, and a red latex full head mask, with nice openings for my eyes and mouth, which I then made up strict and sexy. In my right hand, a black crop, and on my bicep, a gold armlet.

		Jenny had decided on a black latex open bust, open crotch body, taped Xs on her nipples, and two black latex stockings inside high heeled boots. Her black PVC trench-coat would hide her boobs and pussy from public view until we reached the club.

		“You need to work on your voice.” Jenny told me.

		“Well,” I purred in a very deep, posh British accent. “I think a naughty boy like Jack will appreciate an upper-class lady, right?”

		“Oh my! Don’t do that, you’ll make me drip all the way to the club, you minx!” Jenny laughed.

		A text message arrived. “We’re here. He’s nervous but excited. He can’t stop asking questions about you – Roxy – so much so that I already had to give him a severe thrashing. Funny...the bitch is a pain slut. Gets off on it the harder it is. Anyway, get here asap, otherwise I’ll be taking him for myself. M.”

		With that and one more shot of tequila, we headed out the door and into our awaiting Uber. The driver gave us both a look that suggested this might be the weirdest fare of the night, then asked, “Costume party is it?”

		“No.” Jenny replied from behind her lacy mask. “Female domination party. We take naughty, inquisitive men, and turn them into simping little sissies.”

		“And they all think it’ll never happen to them, until they’re at our knees, licking out feet.” I said, grinning evilly.

		“Right-o.” Said the driver, realising it was best to just shut up and drive.

		I shared a look with Jenny which suggested my rating would either increase, or severely decrease, on Uber. Still, it made for a funny story later on.

		Finally, we arrived at the club, walked through the semi-empty bar and signed in, before heading down into the large play-space downstairs. The lighting was darker this time, with smoke added for atmosphere, but that all made it that much harder to find who we wanted to find. However, seconds later, I found Margo, stood over a pretty sissy in a pink dress and pink wig, kneeling on the stone floor with his head down.

		“Ah, Mistress Roxy!” Margo gushed. “I’ve been keeping your little slut warm. I must say, he is quite well-behaved.” Then she leaned down and forced him to look up. I had to stifle a laugh because his mouth had been wired wide open by four hooks latched around his lips and pulled tight by a heavy elastic band. “When he knows how to keep his mouth shut...”

		Jack’s eyes fixed on mine, and for a moment, he looked shocked, then confused. He allowed his eyes to trail down to my belly button, which he stopped and stared at, clearly trying to remember something, before looking back at my mask-covered face.

		“Thank you, Goddess.” I purred in my affected accent, which I had to admit, visibly even took Margo by surprise. “Well, slut, it’s a pleasure to meet you in person, finally, although a little disappointed you needed your mouth fixed.” I turned to Margo. “Please go ahead and remove it.”

		“Your loss.” She laughed.

		Once it was off, I looked down at him again. “Greet your Mistress.”

		Immediately, he dropped down and kissed at my feet. I moved each one forward so that he had room to lick it from front to back. It was amazing that such things he did without hesitation, and I could tell he enjoyed it.

		“Permission to speak, Mistress.” He said, his voice straining over the excitement visible coursing through his veins.

		“Speak.” I said.

		“Mistress, I’ve been waiting for this moment for so long.” He said, but then he sighed and looked away. “But, I don’t think I can do this with you.”

		My heart broke. Margo and Jenny gasped. Tears tried to come to my eyes. “Wh...why?” I said, almost forgetting my voice. I knew he’d say it was because of his wife and child. I knew she’d gotten to him.

		“There’s someone else.” He began. “You...you met her. She’s my assistant at work.” And then, abject surprise. “I think I’m falling in love with her. And I think, well, I hope, she’s kinky like me and well, you. I think she likes me too, and today I spoke to my daughter, after school. She really likes Mary too. So, Mistress Roxy, I just don’t think I can submit to you, if I want to submit to someone else.”

		I bit my lip, then shared a look with Jenny and Margo. Both smiled, and Margo nodded.

		I crouched down so that I could look directly into Jack’s eyes, then said in my normal voice, “Something tells me that Mary will be completely fine with you submitting to me.” And then I kissed him on the lips.

		With blinking eyes, I could see a range of emotions going through his face; shock, disbelief, wanting it to be true, and then happiness. And even in such a shocking moment for him, he found he had to be respectful. “Mistress Mary? Is it you?”

		Grinning, I kissed him on the lips and said, “It’s always been me, you silly sissy. I love you.”

		“I love you too!”

		Then I stood, turned to Jenny, and asked her to remove my mask. “I think I’ll wear one of the lace ones from the door.” I told her.

		“Screw it. Half the other people haven’t bothered with them either.” Jenny laughed. She was right. The dress code had been observed, except for the masks.

		Once my hood was off, I ran my fingers through my long blonde hair, and then smiled down at my new sissy slave. “You’re so beautiful.” He told me, and as I grinned, I slapped his cheek, telling him to stop being a naughty boy and speaking out of turn.

		“I think it is time to make this official.” I said, asking Jenny to provide me with an item I’d asked her to pack. Out came the fat black dildo, and Jack’s eyes widened in shock, before beginning to smile darkly.

		“Yes Mistress.” He replied.

		Of course, he took my cock like the champion subbie he was. Getting it nice and wet with his tongue, sucking it like it was the best little lollipop in the world, and then as Margo supplied the lubricant, I lined up with his smooth clean hole, and pushed inside. He clearly knew what to expect, having done it a long time ago with Joanne, but still, after all those years, he didn’t once complain, and instead begged me for my long fat rubber dick.

		Margo had to get in on the action and put on hers too, slipping it into Jack’s mouth to keep him quiet. We were having so much fun that I forgot about Jenny, until I looked around to see her making out with a girl in a pink latex bunny outfit, wearing thick glasses, and realised that it was her girlfriend.

		“How do you feel?” I asked Jack later, grabbing a beer in the bar.

		“So relieved it’s you.” He smiled. “I had a feeling which just kept getting proven wrong over and over, and I thought it was my lust for you. How did you text me without me seeing?”

		“Gen Z.” I told him. “I can text on a touchscreen without looking at it.” We kissed, and then I looked at his right eye. The makeup covered the bruise, but I knew it was there. I gently placed my fingers on it. “You’re mine now.” I said. “You understand that, right? I own you now.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“I have the video. I will use it if I have to. If not to get you with me, then to get you free of her.”

		He shook his head. “It doesn’t matter. She won’t leave me because of that. If I leave her, then she’ll fight me. She’ll do far worse than you can ever do.”

		“Then we fight her.” I said. “Begin moving things around. Make sure she can’t access your funds. I’ll help you with that. Then that eye, report it. As to the rape stuff, well remember one thing. I’ve had control of your cock for a while. I’m more than happy to show evidence of it too, I have photos.”

		Margo and her slave friend, Felix, joined in the conversation. “Speak to Max.” They both said.

		“Who’s Max?” I asked.

		“He’s a cop. Dominant, so not here tonight, but he’s usually at the Thursday munch. Nice guy, and he won’t judge.” Margo explained.

		“By the way, you’re not the first man to come out with this problem.” Felix explained. “It crops up a lot, especially with submissives. It’s a power trip, doesn’t matter if it is a male or female abuser; abuse is abuse.”

		Jack nodded, and then sighed. “I need to hang on a little longer though.” He said. “If she feels like I’m going to leave her, then she might start preparing herself.”

		That was not unexpected. I took his hand and stared into his eyes. “I know. I’ll be here for you, no matter what.”

		Something else occurred to Jack. It was something I had been thinking about too. We would need to tell Kev, both about the abuse, and about us. I would probably lose my job, but it didn’t matter, I’d find another one, and at least I’d have Jack.

		

	
		Fifteen

		

		“What the actual fuck, Jack?” Kev screamed, and I actually jumped. “Why haven’t you left that bitch already?”

		Okay, I hadn’t expected him to react like that. It was Monday morning, and we had told Kev nearly everything. Well, we hadn’t told Kev that Jack was submissive, wearing women’s underwear, a chastity cage, or that we had spent the rest of Friday night fucking each other, and by each other, I mean him in my pussy, and me in his arse. Nor had we mentioned the threesome between him, me and Kath on Saturday morning. And we definitely didn’t mention the thorough thrashing Kath and I gave him with a multitude of whips, nor the fact that we both pissed in his mouth in the shower. In fact, we didn’t tell him that we had fucked, sucked, licked and tried every kinky idea we had available to us that whole weekend.

		We did tell him that we were in love. He didn’t care. He just said that I couldn’t be his direct report anymore, and so he was making me Director of Compliance under the CCO. “Bob’s due to retire at the end of the year, so it makes sense to groom you for the position. Too many men in leadership and no female successors with your knowledge of the requirement.” Kev told me, making my heart flutter with happiness. “Just don’t worry when people find out about you and Jack and make up rumours of how you got the job.” He explained. “I can prove that I already though about you for this job when you put together that document on Process Restructuring and Capital Utilisation.”

		“Wow...I don’t know what to say.” I gasped. “Thanks.”

		“You earned it. But Jack, we need to get you out of that house. If not for your sake, then for Hannah.”

		“We’re speaking to a friend of ours on Thursday. He’s in the police force.” I told him.

		Kev nodded but only seemed to be half listening. “I know someone too, but I’m not sure...” He mused.

		“How so?”

		“Well, he runs a club. Normally it’s a place where certain couples can go, but they also have a place for women...” He said.

		“Kev, you aren’t suggesting what I think you’re suggesting are you?” Jack asked, bad memories flooding back for him.

		Kev looked up confused, then he understood. “Oh! Oh no, no, no, nothing like that. All legal and above board. Put it this way, you bring her to this club and my mate can have someone seduce her, and trust me, she will get seduced. He will start hanging out with her, maybe even get her to talk a little bit about how she treats you. We’ll get it on tape, use it as your out.”

		It was a crazy idea, but it might just work. There was a risk that it could incite her to treat him even worse though, and I warned that her belief that she had a sounding-board who found it sexy could make her do horrible things.

		“She’s not going to kill me.” Jack said firmly. “And you know I can take a little pain.” He said, smiling at me, causing me to blush.

		“God you two. You’re worse than me mate. Get out, I’ll give him a bell and let you know.” Kev whined. “And keep the PDA to a minimum in office hours. Don’t want HR all on me back.”

		We walked out of that office smiling. We had a plan, and it was a good plan. We were in love and we could be together and keep our jobs.

		That afternoon, as Jack left for home for the first time since Friday morning, he did so kissing me good bye, knowing that I was his lover and Mistress.

		Jack

		“Where’ve you been all weekend?” Carolyn asked him in her Northern Irish lilt, her arms crossed in front of her and her foot tapping the ground. She was in shoes for some reason, high-heeled stiletto shoes that he had only seen her wear for work.

		“I wrote to you on Thursday.” Jack said, taking off his jacket and putting his laptop bag down. “Kev organised a last-minute team-building event for the C-Levels. I had to go. You know what he’s like.”

		She grinned sarcastically. “Last-minute team-building event for the C-Levels,” she repeated. “Was your whore there?”

		“What?” He replied, sounding frustrated and tired with this bullshit.

		“The assistant. The blonde whore. Was she there?”

		“No.” He said, “Because she’s an assistant, not a C-Level.”

		“Uh-huh.” She smirked. “Upstairs, now!”

		She walked, the feet clicking on the wooden floor. As they passed the living door, he looked in to see Hannah sat there drawing. She looked up at him with worried eyes and he grimaced. He followed Carolyn down the hallway, expecting them to stop at the master bedroom, but she kept on walking to the spare and then opened the door.

		“In.” She said.

		He walked in and his heart stopped. On the bed was a pile of lingerie, all the lingerie that had once been Carolyn’s, that he’d snuck into the spare room and hidden for his own use.

		“At the team-building event.” She smiled. “So just a group of horny old men, then?” She asked, as I continued to stare at the sexy lingerie. “And you...the sissy...” She laughed. “Get undressed, now, then kneel.”

		Gulping, Jack undid his belt and pulled off his sweater, revealing the lacy pink bralette he had on. Then he pulled down his jeans and stepped out of them, revealing the pink suspender-belt, panties, and stockings. He then dropped to his knees, shaking with fear at being found out.

		She ran her fingers on the soft satin panelling of the bra, and then cupped where a breast would be. Carefully, she pulled the lace back to look at his nipple, feeling the piercing. “Huh.” She clucked. “These aren’t mine.” She said, referring to the lingerie. She didn’t ask where he got it, so he didn’t answer. “I do like what you did with your nipples though.”

		Jack’s eye furrowed in confusion.

		“So where did you get the lingerie? It’s nice.” She asked.

		“Shop.” He mumbled.

		“Shop.” She repeated, mimicking him, mocking him. She slammed her palm down on his cheek, causing him to reel in surprise, holding his now burning cheek. “Shop.” She mocked again. “Fucking wimp. Why have you started cross-dressing now?”

		Shrugging, Jack mumbled, “Dunno.”

		Once again, she slammed her hand down in a slap, then another. “Try harder.” She said softly, circling him.

		“I was lonely. Horny. I wanted some sort of intimacy, so I started wearing your old stuff.”

		She tutted, then said, “That’s kind of cute when you think about it. I guess I should take that as your way of saying how much you love me.” She reached down and grabbed his chin. “A bit like me hitting you is my way of saying how I love you.”

		Funny way of showing it. He thought.

		“What’s that between your legs?” She asked. “Please tell me you locked that fucking poor excuse for a dick up?” She reached down, pulling the thin satin back to reveal the little pink cage. “Aw! You’ve got a clitty. Sissy’s got a clitty! Where’re the keys?”

		“At work.”

		“Bring them home tomorrow. I wanna hold on to them.” She told him, then she grabbed his chin again, pulling him up and staring at him with a vicious grin, before spitting directly into his right eye and laughing. “You know, I felt bad at first, after I hit you. But you really pushed all my buttons, and I’ll never forget that. You should never tell a mother that she’s a bad mother. You realise that, right?”

		Jack said nothing, so she backhanded him. “Right?”

		“Yes.”

		“Yes what?”

		He looked up at her, unsure of what she wanted.

		“Well come on. It’s your fucked up fantasy. If I’m to treat you like this from now on, we might as well indulge you sick, fucked up fetish.”

		“Yes Mistress.” He mumbled.

		She grabbed hold of his hair, pulling on it hard and making him wince in pain. “This is the way it’s going to be from now on. You will do as I tell you and never backchat. Backchat and you push my buttons. I’m done calming myself. Punishing you is for your own good, you understand that?”

		“Yes Mistress.” He began crying.

		“Jesus man, pull yourself together. For fuck’s sake! You’re a fucking disgrace. What the fuck were you doing on the corporate retreat, jerking off the men in your little sissy outfits? Or maybe a little...” She put her tongue in her mouth to make the oral sex motion.

		“No!”

		She scoffed. “Right.”

		Turning around, she walked to the door and locked it. Then she told Jack to get on the bed and get on all fours. As he did so, she picked up two pairs of panties and stuffed them in his mouth. Then, she took a stocking and tied it around his head, keeping the panties in place. Finally, she looked around the room, seemingly trying to find something, and then upon seeing it, reached down to pick up a white extension cord.

		“I do this for two reasons. One, to make you understand who is in charge here and what punishment awaits you if you fail me again, and two, because I know at heart you’re a filthy faggot who loves it. But just know, even if you don’t. If you leave, or tell anyone, I’ll destroy you and you’ll never see Hannah again. Believe me, my friends have all been informed about how nasty you can be, how you treat me. They’ll back me up if I go to the police.”

		The cable doubled up and at full force made him scream louder than any whip from Mary and the girls. The louder he screamed, the more it seemed to drive her to punish him further. And there was no care about how she did it, no knowledge that she could be damaging internal organs. Backside, back, legs, she didn’t care. By the time she was done, he was a sobbing wreck, body scored, marked and damaged. But it wasn’t over.

		All of this had seemingly made her horny, an unusual circumstance if ever there was one. She undid her skirt and allowed it to drop to the floor, then pulled her tights and knickers down and climbed on the bed, grabbing his hair and pulling him to her soaked hairy, unkempt cunt. “Lick.” She told him. “Eat me!” She said, slapping the back and side of his head.

		She moaned as he ate her, sobbing at the continuous pain resonating through his body. Concern for his own health played on his mind.

		When he’d finally eaten her to two orgasms, she threw a long pink nightie at him and told him to put it on. She then took eyeliner and a heavy red lipstick and drew it on him without regard for how she did it. Then with a kick to the backside, she led me downstairs.

		“Look Hannah.” She said. “Look at what an embarrassment your dad is. He’s just a waste of time sissy. This is how he’s gonna dress at home now, because he wants to be a woman.”

		Hannah stared at her father, her eyes wet from crying as her mother walked out of the room laughing. Hannah stood, walked over to her father, and then pulled him in a tight hug. “If you really want to dress like a woman, then good for you. I think it’s lovely. But don’t let her bully you, daddy. Don’t let her hurt you.”

		“I won’t, sweetie.” He whispered. “I love Mary. We’re working on a way to get free from her.”

		“Don’t leave me with her. I want to live with you and Mary.”

		“I promise. We have a plan, but I just need to stick it out a little longer.”

		“Anything you need, I’m here for you.”

		“Record anything you hear.”

		She walked back to her iPad and picked it up. She then went to the audio app and played a recording. It was the sound of him sobbing as Carolyn whipped him. “I only got the last few minutes. Next time I’ll do better.”

		“Don’t do anything to get yourself into trouble.”

		“I won’t.”

		The next day, when Jack showed up at the office, he showed Mary the scars. She turned purple with rage. “I’m gonna kill her!” She screamed, grabbing her handbag. Jack held her back. “Let me go. I’m going to rip her to shreds.”

		“Don’t! She has been sharing lies with her friends. Just leave it. If anything it makes things easier. I guess now she’ll be more willing to cuckold me. If Kev’s mate comes through for us, then we should be solid.”

		“What about Hannah?” She asked.

		Jack smiled. “About that. She knows about us and she wants out too. She’s going to send you a recording later today by email. In fact, any recordings she makes, she send to you.”

		“She’s a good girl.”

		“She really is.”

		Kev requested to see them both at noon. In their office was a huge bald black man, probably in his early forties, but very muscular, like a boxer or similar. He had a huge beaming white smile and a pierced ear.

		“Jack, Mary, this is Killian.” Kev said, introducing his friend. “Killian runs a service for married women, providing them with a boyfriend experience.”

		The huge black man shook Jack’s hand, before gently kissing Mary’s cheek. “Lovely to meet you both.” Said Killian, his voice a deep, well-spoken rumble that made Mary gulp a little. “Jack, Kevin has told me about your situation. I’m sorry to hear about it, but hopefully we can help you solve it. My service is aimed at married women, usually the husbands are aware of the trysts, sometimes they are not. However, I do not wish to place this responsibility on any of my people, so I will be taking care of this myself.”

		Jack was about to thank him, but Mary spoke up. “We need to make sure this happens quickly as things have turned for the worse.”

		“Mary...” Jack began softly.

		“No Jack!” She snapped, going into Mistress mode for a moment. “They need to know about this.” She turned back to Killian. “Last night Carolyn took an electrical cable to Jack’s back and legs.” Kev winced when he heard this. “Aside from the astronomical amount of pain Jack was in, she could have done serious damage to his internal organs. You simply cannot whip someone where their kidneys are.”

		Killian nodded. “It is BDSM-one-oh-one. Any domme worth their salt knows this.”

		“I was how I was trained.” Mary noted, making Kev look at her with no small amount of surprise and respect. Killian seemed unphased.

		“I’m sorry to hear this Jack.” Killian sighed. “Can I see?”

		Jack was about to turn and show him, but then he remembered that not only was he wearing a bra, but a suspender-belt which was most definitely visible if his lifted his sweater. However, Mary told him that it would be wise for Killian to check, just in case there was bruising.

		With a gulp, Jack turned and raised his sweater, exposing the line of ivory lace of the suspender-belt. Killian stepped forward and held the sweater, bending over to look at the welts. He then gently pressed two fingers to the side of Jack’s lower back. “Does this hurt?” Killian asked.

		“No.” Jack stated. Then the other side and the answer was no again.

		“Any problems this morning when you urinate?”

		Shaking his head, Jack said no again.

		“You’re lucky. But that is going to scar, I’m afraid. What she has done is horrific, and honestly, with that, you could go to the police. So why don’t you?”

		“She’s been telling stories to her friends, lies. Honestly, I’m scared. We have a daughter, and she keeps threatening to weaponise the divorce against me.” Jack explained.

		It was clear from Killian’s eyes that he understood what Jack was talking about. The way the man held Jack’s gaze reminded Jack of Lance Reddick. Killian carried a strength behind his stare, one which made men tremble and women weak.

		“This won’t happen overnight.” Said Killian, sitting on the corner of Kev’s desk. “I will need to build a rapport with her, make her think that I am in on her game.” Killian turned to Kev. “Kevin, would you mind giving us the room for a minute, this is maybe a little sensitive.”

		Kev understood and left the office.

		“You’re a submissive, engaging with Mary, I assume, in sissification, correct?” Killian asked.

		“That’s correct.” Mary answered.

		“Caged?”

		“He is.”

		Inhaling through his nose, Killian nodded. “Carolyn is aware that you are being feminised?” Killian asked and Jack nodded. “Though she thinks it is your own doing?” Again, Jack nodded the affirmative. Mimicking the nodded, Killian stood and walked to the window, looking out over the city. “If we are to make her believe that I am her bull and can be trusted with her darkest secrets, then it means she will likely announce to you that you are being cuckolded and use it against you. At some point, she will bring me home, want to bully you in front of me, and will likely force you to perform sexual acts on me, oral sex, potentially have me fuck you. Obviously, I won’t do anything to you to which you do not approve, but if you want me to win her trust, then this will be the best way to go about it.”

		That Jack would one day need to do something with a man was a given. Whilst he considered himself as straight, he considered himself submissive more. The idea of being forced to be gay as a way of humiliating him turned him on but also made him feel guilty, because being gay should not be a humiliating act and he felt it trivialised the issues of the gay community. But just like the gay community wanted straight people to understand that being gay wasn’t a choice, it wasn’t a choice for Jack to have the feelings of submission that he had.

		Still, he had always imagined that his first gay act would be in the presence of a real Mistress, not an evil bitch like his wife. He wanted it to be an act he shared with Mary, and as he looked over at her, she understood. She understood that it wasn’t that he didn’t want to do it, it was that he wanted to do it with her.

		“We’ll have so much more.” She assured him.

		He turned back to Killian. “That’s fine.”

		Killian gave him a brief smile of understanding. “Do you have a picture of Carolyn? One, so I know who I’m going to seduce, and two, to see if there is at least physical compatibility, given that emotionally it will be hard for me to find her attractive.”

		Jack opened his phone and found a recent picture of the redhead. “She is very pretty.” Mary stated. “Looks perpetually pissed off, but she is gorgeous.”

		“Could stand to firm up.” Killian said, analysing the photo. “Looks like she was very fit and then stopped exercising too much. Walks to keep thin, I suppose?”

		“Runs.” Jack nodded.

		“But lacks muscle tone, allowed for parts to sag. A woman who doesn’t care about herself. It happens.” The deep voice said. “But yes, an extremely attractive face, though very angry. And her voice? Sexy? Annoying?”

		Again, Mary spoke for Jack, “I think right now, her voice must be annoying for Jack no matter what, but she does have a very smooth voice. Northern Irish accent, very snappy, but I can also appreciate how it might be found attractive.”

		“Very good.” The man stated. “This is how this is going to happen. I am a colleague moving here from another branch. You don’t know me too well but have agreed to help Kevin, and look after me during the transition. I am staying at the Doubletree by Hilton whilst I settle into my new role and find a place to live. You and Jack are going to take me to dinner this Friday night, and then to show me the town. You need to find a way to take Carolyn with you.”

		“That maybe difficult. She never wants to go to these events.” Jack warned.

		“Find a way. I’m doing this, you can do that.”

		“Okay.”

		“Kevin will get drunk and you will drive him home after dinner. You will not be drinking as you will be the designated driver. I ask Carolyn to stay with me and join me for a drink. I will take her to my club. The staff will be prepared. Carolyn will promise to text you the location, but she might tell you to go home. If we are lucky, then the latter.”

		It was a good plan, and it caused Jack to blow out his cheeks as he took in the enormity of what was about to go down.

		“Your daughter.” Killian began. “Is she old enough to stay home alone?”

		“Yes. We have a neighbour...”

		“Good. Then you have one task, convince your wife to come out.”

		“I’ll try.”

		“Try very hard.” He said slowly. “Otherwise we will just be having a nice guy’s night out.”

		Jack swallowed and then nodded. “How can I repay you for your help?”

		“I’ve done nothing yet. And when I do, knowing you and your daughter are safe is payment enough. However, I would like you to remember me and the services I provide when you and Mary are together as a more permanent fixture, if such a fetish is your desire.” He noted to the couple with a wry smile.

		“It is.” Jack stated, earning a side smile from Mary.

		“It is.” Mary agreed, grinning.

		“Wonderful.” Said Killian. “We aim to please and help many cuckold couples find true happiness, and no, we do not charge for this service, we are not an escort agency. Think of us as a specialised dating facilitator.”

		“How do you make your money from it?” Asked Mary.

		“The clubs, bars, a place to get together.” Killian stated.

		“How involved are you with the local BDSM community?”

		“In this town? Not at all. But I’d like to be.” He admitted.

		“I can help you with that, I think.”

		“That would, indeed, be wonderful, Mary.” He turned to Jack. “Friday. Kevin’s secretary will send you the details. I look forward to solving this problem for you.”

		Jack left the meeting and walked back with Mary. He wanted to bring up the topic of cuckolding, but didn’t know how to start it, given they had really only been dating a few days. However, he eventually just blurted out the question, asking if she really wanted to cuckold him.

		For her part, Mary didn’t hesitate to say yes. She explained that not only was it one of his core fetishes on Fetlife, but it was one of the things which got her interested in BDSM to begin with, after all, how could one cuckold their boyfriend, if they were not in love, otherwise, it was just cheating.

		The response made Jack grin with glee. “I love the idea of being a cuckold to the woman I love. It’s one of the hottest fetishes for me.”

		“I love every cuckold story I read.” Mary gushed. “I can’t wait to stare into your eyes when you are dressed as a sissy, as another man pummels my ass. That said, after sex with you, I really don’t know how any lover can compete.”

		“It’s not about the sex.” Noted Jack. “It’s about the experience.”

		“My thoughts exactly.” Grinned Mary.

		

	
		Sixteen

		

		Jack

		Initially, of course Carolyn said no. In fact, Jack kept on begging which earned him another beating, which he took and still begged. Thankfully, Killian had provided him with a photo, and when Jack showed it to Carolyn, her behaviour changed. Suddenly maybe it was a good idea to get a free meal. Maybe she should be the doting housewife. Maybe they should be seen out together. But obviously, Jack owed her for it, big time.

		By the time Friday evening came around, Carolyn had splurged Jack’s money. New lingerie, lacy, silky black Agent Provocateur bra, panties, suspenders, stockings. A new Dior mini-dress, new earrings, and of course, her hair styled.

		The moment she met Killian, it was like Kev and I weren’t even there. Kev kept up the pretence of getting drunk, by, well, getting fucking drunk, to the point that when it came to Jack driving him home, he worried Kev might throw up.

		When Jack mentioned he would catch up with Carolyn and Killian later, Carolyn’s eyes lit up. “I’ll text you when I need you.” She said very directly. In other words, go home, pick me up when I tell you to.

		Two hours later, Jack began to receive text messages from Killian. Pictures of Carolyn in her lingerie, on her knees, a huge black cock in her mouth, bent over and taking bareback cock on a red sofa in some club. Then a video of her sucking black cock whilst Killian pounded her arsehole, in a very busy and noisy swingers club.

		The plan was working perfectly, so perfectly, that Jack wondered if Carolyn had ever been faithful to him a day in her life. Hannah looked just like Carolyn, but nobody saw Jack’s resemblance in her; was Hannah even his?

		Suddenly, he began to get very nervous. Not because Hannah might not be his daughter, but because if she wasn’t, Carolyn might use that against him and essentially cut him off from his daughter, blood or not.

		Then came a video from Killian. “My fucking shithead husband is a sissy. His cock is locked in a cage. Not that I’ve ever needed his cock. Just broke up with my latest lover so glad you came along.” She laughed.

		“No problem honey. But you know you can show me off, right?” Killian’s deep voice stated.

		“I know. How would you feel about a sissy watching you whilst you fuck me?”

		“Been there, done that.”

		“He can suck your cock too. Not sure I wanna see you fuck him though. Don’t need to watch gay porn.”

		“Sure. Guess you’re the one who wears the pants in this relationship?” Killian laughed.

		“Oh,” Carolyn burst out laughing. “You have no idea.”

		“Tell me.” He laughed.

		“Let’s just say, he does what I say or else.”

		The video ended there, but it was a start. I seemed she had a hard time keeping herself quiet during sex, but at the same time, still had a certain amount of restraint. Jack realised though that it might come to pass that he’ll need Killian to ask to see her punishing Jack, to see it first-hand.

		Still, it was progress and it was evidence. He forwarded it all on to Mary who thanked him and added it to her file.

		Carolyn eventually arrived home at three in the morning, barged into Jack’s room and sat on his face. “Eat Killian’s cum. Your colleague fucked me hard. We laughed about how much of a sissy you are. He’s coming over tonight and be ready because you’re gonna need to service him as well as me.”

		No matter how much he hated Carolyn at that moment, he couldn’t get over how horny the situation was making him. Jack lapped at Carolyn’s used cunt, sucking out the thick strands of cum from it.

		“He was amazing.” She purred. Then she rolled off me. “You might as well know that he wasn’t the first. After you fucked up the time I thought I was doing you a favour, I kept it a secret, but I’ve been fucking goes on the side ever since.”

		Jack sighed in relief. “So before then you were faithful?” He asked.

		She turned to grin at him. “You wanna know if Hannah’s yours, huh?” She burst out laughing. “Not feckin’ likely, sorry.”

		“She’s my daughter.” Jack seethed.

		“Of course she is darling.” Replied Carolyn in a condescending tone, before laughing in his face.

		Eventually, Carolyn left the room but not before telling Jack that he would never be fucking his sexy wife again, and that her pussy was for black cock only. The whole experience was so bizarre for Jack. Had he had any feelings at all left for Carolyn after how she treated him, then it would have been the perfect cuckolding situation. The time when she tried cuckolding him in the past, or rather, told him about it, she had worn condoms, so he didn’t get to lick her pussy clean. This time, it was full and visibly used. And yet, all he could feel right at that moment, was how much he was looking forward to doing it with Mary.

		Later that day, Carolyn was constantly talking about how Killian would be coming over. Jack was fine about that, except he wasn’t happy about her saying those things in front of their daughter. He begged her to send Hannah off to spend time with her friends, or stay the night at the neighbour, but Carolyn explained that she needed to know that there was a new man in her life.

		When Jack had a moment alone with Hannah, he sat down with her and explained that Killian was, in fact, his friend, and he was helping to catch Carolyn doing bad things so that they could leave. Hannah, advanced for her age, simply told Jack to do what he needed to do, but that she would try to sort a way out for the evening so that she didn’t need to be there.

		Before Killian arrived, Hannah told Carolyn that her friend Amy had invited her over, and that she was going to stay with her. Carolyn didn’t care and told her to find her own way there.

		“I’ll drive you.” Jack told his daughter.

		“Dressed like that?” Carolyn asked. She had forced him to dress in a pink satin nightie, unaware that he owned sissy dresses which he kept at Mary’s place.

		“I can change.” Jack said.

		“No. You can’t.” Laughed Carolyn.

		“Dad!” Hannah said, pulling at his arm. He followed her out of the room. “I’m going to stay with Mary. Just drive me there.” She whispered.

		“What? How?”

		“I’ve been writing to her. I asked to stay with her. We’re going to have a girl’s night.”

		Jack’s heart warmed, and he pulled her in for a tight hug.

		When Jack pulled up outside Mary’s place, he texted her to come down, not wanting to have to get out on her busy street. Mary met Hannah at the door and then ran to the window of the car, kissing Jack on the mouth and wishing him luck.

		Finally, he drove home, where he found Killian had already arrived. Immediately, Killian was laughing at Jack, calling him a fucking pussy for going out in a silky pink nightie, even going so far as to tell him to get down and kiss his crotch as a greeting. When Jack said no, Killian manhandled Jack, slapping him until he got down and kissed the crotch of Killian’s black jeans.

		Of course, all of this was staged. They had discussed over text how to make it seem like Killian was open to seeing the violence Carolyn inflicted on Jack, and they agreed that it had to seem like Killian was open to it.

		“Fucking pussy doesn’t follow orders!” Killian complained as he held Jack’s head and ground his crotch in his face. “I thought you said he’s been trained.”

		Carolyn snorted. “He should be! The cunt knows what’ll happen to him if he embarrasses me. Get your cock out, I’m sure he knows to suck or face the consequences.”

		Then Killian unzipped his jeans and let them drop to the floor, along with his black shorts, revealing a huge semi-hard cock. It had seemed huge in the photos and videos, but seeing it close up made Jack gulp and his eyes widen. This would end up being the first cock he ever sucked, and he wondered if he could even open his mouth wide enough for it.

		Still, first he had another job to do, fight Killian.

		“No! I won’t do it! I’m not gay!” Jack snapped, pulling back.

		“Fuck this shit!” Killian stated, turning to Carolyn. “He’s not trained at all. I need to work with this pussy. What if he reports me? Gets me fired? You need to fix this shit!”

		Without hesitation, Carolyn stomped over to Jack, grabbing his hair. Jack thought she was going to pull him upstairs for a whipping, but that wasn’t what happened at all. After dressing, Killian pulled out his phone and recorded, not that Carolyn noticed. He recorded as Jack screamed, begged her to stop. She punched and kicked Jack so hard that he could feel his nose break. Over and over, she laid into him. Carolyn had lost it completely, she was just punching and kicking as Jack sobbed.

		“I warned you! I warned you!” She kept screaming. “And if you report Killian, I’ll tell all my friends to report you to the police for raping and beating me.” She snarled, hitting him.

		Jack saw his chance. “But that’s all a lie!”

		“Like they’ll believe you over me and my friends!” She screamed, kicking him full force into the gut.

		Killian had seen enough. He ended the video, uploading it to the cloud and sending to Jack’s phone, then he ran over and pulled Carolyn off Jack, helping him to his feet.

		“Come on man, let’s get you to a hospital.” Said Killian warmly.

		“What the fuck?” Screamed Carolyn. “Why are you helping him?”

		As Jack hobbled to his feet, his face covered in blood from the burst nose, he grinned at the bitch. “We got you, bitch. We got you.”

		Killian helped Jack out of the door, as Carolyn stood there, still trying to make sense of what was happening, until finally she understood and her face went pale. “No, no, no!” She said, running after them in a fit of rage. “Come back here!” She screamed, running into the street as Killian helped Jack in his sissy nightie, into the waiting Mercedes S-Class, Killian’s driver holding the door open. Neighbours came out to see what the fuss was, only to see what was going on.

		The neighbour who usually looked after Hannah, Carolyn’s friend, watched on, mouth agape. She walked over to Carolyn, asking what was happening, but Carolyn was too lost in pulling at the car door handle, smacking the window.

		“I’ll destroy you all for this! I’ll ruin you!” Carolyn threatened.

		The neighbour, Tammy, put her hand on Carolyn’s shoulder and pulled her back. “Did you do that to Jack?” She asked, and suddenly, Carolyn realised that everyone was watching her.

		“You don’t understand.” Carolyn seethed. “You don’t understand what life with him is like.”

		“Who was that man?” Tammy asked. “Were you defending yourself?”

		“Yes! Erm, yes, I was!” Said Carolyn quickly, but then Killian lowered his darkened window.

		“She is an abuser. She has been abusing her husband for a long time, and recently, she became violent. We have all the evidence we need.”

		Tammy took a step back, a symbolic move to show she didn’t want to be associated with an abuser. Carolyn’s eyes began to tear up as she realised that she might lose everything, especially her daughter.

		“Please!” She said softly, looking at Jack through the open window. “Please don’t do this. I’m sorry. I’m sorry! Please! I promise, I’ll get help! Please don’t go! Please don’t leave me!”

		“Drive.” Said Killian.

		Once they were on their way, Killian told Jack that he could take him to a private clinic or to a hospital, but in the private clinic, they wouldn’t ask questions. Jack agreed about the clinic, saying he wasn’t sure he could go to the police with this. He then opened his phone, finding the video Killian had sent. He forwarded it to Mary and then sighed. The right thing to do would be to report it to the police, to have the bitch locked up, but later, Hannah probably wouldn’t forgive him for taking her away completely. What Jack really wanted was Carolyn to seek help, to become a good mother, and to one day be a part of his daughter’s life. Until then, the video would be leverage. Leverage for negotiations during the divorce.

		Mary

		I had to leave Hannah with Kath so that I could run to the clinic to be with Jack, but not only that. The moment I saw that video, I found myself submerged in a range of emotions. Anger first and foremost that it had gone so far that bones had been broken, then worry and sadness; but then I realised that this was what we needed all along. This was the leverage that would free Jack from Carolyn’s clutches and allow him to get Hannah.

		Kath saw the video too. Hannah was busy on the iPad, so I pulled Kath to my room to watch. She was horrified.

		“It means Jack and Hannah will need a place to stay for a while.” I told her.

		“I guess I should find a place to live?” Kath said, believing that she was just taking up space.

		“Well, Jack and I already talked about this. If you’re okay with it, then Hannah would take your room, and well, you could sleep with us? I mean, you are my girlfriend, and he is my boyfriend. If you are okay with a polyamorous relationship?”

		The look on Kath’s face spoke volumes. She jumped into Mary’s arms, kissing her deeply. “But what about Hannah?”

		“It’s just more people to love and raise her. She’s a really clever kid. She’ll understand.”

		Before Mary left, she sat down with Hannah and explained the plan had worked. “I don’t want to worry you, but I need to go meet your dad at the hospital.” Hannah’s eyes widened in horror, but Mary calmed her. “He’s fine, or will be. Nothing too serious, but enough to allow us to win. You’re going to live with us for a while, if that’s okay? Kath is my girlfriend, we’re in love, and I’m also in love with your dad. We’re something called polyamorous.”

		Rolling her eyes, Hannah said, “Duh! I’m not an idiot.”

		“Right.” Mary smiled. “But I wanna make sure you are okay with that.”

		“I’m fine with it. I’m fine with the fact that you have a kinky relationship with dad. I get it. I don’t understand what you and him have exactly, and I don’t really wanna understand, just want to see that he’s happy. Growing up, I don’t ever really remember seeing my dad happy around mom, but I can see he’s happy with you.”

		They hugged, but then Mary pulled away and held her. “Hannah, your mom made mistakes. I don’t know her background, I don’t know how she was raised, and I really don’t know what made her like this. I know she loves you. I don’t think it would be right to cut her out of your life completely, but I do think that she needs help. Maybe, one day, she find out why she became how she became, and maybe, she can become a good person.”

		Hannah nodded slowly, and then sighed. “I get it. I hate her right now, so it is hard to believe she could be better, but I get it.”

		As I left for the clinic, the relief I felt from earlier was gone, replaced by a sense of unease. I genuinely didn’t believe Carolyn would simply give up. No mother would just abandon her child. The fact was, I needed to brace myself for the unexpected.

		

	
		Seventeen

		

		Three Months Later

		Jackie placed the plates in front of us, doing a little curtsey in his little pink satin maid’s dress, and smiling before clapping her lace-gloved hands a little. It was a Saturday treat, pancakes with lashings of maple syrup. Jackie was always excited for Saturday because weekends were spent as a sissy for her, which meant she got to dress-up, something she fell into like a duck to water. When I first suggested he dress-up for the weekends, I had expected some pushback, after all, his daughter was living with us, but no, none at all. Jack became Jackie and he did so with a smile on his face.

		For her part, Hannah thought it was cool that her dad explored his feminine side, and she loved the fact that they could sometimes have girlie weekends watching chick-flicks and doing each other’s nails. Hannah confided in me that it was like having a dad during the week and a mom at the weekend; or rather a big sister.

		Obviously, for going out, in order not to embarrass Hannah, Jackie had less outlandish clothes; normal pencil skirts, blouses and such, but at home, we required he stuck to sissy clothes, so long as they weren’t revealing, obviously; those were for the bedroom.

		Today was a special day though, as we were due a visitor. It would be the first time of seeing Carolyn since the expedited divorce which she did not contest. She didn’t contest it because it was handled in a way that wouldn’t see her get prison time, nor would she lose total custody of her daughter. Instead, Jack’s lawyer made a deal that she would seek help for her behaviour, and that was what she was doing. That day, she would be stopping by with important news.

		Of course, I’d be lying if I said that I wasn’t nervous, but Jackie told me not to worry, that he wasn’t going anywhere, and Kath was there to support us both. I don’t think I was nervous about losing Jack, per se, but more that I would lose Hannah; I’d loved having her around, and loved that she had accepted me as her defacto step-mom, even though we agreed that I would always be Mary, and not mom or similar.

		The arrangement with Kath was a fantastic choice. I had fallen in love with her and couldn’t imagine life without her, and it turned out, she had fallen in love with me. But I was worried about how she would get on with Jack. It turned out that I had nothing to worry about. They were like best friends from the off-set, and even seeing the two of them fuck was a turn-on for me. At first, we were discussing rules and what we could and couldn’t do, like they couldn’t fuck without me present. However, I soon realised that was bullshit and showed a lack of trust, so I simply told them that if I wasn’t there, then they were a couple, and that was it.  They fucked like rabbits; we fucked like rabbits. Kath dominated him, and I dominated both of them. It worked.

		We had more welcome visitors in our lives, especially after Jack moved in. Jenny became a regular at our place. It turned out that she wasn’t great at holding down a relationship. In those three months she went through six women. Still, she was like a sister to Hannah, and when Hannah had a day off, she would sometimes go help out at the store, and she often came home with freebies, some of which Jack and I would forbid her to wear out, obviously.

		Then there was Margo, who came over to give tips on how to dominate Jack, and to generally shoot the shit. It turned out that Margo’s first marriage had failed because she couldn’t have kids. When she found out Hannah was living with us, Margo spent more and more time at our place, generally hanging out with Hannah and looking after her the way she would have looked after her own daughter, had she had one.  The good thing about having Margo around? Neither Jack nor I needed to have the conversation with Hannah; Margo took care of that for us.

		The buzzer sounded a little after eleven, as Jackie and I shared a look of apprehension. “Wouldn’t you prefer to be dressed up as a man for this?” I suggested, thinking he would want to project dominance.

		“As a man in front of her, I feel nervous, scared, like I’m hiding. As a sissy, I know who I am and I’m in charge.” He said.

		He buzzed her in then opened the door to the apartment. Moments later, in walked Carolyn, looking skinny and pale, but that wasn’t the thing that made us gasp.

		“This is a long story.” Carolyn smiled softly, pointing at her shaved scalp and the huge scare across it.

		“Coffee?” I asked her.

		“Erm, no, thanks. I’ve gone off coffee for a while. Do you have a fruit tea, please?”

		“Sure. Blueberry?”

		“Perfect.”

		Carolyn shrugged off her coat and handed it to Jackie with a sad smile. She gave him a look up and down, taking in the lacy dress, then smiled once more.

		“You look great Jack.” She said, sounding genuine. “You look happy.”

		“It’s Jackie when I’m dressed like this.” He told her.

		“Of course it is.” She smiled sweetly. “Good for you. Erm, where’s Hannah?”

		“She’s in her room.” Said Jackie. “She knows you’re here. She wants to know things are okay before she comes out.”

		Carolyn looked down at the table, holding back tears, then nodded. “I have so much to say to you, Jack...Jackie. Erm...” She paused and bit her lip, then looked up at him. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry not just for how I was at the end, and I’ll get to that in a bit, but the whole time.” She sighed. “I implied Hannah wasn’t yours, but that simply isn’t true. She is definitely yours. I wasn’t unfaithful at the beginning of our marriage, Jackie. I was unfaithful later, a lot. I just couldn’t stop myself. At first, I felt guilty but just couldn’t stop myself, so I tried to create a scenario which I thought would work for you, but I was just being selfish. The more I did, the more depressed I became, falling deeper and deeper.” I put the mug of tea in front of her and she turned to smile at me. “Thank you Mary.” She said. “And thanks for looking after Hannah.”

		I took a seat next to her at the table, as she held the steaming mug for warmth.

		“You told me to get help as part of the terms, and I did.” Carolyn explained. “I went to a psychologist, who referred me to a psychiatrist. Those are two different jobs; never knew. Anyway, the psychiatrist began to analyse me to see if I wasn’t a psychopath. He couldn’t understand how I became so angry, how I had no care about the violence I’d caused. If I’d been that way all my life, then he’d have diagnosed me outright, but instead, he sent me for an MRI.”

		Jackie had remained standing, listening with crossed arms, refusing to let himself get sucked into a sob-story. But when he heard this, and saw her head, he understood where things were going, and finally sat at the table.

		Carolyn reached into her handbag and pulled out a thick doctor’s report, placing it in front of Jack. “Long and the short of it, I’ve had a tumour in my brain since I was a kid. As I grew, it didn’t, so no issue, right? But then it began to go bad, grew and my personality began to change. I’ve had most of it cut out. They haven’t put me on chemotherapy for this, instead I’m going for proton laser therapy, so that’s helping. The pressure on the part of the brain that controls emotion is gone, so my anger issues are finally away from me, otherwise I think I might’ve just topped myself.” She chuckled, though I realised she was probably close to that in truth. “It’s all in the report, both from my cancer doc and the psychiatrist.”

		She sighed and took a sip of the tea, holding the mug with both hands.

		“How many more treatments?” I asked her.

		“Only three.” She smiled sadly. “Just three more and I should be healed. Luckily it wasn’t the type of cancer that spreads. It was just this bubble really. Anyway, erm, I’m not going to push for custody of Hannah. From your emails, I feel that Hannah is doing well, and well, she writes once in a while, and I guess that’s your doing. Anyway, I would like to come over once in a while, see her, show her the real me, and become her friend again. In time, if she came to stay with me every so often, that would be nice, but she’s old enough to make her own decisions.”

		I looked over at Jack. He was flicking through the file, then read the last page, a look of distrust in his eyes, before he looked over at Carolyn. Finally, he stood without a word and walked to Hannah’s room, knocking and waiting for Hannah or Kath to say come in. Once Hannah did, he opened the door and told her that it was okay to come out.

		Hannah walked out of the room slowly, her face apprehensive. “What happened to your head?” She asked quietly.

		“Your mother had a tumour in her brain. Large.” Jack said, as Kath stepped out behind Hannah. She shared a look with Carolyn, as the two hadn’t met before.

		“It was the tumour that caused...” Hannah began, and Jack nodded.

		“It seems that way.” He said, then stopped, sighed and shook his head. “Hannah, it was the tumour. From the position of it, the length of time she had it, well, she couldn’t control her behaviour. She almost died.”

		“You’re sure?”

		“Yes. The documents, the scans, the photos of the surgery, you can’t falsify that. It’s all true”

		Hannah’s eyes teared up, just as Carolyn’s. She walked over to her mother slowly, they stared at each other for a moment, and then Hannah hugged her. Both sobbed, crying loudly as Kath hugged Jackie, holding him.

		“I’m so sorry Hannah.” Carolyn cried. “I’m sorry for everything, for how I was.” They broke apart. “I know I can’t expect your trust immediately, so what I’ve offered to Jack and Mary is that I come here sometimes. Even if it is to just watch a movie, just to be around. Later, maybe, you’ll trust me enough to spend time alone with me, but I need to earn that trust.”

		Their eyes locked on each other, Hannah trying to read her mother, before smiling slightly. “I’d like that.”

		They hugged once more, and then Carolyn looked up at Jackie. “I hope that’s okay with you?” Jackie looked over at me, and I nodded. Carolyn turned to face me. “I don’t hold a grudge against you for anything. You fell in love with a great man, and I pushed him away. You seem really nice, and if you make him happy, if you look after my daughter as well as it seems, then you’re good in my books. I hope...” She sniffed, “I hope we can be friends. I’m really not horrible. I...Jack fell in love with me for a reason. He can tell you, I wasn’t always like this.”

		I placed a hand on Carolyn’s forearm. “Carolyn, it’s fine. Jack and I talked, and I know the real you. I know that you are a good person at heart, which is why Jack suggested you get help. He couldn’t understand how you became this way.”

		We talked a little longer after that. Carolyn and Kath were finally introduced, and we had chance to talk a little about our relationship. Around twelve-thirty, Carolyn made to leave, to give us space, but Jackie and I wouldn’t hear of it. Instead, Jackie cooked lunch, whilst Carolyn, Hannah and Kath played games on the Playstation.

		“Do you think this will work out?” I asked Jackie.

		He looked over at the girls playing, and then nodded. “I remember genuine Carolyn. I remember what she was like. This is genuine Carolyn.”

		“You won’t regret that she didn’t take care of this sooner? That you’d be together?” I asked him.

		“No. What happened, happened. I love you, and I wouldn’t want to change anything. I just, well, my bigger worry is that you are younger than me. I haven’t brought this up, but what if you or Kath want kids?” He asked.

		That was something Kath and I had discussed recently. Of course, both of us wanted kids at some point, but we decided that if it happened with Jack, then fine, but it didn’t need to. I had a lover, one who came by once a week, met at Killian’s club. Simon was a good friend, a great lover, and he got on great with Jack. There was one problem with Simon, he was straight as an arrow, which meant Jack hadn’t really had his cherry broken yet, not by a real cock anyway. But having a black lover got me thinking. Kath was black, and if I wanted to have a kid, I wanted to have it with Kath. Maybe, just maybe, I’d ask a lover to help out.

		“So, Hannah told me about Margo.” Carolyn said quietly, as she walked over to us. “Any chance of introductions later?”

		“You want her to teach you some things?” I asked her.

		“Mmmm, no, I was wondering if she wanted someone to play with. I...I’ve been having these feelings lately...”

		I smiled at her, then said that I would talk to Margo, but I didn’t think she was looking. “How about though, once you are better and back on your feet properly, settled, you join us at a party, see how it goes?”

		“You...you’d take me?”

		“Of course.” Suddenly, Carolyn hugged me tight, holding onto me and refusing to let go. I felt her beginning to cry again, so I wrapped my arms around her, just holding one another. “It’s okay Carolyn. And it’s going to be okay.”

		

	
		Eighteen

		

		Nine Months Later

		“Do not drop that box!” I called out to Jackie as he carried our dishes down to the moving van.

		“Jeez, Mistress, I won’t!” He laughed.

		I never imagined I’d be here, moving to a huge house in millionaire’s row, but here I was, the nervous kid who thought she would never find love, never be happy, moving in with my sexy sissy fiancée, my gorgeous black girlfriend, and my soon to be step-daughter, into a huge mansion. And of course, we weren’t the only ones moving in...

		When we finally arrived at the new place, Carolyn’s little green BMW M2 was already sat in the long driveway. She had moved in the day before and Jackie had helped with her things.

		“Good afternoon, Mistress.” Carolyn stated, stood in her little black and white French maid dress.

		“Good afternoon, slut.” I said quietly, kissing her passionately on the lips, before reaching around to grab her ass. “Where’s Hannah?”

		“Rearranging her room for the fifteenth time.” Carolyn laughed before kissing Mary once again. “I missed you.”

		“I missed you too sweetie. But we’ll all be together, finally.”

		I watched my slaves carrying boxes and furniture, desperately wanting to lend a hand but knowing I’d be screamed at for not being dominant enough. But as I watched them all laughing and joking with each other, I considered how this came to pass.

		Obviously, getting Jack and Kath, we know about that, but Carolyn, that was surprising.

		That first day when she came to see us, we ended up convincing her to stay the whole weekend. She slept on the sofa, but we ended up having a great time, and I got to see the real Carolyn. Over the next three months, Carolyn became a regular fixture in our lives, and Hannah in hers, to the point where Carolyn ended up asking me to go drinking with her, and we became good friends. She kept begging me to introduce her to a dominant woman, and whilst Margo and her also became friends, and Jenny showed her the ropes, there was no-one which really hit the mark. Jenny was a bit of fun, but Jenny was Jenny...

		The play parties were usually spent with Carolyn watching. Men were interested in her, or couples, but she didn’t feel comfortable with either in that setting. Over that time, I began to feel sorry for her, so at the events, I would sometimes leave Jackie with the girls, and I would start a session with Carolyn.

		Within weeks, it became second-nature for me to dominate Carolyn at the parties, and bit by bit, it began to trickle out into our normal lives too. I would playfully spank her when she visited, or I would boss her around, all in play, but soon, it became clear that she was craving it, doing things to deliberately force me to want to punish her; until it came to a head when she pushed my buttons during a Mario Kart race, telling me how bad I was, and generally razzing me, that I asked Jackie if he didn’t mind me taking her to our room to punish her properly. He didn’t.

		Obviously, we didn’t come out of that room all night. By the time the others came to bed, they found Carolyn and I in a deep love-making session.

		“Mind if we join you?” Asked Jackie in his pretty pink nightie.

		“More the merrier.” I said, reaching for the keys to his cage, and then watching him fuck his ex-wife for the first time in ages.

		When the morning came, I woke wondering if it would feel weird, but it didn’t, it just felt like life was carrying on. Jack fucked me whilst Carolyn watched and Kath fingered her, then once I came, Jack moved on to Carolyn and fucked her, whilst I went down on Kath.

		This relationship continued for almost every visit, until we just kind of agreed that it was time to get rid of our little places and buy a big one. At first, Carolyn wondered what that meant for her, so I had to spell it out for her.

		“Well, my little Irish slut.” I told her. “I will need another maid for the house. One who is great at eating out snatch, and can take a cock like the best of them. Live-in with us all in one room, of course. Want the job?”

		Carolyn’s eyes widened with joy. “Yes Mistress Mary! Yes please!” She gasped, leaping into Mary’s arms and kissing her passionately.

		Over that period, that wasn’t the only thing to change.

		It had been some time since we had seen Killian, and to be honest, we all felt bad about not patronising his club more often, but to be honest, the cuckolding aspect of our lifestyle didn’t really take off at first.

		For a few weeks, I had a semi-regular lover; a young, fit black man named Simon who had no qualms fucking me in front of my sissy, but didn’t want it to go further than that. Because of that, I didn’t ever feel attached to him, and whilst for Jackie it was enough, for me it never seemed to do the trick. Simon only ever came over when Kath was away, so I didn’t really involve her, which was a shame, and when things started to heat up with Carolyn too, I realised that Simon just didn’t fit into the kinky lifestyle we led.

		I called it off with him and promised myself I wouldn’t bother with finding another lover until things settled down, but a few months later, about a month before the move, I found myself longing to get the full cuckold fetish experience, and I could tell Jack wanted it too.

		It was just Jack and I visiting Killian’s club days before the move. Given that it was a Saturday night, it was unusual for Jack to be in male clothes, but we weren’t sure how the sissy vibe would fit in. We needn’t have worried, because not only were there sissy husbands at the club, but Killian had hired three sissies to work as waitresses too.

		“Well, well, well.” Said the deep voice over the music. “Long time no see.”

		I turned to see Killian stood there, stretching a tight black t-shirt with his muscles, his very dark brown skin glistening as his muscles bulged.  “Killian! Yes, we felt a little guilty, but given how life has been...”

		He shook Jack’s hand, and then kissed me on the lips, before sitting down with us at out little round table. “You all okay for drinks?” He asked, but before we could answer, he pointed at a sissy waitress and made a circular motion with his finger, signalling for more drinks. “How has life been? I heard things didn’t work out with Simon. Doesn’t surprise me, the guy is a little too vanilla, but some women prefer that.”

		“Yeah, and to be honest, my little flat is crowded, with Kath and Hannah, and well...” I paused and smiled, looking at Jack.

		“Carolyn is back in our lives.” Jack stated.

		Cocking his head, Killian turned to look at Jack. “Is that a good thing or a bad thing?”

		Jack chuckled. “Good, I assure you.” And he went on to explain everything that had happened with Carolyn, from the tumour to becoming Mary’s submissive. “We’re about to move in together.”

		“To layman’s ears, it would sound pretty fucked up.” Killian laughed. “To me, sounds like a barrel of fun. So what brings you back to my little establishment?”

		Jack looked around, taking in the full dancefloor, the fact that it was multi-floor now, and the fact that it seemed to be raking in money. “Considering this is a pick-up place, you seem to be doing well.”

		“It’s a pick-up place, yeah, but it’s not just married women anymore. Anyone who is kink-friendly is welcome, and lots of single women looking for something different come here to. We’ve actually done pretty well matching up submissive men to more FLR-orientated women. I won’t say dominant, per se, not in the whole BDSM sense, but it turns out there are a lot of women who want a man who will serve them hand and foot, will let them play around, but still have a normal marriage, to a larger extent.” Then Killian seemed to remember something. “By the way, thanks for putting me together with Margo. She’s sent a lot of business my way.”

		“It made sense.” I told him.

		Killian smiled at me, his wide dark lips and piercing eyes making me wet with desire. Why didn’t he have more men like him working there?

		“You still haven’t told me why you’re back. Looking to get back into the cuckolding world?” He asked.

		“Yes.” I told him plain and simply. “But I want someone who will understand our situation, and finally I want to introduce Jack to homosexuality, or rather, bisexuality. I peg him regularly, but I think it’s time he feels a real man. I want a man with the capability to satisfy three women, and one sissy.”

		The look on Killian’s face said it all, whilst it was a man’s dream to have an orgy with multiple women, the fact was it was hard work and no man was superhuman. Things weren’t like they were in porn films.

		“What about two men?” He asked.

		“Or two men. But they need to be willing...”

		“Yes, I’m talking about two men in a relationship. They are lovers, but like to dominate women too. If you are open to that?”

		I shared a look with Jack and he nodded intensely. We had begun to incorporated forced homosexuality into our roleplaying. Sometimes, I would peg him whilst Kath talked to him, telling him what a gay slut he was, how much he wanted cock. Kath even studied a little hypnosis and we began incorporating gay hypnosis and ASMR into our play. We didn’t think it really worked, but I think the repeated words made him a little more comfortable with the idea of it.

		“We’re definitely open to that.” Jack stated.

		“Yep, where are they?” I asked him.

		Grinning, Killian stood, and asked us to give him a minute. As we watched him walk away, I caught Jack looking at the man’s arse. Although I made a joke about it, I did follow up with the question of whether or not he was really okay with it, to have him reply that he was really looking forward to being taken by a man for the first time, making me wonder just how effective the hypnosis really was. He laughed that off as a coincidence, but I wasn’t so sure.

		“No, honey, it’s about being comfortable as a submissive to accept that I no longer live within the confines of gay, straight, bi, male, female, and so on.” He explained. “I am just me, a submissive who gets off on being subservient to the people in my life, you, Kath, and to an extent, even Carolyn lately. That you find it hot that I’m to be ass-fucked to kingdom come, makes it hot for me too.”

		With a statement like that, I had to kiss him, so I did. As I pulled back, I saw Killian approach with a gorgeous hunk of a black man, and I mean black, a shaved head, high-cheekbones and menacing eyes. He was dressed in a black shirt, black tie, and black suit, and just looking at him made me wet with desire.

		“Jack, Mary, I’d like you to meet my boyfriend, Remi.” Killian said.

		“Lovely to meet you both.” Said Remi, his voice deep accompanied by a Nigerian lilt. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

		“Wow, hello Remi.” I purred, standing to shake hands. Remi leaned forward and placed a soft but confident kiss on my lips, his tongue gently dancing against mine for the briefest of moments.

		When Jack stood and held out his hand, I expected the two just to shake, but then Remi took the hand, held it, before leaning and giving Jack a similar kiss, although his seemed a touch more intimate than with me, leaving Jack’s head visibly spinning with confusion.

		As Remi sat next to Jack, placing his hand on Jack’s thigh, Killian joined me. Remi called out to one of the sissies for a drink, before turning his attention back to us. “Killian told me all about your situation. Honestly, we run this club, but seem to never find time to find people to play with ourselves.” He laughed.

		“Yes, the whole point of this enterprise was to find like-minded people to enjoy our fetishes, but it turned into a full-time job.” Killian said, his hand finding a place on the exposed skin of my thigh, under the skirt. “So, are you both open to us joining you and your extended family for a little fun?”

		“Yes!” Jack snapped suddenly. I looked again at Remi’s hand and found it cupping Jack’s locked cock and balls, gently massaging it. “Erm, yes, definitely.”

		“And you, Mary?” Asked Killian, but as he did so, I felt fingers snake into my little black silk thong and into my soaking pussy.

		“God yes!” I gasped.

		Before I knew it, Killian’s lips were on mine, and Remi’s were on Jack’s. It was kind of odd to see, given we were in public, although this was a darkened corner of a very VIP part of what was essentially a sex club.

		“Come.” Said Remi, reaching down to Jack. Jack took the man’s hand, thinking we were all going, but Killian continued to make out with me, not moving a muscle. I simply watched as I kissed, watching my soon-to-be husband being led away, a mixture of apprehension, confusion and excitement etched in his face.

		Jack

		The upstairs club was loud; thumping techno providing the overture for hundreds of kink-ravers in leathers, chains, drag and everything in between. Smoke, darkness and the occasional red light of strobe allowed them to see the odd raver here or there. Remi seemed to know exactly where he was going though, going up some stairs at the back and into a corridor. They walked for a few more metres and into a large modern office.

		“Please, take off your clothes.” Remi said politely but firmly. Jack didn’t hesitate, pulling off his male attire, revealing the complex lingerie underneath. “You may leave that on.” Jack stood there, shivering a little from nerves as Remi circled him, placing the tips of his fingers on Jack’s exposed buttocks, feeling their smoothness after the laser removal Jack did. “You’re very pretty.” Said Remi, stepping closer and kissing Jack’s neck from behind. “I’m sure Mary expected to be able to watch your first time, but I think this is not such a good idea. The first time, you are nervous. It hurts, the smells are intense, and the sounds may not be the most sexy for her. So, I plan to take your virginity now, if you approve?”

		“I...erm, I approve.” Jack said softly.

		“Jack, it is important for me to understand your role in this relationship. Killian tells me you are a submissive. Do you wish to be my submissive too?”

		“I do.” Replied Jack.

		“And may I have shared control of your body, whilst we are together? May I do what I want to you? I ensure your safety, of course.”

		“Yes, you may.”

		“Do you have a safe word?”

		“Mangosteen.”

		“Very good.” Remi smiled, reaching into Jack’s panties to look at the cage. “Very good. Tell me Jack, have you ever sucked a cock?”

		“No. Well, only a plastic one.”

		Remi stepped back. “Drop to your knees. I want you to use your face to get me hard inside my pants. When I tell you to, you may use your hands, but for now, only your face. You can use your mouth but I do not wish to have wet pants, is that understood?”

		“Yes Sir.”

		“Very good, Jack. You are making me very proud. I do not go by Sir, though. You are a sissy, are you not?”

		“I am, S... I am.”

		“Then I will be your Daddy, is that understood?”

		Jack gulped. Being a father himself, using the term daddy had so many strange connections for him, he wasn’t sure he could bring himself to say it. However, as he opened his mouth, he knew he had to force himself. “Yes Daddy.”

		“You are to work on your voice. Raise your eyebrows, allow your soft palate to rise and say it again.”

		“Yes Daddy.” Jack said, this time in a more seductive voice.

		“Very nice, pretty boy. Now, please, you may begin.”

		As Jack nuzzled and moved his face on Remi’s crotch, he could feel the cock grow. What started as a humiliating experience was quickly becoming far more erotic that he had planned for. Suddenly, soft cheeks were touching rigid penis, and Jack actually found himself moaning.

		“Yes, sweetheart. Yes, you see what you do to Daddy, don’t you?”

		“Yes Daddy.” Jack breathed.

		Hands reached up, undoing the belt and then the fly and allowing the pants to fall. Tight black boxers behind were threaded down, and a beer-can sized cock flipped out, smacking Jack on the chin. Without hesitation, Jack opened his mouth wide and closed his eyes, taking the fat dong inside. A small bottle was held under his nostril and Jack inhaled a strange chemical. Remi moved it to the next one and Jack inhaled again.

		Suddenly, Jack’s head was spinning. He was so horny, he couldn’t stop himself. He slobbered and moaned over the cock, sucking, licking, even doing everything he could to choke himself on it. The feeling lasted only a minute, but it was one he wanted again.

		“That’s good, but now it is time.” Remi said, helping Jack to his feet. “Please wait a moment.” He said, undressing down to his chiselled abs and smooth chest. “Follow.”

		They walked towards a closed door, which Remi opened revealing a small room with a black satin sheeted double bed. “Over there is a bathroom.” Remi said, pointing at a door. Please, go clean yourself.

		It took a moment for Jack to understand what Remi meant, but as he stepped into the bathroom and saw the special disposable shower attachment in a sealed bag, he realised. Minutes later, Jack was back and in bed with Remi, where the two kissed and explored each other’s bodies.

		When Remi’s cock finally began to enter Jack’s anus, he did so making sure that plenty of lubricant was used, and to also see into Jack’s eyes. He made sure to move with considered movements, entering slowly and allowing Jack to breathe through the pain. Not once did Jack close his eyes, choosing to look his man in the eyes, until finally, with a final breath, he felt the two connect entirely.

		“I made this easy on you this first time, but I may not be so considerate to my subject in the future.” Remi explained, now pulling and thrusting. “I can fuck for minutes or hours, how I choose. Today, it will be easier, tomorrow, not so much.”

		Nodding, Jack reached and grabbed Remi’s tight buttocks, feeling the muscles flex with each thrust. The pain was gone completely, replaced by unimaginable pleasure. “More, please, more.” Jack gasped, and Remi’s grin stretched from ear to ear.

		“You need my cock?”

		“Yes! God, yes! More than I ever imagined.”

		“You see, sissies like you, they think sex with a man will be punishment; a moment of humiliation. In truth, you are more bisexual than you can imagine, and all it takes is the first time for you to realise that you are more than you think. Tomorrow, you will find that you are missing a cock in your ass. You are missing the feeling of a man taking you. No dildo will replace that. No breasts. You will want me, my body, my scent. You will begin to question yourself, and you will realise one thing. You are submissive to women, you want them to see you at your lowest, but sexually, it is a man that you crave. Sexually, you are a homosexual. Mary’s pussy, it is no longer of interest to you. You are only there to serve her.” He thrust harder, eyes bearing down on Jack. “But you crave a man’s body with you in bed.”

		“Yes!” Jack hissed, clawing at the man’s muscles, stroking his sexy body. “You’re so beautiful. You’re so sexy! I want you in me forever!”

		“And so it shall be.” And with that, Remi came hard, filling Jack’s body.

		After kissing for several minutes, Remi allowed Jack to clean up but told him not to dress. There was a knock on the door, and in walked a pretty woman in a tight black dress, carrying a pink ruffled sissy dress.

		“In my club, a sissy should be a sissy.” Remi told Jack. “Charlotte here will help with your make-up and will do your hair.”

		Jack simply smiled. This was his dream come true.

		

	
		Epilogue

		

		It felt strange sitting at the desk my husband had sat at for so long, but times change and things move on. At the age of nearly fifty, Jack had made enough and had had enough. Kev wasn’t going to retire, and whilst Jack had offers to be CEO elsewhere, he simply couldn’t be bothered anymore. So, we made an arrangement. I would have a baby, and he would stay home as a sissy full-time, together with Kath and Carolyn, raising mine and Killian’s baby.

		Our wedding was a small affair, just a few close friends who knew our lifestyle. Margo, Jenny, their partners, Killian and Remi, of course, and a few others. We flew everyone to Hawaii where we married, Jack joining me in wearing a wedding dress, just as a sissy should.

		After I became pregnant, Jack began to prepare for his early retirement. As part of that, we discussed whether or not it made sense for him to start taking hormones. We discussed with a friendly doctor who explained the risks and ran tests. He explained that given Jack was fit, it wouldn’t be too much of an issue to start him on hormones, but said perhaps a lower dose to smooth things out would be better.

		“We don’t expect too much breast tissue to form,” the doctor said, “so I would recommend some plastic surgery on the face, some implants, and that’s it.”

		This resulted in a long discussion. Jack was all for it, but I was not. Frankly, I liked Jack having some manly features as a sissy, and breasts on him were not that important to me. Any sort of operation carried risk, and frankly, I loved him way too much for that.

		Instead, he began taking a regular lighter dose of hormones, but when they started to impact his erections, he stopped. Sex with Jack was way too good to give up on.

		A knock on the door brought me out of my reverie. “Mary, your ten o’clock is here.” My new secretary from the pool told me.

		“Excellent, I’ll be right there.” I said, breathing out, wondering if I wasn’t rushing into the COO role too soon. But still, I stood and walked to the conference room to interview my new Personal Assistant.

		Straight out of college, Connor’s CV was impressive. Unlike me, Connor worked whilst he studied. He built his own brand, was a Twitch streamer, and helped others expand and become successful in streaming.

		“Hi Connor,” I said, walking in the room. The young blonde man stood and smiled, holding out his slim, manicured hand. “Lovely to finally meet you.”

		“Lovely to meet you too Miss Goodall.” The man said, his voice effeminate and camp. “I really appreciate the chance to have this interview. Honestly, I don’t get many opportunities, not after reading about me online.”

		That was the other thing about Connor. Yes, Connor began as a Twitch streamer when he was a kid, but then he made a mistake; or rather, did the best thing he could have done. He placed a bet with another streamer that he could beat her on Counter-Strike; if he won, then she would have agreed to appear on his stream dressed in lingerie, and if he lost, he would do his own stream, in lingerie. He lost.

		Soon, his own chat following began tipping him, sending him cash to do streams in drag. Eventually, it was rare to see him out of drag, until finally he came out as gay and a femboy, and started his own OnlyFans.

		Whilst he made money on OnlyFans, he didn’t want that to be his permanent job. He wanted to actually build a real career, but at the same time, he wanted to do that as himself, not as a corporate robot told how to be and dress. Of course, his CV was passed over multiple times, until he received a phone call from me.

		So there he sat, in baby pink lady’s trousers, a sheer button up white blouse, a visible bra underneath, and make-up.  His short hair cut boyish to highlight that he wasn’t a woman, or trans, but a femboy. His articles were he/him, but accepted she/her.

		“Connor, some years ago, I walked into this office, sat where you are, and felt the same way as you, that I’d never find a job, that I’d screwed up my start to my career. I ended up meeting the most wonderful man in the world, who taught me more about myself than I can ever imagine. I’ve grown in this company, become confident, and that man is now my husband, and dresses just like you.” I smiled, the surprise on Connor’s face evident. “This company is open to you being whoever you want to be. We do not believe in running to HR for every little detail, but rather trusting that we can solve things and still be human. If you believe you can be beneficial to this company, then nobody will care about how you dress, or who you fuck, or whatever. Does that sound like a place you want to work?”

		Grinning Connor nodded. “Yes Miss Goodall.”

		“You can call me Mary, if you wish.” I told him, and he looked just a little disappointed. “Or, you can continue to call me Miss Goodall. But if you do end up working for me, and wish for me to be Miss Goodall, then you need to accept everything that goes with it, including any potential,” I paused, looking him straight in the eyes. “Punishments.” I said slowly, and with a grin.

		Connor’s eyes widened but he began to smile. “Yes, Miss Goodall.”

		“Very good.” I smiled. “Then let’s begin with the interview. Tell me what a personal assistant’s role is...”
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