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Book One of the Arcadia Series


Prologue

2009

The loud thud and the subsequent scream from little Janine woke the entire house, and probably that of the neighbors. Marie Callum’s eyes bolted open as if zapped with a high-powered charge. The shock from going from deep sleep to wide awake was like a mini-heart attack. Looking to her right, Daniel Callum’s body was rising and falling as if in deep sleep, but Marie knew better. Rather than get in an argument with her husband, she decided to just get up and look after her little two-year-old daughter.

“Mom-my!” Kaitlin, Marie’s elder daughter at four years old, called out. “Mom-my!”

“Yeah, I’m coming.” Marie mumbled as she stumbled down the hallway.

It was a typical morning. Five-thirty, and once again Marie felt that she had not slept since before Kaitlin was born. The perils of motherhood, and that of a lazy husband, meant that Marie was one step away from a breakdown. She really didn’t need much, just some sleep; was that too much to ask?

“What’s the matter?” She yawned as she entered the girl’s bedroom.

“Janine’s awake.” Kaitlin whined. “She came over to my bed.”

Marie knew exactly what had happened. Kaitlin was going through a period of jealousy, whereas Janine was enjoying having a big sister. Neither girl understood what the other wanted. Janine would have crawled into Kaitlin’s bed to snuggle up to her big sister. Kaitlin didn’t like it, thinking Janine just wanted her bed, so pushed her out. That was most likely the thud which she had heard. Janine was not even crying. She was just sat there playing with her Lego.

“I take it you don’t want to go back to bed?” Marie sighed.

“No mommy.” They both replied.

With a yawn, Marie picked up her youngest daughter. “Let’s go.” She told her eldest.

This was Marie’s life. Every morning, early, she awoke to the sound of crying or fighting, and every morning she dealt with it as her husband slept, not that she could really blame him. He worked, she didn’t, at least that was the argument he constantly liked to point out. He brought in decent enough money, she didn’t. They had a nice house, paid for by him; a nice car, a nice life; provided for, by him.

So what was missing?

Well for one thing, intimacy. They liked to blame the kids for the lack of sex. They both liked to blame the lack of sleep, which contributed to some of it, but it wasn’t that. When she looked at her husband, nothing happened inside her. There was no spark anymore, and she hated herself for it, but she knew she looked at her husband with contempt.

Marie was in her late twenties when she met Daniel, who had just turned thirty at the time. For the tall brunette Marie, Daniel was passable. She was never one for looks, but she always wanted a man who could stand up to her. Marie knew she was difficult. Self-assured, some may even say self-absorbed, Marie was a rebel from day one. Though following a series of bad decisions and bad boyfriends, Marie felt she needed a change of pace.

Daniel, on the other hand, was always just normal. He was a nice guy; tall, slim but starting to gain a few pounds, and quiet. He had the looks of someone who fit in the IT environment, even though he was always quite good at sports, rare for a techie. Marie was a different league, but that didn’t bother her. She finally saw a future which involved kids, a house, and a car; and no, she didn’t need the Prada handbags, the Alexander McQueen dresses, the Christian Louboutin shoes. “Oh god.” She moaned as she thought about those things.

The problem was she wasn’t massively turned on by Daniel. She fell in love with him easily enough, but that spark was simply not there. Sex was always just, meh…so so. However, the more she fell in love with him, the less important sex was for her. For a woman who was always so free and liberal, sex played less and less of a role, and now after two kids, it felt like more of a chore.

For Daniel, sex was a missing element of his life. Not so much the physical act of sex, more the intimacy with Marie which he had once shared. He would never claim that their sex life was perfect prior to their kids, but it was okay. It wasn’t bad. Now though, Marie’s drive was at an all-time low, and as such, Daniel felt less important to his wife. Work took priority, and he began to focus more on making sure his family never had to want for anything.

Daniel’s job had taken him all over the world. As a sales engineer, he was directly responsible for the pre-sales process in the IT giant, Global Transaction Services, or GTS, for whom he worked. This meant that wherever a salesman had an opportunity, he needed to prepare the demonstration and travel there to give it.

Marie, on the other hand, had decided to give up her job as a tax advisor to focus on her kids. The choice was hers to make, and Daniel had given her free reign to do what she wanted. It was a decision she bitterly regretted, especially given the state of the job market currently.

Living in the outlying area of Atlanta was nice, but dull; and the neighbors were simply not the type with whom she wanted to share a coffee.

The strange thing that Marie loved about Daniel, though, was how much of a push over he could be. When she truly wanted something, he was easy to manipulate and get what she wanted. And if Daniel was truly honest with her, and knew what he was really feeling, he would admit that he enjoyed it when Marie bossed him around.

Whichever way she looked at it though, she realized it was a bed of her own making; she simply refused to lie in it.

“What time did they wake up this time?” Daniel asked, reaching for the marmalade.

It was no surprise that Daniel asked this question. Marie knew full well that he heard them, and knew full well what the time was, but she decided to play along with his game, just like she did every morning. “The usual.” She groaned, struggling to feed Janine her cereal. “I think I’m gonna have a nervous breakdown at this rate. I need a break.”

“Uh-huh.” It was Daniel’s usual response as he flicked through the morning papers on his iPad. Daniel made no secret out of the fact that he was busy at work; and Marie accepted that. She knew he was busy; she knew he was under stress; but she wanted for him to understand that it was not easy on her either. They didn’t have a sitter or any family nearby, so she was cooped up day-in, day-out, with the kids, no friends she felt a true connection to, and it would be crazy to assume that she was fine with that. On the other hand, Daniel knew full well what the situation was, but he simply didn’t know how to resolve it; not without more money anyway.

“I’m thinking of going back to work.” Marie announced, surprising herself in the process as she hadn’t really given it that much thought.

With a raise of eyebrows, Daniel responded, “okay. Where?”

“I don’t know. Think Conklin will have me back?”

He shook his head. Conklin was Marie’s old company. It was a global IT consultancy, for which she was one of the lead advisors on tax related items. About halfway through the recession, Conklin announced they had lost a major client; and then when Lehman Brothers went under they lost another. Prospects were not looking up for them. Marie was actually lucky to have left on maternity when she did. “Conklin just laid off another eight hundred people. They’re not hiring.”

“What about Quantech?” She asked.

“Try them, but I’ve not heard good things.”

She sighed. “So you’re saying I should give up before I’ve even begun?” She felt the anger rising in her chest. Daniel was playing the arrogant salesman, and she didn’t like it. It was a habit of his ever since he got promoted. He acted like he was the go-to person for anything and everything. She stared at his face and felt like hitting him. If I hit him, maybe he’ll shut the fuck up. She thought, and then berated herself for thinking something so horrible.

For his part, Daniel realized he had touched a nerve, and backed down quickly. “No, no. Just thinking out loud.” He explained. “How about I put the feelers out for you?”

“Please do.” She almost hissed. Fucking asshole!

“What about the kids?”

“Kindergarten?”

“Janine’s a little young.” Daniel moaned.

“Nanny?”

“If you’re paying?”

“Whatever.” Marie breathed out with raised hands, deciding she needed to get out before she did something which she would regret.

Daniel looked up before taking a bite out of his toast. He then sighed and sat back in the chair, dropping the toast on the plate and folding his arms. It was beginning; another argument; another pointless argument. “What now?” He asked, before she could leave the room.

“What do you mean what now?” She snapped back. “I was up at five-thirty, again, this morning.”

“I work.” He replied, trying to keep his cool.

“I work too! Different work, but I work! But I want a job; I want to live. I’m going stir-crazy here. The neighbors are assholes; that fucking dog of theirs yaps all day.”

With a frown, Daniel reminded her that the kids were present. She waved her arms in surrender and left the room.

The argument was always the same. He knew she felt trapped but it wasn’t as if she couldn’t make some friends, or at least that’s how he saw it. As usual though, it was his job to make it right. Standing with little compulsion, he walked over to the living room where she stood looking out the window. He snaked his arms around her and rested his head next to hers.

“I’m sorry.” He told her.

“Me too.” She whispered. “I’ll be fine once I get a job.” If I punch him, I’ll feel better for sure.

“Then let’s see how we make that happen.”

She turned and smiled briefly, thinking that husband was being a pretentious prick. “Okay.” Daniel’s hands gently rubbed her back. She loved the feeling when he held her tight, she felt safe, protected; but right now, what was going through her head was too brutal to admit, and for some reason it was turning her on. She raised her mouth to his and they kissed; his lips gently rubbing hers. Suddenly she felt an urge, she needed his touch. Her lip quivered a little as she felt the longing she so rarely felt. Marie rushed to open his pants, pushing them down and quickly grabbing his rapidly hardening sex. The heat emanated like a radiator.

“Honey…” He breathed.

“Fuck…fuck me.” She whispered urgently.

“Honey, the kids.” He whispered in return.

“Huh?” She didn’t stop.

“The kids!” He said, quietly but with more urgency.

“Fuck. Oh yeah.” She backed away. “Fuck!”

“Yeah. Sorry honey.”

“No worries.” Marie stated, backing away and sorting herself out.

“I need to go anyway.” Daniel gave his wife a kiss on the forehead before going to say goodbye to the kids.

When Daniel left the house, Marie flopped down onto the sofa and felt tears well up in her eyes. It had been a while since she had felt the urge to have sex. She chastised herself for letting herself get so worked up, but at the same time, she began wonder if her sex drive was finally coming back.

As she prepared Kaitlin for kindergarten, her mind drifted off to her college days. Marie wouldn’t have said she was a total slut back then, but at the same time, she had some good times with a few different boyfriends, did a video once when she was really drunk on one crazy night with her roommate Carol and a group of her friends. Again, as she thought back, she felt that familiar tingle between her legs; the tingle which had been missing for so long.

“Come on Kaitlin, stop acting silly and put the jacket on.” She told her daughter who was dancing around instead of putting on the jacket. In the meantime, Marie was also struggling to get shoes on her younger daughter. “Janine, stop doing that with your foot and put it in the shoe.”

“Who!” Janine called out, waving her arms.

“Yes, shoe.” And like the flick of a switch, any thought of anything sexual was gone, and immediately Marie realized that there was nothing in her life which allowed her to be sexual. Her life had become exactly what she didn’t want it to be; boring.

The highlight of Marie’s day would be coffee with Diana; another housewife, mother, like her, raising two small kids. Though unlike Marie, Diana was a professional mom; she lived only for her husband and kids. Diana couldn’t imagine going back to work, and she honestly believed doing nothing was preferable to doing something.

“I really don’t see what the problem is.” Diana laughed. Marie stared at the blonde and pictured her ten years from now; plastic, false breasts, and maybe an alcohol and meth addiction. For the life of her, Marie couldn’t understand why she hung out with her, but she did so almost daily. “Daniel makes enough money. Why do you need to work?”

“Because I’m bored,” Marie looked over at her sleeping daughter, then whispered, “shitless. I need a life. I need to get out in between people. I feel like I’m going stir-crazy here.”

“Then read a book! Take a holiday! Just stop getting yourself so worked up over nothing.”

Diana was frustratingly stupid. Even if Marie wanted to read a book, she knew that Janine wouldn’t let her.

Suddenly Marie felt a hand on her own, and Diana looked at her in an annoyingly condescending way. “What’s the real problem here Marie?” She asked as if she was nurse treating a dying patient.

With a sigh, Marie said, “Daniel and I have not had sex in ages, and I’m worried I’m not attracted to him anymore.”

A wry smile appeared on Diana’s face. This was the type of gossip for which she lived; and this one was a doozy. The fact that she was also not really having sex with anyone other than her purple plastic friend in her lingerie drawer meant nothing. Diana put on a brave face, but her life was as dull as anyone else’s.

Diana looked around the café as if everyone was listening to their conversation. “Well, have you thought about getting a vibrator?” Diana asked her quietly.

Marie thought about it and realized it wasn’t actually a bad idea. In fact, she wondered why she ever got rid of the one she had in the first place.

“I can’t exactly walk into sex shop with Janine in the pushchair, can I?” Marie replied.

Diana shrugged. “Get Daniel to get it for you. Tell him he’s away most of the time anyway, and that it might help to get you back in the mood.”

“Yeah, well, maybe. I don’t know.”

“Oh honey, everyone has one. Stop being such a prude.”

The last thing Marie ever thought she would hear about herself would me that she was a prude, but if she was honest with herself, she wasn’t exactly a diva. Gone were the thongs and stockings in favour of full-cut panties and hose. Gone were also all the shiny, lacy blouses, skirts, nighties, in favour of practical and cheap clothes which could be easily cleaned when the kids spat up on her, or threw a temper-tantrum and used food as their weapon of choice.

Upon arriving home, Marie decided to try to find the old nighties and see if they still fit. Unlike most other women after having kids, Marie never really cared about her weight. She wasn’t the type to follow herself in the mirror, however, after giving birth, she did try to watch her calorie intake and only eat things which would be healthy for her and her kids. When she tried on the first nightie however, she was shocked to find the instead of being overweight, she had lost significantly more than she had before she was pregnant with Kaitlin.

“Jesus, what size was I?” She asked herself, looking at the label. Size 12. “Size fucking 12? I was fat!” She wasn’t fat. Marie was always a tall, stronger woman who held the weight well, with a firm flat tummy. Now though, Marie was a tall woman with a model-like figure, and maybe a little stretched belly. In fact, if she worked on that belly in the gym, she would be perfect. She was a cool size 6; which she never even noticed. “Hmph. What am I gonna do with all this stuff?” And with a sigh, all the sexy lingerie she ever possessed was put back into the box, and shoved to the top of the cupboard.

She stared at herself in the mirror. Her hair was dry, thin, and in need of nutrients. Other than that, she was happy with the colour, a dark mahogany. After losing all the weight, her face had become sharper; her wide dark eyes, almost black, accentuated by the high cheekbones which came from her Eastern European roots; her eyebrows were in need of some grooming, but held a strict look. Finally, she pulled up her breasts, and dropped them to see if they bounced, and to some extent, they did. She was quite happy to find that when they swelled up to almost DD-cup milk filled balloons, they went back down to a smaller C-cup with some grace.

“Mommy! Drinkie!” Janine cried out.

Marie sighed and made her way downstairs. “Coming honey.”


1

“Beer tonight?” Colin Davies, Daniel’s best friend and colleague asked.

Daniel looked up from the laptop screen, his head in his hand. With Daniel’s promotion came new responsibilities. He had suddenly found himself immersed in work, and in a position of power which he never expected. Day in, day out, Daniel had to find a way to keep a team of morons motivated, whilst at the same time make four demanding customers, happy. The stress was taking its toll on Daniel. The past year saw him become intolerant to milk, have stomach problems, migraines, and more frequent colds. Worst of all though, Daniel was struggling to remember the last time he had a full erection. He knew it was all psychological.

“I really can’t man.” Daniel replied with an exasperated sigh. “I’m so bogged down right now, I don’t know if I’ll even make it home to see my kids this week. Next week, I’m travelling again. I’m fucked man.”

Colin dropped himself into the chair opposite Daniel. “You can’t go on like this Dan. Something’s gotta give. You need to talk to your boss.”

“I’ve talked to him. Things are meant to get better eventually. We need to win a couple more accounts to justify the cost vs workload.”

“That’s bullshit. If they don’t decrease your workload, you’ll have a heart attack.”

Daniel leaned back in his chair and stared into space. “No, I don’t really think that’s it. I need a vent. You know, a way to let off some steam. And before you say it, drinking heavily is not the answer.”

Colin shrugged. “Shoot a gun?”

“Might work. Ah, I dunno. I need to get this promotion dude.”

“Maybe you can suck the guy off for your promotion.”

Daniel looked at his friend and colleague in complete shock. “Dude! Why would you even suggest something like that?”

“Mark’s gay dude.”

“No he’s not! You’re insane.” Daniel sighed. “I’m fucking tired.” The company was forever talking about improving work-life balance, but he hadn’t once met anyone in their office who had an improved work-life balance; if anything things were getting progressively worse. “Anyway, fuck it, sure, let’s grab a beer after work.”

“That’s the spirit.” Colin told him, slapping him on the back.

Marie was not half pleased to hear Daniel was going drinking that night. It was bad enough that he spent most of his life at work, but worse that he was not going to be home because of beer. When he had called her with the news, she had tried not to let her voice show she was angry, but Daniel could hear it loud and clear anyway, choosing to ignore it instead. The way he saw it, he was entitled to one night out; it was not as if he was out all the time.

Before Marie had the chance to get too frustrated though, the phone rang. The familiar, cheerful voice on the other side was that of Trudy Davies, Colin’s wife. It was a sheer coincidence that Daniel and Colin were good friends already when Daniel started dating Marie. Marie and Trudy were colleagues in their first jobs, though both Trudy and Colin did not know that Daniel and Marie were dating for a long time. When they eventually all got together for drinks, it came as a pleasant surprise that they knew each other; even though, Marie really saw Trudy as simply one of those friends who she had for convenience. It also frustrated Marie no-end that Trudy had become highly successful working for some sort of venture capital company, even when she went on maternity.

“Colin’s out with Daniel tonight.” Trudy started immediately.

“Don’t remind me.” Marie moaned into the telephone. “I’m pissed off enough as it is.”

“For God’s sake; why woman?” Trudy chuckled down the line. “Get the men out of the house!”

“The one night he has free, and he spends it with Colin instead of his family.”

“Hon, he needs a break. Colin says that Daniel is working his ass off.”

“Yeah, and who suffers for it?”

“Well not you! He gives everything he earns to you and the family. As to him going out, well isn’t this like the first time in over two months?”

“Yes, but…”

“Honey, really, give him a break, before he does.”

Marie sighed. She couldn’t argue with the logic, but at the same time, she was frustrated that Trudy was not on her side, rightly or wrongly. “Was there something you wanted Trude?”

“Yes!” Trudy gasped excitedly. “I’m having a few friends over tonight. Girly chat! Wanna join?”

Marie contemplated the idea for a few moments, before politely declining. “Got the kids to myself.”

“One word; sitter.”

“Don’t have one.”

“Give me five minutes.” And with that the phone clicked off.

“Hmmm.” Marie frowned, staring at the iPhone. She really could do with the time off to let her hair down, but without a babysitter or family close by, it was pointless to even think about it. She had no-one.

However, before she had chance to think about it further, the phone rang again. “Sorted.” Trudy said by way of greeting.

“What do you mean sorted?”

“I mean, my babysitter is going to be at your place tonight at six. You will jump in your car, drive here and we can all have a chat.”

A babysitter? Marie had only left her kids with her mother on the occasional weekend in the past, but never with someone who was not family. Could she really leave her kids with a stranger? Marie had read stories about kids falling down from balconies because the ‘couldn’t care less’ high-school kids spent more time checking their Facebook profiles than watching the kids. What if the person was a murderer? Or what if they kidnapped the girls and sold them to other families? “I don’t know Trudy. Who is this person?”

“She’s nineteen, a neighbor of mine, really nice girl, known her for years, looking to make whatever money she can.”

“Will she manage my kids?”

“Honey, your kids are little darlings. Trust me, if anyone can manage my kids, they can handle anyone’s kids; and Claire can manage my kids fine.” Marie had to admit she was right. Trudy and Colin’s kids were an absolute horror. Older than Marie and Daniel’s by a year or two, they were the absolute problem children. Trudy had followed the advice of people around her, people who didn’t have kids themselves, who outright believed that kids should be left to their own devices, never be told off, and certainly never spanked. It was all this new-age mumbo-jumbo. “If the kids don’t eat, then just ignore them and they’ll be fine.” Trudy did this until her son, Mark, almost collapsed from malnutrition. Of course, child protection services got involved and they almost lost their kids. From that point on, she went her own way and began spanking her kids, sending them to naughty corners, and so on; but it was too little, too late, and the kids had begun to be a real terror.

“How much will she cost? I don’t know if I can afford to spend too much this month.” Marie wanted to go out, but at the same time she wanted to find any reason she could not to leave her girls with a complete stranger.

“Five bucks an hour. You won’t be gone long. Just chill.”

There was no getting out of this. Five dollars was not all that much and she did need the break. “Okay, I’ll see you then. And thanks, Trudy; I appreciate it.”

Marie went to the get-together with a closed mind, not expecting to stay long and certainly not expecting to enjoy herself. Her expectation was one of dull conversation, whining about kids and husbands, and general crap about shopping. However, anything was better than a conversation about what was going on in Mickey Mouse Clubhouse or Doc McStuffins.

What a pleasant surprise it was for her that the evening was more fun and risqué than expected. Sure, there were the usual complaints about men and work, but all the same, it turned into a very nice night.

The most interesting conversation for Marie was a private one she had with Anna; a tall brunette who Marie had met once before. Anna was an old friend of Trudy’s, and Marie had heard gossip that she was quite the minx. Apparently, her marriage was the happiest of all of them and she had her own way of maintaining that happiness; or so Trudy had been gushing about lately.

“How do you do it?” Marie asked the radiant woman, who sat with a content smile on her face. Marie was already impressed by the black Prada boots Anna wore, the shiny black Alexander McQueen skirt, and the red silk armless embroidered Ungaro top. “You look stunning. You look rested, classy; how? With three kids?”

Anna’s shiny red lips parted to reveal perfect white teeth, as she gave a bashful grin. “Thanks, you’re too kind.” She said softly, in a way which made Marie tingle in that special place once again; something which a woman had not caused since college. “You see, all of this, is thanks to a very attentive and wonderful husband.”

“Oh, so you don’t work?” Marie asked, a little disappointed.

Again, that grin, and a little chuckle. “I work. I have a very good position as a division manager in Apache.”

“The software place?”

“Yep. Doing okay for myself.”

“But what about your kids? How old are they now?”

“Karen is nine, and the twins, Michael and Dominic are four. They’re fine. Michael and Dominic have been going to kindergarten and Karen is already a little lady. My husband drops them at school on the way to work, and he picks them up most nights. The kids always have a hot meal every night.”

Marie nodded, impressed; but what she was about to find out would impress her the most. “It’s amazing that you can manage to do all that and keep looking so good.”

“Well, I’m not the one who does all that. Phillip, my husband, cooks. I don’t cook.”

Marie’s jaw immediately dropped open. It was not enough that this woman looked good, but her husband cooked? “He cooks?”

“Yes, doesn’t yours?” Anna asked, genuinely surprised that there are men who do not cook.

“Well, yes, sometimes, but not during the week. He works late, you see.”

“So? Surely he can prepare the food for next day when he gets home, that way all he needs do is reheat it.”

This was now beyond all comprehension for Marie. “Well, given that I’m at home, he kind of expects me to take care of dinner.”

“You don’t work?”

Now Marie was really shocked. About as shocked as Anna sounded. Was it so abnormal to be a stay-at-home mom these days? All these months hanging around with Diana made her so sure that the normal thing to do was to stay home, no matter what she really wanted. “No, I…”

Anna placed a warm, manicured hand on top of Marie’s in a consoling manner. “Marie, you’re a beautiful woman, but you look so tired. Your hair is thin, matt, and probably falling out, right?” Marie simply nodded with her mouth open. “You have bags under those big beautiful eyes. You are wearing clothes which are unflattering, and probably bought from the local Walmart, where you buy clothes for your kids, right?”

“Well the kids always get the clothes dirty so quickly, so I thought…”

She pressed down on the hand a little, which stopped Marie in her tracks. “It’s okay Marie. I understand. I was there once, remember? When you met me last, I looked the same as you. Then I did something which was probably very stupid at the time, but luckily for me, it saved my marriage, and saved me.”

“What?” Marie whispered.

“I had an affair.”

With a gasp, Marie pulled her hand free and put it to her mouth. “I couldn’t…”

“No Marie, I’m not saying you should have an affair. I’m saying the affair saved my marriage.”

“How?”

“By helping me discover who my husband really was.” Anna replied with a smile. “Phillip was always nice to me, but he appeared stuck in a rut. I was the usual bored housewife, who was looking forward to getting back to work; something my husband was not too keen on; and why would he be? I cooked, I cleaned, I ironed; I looked after the entire household; which is a fulltime job in itself; especially when the kids are young.

“Then one day I had the affair. It was a spur of the moment thing. I was depressed, lost, and sitting in the park with the kids meant that the only people I could talk to were the other mothers. Except one father who was there every day with his son. We ended up chatting; then meeting in advance to walk with the pushchairs outside.

“One day, he met me at my place and we set off for our usual walk. We were not far down the road when the heavens opened up and it began to rain; and I mean heavy rain. Of course, I couldn’t let him go home with his son in that weather, so I invited him back to my place. One thing led to another, and when the kids fell asleep, he kissed me. Of course, I was shocked at first, but then I just thought, why the hell not? I was bored. This was the most excitement I had had in months!”

Marie hung onto every word. She fully understood the situation and how easy it was to get sucked into an affair when you were in that frame of mind.

With a deep intake of breath, Anna continued. “Of course, I was filled with remorse after. Robert, the guy, he didn’t hang around. He took his kid and left. I found out later that it wasn’t even his son. It was his nephew and he was just helping out, whilst he had some free time.

“Anyway, when Phillip came home, he could sense something was wrong. I was a nervous wreck. I couldn’t eat; I felt sick. My God, I thought that I had ruined my life. I did the one thing that I thought was right, and that was to tell the truth. After the kids went to bed, I took a big gulp of wine, and confessed everything.”

“Then what happened?” Marie whispered, leaning further forward.

Anna raised one eyebrow and gave a cheeky grin as she sipped her wine. “Nothing actually. Well, nothing I expected. Phillip listened closely, didn’t say a word, and nodded. Then he just said, I’m sorry, it’s my fault, and I should never have left you in this position. Of course, I was speechless. Nothing more was said about it, and he just leaned over the table, gave me a kiss and disappeared off to the bathroom.

“Now, I couldn’t just leave it like that. The last thing I wanted was for this to get thrown back in my face one day. I needed him to shout at me, scream, whatever, but I needed a response of some sort. I got up and walked over to the bathroom, where I expected to find him angry or upset. I’d seen Phillip cry before, and one thing I knew was that he was not afraid to show his emotions. I also knew that he could go into a blind stinking rage sometimes as well.”

Anna shuffled a little on the sofa and moved closer to Marie. “The last thing I expected to find was him standing over the toilet, masturbating.”

“What?” Marie cried out, way too loud, immediately putting fingers over her mouth, but once again feeling that familiar tingle in her groin. “What?” She whispered.

With a swift nod and a grin, Anna confirmed what she said. “He was stood there masturbating. I said, oh my God, you’re turned on by this! He began to stutter, and tried to deny it. I just said to him, it’s okay, but please tell me. The poor thing looked so dejected. He was so embarrassed by the whole thing that his eyes started to well up. He just looked at the floor and nodded.

“Of course, I dragged him to the bedroom and we fucked like rabbits. I began telling him about how I fucked Robert, and how just hours before he was in our marital bed fucking me. Phillip got harder and harder. The moment I mentioned Robert’s big cock, he asked me if it was bigger than his. I don’t know what came over me, but I said it was. I swear I felt Phillip’s cock jump inside me. The fact he was so turned on was having a crazy effect on me. I felt my orgasm getting closer, something which Phillip had never given me before.

“I decided to push a little further. I began telling him that Robert was so much better; a better lover. I even told him that I would keep fucking Robert; and he begged me to keep doing it! He literally began begging me to keep having an affair.”

“Oh my god.” Marie hissed, and then gulped and asked, “And did you?” Marie’s own pussy was hot with desire; her face flushed, betraying her true feelings.

“Of course I did! For some weeks anyway. Then Robert started to get weird, clingy, so I dumped him. But that’s beside the by; he was just a tool. The fact of the matter was that Phillip was turned on with me having an affair and telling him about it. Every night this continued, with me becoming increasingly daring with the insults. The harder I was, the more turned on he was, and the more turned on I was. Then one day, whilst we were fucking, I reached a point where I was so in the zone that I actually told Phillip off for not being a good enough lover; and then I spanked him.”

“You spanked him?” Marie asked, incredulously, feeling a small orgasm hit her.

“Yep. And boy what a reaction! He moaned out in such utter lust that I spanked him again, and again; and out of nowhere, I began to orgasm; I just hit his ass over and over as I screamed out quite possibly the best fucking cum I’d ever had!”

Marie was quite speechless at that moment. It was the sexiest and yet the most disturbed story she’d heard in quite some time; and yet, for some reason she was jealous beyond belief. Her breathing was heavy, and her panties were now quite soaked.

The story did not end there. Marie sat listening intently as Anna described how Phillip descended further into submission. Anna joined groups on the internet where she read more about what was happening in her marriage. It became clear to Anna that nothing would be the same again. She had been handed a gift, and it came in the form of a husband who was willing to sacrifice everything to give her the life of a princess.

The events set in motion changes in the household. Anna began dictating how things were going to be at home. She told him that she would return to work. She ordered him to iron his own clothes. She forced him to clean the house. Over time, Phillip’s day began with him rising before Anna, getting the kids ready for school, preparing breakfast for Anna, and generally cleaning up before Anna had chance to see the mess left by the kids. If he knew he had to work late, then he would cook that morning, or the night before. If something wasn’t as Anna expected, then he would be punished. Punishment ranged from spankings, to being hit with a wooden spoon, right up to the more extreme torture of his testicles.

“What about the kids?” Marie asked. “How do you protect the kids from this?”

“The kids don’t see what we do, and we use code to explain things to each other in front of them.”

“Like what?”

“For example, if Phillip will be punished later, then I will say, you and I will have a little talk later. If I expect him to do something, I will say, please make sure to do this or that. Please make sure you make me a coffee, and make it quick. It’s my way of ordering him about, whilst at the same time ensuring the kids hear good manners. When he responds, I make sure he says my name clearly. Yes Anna. Not yes Ann, as he used to call me, but yes, Anna; thank you, Anna. Of course, in private it’s yes, Mistress.”

“And you do this full time?”

“Yes and no. Do we disagree on things? Yes. Do we argue? Yes, sometimes. Do we have romantic evenings together? Yes! And do you know what?”

“What?”

“On those romantic evenings, he is more attentive to me than he ever was in the past. If we want to have a nice calm evening together, then I light a candle on the dining room table. That means no games, just us. If I decide we are going to have a normal family day, then I will get up the same time as him and will kiss him hello, and tell him I love him. That way, he knows I’m not in my bitch mode. Even then, he knows to always help.”

“And the clothes?”

A sly grin formed on Anna’s face again. “I buy all the clothes myself. The difference is, I do earn a good wage, but I have ordered Phillip to transfer all money to my private account. He pays all the bills, has an assigned monthly pay of $100 which he can use for what he wants, and he has a credit card, which I pay off from my account, which he is allowed to use only for family purchases; food, kid’s clothes, and so on. He also has a credit card which he can use to buy presents for me. I cannot see into it; but anything he purchases, he has to be able to pay off himself.”

“Presents like what?”

“Like the diamond earrings I’m wearing.”

Marie tried to process what was being said, but she couldn’t work it out. “I’m sorry, I’m lost. If he only has an allowance of $100 per month, how does he pay it off?”

“Ah, well, you see, Phillip gets performance bonuses at work, based on how hard he works. If he puts extra effort in, he gets a bonus, which he can use to pay off the credit card. I allow him to keep his bonuses; however, I must be presented with the pay slip each month. If I see he got a bonus, and I did not get a gratuity, then he gets severely punished.”

“Wow!” Marie answered with wide eyes. “And he’s okay with that?”

Anna snorted out wine from her nose as she burst out laughing. “Are you fucking kidding me? He loves it! He’s completely under my control, and it’s exactly where he wants to be. He’s happier, he’s healthier, he exercises, he’s more relaxed, he’s less stressed, and it’s all because I essentially bring structure to his life now. I’m telling you, having the affair was the best thing I ever did. I swear; I can’t imagine a normal life anymore.”

The thought of Daniel in that position began to form in Marie’s mind. All of a sudden, her perspective on life had grown in feats and bounds. Would Daniel be open to such a change to their lifestyle? She wasn’t so sure of that. On the few occasions that Daniel worked from home, she had witnessed how strong and in control Daniel was. He was a very dominant person, strict and organized. In the office and personally, he knew how to manipulate people to get his own way. She had never seen anyone negotiate a discount like Daniel, and nobody had ever taken charge of a heated situation like him, at least not in her opinion.

No, the more she thought about it, the more she realized that Daniel would never go for anything like that. And on the drive home, Marie felt more depressed than ever; though the one positive was that at least she had plenty to think about when she masturbated.
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For the first time in many years, Marie was horny. Not just a little horny; she was rip-raving turned on. Her sex burned with the need to cum. She became insatiable; pouncing on her husband the first free moment. With her eyes closed, Marie imagined her husband was watching as she fucked someone else. She pictured herself kicking him as he cleaned the floors on his hands and knees; watching him thank her for the punishment.

Of course, Daniel was not blind to this very positive change to his wife. After a week of nightly sex, Daniel began to consider the cause for this sudden change. His first thought was that her hormones had suddenly readjusted following the pregnancy and breast feeding. It was the most logical explanation at the time, so he went with that for week or two.

In the meantime, Marie began to think more about Daniel cleaning the house. During sex, she suddenly pictured him in a French maid’s costume, and let out a little giggle. If there was one thing which truly bothered Daniel, was the feeling that Marie did not take him seriously.

Daniel stopped moving immediately. “Is something wrong?” He asked, obviously annoyed by the sudden interruption.

“No, nothing. Keep going.” Marie gasped.

“Okay. Just so long as you don’t laugh at me.” All of a sudden, Marie pictured herself staring at Daniel’s penis, pointing at it and laughing. Again, she burst out laughing; which was a little unfair because Daniel had a good-sized cock, maybe sometimes too big. “Okay, what now?” Daniel cried out, pulling his cock from her very wet pussy.

“Nothing honey. Please, keep going.” She begged, trying to pull his cock towards her.

“No! I demand to know what is going on. What has gotten into you lately?” He said with a huff, his penis starting to soften.

“Really nothing baby. Come on, I’m really horny, fuck me honey. Please.” She was getting frustrated now. She was worried she would lose her buzz. She hadn’t cum with him, but after sex with him, she had been quick to bring herself off. If this turned into an argument, then she would lose that opportunity.

“I said no! I’m not having you laugh at me!” He was beginning to sound like a baby, and it was now beginning to truly annoy Marie. She would give him one more chance.

“I’m sorry. I promise I won’t laugh anymore.” She stated through clenched teeth, still pulling and rubbing his cock.

“No, I’m not in the mood anymore. You’ve spoiled it.”

Marie saw red. She wasn’t sure what had come over her, but she had never reacted this way before. In the past, she would’ve abandoned this and entered into the argument he so obviously wanted. It was not the first time he had played the spoiled brat; sometimes he just got those moods whereby she had to pussyfoot around him in case she hurt his sensitivities. There were really times when she wondered who the woman really was in the relationship. And then he wondered why they didn’t have sex enough; nothing was ever good enough for him.

This time, however, she took control. The anger built up inside her, and as she got more angry and resolute about her course of action, the hornier she got. “Shut the fuck up, you whining little bitch! Get that fucking cock inside me, and fuck me like a real man!” She snarled at him; her chest pumping and her pussy throbbing with a sense of power as she spoke. It was the proverbial button inside her which needed to be pressed; the one which would give her the power to become a woman.

He stared at her in shock. She hadn’t realized that she was still holding his cock, which she had been twisting and squeezing to almost extremes, causing him an in descript amount of pain; though at the same time, much to his own surprise and confusion, he became hard as stone. “I…I…” He began to stutter.

“I said NOW!” She screamed, grabbing his testicles and squeezing them harder; her teeth clenched with the evilest of grins. She gave them a twist, watching his back arch in pain and pleasure.

“Yes, yes! Of course! I’m sorry! Please forgive me!” He plunged back inside of her.

“Keep apologizing!”

“I’m sorry Marie. I’m really sorry!” He moaned as he fucked her.

“Now tell me what a useless cock you have.”

“I have a useless cock Marie. It’s the worst! You deserve better!”

“I do, don’t I?” She snarled with a grin; warmth radiating all around her cunt. “I need a real man! A real fucking cock! Don’t I?”

Whoa! Where has that come from? He thought. “Yes Marie.” No matter how much he didn’t understand what she was saying or doing, he had to admit that something in him was turned on more than ever before. It was if he craved the humiliation, humiliation he had experienced as a child, bullied at school.

“Apologise for being such a loser shit!”

“I’m sorry I’m such a loser shit!”

“Keep saying it! Keep telling me how you are not a real man! Keep telling me how you don’t deserve to have such a gorgeous wife like me! Tell me! Tell me!!”

He recited line after line, over and over, begging her for forgiveness; all the time pumping in and out of her. For the first time in their marriage, something very special happened. Marie’s back arched high into the air, and starting with an almost inaudible high-pitched squeak, she let out a long, loud scream of pure ecstasy. Her eyes blurred over. Time stopped. Her teeth were tight together, as she suddenly realized; Daniel was certainly not the dominant one at home.

“Why d-.” She stopped to gulp in air as she panted deeply. “Did you s-stop?”

Daniel was down on top of her; also panting. “I came. Didn’t you feel me?”

“Fuck! Sorry, I didn’t notice.”

“It’s okay.” Daniel was shaking. “Fuck!” He gasped. Something in the family dynamic had shifted, and to him it felt like an Earthquake had hit. He rolled over onto his back and stared at the ceiling.

“I know. Fuck is a good word for it.” Marie had the urge to say thank you, but something stopped her. It was important for her not to say thank you because she wanted it to become expected, automatic. This was not a ‘thank you’ moment; it was another type of moment. She turned over to face him, and gently slapped him on the cheek a couple of times. “Well done. You finally did it. Now make sure you do that every time, okay?”

He nodded, confused. “Erm, okay.”

“Good boy.”

And that was that. She got up, and disappeared to the bathroom to clean up.

“What the fuck?” He gasped. “What the fucking fuck has just happened?”

Hormones did not seem to be the logical explanation for her behavior anymore. Something else was in play here, and he felt sure that he should question what that was. He thought for a moment, and then began to wonder if it was an altogether good thing, him knowing the truth. The sex was good, he reasoned. How did he feel when she took control? He felt good. He felt free. He felt like someone had opened a cupboard and released a lot of pressure inside. But something bothered him. I need a real man!

“She’s having an affair.” He mumbled.

At this point, any other man would have become angry; determined to find out who the bastard was and destroy him. Find the first divorce lawyer and take whatever he could. But Daniel behaved decidedly different. He turned over, began crying, and said the nine words that most men would not say; “oh my god, she is going to leave me!” Daniel’s fear was not that she was cheating on him, but more that this was the beginning of the end of their relationship. Little did he know, that it was just the beginning of their relationship.

Work began to take a second place in Daniel’s life. Instead of feeling better, he was feeling much, much worse. A potential customer in Mexico had sent out a tender for replacement systems for a small chain of supermarkets. Daniel had been working on it for the past week, and had been finalizing the section about support and maintenance after implementation for the past two days. It was only when Daniel had sent the document for review by Colin, that Colin noticed something was wrong.

“Lunch. I’m paying. Let’s go.” Colin stated, poking his head around Daniel’s door.

The moment they were sat down at the table and ordered, Colin began asking what the problem was. “This is not over-work. I have seen you under more stress, and you didn’t behave like this. This looks like problems at home, and you know how it is right now. You can’t fuck up like this man. That document you sent me was not even second rate.”

Since the start of financial crisis, GTS had been doing quite all right, no serious layoffs. However, in recent months, the downturn had been rearing its ugly head outside of the US, in GTS international divisions. In the past three months, fifty people had been made redundant, but if he was honest, they were all people who were either on contract or the company would have fired at some point anyway. It was a good time to do some housekeeping, but it was a bad time to be a screw-up.

In the past year, Daniel had been putting in the hours, getting it right, but treading on a lot of toes. I didn’t stop him from firmly believing that he would be promoted to Division Lead though. For the first time, he had begun to recognize how precarious that position was; in fact, worse would be to not be promoted, screw up even more, and then lose his job.

Daniel didn’t beat about the bush; he came right out and said it. “Marie’s having an affair. I think she’s bored of me. I’m never home, it’s my fault. She’s going to leave me.” Tears streamed down his face.

Colin leaned back and gave an ‘oh my God’ look. “I’m so sorry man. Fuck! I didn’t know. I always thought that if something like that happened, then Trudy would be the first to know. I’m so sorry.”

Daniel looked up at his friend. “Trudy doesn’t know anything?”

With a shrug, Colin tried to think back to any hints or anything. “No, nothing. She never said a word to me about anything, and that is not like Trudy.” It was true. Marie rarely hid anything from Trudy, and Trudy always followed up with Colin, who admittedly rarely listened. A doozy like this though, he would listen to.

“Unless she’s having an affair too!” Daniel spurted out.

“Whoa-hoa! No fuckin’ way. Don’t drag me down there with you, my friend. Trudy is not, I repeat, not having an affair. My house is in order. Sorry man, but that’s a fact.”

Daniel sulked and slid back down under the table. “Fuck dude. What am I going to do?”

“How did you find out?” Colin asked.

“I didn’t. I guessed.”

There was a few moments silence, before Colin stated the obvious. “Err, so maybe, just maybe mind, Marie hasn’t had an affair and you’re just creating an entire fantasy scenario in your head?”

“No man, it’s the things she said.”

“Like what?”

It became suddenly clear to Daniel that he had not thought this through. He was not in a position to tell Colin the sordid details of their sex life, and he wasn’t even sure that Colin would understand. From what he understood, Colin was the type of guy who watched porn, but it had to be either standard straight sex, or lesbian stuff, but that was it. Anything else was ‘just weird’.

“Erm, stuff.” Daniel stated quietly.

“What stuff?”

“Just stuff, all right! Just drop it!” Daniel shouted in a sudden rage. “I dunno, maybe she’s not having an affair.”

Colin leaned forward and said quietly, “well I know a good way to find out.”

Daniel leaned forward too. “How?”

“Ask her!” Colin screamed angrily.

“Oh.”

“Yeah…oh. Dipshit.”

The thought of losing his job returned to Daniel’s mind. “You don’t think I could lose my job, do you? How bad has it been?”

Colin’s shoulders raised and tightened. “Frankly I’m worried about my department too.” Colin ran Professional Services in the grocery retail section of the North America part of the business, but what with customers looking more for off the shelf products, rather than customized, the demand for development services was dropping. He was right to be worried. There had been rumors of a corporate reshuffle since the last town hall meeting. The rumor mill was saying that Professional Services would be changed to become a profit generator; in other words, if people wanted anything doing, then the departments would need to pay Professional Services, internally, for that honor. That, of course, would be a bad thing, as a lot of great features were added through friendly relationships with developers. “I ran into John Willis the other day. The smarmy bastard was telling me that he’s going to introduce a new time-tracking tool. Apparently, we need to get on top of the leaks in our bottom line. Fucking ass.” John Willis was the Retail CFO, and cared less about the customer and the people, and more about the bottom line.

“Did you speak to Mark?” Daniel asked. Mark Wright, Daniel’s direct boss, was Vice President of Retail. Mark was also doubling as Division Leader for Grocery, a place made vacant when the previous leader died of a heart attack. It was the position which Daniel, and others, hoped to get.

“Why would I speak to Mark?” Colin asked, not keen on Mark.

“He is VP.”

“Waste of time, money and space. It’s probably all his idea anyway.” Colin sat back. “No Dan, I don’t think you’ll lose your job, but I don’t think you’ll get promoted, not this way. You’re gonna need to buckle down.”

On the drive home that evening, Daniel decided that confrontation was the best answer. In the back of his mind, he prayed that it was all just a misunderstanding; that she was just going through some sort of sexual revolution. Yes, he would ask her directly.

However, getting home that night, and sitting with the kids, Daniel couldn’t bring himself to ask her. The whole evening, he simply stared at her, looking for some sort of sign that she was cheating, but all he saw was happiness. She was happy. Was that a sign? Was he making her happy, or was it the guy with whom she was cheating?

Sex that night was rough again. Marie didn’t pussyfoot this time. Immediately, Daniel was thrown on the bed, his clothes practically torn from his body. She pulled at his cock, twisting it, slapping it. “Get hard little dickie!” She urged through clenched teeth. It was strangely arousing, whilst at the same time terrifying. Daniel was fighting conflicting urges within his body; his dick wanted to get in there, get buried in; whereas his brain was telling him that he wanted more of the humiliation, the vocal stimulation; but his heart was telling him that something was wrong. His heart was winning.

“Honey…” He whispered as she sucked on his right nipple, clenching it through his teeth. “Honey…”

“Yeah?” She gasped with an evil grin which was so sexy he could’ve cum right there and then.

“Honey, are you having an affair?” He panted. She was rubbing his cock hard and fast.

Her grin widened; her eyes sparkled in delight at the sound of something so dirty. “Is that what you want? You want your wife to be a slut? Huh? Oh yeah babe, some proper long, thick cock in me. Fuck yeah! Your cock just doesn’t do it for me, does it?”

“Oh God!” He moaned out loud, as she lowered herself onto him. “Oh fuck!”

“Tell me that your cock is not good enough.” She laughed.

“My cock’s not good enough. I’m so sorry.” His cock grew, but at the same time, he felt tears well up in his eyes. “Oh honey, I’m so, so sorry. I’m useless. I’m no good.”

Marie didn’t have her eyes open; had she; she would’ve seen that Daniel was in pain, the wrong type of pain. Instead she continued with the game, thinking everything was as it was supposed to be. “Yeah babe. You useless fuck, with your limp dick. You could barely get it hard for me huh? Oh, I wish I had my lover’s cock in me right now. Maybe we’ll get you a vibrator to fuck me with, huh? Maybe you’ll like that better huh?”

“Yes, yes! I’m so sorry! I’ll try harder! Please forgive me!” Daniel sobbed.

“Damn right you’ll try harder, you pussy!” And as she said that, she came hard. Then collapsing on the bed; she lay there looking at the ceiling. “You can wank.” She told him.

He turned his back to her. “No thanks.” He mumbled.

She shrugged. “Okay. Your loss.” She chuckled, getting up to go to the bathroom.

Once Marie returned, she looked over at her husband, who was falling asleep, and finally she saw the streaks of tears on his face. ‘Oh shit! What have I done?’ She thought as she lay down next to him. Marie tried to work out what was wrong. Every time she made some sort of comment during sex, his penis reacted; she could feel it. He was bigger than he ever was, so what was the problem?

Marie turned off the light and tried to fall asleep, but as she lay there with her eyes closed, she considered whether she was a bad person or not. In her mind, everything was so perfect, and he was reacting almost exactly as she had hoped, except for the crying. She was beginning to wonder if she should call the whole thing off and instead seek a counselor, when she felt small movements next to her. She looked over and caught his reflection in the mirror opposite him. He was masturbating furiously; which confused her even more.

More confused though, was Daniel, as he masturbated to the thought of Marie in the arms of another man. The picture played through his mind in slow-motion; he was on his knees, Marie in a black satin, lacy nightie; long, to her feet. Her eyes locked onto Daniel’s as the tall faceless man slides the spaghetti straps of the gown off her shoulder, massaging her breasts as the smooth fabric falls down, bit-by-bit. His hand gradually descends her body past her belly. Her eyes are still on Daniel’s, but she’s smiling now. It’s a conquering smile.

“You’re nobody to me.” She says. “You don’t get to fuck me anymore.”

The hand is at her clitoris now, rubbing it; then he is spreading her vagina and his penis comes into view. The head of the other man’s cock enters and Marie’s eyes close as her mouth opens in a gasp. “Oh, I’ve never experienced anything like it. It’s the best. It’s so much better than yours.” She grins, her eyes open in a piercing, evil grin. “He’s the best, you’re a loser!”

“I’m a loser.” Daniel agrees. “I’m such a loser.”

“And now you’ve lost me forever.”

“I’m such a loser.” And all of a sudden, he came.

Daniel’s eyes bolted open. “Fuck!” He hissed quietly, knowing he would need to clean it up somehow. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Marie felt her husband sneak out of bed as he went to fetch some tissues, and she couldn’t help but have a little chuckle, even though she was very concerned about his state of mind.
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“What the hell, Marie?” Trudy almost screamed at Marie. They were at a coffee shop in the center of town. It was Trudy’s idea. She had called Marie stating they “absolutely have to talk, right now!”

“What do you mean?” Marie responded, herself a little confused by Trudy’s initial question.

“Tell me you are not having an affair?” Trudy’s eyes were dark with concern and inquisition.

Marie was more than a little taken-aback by the question, which came very much out of the blue. “What on Earth gives you that idea?”

“Are you?” Trudy almost slapped the table in anger.

“NO!” Marie screamed, then lowered her voice, but said crossly, “of course I’m not having an affair. Why would you even suggest such a thing?”

Now it was Trudy’s turn to look confused. She sat back in her chair and had a sip of coffee. “Daniel brought it up with Colin at work. Apparently, this past few days Daniel has been looking like hell, making loads of mistakes. Colin asked him what was wrong and apparently, Daniel said that you were having an affair.”

Marie closed her eyes and let out a massive sigh of understanding, and disappointment. Finally, she understood everything that Daniel was talking about. He had asked if she was having an affair, and he was being serious. She felt like such a fool. “We’ve…I’ve, been roleplaying. It turns him on when I talk dirty, and it really turns me on to play the…” She leaned forward and mouthed the word, “bitch. He’s obviously not really understood…” Marie allowed her voice to drift off. “It’s all just a game.”

“Well you need to sort this out fast!” Trudy told her. “He’s scared stiff you’re gonna leave him!”

Marie’s eyes went wide. Why would she leave him? She loved him! Didn’t she? All of sudden, Marie was felt like a hypocrite. Just days earlier she was considering whether or not her marriage had a point, and then all of a sudden she would deny wanting to leave him. But things were different. If only he understood. “I’m not gonna leave him!” And she meant it, so long as he adapted to the lifestyle she wanted.

“Well he doesn’t know that. Get it sorted Marie, or you’re going to have more than a little problem with him.” One thing that Marie hated about Trudy was that Daniel could do no wrong. It was very obvious to her that Trudy had a thing for Daniel, but she didn’t dare say anything as Trudy was very much madly in love with Colin.

“I will.”

That day though, Marie began thinking about what Trudy said. Why was Daniel scared that she would leave him? Why wasn’t he angry with her if he thought she was having an affair? The more Marie considered it, the more she began to realize that Daniel was submissive. His main concern was losing her, and he would do anything to keep her. However, the last thing she wanted to do was to keep him in an abusive relationship, not without him volunteering for it, anyway. She considered talking to him directly about what she wanted, but that took the fun out of the chase. No, first of all, she needed to try to understand his frame of mind.

Once Daniel arrived home, Marie decided to try a little test. They were all sat down to dinner; Daniel sitting especially quietly, timidly, at the head of the table; that would have to change pretty damn soon. Marie studied her husband and realized that Trudy was right, Daniel looked a mess. Usually he looked immaculate, shirts crisp and clean, tie perfect, good suits, and the first thing he did was get changed into a nice t-shirt and a pair of jeans. However, this time he simply pulled off the half tied-tie, and drooped into a chair, his shirt half hanging out of his pants.

“I’ve decided I’m going to go back to work.” Marie began. “I’m going to find a job, and I’m going to do it, and I don’t want any discussion about it.”

Daniel sprang to attention and nodded quickly. “Of course honey, anything you want. If you like we can begin looking immediately. Do you want me to help you with your resume? Really, just tell me and I’ll help.”

It was exactly the reaction Marie was hoping for. “You can help me, sure.” She said with a wry smile. “Wash the dishes and clean up the kitchen. I need to make a phone call.”

“Erm, sorry, yes, of course. Who are you going to call?” He asked, cautiously.

Again, she smiled at him. “I don’t remember telling you it was any of your business, did I?”

“Oh, erm, no, you’re right. Sorry.” He frowned.

“Stop saying sorry.”

“Oh, sorry…shit. Sor…” He pinched himself hard, which Marie had never seen him do before. She made a mental note to ask him about that.

As Daniel set about cleaning the kitchen, Marie took the kids upstairs, cleaned them up, and put them to bed. They were at that age when a quick bedtime story was enough and they would then fall asleep on their own. Once downstairs, Marie went to the bedroom and shut the door, dialing the number Anna gave her the other night.

“Hi Anna, I’m sorry to disturb you. It’s Marie, from the other night at Trudy’s.” Marie began.

“Hey Marie, no, not a problem. What can I do for you?” The soft speaking voice asked.

“Well, I’m in a bit of bind actually. My husband and I have kind of fallen into a bit of roleplaying, which has been exciting for us both, but I’ve just found out that Daniel thinks I’m cheating on him. I haven’t really talked to him about any of this as I didn’t want to take anything away from the game, but I’m now beginning to wonder if that was not a mistake.”

“No, I don’t think it is a mistake. Things will sort themselves out. How’s he handling the thought of you being unfaithful?”

“That’s the thing. He is suffering. He’s moping, he’s sad; his productivity at work is suffering, apparently. But I have to say, he’s being attentive as hell at home.”

“So he thinks you’re going to leave him?” Anna stated neutrally.

Surprised, Marie said, “well, yes. How did you know?”

“One of a few possible reactions. That’s a good sign, by the way. It means that he is open to the idea of a dominant, submissive relationship, just that he doesn’t understand it right now.”

“Oh. So, what should I do?”

“Nothing. Continue as you were doing. Don’t stop.”

“But he was crying last night.”

“So? Let him cry. Trust me; he’s going to be doing a lot of crying. No, this is all good. He’s not going to leave you, and in terms of work, well once he works out what is going on, then he’ll be back on his feet.” Anna paused for a moment. “Listen, I have an idea. I have tickets to a concert on Friday; I have two spare; a couple we know dropped out; I think you should join us.”

“What type of concert?” Marie asked, concerned about the content and audience. The last thing she wanted to do was to take Daniel to some sort of fetish show and freak him out completely.

“A British band called VNV Nation. Just come, have him meet us, and let’s see how he reacts. But you must keep doing what you’re doing. Soften him up as much as possible. I’ll send you…Slave get down from there immediately! You fucking little SHIT! Sorry about that, I’ll send you a text with the address of the club. I better go. Phillip thought he could get at his male undies when I wasn’t looking. He has a doctor’s appointment tomorrow.”

Marie chuckled. “And you’re making him wear panties?”

“Of course! He’s a grown man; he can find a way to explain it.”

“Good luck with that then. And thanks.”

“No problem, anytime.” The phone went dead. Marie allowed herself a little chuckle; she didn’t envy Phillip’s predicament.

Chewing her bottom lip, Marie thought for a moment, considering what Anna had said. Did she really want to continue and risk Daniel falling deeper into this pit of self-loathing, or did she want to admit everything to him and see how he reacted? The logical choice would be to just tell him everything; in the long-term it would have a better end result, but when she thought about the fantasy of forcing him to do those things; teasing and abusing him, her pussy told her the illogical choice was the better one. She called out; “Daniel! Get in here!” Seconds later, Daniel was in the room. “On the bed, on your back.” She said calmly and firmly. As he did so, she slid her panties off from under her skirt and decided; let’s see how things pan out.

He watched her intently as she mounted the bed and covered his face with the view of a descending pussy. “Lick.” He slowly pushed his tongue along her labia, opening her up and licking inside, piercing her with his exceptionally long tongue. This was something she loved from him; she had had oral sex many times before, even from another woman that one time in college, but Daniel was good, Daniel was the best; and he needed to be told!

“You’re such a good pussy-licker. You’re the best pussy-licker in the whole world, I’d say!” She told him. “Now for your information pussy-licker, we’re going out on Friday night. I’ll arrange the babysitter to stay with the kids. You’re going to be on your best behavior, understood?” She felt his head nod up and down as he focused on her clitoris. “Good boy! Make me proud pussy-licker. You could be a lesbian, did you know that?”

Daniel found that a rather strange thing to say, given he was very much a man, but at the same time, he couldn’t help but feel proud that he was doing such a good job, and with the extra encouragement, he put extra effort into it, and soon enough his wife was coming all over his face; something he really did not mind in the slightest.

“Since when do we have a sitter?” Daniel asked, as they both prepared to go out. The fact they suddenly had a babysitter was surprising to Daniel, especially given that he had tried to encourage Marie to find one for some time and she had always been against. Suddenly it was she who wanted to go out, and immediately found a sitter.

“Trudy’s recommendation.” Marie explained, which although was not exactly the answer Daniel was expecting, he decided not to push. “Is that what you’re wearing?”

Daniel looked down at his shiny green shirt. He thought it was the perfect shirt for a club. “What’s wrong with it?” He asked.

“What’s right with it? Put a black t-shirt on.”

“The tight one? I have too much podge.” He whined, squeezing a lump of fat on the side of his belly.

“Then suck it in! Jesus man! Sometimes I wonder who the woman is here.” Marie moaned as she headed into the bathroom. Daniel stared at his beautiful wife, suddenly aware how amazing she had become. To Daniel, every day that passed seemed to make Marie more beautiful. The black garter belt, lacy lingerie and stockings which his wife was wearing were also things which he hadn’t failed to notice; all things which he hadn’t seen her wear for a long time.

“Where did you get that underwear from?” He called after her.

“Bought it today. You like?” She called back.

“Uh-huh.” He almost drooled.

“Thought you might. Wait till you see this little dress I have.” Minutes later she was back in, made up to the nines with dark red lipstick, and thickly mascaraed eyes, heavily shadowed, making her eyes look massive. Her eyebrows had finally been plucked into a sharp thin line, which accentuated the hard look she was trying to achieve.

She pulled the dress out of the cupboard and slid it on. “Wow!” Was Daniel’s opinion. The dress was a tight silver satin number. Very short, very low-cut, and very revealing. “Wow!” The rule of thumb with dresses was to reveal only one thing, boobs or legs, but never both unless you wanted to look like a whore. Even Daniel knew that rule. Here, it was quite obvious what Marie was going for.

The doorbell went. “That’s the sitter. Time to go.”

“It’s a bit Goth,” was Daniel’s first view of the club, viewing the young people dressed in black lace and corsets. “Who did you say was playing?”

“VNV Nation.” Anna told Daniel.

To say Daniel was taken aback by Anna’s physical presence would be an understatement. Stood before him in a black leather mini-skirt, satin wench top and leather corset, she was an intimidating figure to any man, and even some women. Her long dark hair was pulled back, high into a pony tail, but it somehow made her look even more intimidating. Even the black lace gloves, which travelled all the way up her arms, past her elbows, were intimidating. But boy was she sexy. Phillip, on the other hand, looked fairly plain, in a black t-shirt and black cargo pants. The only thing special about him was the strange dog-collar he was wearing, but Daniel just assumed that was part of the whole Goth get-up which came with the style of the evening.

The support group was fairly dull, not energetic at all, and altogether rather depressing. A few drinks in, Daniel and Phillip complained the club was fairly bright for a rather Goth crowd, and maybe the night was going to be a washout. They needn’t have worried, however. Once VNV Nation came on stage, the club went dark and the crowd went mental, even before the group started playing; the resident hum of electrical equipment being the only sound other than the screaming fans.

VNV Nation opened with the song Control. It would be a song which finally woke up Daniel to who he was and what was going on, and it would change their lives forever. To this day, Marie was not sure if it was Anna’s intention when she suggested they go to the concert, but it was definitely a wake-up call for Daniel.

The song started out normally enough; it had an 80s style electronic riff to it, which Daniel enjoyed thoroughly. People chanted the opening lyrics and danced to the accompanying drums; even Daniel, not a big dancer, was moving to the music. It was good; very good. When the lead singer sang, “I want control!”, for the first time, nothing occurred to Daniel; it was only when the strobe lights kicked in, and the electronic breakdown started playing in the song that Daniel started to take in his surroundings. He looked at Anna, cigarette in hand, maybe her eighth of the night; yet he hadn’t paid any attention to what she was doing with it. Daniel danced with a smile on his face, and watched Phillip open his mouth for Anna to drop ash into it. The smile started to fade from Daniel’s face.

I want control!

Daniel stared at Anna, her oriental features, the tight corset; all of her flickering against the light of the strobe. He looked over at Phillip who jumped into the air to the music; his movements seemingly in stop-frame, and then he saw the lace of the black panties Phillip was wearing poke over the edge of the cargo pants.

I want control!

Daniel stopped dancing and ran both hands through his hair and held them there, chewing on his bottom lip in deep thought. A small smile started to form on his mouth. He thought back to the events of the past couple of weeks. Everything Marie said…everything she did… He knew. He understood. This was something which Marie was doing, not for her, but for them. This was the spice that was missing.

I want control!

That moment of realization released something from Daniel. It was as if a massive weight had been lifted from his chest. He assumed it was from the relief of knowing she was not cheating, but that was not it at all. Overtime, Daniel would come to realize what it was. It was the feeling of relief from giving up control.

“You can have control.” Daniel mumbled.

“What did you say honey?” Marie called out.

Daniel still had his hands in his hair, elbows pointing upwards, and he was still chewing his bottom lip, but now he was grinning.

“Are you okay?” Marie asked with a small confused smile on her face.

Daniel nodded quickly, staring at her the whole time. Marie continued to look at him and her smile grew.

I want control!

He nodded very slowly at Marie, and her smile grew bigger. That relief, which had hit Daniel just seconds earlier, now hit Marie. Thank you, thank you! She thought. She turned to Anna for a cigarette and lit it, even though she hadn’t smoked for years, knowing Daniel hated it. After inhaling deeply, she blew the smoke directly into Daniel’s face, then moved the cigarette over to Daniel’s mouth.

This was it. This was her way of testing if Daniel really meant it; and this was Daniel’s way of confirming this was what he wanted. He opened his mouth and allowed her to tip the ash on his tongue. It was a disgusting taste from a disgusting habit, but Daniel suddenly found himself struggling to keep his erection confined in his boxer-shorts; an item of clothing he realized might not be with him for much longer.

The look of pride on Marie’s face was enough to tell Daniel that he’d been a fool this whole time. All of this was for them. He was about to enter into something completely new for him, and he knew it would be a very wild ride.

“This is going to hurt isn’t it?” Daniel asked her.

She didn’t reply. Instead she pushed the remainder of the cigarette out on his arm, earning a loud hiss of pain and a moan. The tingle was back again. Marie could’ve cum right there and then.

Smoking was a disgusting habit, there was no doubt about that; but there was something very sexy about a woman smoking, especially when she did it without the utmost respect for his wishes. Daniel’s eyes were wide awake. This was going to be something new; something different. He was not sure if he completely understood it, as yet; but he was willing to try anything in order to make his marriage work, and for some reason, he had the feeling that he was about to be introduced to a life which he had been longing for, without even knowing it.

Anna tapped Phillip on the forearm and nodded in Marie and Daniel’s direction. They saw the smiles of recognition on their faces, just as they had once experienced a while ago. Anna felt a sense of pride in the fact that she had understood it all, that she got it right. Much worse for her would be to lead someone down a path which led to nowhere.

That night at home, Marie and Daniel lay in bed, both too excited to sleep. The room had a strange hue from the moonlight hitting the curtains; a tint of blue which made Daniel feel safe. He had seen it before; in his dream.

Marie climbed on top of him and found his penis already erect. With no grin, no facial expression except deep desire, she lowered herself onto him; their eyes in constant contact. This was different. From now on everything would be different. Her world, which was behind those closed eyes just a night ago, was now real; she would not need to close her eyes again, because she would not want to miss what was about to happen.

Daniel felt her give way to her absolute desires, and he joined her there. “I had this dream.” He whispered, feeling her slow yet deep movements.

“Tell me.” She whispered back, her eyes never leaving his.

“You were stood, in this room, in this light. I was on my knees, in front of you.” He paused. “You were wearing a long black nightie; some sort of silk or satin.”

“What were you wearing?”

“I…I don’t know. Does it matter?”

“It does to me.”

“What would you want me to wear?”

“A bra. Panties. Stockings. Maybe the same nightie as me; or maybe something shorter. Pink, not black.”

“Then that is what I was wearing.” He replied, a small smile.

“Continue.” She said firmly.

“There was a man; standing behind you, undressing you, massaging you, and then I watched as he fucked you. You were staring into my eyes, the whole time.”

“Like now.”

He nodded. “Like now.”

Finally, that sly grin appeared on Marie’s face. The evil, naughty grin which Daniel wanted to see. He understood it now, and the sexuality of it was fantastic. “How did it make you feel? To know another man was making love to me? To see it.”

“I understood it. I felt humiliated that I could not make you feel as good as he could. I felt jealous that I was not the one giving you that much pleasure.”

“And do you think I would experience that much pleasure, if you were not there?”

Daniel frowned at his own stupidity. It was all so clear. The only pleasure Marie would derive from sleeping with another man, would be the psychological pleasure associated with tormenting Daniel. The other man was just a tool. “I…I never thought of it like that.”

The smile and nod Marie gave Daniel was terribly condescending; Marie wanted him to feel small in comparison to him. “How did you feel about the jealousy and humiliation?”

“It made me feel…alive, excited, as if you were better than me.”

She chuckled. “But I am better than you; I’m a woman.”

“Yes, I’m sorry Marie, you’re right.”

“From now on I think it would be best if you called me mistress. In front of the kids, it can be dear. Yes dear, no dear. Understood?”

“Yes Mistress.”

They began to gain pace now, her hips rocking on his cock, trying to make it clear that she was in control. “Remember, before me, you are a slug in the sun. You are an ant in the afterbirth. It is in your nature to do one thing correctly… Tremble. But fear is not what you owe me. You owe me awe!” She told Daniel calmly, quoting his favourite movie. “Are you scared of me?”

Daniel felt himself get harder, if he ever thought it possible. “Should I be?”

“Yes, I think you should be.” Was there ever an opportunity to be turned on by a more sinister grin? Marie had become some form of evil of which Daniel had never once dreamt, and yet her confidence was a completely new type of sexy; new to Daniel, at least.

“How far do you want this to go?” Please say further than you can take, his mind told him, surprising even himself.

“I haven’t decided yet. But I want it to be my decision and my decision only. I need it to be my decision.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?”

Daniel allowed himself a moment’s hesitation to think about it. “I think I do. Am I scared? Yes, very; but it’s not because I don’t trust you. It’s because I’m scared of the fantasies which are forming in my mind. It’s nothing I ever imagined.”

“I’m learning. I’m going to need Anna to help me to understand what I am feeling. Right now, I have the urge to humiliate you and make you weaker. The weaker you get, the stronger I get. I have that urge because I see it excites you; and that excites me.” She rocked faster. “You are nobody compared to me.”

“I know Mistress.” He responded, recognising she was close to orgasm.

“You are filth compared to me.”

“I’m very sorry Mistress. You are right, I am filth.”

Out of nowhere, he was hit in the face with her spit, which was closely followed by a fast hard slap. “You deserve to be punished for the way you treated me until now.” She told him, slapping the other cheek. “You will be punished! I’ve always been a goddess and deserved to have been treated as such.” And she spat on him again.

“Thank you Mistress. And I’m sorry Mistress.”

She slapped him again. “Shut up, slut! Fucking little bitch. You’re going to start pulling your weight around here. You will get up first in the morning and get the kids ready for school. You’ll cook dinner. And I’m tired of cleaning after you. You will do that after work too. Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress!” He replied without hesitation.

“You will then grovel to suck on my toes, and lick my feet!”

“Oh fuck!” Daniel moaned, worried he might cum soon. “Y…yes Mistress!”

“You little shit! Don’t you dare cum before me, or you’ll be licking me after!”

“I…” Daniel couldn’t hold back, and he came hard and deep inside her. The slap on his face fell faster and harder than he thought it would; yet he knew she would be pissed off.

“FUCK! I was close you little cunt!” She cried out, slapping him again.

“I…Marie…” He started; suddenly feeling like everything was a mistake. Libido, why have you forsaken me? He thought.

Marie’s eyes went wide. “Oh no! Just because you got to cum doesn’t mean I’m letting you back out of this! We’re in for the long-haul.” Marie climbed up his body and planted her soaked pussy on his face. “Get fucking licking, and you’d better make me orgasm fast!” She hissed.

Daniel had never licked her pussy after making love, so the initial reaction when his sperm hit his mouth was one of disgust. The taste didn’t bother him; it didn’t taste of anything really; just the thought of what he was doing made his gag reflex cut in.

When Marie finally climaxed, she climbed off him and stated, “I think we need to start doing that every time we fuck.” Then she looked him over, and stifled a laugh. “Honey, I think you enjoyed that a little more than you’re letting on.” Daniel looked down at his penis and saw it jutting straight up again. “I think it’s going to be hard night for you.”

Marie stood up and pulled down the bag of old lingerie she had been sorting through just weeks before. Back then she was considering binning it, or giving the clothes to charity. Now she saw potential in them. They would no longer be her clothes, her lingerie, but his. Pulling out a short peach satin camisole and matching French knickers, she threw them at Daniel. “Put these on.” Daniel stared in shock at the sexy lingerie, running his fingers along the lace trim. “And don’t even dare think about masturbating like you did the other night!” Daniel was horrified to realise that she had seen him. He had thought she was fast asleep. “Set your alarm for 6am. You will make breakfast for us all, and clean the kitchen, all before the kids get up. Understand?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good night slave.” She purred, enjoying saying those words.

“Good night Mistress.” He replied, wondering if he would get any sleep.
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Daniel quickly fell into a routine for the first month of his slavery. He became more attentive, sex was more fun, and he actually found himself enjoying coming home at night. From a professional point of view, he found that he was actually stricter, more professional, and focused at work; as if his personal and professional life had become a yin and yang of dominance versus submission. His presentations were crisp, he was confident in front of the customer, and the customers gained a greater sense of trust in him.

“Dude!” Colin had said when Daniel closed a major deal for the sales team. “You’re a changed man! Was I right or was I right? You just needed to speak to her right?”

Daniel grinned. “Something like that. Yes, you were right; she was not having an affair.”

“Well whatever it was, I’m glad you’ve got it sorted, because we’ve got the old Daniel back, and then some!”

At home, Marie was still the kind and loving human being she always was, but there was an extra twist, a dark side which came out when she wanted or needed it. When she wanted something done, she made it clear. For example; Marie was not happy with the colour of the entrance hall walls. It was something which had been bugging her for a while; in fact, the choice of colour was his, and she had had little say in the matter at the time. Not so anymore.

“I want the entrance hall painted apple green, as I wanted in the first place.” She announced one day over dinner. “Daniel.” She only ever called him Daniel like that when she wanted something doing or else. “Daniel, you will paint it this weekend. Okay?”

“Yes dear…” he began. “But, don’t you think it looks better in blue? It goes with the sofa in the entrance hall.”

Marie wiped her mouth and pushed her chair back. “Kids, sit here and finish your food. Daniel, come with me, I’d like you to take a look at something.”

Confused, Daniel got up and followed his sexy wife through the kitchen, where she stopped to pick up a small wooden chopping board, and then continued into the bedroom where waited for Daniel to enter before she shut the door.

“Pants down, bend over the bed.” She told him calmly.

Daniel’s hands began to shake. This would be his first real punishment. He unbuckled his belt and trousers and dropped them to the floor, worrying about how bad the wooden board would hurt.

Marie stared at the boxer shorts he was wearing and frowned. “What happened to the panties I gave you?” She asked.

“They’re in the drawer, erm, Mistress.” He had been too nervous to put the panties on of his own accord. As long as he had male underwear to choose from, he would wear it; after all, what if someone saw the lacy lining popping up, like he had on Phillip? What if he had a visible panty line under his suit trousers?

“And why aren’t they on you?” She asked, pulling down the boxers.

“Erm, I…don’t know…I guess I just…” He stuttered as he bent over.

She began to hit him hard with the makeshift paddle. “You…do…not…guess…anything. You…just…do…as…you…are…told!” She screamed, interspersing each word with a hit of the paddle. “Now, why are you being punished?” She asked him.

“Erm, because I didn’t wear panties?”

She hit his ass hard. “Wrong! I’ll give you a much different punishment for that! Why?”

“Because I didn’t want to change the paint colour in the lobby?”

She hit him again. “Wrong! Why?”

He looked around confused. “I don’t know.” He said, honestly.

She hit him another dozen times, until his ass was almost purple, then told him to go stand in the corner with his pants down. She grabbed a silk scarf from the dresser and walked over to him. “Face the wall, hands behind your back.” He did as he was told, and she tied him up. “You will stand here and think about why I’m angry. I’ll be back later. If you don’t know by then, I’ll have to think up some sort of more serious punishment.” Looking down at his penis, almost fully erect, she grabbed it and began rubbing it furiously, listening to his panting getting more and more frequent, deeper, louder. And just when he was about to orgasm, she stopped, took an elastic band off the dresser and wrapped it around the base of his cock. “Just to make you that little bit more uncomfortable.”

She walked away, locking the door behind her and taking the key. She set back down to eat.

“Where’s daddy?” Kaitlin asked.

“Having a rest honey. He’s had a hard day.” Marie responded with a kind, caring voice.

“Oh, poor daddy.” The little girl replied with a sad face.

Marie stifled a laugh, putting her hand in front of her mouth. “Poor daddy.” She mumbled, thinking about how excited she was when she hit Daniel. It was not so much the physical act of hurting him that excited her; that was more stress relief than anything else; but rather the fact that he had a staunching erection. It stuck out like a flag pole. And the more she hit him, the more it bounced, the more she wanted to hit him again. It was a massive turn on for her.

On the other hand, Daniel stood there, pants around his legs, trying to work out what he had done to disappoint her. Looking down, he began to question what was going on in his mind, given that his cock was stood erect pointing at the wall, now in some amount pain as it tried to grow even more in response to the position he was in.

“Got to work out what I did wrong.” He told himself, and began flicking through his memory of the evening. Marie had talked about the lobby, how she wanted it painting, then he questioned her choice of… “Oh.” With a sigh, a small smile formed on Daniel’s lips. He reached with his fingers and felt his burning bottom. “Hmm. I could get used to this.”

It was some hours later before Marie unlocked the door. He listened as she spent a good few minutes opening and closing drawers and cupboards. Next, he heard her change clothes. “Turn around.” She said seductively.

“Holy fuck!” He gasped. “When did you get those?”

“I bought these a couple of weeks ago, and was saving them for a special occasion. I guess now is that occasion.” She laughed. There she stood in a red latex body, fishnet tights, red patent leather thigh-high boots, complete with four inch heels; red latex arm gloves; her dark brown hair pulled back tight into a long pony-tail. In her hand she held a matching red cat-of-nine-tails whip, and her eyes were blacker than coal. She had evil written all over her. Stepping forward seductively, she purred; “are you ready to begin?”

Daniel gulped and nodded quickly.

“Very good. Kneel down.” Cautiously, with his hands still tied up, Daniel began to lower himself to her feet. “Faster bitch!” She screamed, slamming the whip down on his back.

“Argh! FUCK!” He cried out in pain. The pain seared through him like thousands of needles penetrating his back all at once. Daniel began to question whether or not he would be able to stand so much pain, but as he looked up and saw her panting in excitement, he realised he had to see it through, for her sake at the very least, but also to expand his own sexual horizons.

“Your stop word is Mango. I hope you don’t use it. Now kiss my feet.” After a small struggle with his hands still tied behind his back, he lowered his face to the new boots and began kissing them. “Lick them.” She purred quietly, staring down at him with a smile of power. “All over. Suck the heel like a little cock.” She laughed as she pushed the heel in and out of his mouth. “Suck it, cocksucker!” She now hissed, her face awash with lust. He could almost feel the heat radiating from her pussy from down where he was; her breathing had changed and now she was panting deeper and faster; as was he. “Suck it! Lick it!”

Daniel was on the verge of coming, and he was not actually doing anything to his penis. He hadn’t experienced something like that since he was thirteen and had seen some light lesbian erotica on television.

“Enough! Stop!” She cried out, pulling the heel away, untying him, and walking to the bed. “Crawl around the floor like a dog.” He did exactly that, crawling. “Bark!”

“Woof, woof, woof.” Daniel felt ridiculous, but he couldn’t get over how turned on he was by the humiliation.

Marie burst out laughing. “You are a fucking pussy! Stop. Get up and go to your underwear drawer.”

Daniel stood and walked over to the drawer. Upon opening it, he discovered what she had done; all his usual boxer shorts were gone, replaced with her old bras, panties, suspender belts, nightgowns, and stockings. “Put on the matching pink bra, panties, suspender set. The ones with the small embroidered polka-dots.” She ordered. Daniel did as she asked and put the clothes on quickly. “Tonight, after we finish, you will go into the bathroom and take a shower, using the Veet I have there to remove all your body hair. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I understand Mistress.”

“Good.” She sat back and played with her iPhone for a few minutes. Daniel stood there; very self-conscious that he was naked. Finally, music started to play from the phone. “Now, dance for me; sexily.” It was some old shitty Britney Spears track. Daniel slowly began to move to the music, with no rhythm or grace. Marie was in stitches laughing as he danced around in the pretty lingerie, blissfully unaware that she was recording him on the iPhone at the same time. “Wow, you are such a pussy! Rub your clitoris.” He pulled out his cock and started to rub it. “I didn’t say wank you filthy pig! I said rub your clitoris!”

He stared at her, confused. “I…don’t have a clitoris.”

“Nonsense! All whores like you have a clitoris. Put your hand on your panties and rub there.”

Finally, he understood and began to rub. Still she was recording him.

“Enough. Bend over the bed and begin counting how many hits I give you. I want you to thank me for each one.” She walked over with the whip and began laying into him; not holding back in the slightest. He screamed with each hit of the straps, counting and thanking for each one that hit. He managed thirty and was about to use the stop word when she stopped by herself. “Good. Now tell me why I was angry at you earlier and I may let you rest a little.”

“Mistress, you were angry because I questioned you.”

“Very good, slut!” She gushed; truly surprised he got it; which he never would have in the past. “I’m pleased. Tomorrow you will be punished again though. Thirty more hits of the whip, until you finally get it through your thick skull that your life as a man is over. Your life is now that as a foot stool, a tool, a utensil. All of them mine. Got that?”

“Yes Mistress. Thank you Mistress.”

“Good. Kiss my feet and go have that shower.” Daniel did just that and headed for the shower. “Dan, stop.”

“Yes Mistress?” He asked, stopping in his tracks.

She smiled. “Mistress aside for now. How are you?”

Daniel gave the question some thought, then answered. “Relieved, Mistress. Very much relieved.”

The response gave Marie pause for thought. Whilst it was undeniable that it was a positive answer; she was not totally sure what he meant by it. Was he relieved that it was not as hard as he thought it would be? Was he relieved he could be someone else? What was he relieved about, she wondered.

She switched back to Mistress mode. “When you’ve finished your shower, put your lingerie back on, and come back here.”

“Yes Mistress.” He nodded with a bow, and left.

“Hmm.” She thought, realizing a bow was not appropriate for a transvestite slave. A curtsey would be more becoming, she reasoned, before standing up and walking to his lingerie drawer.

Lingerie drawer. That would take some getting used to, but it excited her to realise what power she had over her husband. Pulling out a short pink and black lace trim chiffon baby-doll, she gave herself a little smile, wondering how Daniel would look in it. Then with a little skip, she placed the item on his side of the bed, and took her red latex body off. Her hose were crotchless, so she spread her legs, waiting for her husband to return.

In the bathroom, Daniel struggled to get the Veet everywhere it needed to go, but not being massively hairy to begin with, he managed without breaking his neck. After reading the instructions, he waited the allocated five minutes for it to work, then showered off, helping the hairs come down using the spatula; again struggling with his backside. Happy with the end result though, he put the lingerie back on, which he was actually strangely quite looking forward to, and headed back to the bedroom.

In the room, he was made to turnaround for inspection by Marie. “Very good girlie. Now put the nightie on.” With a gulp, he slid the nightie over his head. His apprehension was not around what he might look like with the nightie on, but rather that he might enjoy it too much; something he was finding with the lingerie itself. “Very cute.” Marie smiled, taking a quick picture with the iPhone. “Now a little make-up. It’s all laid out on the dresser. I want to see how you would put it on.”

He sat down and looked at the tubes, dishes and sticks in horror. “But…Mistress…I don’t know how to put make-up on.”

“Well you seemed to have no hesitation in telling me that I didn’t put enough make-up on that time when we went to your company do, did you?” She admonished him. He thought back to that night and cringed. It was a massive blow up, one which almost ended in divorce. He had been in a foul mood all day, and when she spent over two hours getting ready, he began criticising everything about her. She didn’t have the right clothes on, she was too ‘plain Jane’; her hair looked greasy; and was she wearing make-up? He honestly couldn’t tell. Once he criticised the make-up, it was fair game for a fight, and boy did they fight. Mark had advised them to go home because they were bringing down everyone else with their negativity. “Surely, you must be an expert. Put it on. Quick, quick. If you don’t do a good job of it, then I’ll whip you again, and you’ll get an hour in the naughty corner before bed.”

“Yes Mistress.” He gulped; taking the foundation and smearing it onto his face. He followed that with powder, blush, eye-shadow, liner, mascara, and lipstick. When he looked in the mirror, he actually thought he looked quite cute. Upon turning around though, he received quite a different reaction that he expected.

“Oh my god! I have to get a photo of this!” Marie laughed, sitting up with the phone. “You look like a fucking whore. Fantastic.”

“So I put it on like an expert?” He asked, already guessing the answer.

“Like an expert whore, yeah. Not exactly what I had in mind though.” She said, standing up. “Bend over again.” With a sigh, he leaned over the bed, resting on his arms. She pulled down his panties and threw the babydoll forward. “A sigh? We’ll double the number of strikes then. Thirty should do it.”

“No, Mistress, please.”

“Thirty five. Want to complain some more?”

“No Mistress.” He replied, starting to sob.

With heavy force she hit him five times in a row; making him scream in pain so loud she was worried the kids might hear. Walking over to the laundry basket, she pulled out her panties from the day before, and bringing them back, stuffed them into his mouth.

“There, that should shut you up.” She began the whipping again. He screamed almost the whole time, up to twenty-six, when he started shouting, “mafho! MAFHO!” She wasn’t stupid. She knew he was saying mango, his stop word; but instead of stopping immediately, she felt the urge to continue. He was not tied up, he was free to move, he could spit the panties out if he wanted and say mango; but he did no such thing. And quite frankly, the idea that she was forcing him to go further was turning her on. She didn’t want to stop. She wanted to hit him again. His cock was hard, which was another sign that he was turned on.

Marie continued to whip him, all the while listening to his screams, seeing him flinch but not move away. She hit thirty-five and really wanted to continue, so she did. He was in tears now; his cock was dripping from the tip, and she began to wonder if she could make him cum like this. That most of the physical attraction of BDSM was actually in the psychology of the situation, Marie already knew; but could it really work on Daniel?

“I heard your stop word slut.” Marie purred, her heals tapping the floor as she walked back and forth behind him. “But I simply didn’t want to stop. I want you to beg me to stop, and do you know what? I’m going to ignore you. I want you to suffer, you disgusting piece of shit! You’re a bug on the ground compared to me!” She followed that sentence with five quick slaps of the whip. “You disgusting little worm, with your tiny little cock. Can’t even sat-tis-fy-me!” She highlighted each syllable and word with hard slaps of the whip.

Something very strange was happening with Daniel now. The pain had gone further. His head was spinning and he felt high. Every hit no longer hurt, but intensified an unfamiliar sensation in his anus and groin. He felt like he was having an out of body experience.

Marie was slapping away with the whip now, no longer talking, because she was shocked that Daniel was taking the hits without any screams. It reached a point where she wondered if she was going to scar him, given that his skin was welting pretty badly. And then out of nowhere, he let loose a deep, long moan and his body shook. “Morph! Morph! HARFA, HARFA!” More, more! Harder, harder! She was only too glad to assist, striking his back as well as his behind. She was whipping him with clenched teeth at a rate of two per second when all of a sudden, he came all over the bed; what seemed like pints. He collapsed forward and began panting.

For her effort, Marie was a little confused as to what just happened. She stared at her sissified husband, laying there on the bed; a drunken smile washed over his dazed face; his back and ass a mixture of purple, red, and blue from the very severe beating; and she found herself a little jealous of the state he was in.

“Are you okay?” She asked him, seemingly afraid to go near him.

“Ohhhh…myyy…god. That was unbelievable.” He moaned.

“What just happened?”

“I don’t know but it was amazing. It’s as if I left my body for a moment and all pain turned into pleasure.”

She stared at the sores and blisters appearing on him. “Well that’s gonna hurt come morning. I better put some cream on it.” She picked up some body lotion and rubbed it all over his back and ass. Once done, she pulled up his panties and lowered the babydoll.

“Come lick my pussy.” She ordered, climbing on the bed. He slowly crawled up to her and began licking and sucking that warm pussy. Minutes later, she was moaning and clawing at his hair, pulling his face deeper into her wet sex. “Turn over.” Daniel rolled onto his back. “Your cock is not hard. Get hard.”

“Erm…I…don’t know how.” His head was still spinning and frankly what he needed was a hug.

“You pathetic little worm! Do I need to go out and find a real man to fuck me?” She screamed at him, slapping her hand down on his testicles. She stared as his cock bounced and suddenly became rock hard. “There, that wasn’t so difficult, was it sissy?”

“No Mistress.”

She climbed on and lowered herself down slowly. He was big, she knew that, but she didn’t want him thinking that. “Is it in?” She whined. “I can barely feel it.” Slowly, she lifted herself up and down him, leaning forward so her breasts hung down. “Oh…I wish I could have a real man’s cock. Would you like that sissy? To see me with a real man? Please, get me a real man.”

“I will Mistress!”

“Do you promise?”

“Yes, I promise! You can fuck whoever you like.”

“I wish I could fuck a real man now, not your wimpy little cock!” She dug her heel into his leg. “Move it! Fuck me properly! I want to be able to feel something! Imagine how fantastic it would be for you. Serving me and my lover. Bringing us drinks and food in bed as he fucks me all night long. Mmmm…”

“Oh fuck!” And out of nowhere, he came deep and hard inside her.

Worried she would be pissed off; he was genuinely relieved when she began giggling. “Someone was a bit turned on, huh?”

“Are…are you really going to fuck someone else?” He asked her, not sure if he really wanted her to anymore.

Marie shrugged. “I don’t know yet. Maybe one day. Why?”

“No reason.” He replied, nervous.

She climbed off his cock and started to move her head up. “Now lick me clean.” She told him.

“Erm…I don’t know. I don’t think I can.”

“I don’t think I gave you a choice.”

“Marie…”

“Don’t Marie me, not unless you want a hundred more whips.”

Daniel was suddenly confused by the conflicting emotions he was feeling. He wanted all the stuff she was suggesting, but his brain was screaming no. His mouth found her pussy and felt the first drip of his cum land straight into his mouth and once again he felt initially repulsed, only to eventually get into it.

The tense, sexually charged situation of forcing her husband to lick her used pussy allowed Marie to picture the scene in her head, but instead of it being his cock which had been inside her, she pictured someone else’s. Marie drew upon Daniel’s fantasy, herself picturing the dark blue room, the moonlight hitting the shiny sweat covered bodies. The muscular Adonis of a man taking her in his arms and plunging into her deeply, in time to her movements, sensing her enjoyment. She could almost feel it; that bric-a-brac connection of penis and vagina, hitting the sweet spot perfectly. She saw her back arch with pleasure, a pained expression as she struggled to control that mightiest of orgasm, and just when she thought she was done, he continued and it just didn’t stop. Her hands reach behind his back as she claws at him almost begging him to never ever stop. And after coming again, he draws back; all that way; so big, so powerful, so used so perfectly, with just the right amount of pain as to draw pleasure. And in he goes, that final slam forward, as she feels him pulsate deep inside her, over and over again.

Daniel is there, watching the whole time, dressed as a sweet sissy maid. She beckons him over with a single finger and an evil smile. He knows what is about to come. As the Adonis pulls out and away, Daniel moves between her legs. With one sad, scared look, he begs her not to make him do it, but she just looks down at him and smiles once more. No slut, there is no way out of this, she thinks, pulling at his hair. She sees his tongue tentatively reach out and make contact with what her lover has left behind. It is at that moment she feels that she has ultimate power of Daniel and she is woken from the fantasy world to find herself screaming curse words as she comes hard onto Daniel’s face. Expletive after expletive leaves her mouth as she experiences her own out of body experience.

Collapsing on the bed, she lay there panting with the widest smile she had ever had.

During that month, Marie had also been looking for work. After sending out many different feelers, trying to push her CV out via Linkedin, and even calling a few places, she was about to give up hope and maybe consider going back to college, when she eventually received an invitation to opening interviews with Raine and Doverman, a financial services corporation which handled all sorts of consulting services for larger corporations, from administration of firms going into bankruptcy, to tax analysis and management, Marie’s specialty. It was a recommendation which had come from Trudy.

Marie thought about what to do with Janine and decided she would see if she could put her in Kaitlin’s kindergarten. Well, it wasn’t really a kindergarten, more a playgroup. Dialling the kindergarten, she asked if it would be possible.

“How old is little Janine?” They asked.

“She’s two and a half.”

“Oh I’m sorry. We only take kids from three.”

Searching the internet for infant playgroups, Marie eventually found one in the Roswell area, and after a quick phone call, headed over there to enrol Janine.

The following day, she went for her first interview, determined to get the job.
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The messenger box buzzed on Daniel’s PC and popped up on his screen. It was from Mark Wright, his boss. Mark was okay, he valued good work, whilst at the same time was tough when he needed to be. The problem was that Mark could be a little too transparent sometimes, and it made Daniel worried, especially when it came to the layoffs which had been happening.

Whenever Daniel received these types of open-ended messages which Daniel hated; he knew that they could end up really well, or really bad.

Daniel…my office please. M.

Fantastic. Daniel immediately began wondering if he screwed something up at some point. No matter how hard he had been working lately, it was a possibility. Generally, his colleagues had a major problem with him. Daniel had always been a go-getter, knowing that business was war and that you had to get yourself a little bloody to win. There was one time where he was closing deal after deal that he felt he was a machine, and that there was almost no line he would not cross, within the law, to close a deal. That was until he was in Vegas with a potential client, a woman called Jenny Lawson. They had had dinner, played some blackjack in the casino and end up in a strip-club. Again, not a problem, Daniel had no problem with strip-clubs. Then Jenny came up with an idea. She paid a stripper nearly a thousand dollars to come back to the hotel room with her. “You’re coming too!” She told Daniel. “If you know what is good for you.”

That was the line Daniel couldn’t cross. Much as he found Jenny sexy; she was in her late forties, no kids, a real cougar; looked like Jane Seymour; he could not cheat on Marie. He still closed the deal though.

With a sigh, Daniel stood, locked his computer, and headed over to the boss’ office. “What’s up Mark?” Daniel said, stepping into the office.

Mark looked up from his laptop. “Hey Dan, shut the door please.”

Daniel shut the door and sat down in the chairs in front of the large mahogany desk. “Problem?” Daniel asked, trying to push forward to the point as quick as possible. Better to get it over and done with.

With a smile, Mark shook his head quickly. “No, no. The opposite in fact. I’ve been going over your numbers and the responses from your CSATs, and I have to say I’m thoroughly impressed. Your clients are happy; we’re happy. In fact, I have to say I personally have seen a massive improvement in you over the past month. You seem like a changed man.

“As such, we are giving you a promotion as part of this month’s review cycle, and a raise. The documents are being drawn up, but your title will be Grocery Division Leader.”

Daniel was gobsmacked. “Wow, thank you Mark. This is great news. Thanks!”

“Not at all. There are some fringe benefits of course; more time off and things, but I think you’ll read them all in the addendum to your contract.” Mark stood and held out his hand. “Thanks for the great work Dan.”

Daniel stood and shook the hand. “Thank you Mark. You’ve made my day.”

“I’ve really seen an improvement in your work, which was already good to begin with. What’s changed?”

“Nothing really. Just an improvement at home.”

“Well, maybe you can share it with everyone else. I get the feeling we all need an improvement like that sometimes.” Mark laughed.

Feeling the pink lacy thong sit tight against his anus, Daniel frowned and laughed nervously. Part of him would’ve loved to have shared it with the office. Those panties would rise higher during the day, and it wasn’t just the way he was sitting, but rather that subconsciously he was pulling on the panties, as if he wanted to get found out.

“Well, anyway,” Mark said, suddenly nervous, as if realising he had touched a sore spot. “That’ll be all.”

“Thank you Mark.” Daniel said with a smile and left quickly, wondering if the thong was visible.

Returning back to his office, Daniel thought about calling his wife to tell her the good news. Before doing so though, he began to consider what his wife might be doing at home. He wondered if she was sleeping with someone else, silently hoping that she was as he rubbed himself under the table. It was something which had been occupying his thoughts increasingly frequently. Why? He couldn’t really explain it, but it seemed like the ultimate fantasy.

Picking up his phone, he pressed her name in the frequent contacts list and waited. The moment she answered, he dived into his news. “Hey honey, you’ll never guess what?” He said.

“I got the job!” She squealed into the phone.

“Huh?” Daniel responded, somewhat blindsided.

“I went for my third round of interviews at Raine and Doverman, and got the job.”

Daniel paused for a moment. “I didn’t even know you went for a first round.”

“That’s because I didn’t tell you.” She said coolly. “Don’t I get any congratulations?”

Suddenly, Daniel came to his senses. “Of course. Sorry, yes, well done you.” He told her insincerely. The fact that she was going to be working was not an issue, but he had different concerns. The kids got to see hardly any of him as it was, what would it be like for them without seeing their mom so often? Kaitlin was in playgroup already, but not the whole day. If Marie would be at work, then Kaitlin would end up staying the full day. What if she ended up working more hours than him? How would they cope? What if she got stressed? What if she ended up earning more than him?

“What’s the problem Daniel?” Marie asked him, knowing full well it was jealousy.

“Nothing Marie.” He said quickly. “It’s my own shit to sort out.”

“Nothing Mistress.” She corrected.

“Yes, sorry, nothing Mistress.” Daniel said quietly, looking at his open office door.

“You will be punished severely. This selfishness on your part must end, is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress; sorry Mistress.” He told her, trying to keep his voice down and feeling his penis swell.

“You are filth, and nothing but filth, got that?”

“Yes Mistress, I am filth.” He almost whispered.

“Louder.”

“Yes Mistress, I am filth.”

“Say, I’m a little sissy bitch and I’m sorry I’m not man enough for you.”

“I’m a little sissy bitch and I’m sorry I’m not man enough for you.”

“Good, now what was it you wanted to tell me, bitch?”

It all seemed so insignificant now. He didn’t feel good enough to tell her what had happened to him, as if it was nothing compared to her vast awe. “I doesn’t matter.”

“No, tell me.” She stated firmly.

“Well, I’ve been promoted to Division Leader. I’ll have more money, and I’ll have more free time. I won’t need to travel so often.”

Daniel could hear the joy in her voice. “Why that’s wonderful Daniel! Why did you think that was not important?”

“I didn’t want to take anything away from your good news.”

“Oh don’t be silly. I love you more than life itself, you know that! Of course I want to know news like that. Tell you what, why don’t I call the sitter and we can go out for dinner tonight to celebrate?”

With a smile, Daniel nodded. “Sure, let’s do that.”

“Now say good bye to your Mistress.”

“Good bye Mistress. I love you very much.”

They made arrangements to meet at home to allow her time to get ready. Claire, the sitter, arrived at just after seven-thirty and Marie was just putting the finishing touches to her ensemble. As a treat for getting the job, she allowed herself a dip into her credit card funds, purchasing a short black lace Dolce and Gabbana dress. Sure it cost her nearly two thousand dollars, and sure she might be paying it off for a couple of months, but she deserved it.

“You look amazing.” Daniel said, his jaw dropping when he saw her in the dress. “Truly amazing.”

Marie looked at her husband, in a nice blue shirt and pressed black trousers, knowing he had black panties, a black garter belt and black stockings underneath, and something dominant came over her again. “The dress cost two thousand dollars. Make sure you pay off my credit card bill before the due date.” She told him in front of the sitter.

“Yes.” He replied nervously.

“Yes what?” Marie asked with a cheeky grin. Daniel’s eyes shift sheepishly from Marie to Claire, who was now staring at him with a grin of her own, as if she knew exactly what was what.

“Yes Mistress.” Daniel stated, his eyes suddenly downcast.

Claire clapped and burst out laughing. “You two are just like Anna and Phillip.”

Now it was Marie’s turn to be surprised. “You know them?”

“I sit for them all the time. Anna is so cool!” The nineteen year old gushed. “I love the way she treats Phillip and how she brings men home after their dates sometime. I wanna be just like her.”

Marie grinned. “Well that makes two of us, I guess.” Marie picked up her purse. “The kids are already in bed, but I doubt they’re asleep yet, so check up on them every so often. Other than that, we should be back by eleven.”

“Hey, go out, it’s Friday night, enjoy yourself. I can be as late as you need, just text me updates if you plan to be late.”

“Cool, thanks. There’s pizza in the freezer, or whatever you want out of the fridge. The parental code for the cable is nine, two, nine, six.”

“Thanks. I ate but I might nibble something later.”

They headed out and got into their Toyota Corolla. “I hope you don’t mind, but I took the liberty of reserving Aria.” Daniel told her.

“Oh, very posh!” Marie laughed. “Thank you, that’ll be lovely. What a good little slave you are!”

Aria was one of Atlanta’s top restaurants. Daniel had never taken Marie, instead only going there with clients. Some years ago, he had wanted to take her, but Marie had protested that it was a waste of money and that wings would be enough. Obviously, she was getting used to the highlife and wanted something a little better, which was fine by Daniel. Quite frankly, he couldn’t imagine taking Marie out in a D&G dress and ending up in some sort of Southern Barbecue place.

Dinner consisted of smoked salmon, crab cakes, and amazing short ribs. The mashed potatoes were to die for. It was as they were about to order desert that Daniel spied the arrival of Anna and Phillip, who he had not seen since that night out at the club. Anna looked stunning in a short red dress. Gone was her dominatrix look, in favour of another look entirely. They would later discover that it was her available for sex look.

“It’s Anna and Phillip.” Daniel pointed out. “We should ask them to join us.”

“To give me more ideas?” Marie asked with a grin.

“Maybe.” Daniel laughed. “No seriously. Let’s ask them over.”

He caught their eye as the Maître’ d led them to a different table. Pointing them out, the couple were led over to Anna and Phillip.

“Hey guys! Long time, no see!” Phillip gushed, kissing Marie on the cheek and shaking Daniel’s hand.

“Yeah, I was beginning to worry.” Anna stated.

Marie gave a quick glance at Daniel. “Oh, we’ve been pretty busy, thanks to you.”

“Well I’m glad we were able to help.” Anna pointed at the table. “Are you done or may we join you?”

“Actually, we were about to order desert, but you are welcome to join us, if we are not disturbing date night?”

“No, no.” Phillip explained. “The sitter is with the kids tonight, so we are glad of the break.”

“The reserve sitter actually.” Anna explained. “I do believe our normal sitter is with you tonight?” The group burst out laughing at the situation. “Seriously though, do you mind hanging with us whilst we eat mains and try to catch up with you guys?”

“No problem, glad to have you with us, isn’t that right Mistress?” Daniel asked brazenly with a wink.

“Mistress? In public, so soon? Impressive.” Purred Anna.

“Please, join us.” Marie told them.

They talked for some time, the women about life, kids, clothes; the men about work, golf, and football.

“You see, the thing about Brady is, he loses a Superbowl, but there he is right back up there trying again. The fucker doesn’t give up.”

“He’s one hell of a player. What about the college games? Think Tech has a chance this year?”

“Like hell man. I went to State.”

“Ah, no wonder you wear panties.”

“Dude!” Phillip cried out, almost choking on his wine. “I’d like to see what you have under those pants!”

“I bet you would! ‘Cause you went to State!”

Marie chimed in. “He has black satin booty cut lace panties, matching garter belt and stockings.”

Everyone burst out laughing as Daniel turned a hundred shades of red in embarrassment. “Thanks!”

“I went to State too don’t forget.” Marie replied.

“Ah yeah.” Daniel looked at Anna. “You?”

“MIT.”

“Oh…look at Miss Smartypants here.” Daniel sang.

Anna leaned forward and grabbed his chin. “Miss Smartypants can make it so that you won’t be able to shit right for a week by pushing her foot inside your ass.”

Daniel gulped and nodded. “Sorry.”

“Where are you going after this?” Anna asked Marie.

“Probably just home.”

“Come out dancing with us.” Anna said, slapping Marie’s arm.

“No…” Marie replied politely. “We’ve got Claire at home waiting.”

“Claire will be fine.” Phillip pointed out.

“Yeah the number of times we left the kids with her until all hours of the morning.” Anna agreed.

Marie looked at Daniel, who simply shrugged. “Fine by me.”

They were in the noisy club on their third round of drinks, when Marie pulled out her phone and texted Claire that they would be a while longer. She held onto the phone nervously until she received a response. It came quickly.

No problem. All OK here. Kids asleep. Enjoy! C.

Satisfied that all was okay at home, Marie felt herself relax. It was never easy leaving the kids at home with someone else, but with each time it got better. Claire was a good girl and someone they had come to trust.

“What are you guys talking about?” Marie asked Daniel and Phillip.

“Phillip is going out golfing this Sunday. Asked if I wanted to join.” Daniel bit his bottom lip. “I said I would ask you.”

Marie couldn’t help but smile. “Of course honey. Go enjoy yourself.”

“Really?”

“Sure, you’ll make it up to me when you get home.”

“Oh…okay…” Daniel responded tentatively, earning a loud laugh from Anna.

“Men are so easy to manipulate.” Anna shouted over the music, looking around the room, as if scanning it.

“Who are you looking for?” Marie asked.

“A guy called Jason. I fuck him every so often. He’s pretty cool, doesn’t mind Phillip being in the room and stuff. And he’s hot as fuck. He’s usually here, but I can’t see him.”

“You don’t prearrange this sort of thing?”

“Sometimes, but tonight was a spur of the moment thing. I texted him to say I would be here, but he didn’t reply, which could mean anything.” She looked around again and suddenly jumped up straight and waved her arm like a giddy school-girl. “Jason!” She called out. The tall blonde man walked over, his beige sweater pulled tight over his toned body.

“Oh my.” Marie stated, waving her hand in a fan-like motion.

Anna stuck her tongue out and smiled. “Hunk, huh?”

“How old is he?”

“Thirty-nine. Older than me by five years.” She whispered quickly, and then jumped into the man’s arms. “Hi honey!”

“Hey babe. Good job you wrote, I was beginning to think I would need to call you.” The stud told her, brazenly feeling Anna’s ass through the thin red dress she had on. He looked up at Phillip and nodded at him. “Hey sissy. Ready to see me plough your wife again tonight?”

“Yes sir.”

Jason looked at the couple they were with, and then turned back to Phillip. “Do I need to spank you again this time?”

“No sir, I’ll get you your drink faster this time.”

“Good.” Jason turned to Marie. “Now who’s this pretty thing?” Jason asked, wrapping a hand around Marie’s waist and pulling her to him.

Anna grinned. “This is my friend Marie. If you want her to join us, I’m sure she won’t mind, will you Marie?”

Suddenly, it was all very real for Marie. She began to wonder if she could really be unfaithful to the man she loved. Did she really need it or was it all just a great fantasy? Marie looked over at Daniel and felt a tingle travel down her spine; he was smiling. It felt amazing to flirt so brazenly, and she loved that such a hunk found her sexy, but fantasy was very different from reality. What if Daniel went weird? Daniel had this annoying habit of saying he was okay with something, only to pin blame later on.

Her pussy tingled with desire. Jason really was sexy, and a three-way with Anna would be so erotic.

“Would you come with me, if I was to do it?” Marie almost whispered to Daniel, her throat dry.

Daniel leaned forward and was about to speak, when he thought better of it. He held his head next to hers for a moment, then said, “no, you go enjoy this first time. I’m sure we’ll have our times. I’ll wait for you at home.”

“Are you sure?” Marie asked again.

“I’m sure.” Downing his drink, Daniel turned to the others. “It’s been a pleasure. I’m a little tired and I need to relieve the babysitter.”

Anna whined a little, but Phillip understood completely. “See you on the course.”

Jason smiled. “You golf man?”

Daniel nodded. “I try.”

“What’s your handicap?”

“Ninety-eight.”

“Dude! Mind if I join you guys?”

Daniel and Phillip looked at each other and shrugged. “Sure. Sunday good?”

“Yeah.”

“We can travel together. Are you spending the weekend?” Phillip asked his wife’s lover.

“Sure thing.”

Daniel shook hands with the group, kissed Anna on the cheek, and kissed his wife. “Enjoy yourself honey. I love you.”

“I love you Daniel.”

Daniel felt her stare as he headed out of the bar. He wondered if she would really go through with it; dominant as she was, he knew when she was nervous, and this was a time when she was most obviously nervous. His answer came as he backing out of the car park, when the passenger door opened and Marie jumped in.

“I…I can’t do it.” Marie panted. “I simply just can’t picture it. I can’t…”

Daniel wrapped a hand around the back of her head and rubbed her. “Honey, it’s okay. Don’t worry.”

They didn’t say a word to each other for the entire journey home.

As they stepped through the door and into their living room, they found Claire stretched out on the sofa watching a horror movie. Claire looked up at them and smiled.

“No date then?” She asked.

“Huh?”

“Just that when Anna and Phillip get home, Anna usually brings a date home.”

Marie frowned. “I was almost their date, with a guy called Jason.”

“I’ve met Jason. Why didn’t you go?”

With a pause, Marie seemed to think about it; then she looked at her husband. “Do you need a lift home Claire?”

“No, I have a car.”

Daniel counted out the bills and handed them to the teenager. “Thanks Claire.” He told her, and received a cheeky grin in return.

“Enjoy your night.” Claire purred cheekily, grabbing her coat and heading out.

“Get undressed completely and wait for me in bed.” Marie ordered.

“Yes Mistress.”

He did as she asked, lying on the bed completely naked. When she finally arrived, she was naked too, but holding a silk scarf. “I want you to blindfold me, then fuck me as hard as you have ever fucked a woman in your life. I don’t want you to say a single word, or distract me, as I’m going to be imagining Jason, not you.”

Without a word, he took the scarf and blindfolded her. What followed next should have been a marathon sex session. It should have been his chance to really fuck her hard. Instead, what followed was Daniel’s greatest embarrassment.

As he entered her, pounding away hard, he couldn’t help but picture his wife with Jason; he was watching as Jason fucked her, a grin on her face of sheer satisfaction as she looked down on her wimp husband dressed in light blue lacy satin panties, a bra and a nightie. The whole picture joined with Marie’s moans of, “oh yes, Jason! Please do to me what my wimpy sissy hubby can’t!” pushed Daniel over the edge. It must have been just a minute or two before he came, and came he did, letting out a mighty scream and plunging in deep and collapsing off her.

Marie let out a frustrated whine and pulled the blindfold off; standing up quickly and feeling the warm sperm start to trickle out.

“I’m sorry honey.” Daniel said quickly. “Let me lick you to an orgasm.”

“No, forget it. It’s been a long night. I’m going to take a quick shower.”

Daniel dropped his head back on the pillow and sighed. He knew that the image in his head would be hard to remove, and any future love-making was going to be significantly diminished.

In the bathroom, Marie jumped into the shower and turned the water on hot. Reaching the nozzle down to her crotch, she leaned against the wall and rubbed her clit fast and hard, imagining being in the three-way with Jason and Anna. Her orgasm approached swiftly, and with a sigh, she allowed herself to come down from an amazing fantasy, into reality. At that point she began to think about Daniel and what had come over him. Honestly, the sex with him was normally quite enjoyable. He very rarely got her there so to speak, but it always felt good and lasted longer than a couple of minutes. But this time he had barely gone two minutes and had exploded. She wondered if he was that turned on by the prospect of her being unfaithful; and the thought scared her a little. She loved Daniel; she kept telling herself that; how could she be unfaithful?

“I’m going to need to back down a bit. I can’t do this…” She mumbled to herself. “If I do this, he’ll say he can handle it, but I’ll never hear the end of it. This was all a mistake. What am I doing??”

Minutes after her shower finished, Marie entered the room, and without a word, kissed her husband on the forehead and fell asleep, without once asking him to put on a nightie; resolute that she needed to become a better wife and not a dominatrix.
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Daniel awoke with a fright. The room was lit up by the sunshine, and the sound of kids playing was coming from downstairs. He looked to his left and found Marie’s side of the bed empty. Expecting a serious punishment from Marie later, Daniel frowned at his mobile phone, as it was to blame for him not setting the alarm the night before. He stood up to go to get some clean panties from his underwear drawer and was shocked to find all his old boxer shorts back.

This wasn’t good. Aside from the fact that Daniel actually liked wearing the lingerie, this meant that Marie was having a change of heart. He didn’t know why that would ever happen, or what was the precursor, but it was certainly not what Daniel wanted.

Downstairs, he arrived to find breakfast made and Marie dressed back in her old jogging pants and frumpy top. He walked over to her and gave her a quick kiss.

“What’s going on Marie?” Daniel asked her.

“It was all silly, wasn’t it?” She asked, as if begging him to tell her she was wrong.

“What was?” Daniel asked, looking around.

“Us, this, the domination, thinking about cheating on you. It was silly. I mean, where was our marriage going?”

Daniel just looked at her as if she was insane. “I’m sorry, I’m confused. You wanted all this in the first place. You got me into all this. Now you just decide enough?”

Immediately, Daniel saw the mistake in the way he presented what he wanted to say, even though it was all true. “Oh, so everything is my fault is it?” Marie asked.

“No!” Daniel replied quickly, putting up his hands in a calm down motion. “I just don’t understand why we need to stop. It was all okay.”

“It wasn’t okay Daniel!” She screamed.

“Why not?” He screamed back at her.

“Because I was about to fuck another man!” She hissed.

“So what?” Daniel surprised himself by saying.

For a moment, Marie was slightly taken aback by Daniel’s question. “Because I made a promise not to be that person anymore! You wouldn’t like me if I did. I don’t want to be that sort of woman; I just want to be me!”

Daniel leaned in, his chest heaving. “And just who is me? I don’t know you anymore! You keep hiding things from me, shutting me out, but you never asked me what I want. Well what I want is what we have been doing for the past month. I enjoyed it, I want it!” He told her, picking up his coffee and walked back to the bedroom and slamming the door.

The rest of the day was a washout. They hardly spoke except for basic questions, such as what do you want for dinner, or something to do with the kids. When Daniel went back to the bedroom, he went through all the cupboards until he found the lingerie that Marie had boxed away, and put on a pink lace bra, matching bikini briefs, matching garter belt, pink stockings, and a pink satin slip. Over that he put a white sweater, jeans and socks so his kids didn’t see the stockings. Where possible during that day, he tried to show Marie that he was wearing it, but she didn’t seem to care.

The next morning, Daniel was up bright and early, before the kids were awake. He considered whether or not to get dressed up in lingerie under his golf clothes. Finally making a decision, he slipped on a red satin with black lace trim bralette, the trim going down a couple of inches under the cups. He followed that up with matching full cut panties, matching waspie garter corset, and red stockings. Over that he slipped a black Lacoste t-shirt and white pants. Grabbing his golf clubs, he set off for the course for an early tee-time, unaware that Marie had been watching the whole time, a smile forming on her face. Phillip and Jason were already there in the club shop, looking at the Calloway RAZR Fit Xtreme Driver.

“I’m not paying $400 for it. My Nike is good enough.” Phillip explained to Jason.

“What do you have Dan?” Jason asked, by way of greeting.

“Cheap set from Wilson.” Daniel told them.

“Yet you still have a ninety-eight.” Jason responded, taking Daniel’s hand and shaking it.

“Good weekend?” Daniel asked.

Jason and Phillip looked at each other. “Yeah, fantastic weekend.” They both agreed. “Shame Marie didn’t join us.” Jason added.

With a frown, Daniel nodded. “Let’s head out. I want to get onto the four hole before the crowds get here.”

Daniel cleared the first hole with a bogie, much to the annoyance of the others. By the time they recognised that he was channelling anger into his play, Daniel was already five shots ahead of Jason, and nine ahead of Phillip.

“Okay, what’s the problem?” Jason asked.

“Huh?” Daniel responded as they walked to the eighth hole.

“You are obviously pissed off. I don’t know you all that well, but I think it is obvious something is pissing you off, and you’re taking it out on us.” Jason explained.

Daniel nodded and frowned again. “Marie’s gone weird.”

“Weirder than now?” Phillip asked.

“You’re one to talk! It was Anna who got us into this lifestyle in the first place. Now just when I’m really beginning to enjoy it, Marie’s called time.”

The guys stopped. “On your marriage?” They both asked loudly.

Daniel looked up quickly. “What? Eh, no, on the kinky stuff.”

“Oh.” They both responded, continuing to walk.

“Yeah, well, that sucks man.” Jason agreed. “Especially as I was looking forward to hittin’ that.”

“Yeah, one, hittin’ that? Last time I checked Jason, you were white. Two, I think that was it. I think you freaked her out somehow.”

“I think the scenario freaked her out.” Phillip stated.

“How do you mean?”

“I think she suddenly began to question what would happen if she found herself attracted to someone else.”

They reached the eighth hole and Daniel placed his tee and ball. “You see,” he began, as he lined up his shot, “I think you may be right, but I don’t know why that might be the case.” He took his shot and watched it fly perfectly onto the center of the fairway, some three hundred yards away. “She used to be a real slut before she met me. She doesn’t know that I know, but I’m not stupid. I found some old photos and a VHS video of her; she was doing some pretty dirty stuff. Not that I mind like.”

“Of course.” Jason agreed, lining up his shot.

“So why has she suddenly become a prude? Why doesn’t she want to share that life with me?”

Jason swung and watched as his shot got caught by a sudden gust and taken left into the rough. “Motherfucker!” He cried out.

“Is there a possibility that she’s simply scared and needs a little convincing?” Phillip asked. “Look, you two need to talk. The fact is, you rushed headfirst into this relationship. Now there could have been a good reason for that…”

“Yeah, our marriage was dull.”

“And you found a fix and tried to use it, without thinking of the consequences, of which there are many. The problem may not be that she is scared of becoming who she was, as such, but rather of the social implications. Talk to her.”

Daniel nodded, and watched Phil’s ball travel in the same direction as Jason’s. “I think we’re going to need to call this game.” Daniel stated.

“Because you’re in the lead?” Jason asked incredulously.

“No,” Daniel pointed to the sky. “Because of that big-ass black cloud which is bringing in that rain, and this wind. Storm coming.”

“Okay, but we call it a tie.”

“No way. You keep playing if you like, but I’m going inside for some breakfast at the clubhouse.”

The others looked at each other. Breakfast did sound good.

Back in the club, they continued to talk about golf. Much as Daniel enjoyed playing golf, he was never really one to follow it on television, or really go too over the top about it. He knew who Tiger Woods was, but that was mainly because of the controversy around him. Ask him about any other golfer and he had no idea. Football and soccer were Daniel’s sports to watch, and occasional hockey. When it was on the television, he liked to try to keep up with the Formula One too, much to everyone else’s confusion. “Dude, it’s so boring!” Colin had said to him one time. “Nothing ever happens!”

Phillip’s phone buzzed. “It’s Anna. She wants us to pick up some bread on the way home.” He looked up at Jason. “You are coming back with me, right?”

Jason nodded. “Yeah, I’ve got my work stuff at your place for tomorrow anyway.”

Phillip looked up at the sky; the rain was in for the day. “I don’t get it. It’s meant to nice all weekend.” The reports were rarely right, and in this case they were very wrong. “I was gonna get the old grill smoking today.” He sulked.

“Well tell you what; why don’t you do my steaks indoors, and you can serve Anna and I in bed, and then your steaks you can do on the grill?” Jason suggested.

“It’s throwing it down.” Phillip complained.

“Well you better hold an umbrella over yourself, because you’re going to be cooking in your maid’s uniform, and you don’t want to get that wet, do you?”

“Oh!” Phillip grumbled.

“Don’t forget I know what’s under your clothes. I will pull that sweater off you faster than a blink of the eye.” Phillip slipped down the chair, trying to make himself invisible, and inadvertently allowing his red lace bodice to show through. Realising, he bolted back upright and pulled his top down tight. Jason turned to Daniel. “What about you? What have you got on?”

Daniel smirked at Jason and slid up the t-shirt a little to reveal the red satin and the black lace of the waspie. “That good enough?”

“Dude, yeah, I am so gonna do your wife.” Jason said, adamantly. “I will fuck her.”

“Yeah right. I don’t think so.”

“Honey, I’m sorry.” Marie told Daniel as he arrived home, grabbing him and feeling the mini-corset under his t-shirt. “It’s all me. I guess I’m nervous about work on Monday, I suppose. It’s been awhile.”

A wave of relief spread over Daniel. Of course! Work! He reasoned that she was afraid of what people at her new job might think of her if they found out. Daniel gave her a tight hug.

“It’s okay.” He told her. “I’m sorry for the hissy fit yesterday. But I really do want to continue what we started.”

“Sure, slave!” She grinned. “Go get lunch ready for the kids.”

The rest of that day, she was in a much better mood, but did not appear to be overtly dominant with Daniel. He put that down to nerves and decided to enjoy a nice relaxed day with her.

Marie’s job at Raine and Doverman was not entirely clear to her. She had been told it was a tax advisor specialist, but she had assumed it would be at Raine and Doverman itself. Instead, within ten minutes, she was told that she would be an outsourced employee, and would be sat in Plaxis Pharmagen, some thirty miles away near Duluth.

“But I thought I would be downtown.” Marie complained, annoyed at having to travel further every day.

“No, sorry.” Her division manager smiled. “The good news is that Plaxis gives a number of great benefits to their employees, even contractors. After the first three months there, you will be given a company car, and access to free vaccinations for you and your family.”

“Great.” Marie sighed.

“Anyway, so you will begin there tomorrow. In the meantime, I suggest you spend as much time as possible reading up about Plaxis and what they do.”

Marie frowned at the balding man in the pin-striped suit in front of her. She had heard from many people that Raine and Doverman was the place to go if you didn’t want to work for Accenture, PWC or Ernst. She had assumed that meant she would be less likely to be outsourced, but obviously that was a mistake. Either way, she hoped that if she put in the hours at Plaxis, maybe they would consider hiring her. Stranger things had happened.

Heading to a hot-desk, she contacted IT Services and requested her laptop and a mobile phone. Twenty minutes later, a spotty, overweight geek with thick-rimmed glasses turned up and dumped a Lenovo Thinkpad, a headset, and a Blackberry Q10 in front of her.

“It will ask you for your password upon startup.” He told her, trying to rub a stuck booger out of his nose. “You only need one for all services, but you will need to access RAND Connect to gain access to the corporate network whenever you are outside of this office. Your phone is an IP phone, which means you need to use your headset. You have to be connected to the VPN to get access.”

“Huh?”

“RAND Connect.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t use the cell-phone for personal use if you can help it. Your email is already configured.” He scratched his nose again, then for good measure quickly stuck his fat finger in and out of his left nostril and checked it, frowning to find nothing on it. “Oh and if you need a laptop bag, you need to contact Corporate Services. Have fun.” He said the have fun with absolutely no conviction whatsoever. This was clearly a man who hated his life.

With that, he turned and left, and as he walked away, Marie saw his finger go up to his nose. “Urgh.” She shuddered, wanting to spray all the boxes in front of her with disinfectant.

Once setup, she started out by reading through the corporate documents of Plaxis Pharmagen. It was not the largest pharmaceutical company in the world, by far, but it had profited nicely on the swine flu pandemic, and did pretty well on kid’s vaccines. They got hit by a major lawsuit in 2008 for a drug they produced for Crohn’s sufferers. It was a mass-tort which hit them pretty hard. Spent millions on litigation and then pay-offs. The case was carried through and they got slapped by a six hundred million dollar fine.

Marie began reading about another lawsuit which hit them when another company handled their finances. This was to do with a bribery case in Indonesia through a third party. It was actually the fault of the consultancy company at the time, but Plaxis took the hit.

At 11:30, Marie called Trudy to find out if she could make lunch. They arranged to meet downtown at Ray’s at twelve. Both women arrived at the restaurant at the same time and after announcing that they did not have reservations, were led to a private booth.

Trudy looked tired. She had been having some health problems with her son, nothing serious, but it meant restless nights, and it showed. Her face was haggard and her hair was a mess.

“You look awful.” Marie told her nervously.

“Uff, don’t even begin. It seems Mark has a milk allergy. That’s why all the problems lately, probably why we had such a problem with him when he was younger.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. Is there anything you can do about it?”

“Yeah, stop giving dairy.”

“Is that like lactose intolerance?”

The older woman shook her head. “No. That’s what I thought too, but apparently there’s a big difference. Lactose intolerance is just an inability to process the sugars in dairy. Milk allergies are a physical reaction to the milk product. Basically, the human body is attacking his body when he has dairy.”

Marie looked remorseful. “How awful. Will he be okay?”

“Well now we know what it is, yes. And it could be worse. Cutting out dairy is fairly easy. It would be worse if he had a gluten allergy.”

“Donna Michaels has that. Celiac or something.”

“I remember her. She moved didn’t she?”

“Last year, out East somewhere.”

They ordered their drinks and read through the menu for a bit. “How are things at home? You look good, so I assume they have improved?” Trudy asked.

“They have,” Marie began tentatively.

“But?”

“But, I’m having second thoughts about what I’m doing with my life. This job has made me a self-sufficient woman again; or at least, will make me. I’m not sure if I really want to spend the rest of my life with Daniel. I mean I really love him, but I’m just not sure now. I feel that I’m just wrong for him, you know what I mean?”

Trudy’s eyes widened at that. “Why do you think that?”

“We have been doing some stuff lately. Kinky stuff.” Marie explained.

“Like what?” Trudy asked, leaning closer.

“I’ve been dominating Daniel. Dressing him up as my slave, erm, as my maid. That sort of stuff.”

Trudy nodded. “You spoke to Anna at my party, didn’t you?”

Marie nodded back. “Yes.”

“She’s a tough woman, and I wouldn’t call her one of my best friends. You need to see where she is coming from. Anna was a woman who was abused as a kid. She needs to do this sort of stuff to feel secure. It doesn’t mean that you need to.” Trudy frowned. “You’ve lost respect for him now, haven’t you?”

It was Marie’s turn to frown. “No, not in the way you think anyway. It’s just that I don’t…”

“Listen Marie. You need to sort out your marriage and get it back on track. Stop speaking to Anna; she doesn’t know what she’s doing. Go on holiday; something, just show him you love him.”

“But…”

“No Marie. You have kids together. Make it work!” Trudy preached.

It became quite obvious to Marie that speaking to Trudy about all this had been a mistake. The one person, who she thought might understand, was now looking at her with disappointment and contempt. Again, Trudy was defending Daniel. Nothing Marie could do was ever right; it was as if Trudy was analysing the relationship as if she was in Marie’s place; how she could do it better. At the same time though, Marie had honestly believed that Trudy was open minded and willing to discuss sex and sexual things. They had always been always been able to talk about anything and everything.

The fact of the matter was, Trudy believed she could have had Daniel if she wanted. There was a time when Trudy pretty much threw herself at Daniel, and he didn’t even bat an eye. She blamed Marie. The only reason she remained close to Marie, was to get close to Daniel.

They ate their lunches in relative silence, only speaking to cover some sort of mundane topic. The meal, which was usually top quality from Ray’s, went down hard, and Marie felt sure it was more the company than the food. It would be the last time she would voluntarily call Trudy for advice on this sort of topic.

After saying their goodbyes, Marie returned to her car, where she burst into tears. She sat there wondering if everything had been a mistake. Even the job she was so looking forward to, was turning out to be nothing like she had imagined. She didn’t want to be outsourced; she didn’t want to be stuck in a dead end job, a dead end existence, a dead end marriage. If she was to do the stuff which was playing out in her head, then her marriage would definitely end, as there was no way Daniel would want her, and yet if she didn’t do it, then her life would return back to the hollow shell it had been just weeks ago and she wouldn’t want Daniel.

It was as she was resting her head on the steering wheel and crying that she heard the knock on the window of the passenger side. Marie looked across and saw Diana standing there with a concerned look on her face. Marie sighed. Diana was the absolute last person she wanted to see at that moment. However, she pressed the unlock button and immediately began trying to think up excuses for making it a very quick chat.

“My mom’s watching the baby.” Diana said as she climbed in. “Now tell me, what’s a beautiful woman like you doin’ sat in her car cryin’ like a baby?”

Marie looked at the woman and thought, fuck it! She told Diana everything, from the beginning, about the domination, the panties and lingerie, Jason, her urges, and so on. “So that’s it. I’m scared that my desire is to completely enslave Daniel and take on a lover who Daniel will serve. I’m scared that once I cut Daniel off sex completely, then he will leave me. I’m scared of all the stuff in my head. You know, my parents would cut me out of their will if they found out what was in my head!”

Diana stared at Marie for a good few minutes, without saying a word. It was all rather unnerving to Marie, as she felt she was being judged. So what Diana eventually said, came completely out of the blue.

“You know, before we had kids, I used to fuck Richard with a strap-on dildo.” Then as if to clarify what she meant, she leant forward and said, “you know, in the ass.” She said it rather matter-of-factly, not even batting an eyelid. With eyes wide, Marie simply nodded, slowly. “Then after I became pregnant, we stopped doing it. I still have that strap-on. I think I’ll start doing it again. It’s called pegging.”

Marie simply stared at the blonde woman sitting in her passenger seat, now looking straight out of the front windscreen. “Erm, okay?” Marie wondered where she was going with this topic.

“At the end of the day, we all have something.” Diana explained. “I used to like dominating Richard, and for the life of me, I don’t know why I stopped. Maybe if I hadn’t stopped, I wouldn’t be using my vibrator half as much as I do now, and I think I’d be in a much happier marriage. I think maybe I stopped because I felt stupid. You know? Maybe I thought; Diana, you’re a mother now, you need to act responsibly. You have to though, don’t you? In my neighbourhood everyone goes to church. I go every Sunday, you know, but I don’t think I have really prayed since I was six, but I go anyway, because what else will I do? And we have to dress up, and become all righteous, and good, and honourable, and clean, and pure…

“I’m not happy Marie. But through all my thinking about the kids and social pressures, I’ve forgotten about us. Richard and I had a connection and I broke it. I guess what I’m saying is, listen to what your heart, and your pussy, is telling you, and just do it. The brain will follow eventually. If you don’t do it, then you just know that you’ll lose him anyway, and neither of you will be happy, whereas it just maybe that you have the cure for your marriage right in front of you. Everything can be fixed with the right tool. If you both enjoy yourself, just do it.”

Diana turned to look at Marie, who stared open-mouthed at her friend. These were the last words she expected from Diana.

“I know you never thought much of me, Marie. I think you saw me as a crutch during maternity leave; someone to keep you sane; and I understand that. I know we are different people in many ways, but the same in many others. I know you are a very intelligent person, and frankly, I never really had that luxury.” Diana slapped Marie’s thigh. “But I like you, always have, always will, honey. I think we should keep in touch more often.”

Marie nodded and smiled; a fresh tear ran down her face. “I think you’re right.”

With a smile, Diana leaned over and gave Marie a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek. Then she opened the door. “Call me sometime.” She said before getting out.

“I will.”

Marie started the car and drove away, still surprised by the conversation with Diana, but at the same time, she felt an enormous weight had been lifted from her chest. The fact that Diana, whom she had always written off as a goody-two-shoes, had confessed to such intimacies, meant that Marie needn’t have worried about the social pressures. It would take Marie a little time, but she knew that she was going to do things right this time.
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“Make sure dinner is prepared for tomorrow.” Marie told her husband by way of greeting, in a firm, strict town. “And here, you can wear this to avoid getting dirty.” She handed him a shopping bag. “Put it on immediately, and I expect no backtalk!”

Surprised, Daniel felt inside the bag and pulled out a frilly satin pinafore apron, trimmed with lots of lace. Examining the apron, Daniel suddenly grabbed his wife and pulled her tight to him. “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” He gushed. “Thank you Mistress!”

“You really want this too, don’t you?” She whispered, her voice trembling with excitement.

“Yes I do, I really do!”

“I’m sorry I’ve been weird. I do want this. Let’s enjoy what we have and continue. What happens after that, happens. I’m not going to push. We need to do this for us.”

“That’s fine with me, so long as we continue this that we have. It’s been an amazing few weeks, and I can’t imagine going back. I just can’t.”

“We will continue, and I promise you, there’s no going back now.” Marie stepped away, then picked up a wooden spoon. “Bend over.” He did, and she spanked him with it, giving one hard whack. “Now get a move on!”

Marie helped him with the apron and then gave his butt another firm swat. Daniel set to work on the dinner, suddenly feeling very revitalised at his wife’s change of heart. He didn’t even think to question what had caused it, but he assumed that things went well at work, which he didn’t even ask about.

In the meantime, Marie disappeared upstairs, and began opening and closing drawers. Immediately, Daniel knew what that meant; he was getting the rest of his lingerie back and maybe a bit more.

Once the next day’s dinner was prepared, and the kids were in bed and fast asleep, Marie called out to him from their bedroom. “Slave. Come here immediately!”

Daniel ran upstairs and into the bedroom, then almost collapsed at the sight of his wife. It was like the scene out of Terminator 2, where Sarah Connor arrived at the elevators to find Arnie stepping out in front of her. All of sudden, Daniel felt that maybe he should have kept his mouth shut; that maybe he actually did have a limit. Jutting out the front of Marie’s crotch was a long, thick, black latex dildo, strapped on tight around her body. Daniel felt his bottom lip quiver. Could he really do this? What did it make him if he did?

“Oh Marie, I don’t know…” He began, still staring at the phallus.

On the other hand, Marie felt a strange sensation as she put the device on. Whilst on the one hand she felt a little silly, she also felt a strange sense of power, as though she would soon be forcing her husband into the ultimate subservient position.

“You do know.” She told him. “Strip down and put on the pink nightie on the bed.”

With a slow nod, Daniel stripped off his clothes and slipped on the nightie. He stood there shivering with fear, the room suddenly very cold. She found it funny that he covered himself like a frightened girl. She had once read that the movie Alien was more horrific for men than for women, as the fear of rape and insemination in such a way was completely foreign to men up to that point, and all of a sudden the notion of it became very real. She understood what was going through his mind. Social conditioning had taught him that what was about to happen was very wrong; which was funny, given the position of the male G-Spot.

“I’m not going to waste any time with this. Let’s just treat it like ripping a band-aid off.” Marie explained, pushing him onto the bed and bending him into position.

“I-I don’t think I can do this.”

“I’m going to fuck you up the ass, whether you want it or not. It’s no longer up to you, is it?” She purred sexily, pouring a generous amount of lubricant over his anus and her dildo. There was something sadistic and sexy about the way she presented this. He was going to be forced and that made it all right, didn’t it? He wasn’t asking for it, she was forcing it on him, and that made him feel so good. She lined up the dildo with his anus and tried to give a little push; but instead of going inside, the dildo slipped upwards. Once again, she lined it up and pushed, holding it steady, but not getting anywhere. “Push back and open yourself up.”

Daniel, still scared stiff about so many different things, pushed back, trying to allow the fake penis to enter him. Nothing happened for a few moments, until suddenly, with a plop, the head slid in. “Ow!” Daniel cried out suddenly, feeling a burn erupt from his anus. His shriek was so loud that Marie began to worry she had bought the wrong type and had now caused irreparable damage. It had been a long time since she had had anal sex, certainly not since before Daniel, and she had pretty much forgotten what felt like what.

“Shall I take it out?” She asked him. Gone was the sadistic conviction, replaced by real loving concern.

Panting as if he had run a marathon, Daniel shook his head. “Hold on. It seems to be cooling down a little.” Indeed the pain was subsiding into something more comfortable, like the burn after eating chilli. “Push in, slowly.” He instructed, vowing to go on with it, now that she was inside; desperate to use the opportunity of being forced into anal sex to feel what it was really like.

Marie continued to push in, making slow ‘in-out’ motions, until finally he felt her body touch his and the pressure of the tip of the dildo deep inside his bowel. It was actually very pleasant. Gone was the pain he had experienced, replaced by a strange tingle inside him. She slowly pulled back and pushed in again, the plastic penis brushing against his prostate, and he let out a moan, which made Marie grin like the Cheshire cat.

As Marie began to fuck his ass with more gusto, she considered how she honestly felt now the cock was inside him. Sure, she wasn’t getting any physical pleasure from the act, but oh the power she felt. At that very moment, she felt as if someone had handed her extreme power over her husband, as if he would do anything for her, or else. Daniel began to moan louder, to the point where he moaned out, “oh god, yes! Fuck me!” She couldn’t believe that she was actually fucking her husband; she had taken a grown man and made him her complete and utter bitch, her slut, to do with as she pleased. There he was, dressed as a sissy, being fucked up the ass, and if she wanted, she could take pictures and rule him forever. All she needed to do was to tell him how she could tell anyone about how he liked to dress up as a woman and get fucked up the ass, and he would beg her not to.

For his part, not much went round Daniel’s head, other than, “holy shit, this is good! This is really good!” He clenched and tried to squeeze more feeling from the phallus, pushing himself back on it to the point where Marie didn’t need to do that much work. For Daniel, he wanted to feel like a slut, he wanted her to control him and treat him like a whore. She was quiet the whole time she was fucking him; she never said a single word, but oh how he wished she had. He wanted her to insult him, to threaten him. The thought of her taking pictures and blackmailing him entered his mind too, and he began to consider if there was anything he wouldn’t do for her, to stop her from revealing the pictures; and he realised he would do anything she wanted. Thinking about the humiliation she could cause him, he ran his hand along his cock a few times, gently stroking it. It would not take long until he screamed out an orgasm louder than he had ever experienced in his life.

And just as suddenly, the cock was no longer comfortable. He felt strange, as if he had just done something wrong. Fuck! Am I gay? He asked himself. She pulled out of him and sensed something was bothering him, but decided not to press. Taking off the cock, she handed it to him. “Take it to the bathroom and wash it.” She told him.

As Daniel washed the cock, he felt his stomach rumble. He sat down on the toilet and considered if she had done some damage. Oh fuck! Oh fuck! He thought, panicking. It would take some explaining if he had to go to hospital; but thankfully it was just the lubricant and being broken in. Fucked for the very first time. Like a virgin. He thought.

That night, Daniel contemplated what had gotten into Marie again. It was one thing to dominate him and tell him to do more around the house, but it was quite another to take a man’s anal virginity. Worse was her sudden change of heart. Why did she go from one state of mind to another? Daniel also thought about what had just happened to him, and he admitted to himself that it one of the best experiences of his life, and he wanted it to happen again, and soon.

Finally Daniel drifted off to sleep, dreaming of Marie walking towards him in some sort of haze, fog, or smoke; wearing shiny black latex, a long dress, a cigarette in a holder. A strobe flashed in the smoke as she stepped closer slowly. Her smile did nothing to put him at ease, and when he looked down at himself, he realised he was chained to a cross, naked. Once she reached his face, he realised how amazingly beautiful she looked. Her long brown hair was professionally made up, pouring down the right side of her face; her lips were so red that they were almost black, and her eyes were wide, dark, carrying so much hurt, but this time she was not hurt, she was looking to hurt.

Daniel coughed in his sleep as Marie blew smoke in his face during the dream. Her eyes never left his as the cigarette and holder made its way south. “Are you ready to give up everything to be mine?” She asked.

“Yes Ma’am.” He responded, fear in his mind. To the right, a tall athletic young man walked over to her. He was topless, showing his chiselled features, six-pack chest stomach and firm chest. He could’ve been a model for men’s cologne, but in Daniel’s dream, he was taking Marie into his arms and peeling off that tight latex dress with extraordinary ease.

“Mom-my!” Daniel bolted awake, shivering as he found his covers had fallen off the bed. “Mom-my!” Daniel looked at the clock; two in the morning. Stumbling to his feet, he gave a quick look at his wife, sleeping soundly, and headed out of the door before stopping and switching his nightie for a plain white t-shirt and shorts.

He arrived in the kids room to find Kaitlin sat up in bed, sniffling. “What’s up sweetie?” He asked, sitting down next to her.

“I had a bad dream.” She whined, burying her head in Daniel’s chest.

“What about honey?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Lie down honey.” He said, lying next to her. “Well, dreams aren’t real. They are just a complex mix of things you have seen and your mind creating stories. Can I tell you something?”

She sniffed again and nodded. “What daddy?”

“I get bad dreams too. But do you know what, when you go back to sleep, try to think of something nice, and then you’ll dream of that.”

“Like Coochy.”

“Who’s Coochy?”

She held up a little pink stuff elephant. “My ellie-phant.” She said with a breath between the syllables, as if saying elephant was a chore.

Daniel picked up Coochy and looked at it. He realised that he had missed out on a whole lot over the past four years; for example, he wasn’t totally sure of when either of the kids started talking. Daniel’s worst nightmare was that his kids would grow up and say, “my dad was not a good father.” When did she get Coochy? Why was it called Coochy?

He looked down at the little girl and saw she was already asleep again. He slid Coochy under her arm, gave her kiss on the forehead, and stared at them both for a few moments. If he did all this; everything which was going on with Marie, would that mean he would have more family time? So far it did, but the underlying risk that she would leave him was always there. He headed to the kitchen and poured himself a glass of milk.

Would she ever be one-hundred percent happy, if she did not see this through completely? He asked himself. And what was completely?

“I need to talk to you.”

It was the first thing Daniel did the moment he reached his office. The moment he placed the phone-call, he realised it may have been a terrible mistake, yet he had to know. If he was completely honest with himself, he was more than a little afraid of Anna. She was someone who had fallen into the lifestyle feet first, and as such gained an aura of danger around her.

“I thought you and I might need to talk at some point.” Anna replied. “You have reached a point where you are now scared where your life is going, and now you need guidance.”

Daniel nodded slowly, then rubbed his chin. Stubble had begun to form, though the thought of shaving that morning didn’t even enter his mind. “Yes. I…I need to know why these things have happened. I am not scared of what’s happening, as such, but I’m scared of the various outcomes.”

“Potential outcomes.”

“Yes.”

“Where are you based?”

“Roswell.”

“I’m not far, in Alpharetta. I have a lunchtime appointment, then I’m free after that until four. Do you know the Salt Factory?”

“Of course.” The Salt Factory was a really nice bar with a great beer selection. However, it was not only known as something else; a place to meet cougars; usually rich cougars. After the offices poured out at 5pm, the Salt Factory always quickly filled up with older women and younger men.

“Meet me there at one. I’ll be hungry. I won’t be eating at my lunch appointment.” He detected a hint of a smile in her voice as she said that. As he was giving it thought, the phone clicked off.

Marie, on the other hand, was having a decidedly harder day. Plaxis dumped her into a tonne of documents the moment she arrived. The files were poorly organised and missing vital information; though not as if misplaced, but rather deliberately lost.

It was around ten thirty when Marie headed to the coffee room, and still thinking about some of the items in the documents, walked straight into Jason.

“Why hello there.” Jason gushed immediately.

Marie’s eyes went wide when she recognised him, and her first thoughts were, oh this is not good. “Hi! Jason! What are you doing here?”

“I work here. I’m Vice-President of Global Services.” He explained. “What are you doing here?”

“Oh, outsourced from Raine and D...”

“Doverman. Yes, I know them.” She stared at his deep smile. His eyes seemed to be staring at her as if she had arranged all of this deliberately, which would be exactly the way Daniel would view the whole thing, she just knew it. “When did you start?”

“This morning.” She looked at the coffee mug. “Actually, I’m struggling with all the files, and the words were starting to blur. I needed a coffee.”

“Yeah, I hear that.” He laughed, taking her mug and pouring some coffee from the pot. “I have a meeting in a moment, but what would you say to lunch?”

Marie shuffled nervously. “Oh I don’t know.”

“Don’t be silly; you don’t know anyone else here, and anyway, it will do your career good to be seen with a VP.” He whispered with a wink.

She allowed herself a smile, and then nodded, biting her bottom lip. “Sure.”

“I’ll meet you at your desk at noon.” He told her, pouring himself a cup of coffee.

“Okay, I’m sitting…”

“I’ll know where to find you.” He told her, slapping her ass and walking out of the room.

Leaning against the counter for support, Marie couldn’t help but feel she just signed on the dotted line to become the next cheating wife in that building. She wondered how Anna would feel about her screwing her regular fuck, then kicked herself for not considering how Daniel would feel. Of course she wouldn’t fuck him; she would just flirt a little; no harm in that was there?

“I’m going to hell.” She mumbled, heading back to her desk.

Marie would have liked to have said that Jason had been the perfect gentleman at lunch, but he wasn’t. From the outset, he made it clear that he wanted to fuck Marie, and instead of getting up and leaving, as she felt she should have done, Marie felt herself get wet at the interest he was showing and encouraged him.

It wasn’t that he was begging for her, but in small arrogant ways he did certain things to confirm his intentions. For example, in the car ride over to the restaurant, he squeezed her thigh; as he led her to her chair in the restaurant, he brushed her back; and he repeatedly held her hand over lunch. Not once did Marie pull back or do anything to show she was uncomfortable, and for one simple reason; she was not. Hell, she was enjoying the flirting and the touching as if she were back in college, out on a first date.

“So why did you back out the other night?” He asked her openly.

She shuffled a little, uncomfortable more with the question than his flirting. “Well, I suddenly questioned how I felt about Daniel.”

“How do you mean?”

“If you had shown up a few weeks ago, I might have done whatever you wanted. I was bored senseless and I needed excitement in my life. Now though,” she shrugged. “I thought about it, and came to the realisation that I couldn’t cheat on Daniel. I really do love him, and now, with what we are doing, I’m not bored.”

Jason nodded as he ate. “I understand. What if he wanted you to cheat on him though?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, what if he didn’t mind you sleeping around?”

“I don’t think he minds me sleeping around as such. I just never imagined doing it, and whilst it’s nice to flirt, I just can’t bring myself to do it.” She told him. Then as an afterthought said, “Anyway, you never know with Daniel.”

“How do you mean?”

“Well, Daniel likes to think he can handle anything and that he’s not obsessive, but once he realises something is not for him, he makes everyone else suffer until he stops it from happening. I just wonder how he would really react to me sleeping around.”

“But you do think about it?” He asked with a cheeky smile.

Marie wrapped her hair around her hand and twisted it, tilting her head seductively, yet coyly. “I’ve thought about it.”

“With me,” he asked, stroking her arm.

“Yes.” She whispered, barely audible.

“Do you imagine he’s me?” Now she was rubbing his hand and arm and was beginning to feel short of breath. She wanted to fuck him right that minute and had he asked, she would’ve immediately said yes.

“Yes I do; nearly all the time.” Her leg was now rubbing up and down his. She wanted him right then and there.

“Do you want to go home with me now and fuck?” He asked directly, answering her prayers.

And just before she could answer, the waitress came by to take their order. After she left, he said, “so?”

It was as if the waitress had snapped her out of her reverie and back into reality. “I…I… I can’t, I’m sorry, I just can’t do it.”

“Fair enough.” He said. Immediately, she felt as if his posture had changed, and he no longer wanted to flirt or be with her. It wasn’t what she wanted. She wanted to flirt, she wanted to be brought up to that line, she wanted to get excited. “How are you settling in to your new job?”

“It’s okay. A lot of paper work. It would be better if you had an ERP system in place, rather than just spreadsheets and paperwork.” She frowned. “There seem to be a lot of documents missing. The SEC filings appear to be correct when you calculate the figures from what we have, but there are sections missing from the documents we have on file.”

Jason simply smiled. “Yeah, I seem to remember Sandy, your predecessor, saying something about it, but then she found the documents and it balanced okay. Did she not put them together?”

“No. It means they have to be somewhere else. But where?”

“Did you try the Javits Parkway building?”

“What’s there?”

“Storage facility now, but it used to be the HQ.”

“Oh. That’s probably where they are then.”

“That’ll be it.” He smiled, condescendingly. “Anyway, all this money talk is beyond me. So long as my pay check gets put into my bank account, I’m happy.”

On the journey back to the office, Jason didn’t lay a finger on Marie, which frustrated her intensely. At one point she even laughed at a rather mundane joke of his, and rested a hand on his thigh and left it there, but he didn’t react or do anything with it.

Once back in the office, Marie ducked into the toilet and ran into a cubicle. She slid her pants and panties down, then leaned on a wall and masturbated furiously, stifling her orgasm by biting into her arm.

Back in her office, Marie unlocked her PC and opened her email. She had been given two email accounts, one for Raine and Doverman, the other for Plaxis; she opened Plaxis’ first.

FIN-OPS – ACS-T212:49

Don’t hang around with him. Don’t trust anyone!

Marie opened up the email to find it was empty. She double clicked the sender and read the organisational details, only to find it was the Financial Operations Track 2 Accounts Department, which meant that about two hundred people had access to it.

The email must have been a joke, or a misunderstanding, but she decided not to ask anyone about it, just in case. There was something in the back of her mind, something bothering her, but she couldn’t place it.

Marie’s office was not overly large. In fact, it was little more than a cupboard with file-filled shelves and one small window and two desks, the other unoccupied for now. Next door was a large open plan office, with nearly fifty men and women in headsets, typing away into their PCs. She had yet to be formerly introduced to anyone in that team, but she was told it was the first floor of the Financial Operations Track 2 Accounts Department. Track 2 Accounts in Plaxis’ terms were the group who handled all billing, or accounts receivable, globally. Track 1 Accounts were mainly accounts payable.

She decided it was time to really see what they did, and stepped inside their large room. The room was abuzz with a low murmur, as people spoke into their headsets. As she walked, she tried not to make it obvious that she was looking at their screens, but after she saw they each had the same application open, she decided to stop and ask what it was.

A young heavyset black lady was sat typing away, with her headset on the desk. Marie decided to ask her, given that she was not speaking to anyone at the time. “Excuse me?” Marie asked with a warm smile.

The black lady looked up with a bored expression. “Yeah?”

“I’m Marie. I just started next door; handling the tax reconciliation. I just wanted to ask what that application is?”

The woman pointed at the screen. “This?”

“Yes.”

“That’s Planrix. It’s our accounting system. Everything goes into here.”

“Planrix. I’ve never heard of it.”

“Well it was developed for us. It’s sortta like SAP or Oracle Financials, but if you ask me, it’s a piece of shit. I used SAP in my last job, and it’s like night and day. This shit, well, if you ask me, someone got a backhander for getting it.”

Marie nodded. She had been told earlier that they didn’t have an ERP system. Why? “How do I get access to it?”

“You need to request it from Help Desk. Someone in India should be able to give you access.”

“Okay, thanks.”

Marie returned to her desk and sent the email to the Plaxis help desk. She assumed it would take some time for them to respond.

In the meantime, Daniel had just sat down to lunch with Anna. She arrived about ten minutes late, and her hair looked a little mussed up, but other than that, she looked very smart, in a pin-striped black pencil skirt, cream satin low-cut blouse with a visible lacy bra underneath and a matching blazer.

“Been with Jason?” He asked her with a wry smile.

“No actually.” She purred, returning the smile. “I have more than one lover, you know?”

“Really? Does Phillip know?”

She looked shocked and a little hurt. “Of course he does! If we want this relationship to work, we must be honest with each other, no matter what his standing.” The waiter came to bring the menus, but she waved him off. “We’ll take two lamb burgers, medium. A white wine for me, and tap water for him.” She stated, waiving the boy away. Daniel looked at her with some surprise. “What? Oh sorry, yes, force of habit. But you are a submissive, so you should understand that you are less than all women, especially me, and I expect you to behave as such. Don’t expect any favours from me, sissy; I’m not going to treat you any differently from my husband.”

“Yes Ma’am.” He mumbled, looking down at the table.

“So what was it you wanted to talk about?”

“It’s about Marie.” He sighed as he struggled to find the right words. “Look, it’s not that I don’t like what has been going on, but it all came very out of the blue. I’d like to know what set it off, and to be honest, I’d like to know why she is having such a hard time coming to terms with it right now. Don’t get me wrong, I love it, I fucking love this lifestyle, and I know we owe it to you, but still.”

Anna nodded and sat forward. “So, let’s take things one step at a time. First of all, she turned up at one of Trudy’s party’s looking pretty rough. Haggard clothes, pale, thinning hair. I personally think she was close to a nervous breakdown. I know how she felt, because when I started all this, I was going through the same thing.”

“Wow, I knew it was bad, but I never thought…”

“Well there’s the thing. You never thought. She told me you were busy. She was going on about how hard you work but at the same time, you never really thought about what she does. So, locked in the house with only kids or kid related conversation for her was like cabin fever. I went through it. The difference was that I had an affair, and I told her that.”

“You told my wife to have an affair?” Daniel asked with a raised eyebrow and a questioning look.

“No, I told your wife that I had an affair, and I was lucky, because my husband turned out to be a sexual submissive and it turned him on. Up until that point though, he had hidden it from me because he was too embarrassed to admit it.”

“So what did you tell my wife to do?” The waiter brought over the drinks, then left without a word.

She grinned. “Well there’s the thing. I didn’t tell your wife to do anything; I only told her about my relationship with Phillip. She went and created her own world.”

“And did you suggest the strap-on?”

Anna literally spat out her wine as she burst out laughing, her eyes wide. “Excuse me?”

“Marie bought a strap-on yesterday.”

“And she used it on…”

“Me.”

“Right. Sorry.” Anna said, dabbing her lips with a napkin. “Okay, so that came a bit sooner than expected, but okay. No, I didn’t suggest a strap-on. In fact, I’ve never spoken of a strap-on with her. Actually, even I haven’t used a strap-on Phillip yet, but thanks, I now know I have some catching up to do. Didn’t you enjoy it?”

Daniel began to answer, but stopped. He shuffled nervously, then nodded. “I did like it.”

“Sorry, so what’s the problem?”

“None, other than just a couple of days ago, after we all went out, she was all in favour of stopping everything. Now all of a sudden, she’s out buying strap-ons. I don’t want to live with two different people, I want her to just decide on who she wants to be and be it.”

“Okay, calm down. It’s likely she just decided on the strap-on herself. I can tell you that all this is not easy at the beginning, because you’re thinking, what will others say? What if your family finds out? So things may be coming to her and she is trying to find the moment to do them. Maybe she’s looking on the internet, who knows?

“As to what happened after we went out, well that’s news to me. Thank you,” she said to the waiter as he put the food down in front of them. “I can only think that we freaked her out a little and she needed time to calm down. You showing her that you wanted to do these things probably helped her come out of the rut she had put herself in, and now she is back to full swing. It happens, and it will probably happen again at some point.” She took a bite out of her burger. “Right, what really concerns you?”

The food lay untouched on his plate. His stomach was in knots and a large lamb burger would not make it better. “I want Marie to have an affair.” He confessed.

“Did you tell her?” Anna asked, matter-of-factly.

“I did.”

“And? What did she say?”

He took a deep breath. “She said that it was not something she needed to do and that she didn’t feel the need to be unfaithful.”

“How do you feel about that?”

“I know I can’t force her to do something she doesn’t want to do, but I can’t get it out of my head. It’s as if it is driving me. I want to experience it. I have dreams every night about it. I masturbate in the shower thinking of her with another man.”

“Well that will have to stop.” She giggled.

“What will?”

“The masturbation. I’ll have to tell Marie to get you a chastity cage.”

Daniel shook his head and closed his eyes. “Argh, you’re killing me here.” He moaned.

“Look, I understand, but you are right, you cannot force her to do something with her body which she is not comfortable doing. What you need to understand is why she is not comfortable. You might find that she simply doesn’t understand your need. You may find out that she can’t understand what she’ll get out of it, especially when she enjoys sex enough with you.”

It took a lot of courage for Daniel to say what he said next, and if it was to anyone else, then he would not have managed, but given Anna’s proclivity, he felt much more at ease to talk about things which were personal to him. “Well there’s the thing; lately I don’t last very long; and I don’t think my penis is very big.”

“That’s not what she told me.” She grinned, eating a French fry from her fingers and raising her left eyebrow.

“Huh?”

“I shouldn’t be saying this, but she told me that you’re not exactly the smallest guy she’s been with. Not the biggest either, but not the smallest. In fact, she said size-wise you are about right. Being big is not always good Dan; remember that; it’s about what you can do with it. I’ve fucked some big guys, who didn’t have a clue what they were doing, and it felt like a jackhammer ripping me to shreds, and no, that is never a good thing. I like a good hard fucking, but I also don’t want to feel like I’m giving birth again at the same time.

“Having said that, being really small is not good either. You want to be able feel at least something.”

Daniel suddenly found his appetite again, and tucked into the burger. On the one hand, it was nice to know that he was a decent size, but at the same time, he couldn’t help but crave the humiliation which came with being small.

Anna, typically on the ball, seemed to read Daniel’s mind. “You’re considering if it is a good thing that I know that you have a decent cock, aren’t you?” She asked with a smile. He nodded. “Yes, much as I would like to say something humiliating to you about that, I honestly can’t, other than the fact that you appear to be a bit of a pussy at home. Whining and moaning; and that was one of the reasons Marie didn’t want to fuck that often. She was tired as it was, and needed stimulation, not to be dragged down even further. As to your cock, if you are prematurely ejaculating now because you imagine your wife with another man, then that makes you an even bigger pussy, doesn’t it sissy?” Anna made no attempt to keep her voice down, and Daniel felt sure that the two women on the next table were giggling at him.

Trying to direct the conversation away from him, he asked, “What about Jason?”

“What about him?”

“Is he big?”

Anna’s eyes went wide and nodded quickly. “Oh he’s big, and he knows how to use it. I always cum from him.”

“Surely not always? I read that women can’t…”

“Women can. It’s about frame of mind. And yes, I always reach climax with him.”

“Does the fact you’re married have anything to do with it? I mean, is it better when Phillip is there?”

A smile of appreciation slowly formed on Anna’s face. “Clever boy! Yes, you are right. It is way sexier when Phillip is in the room with us. It is much more fun. As to whether or not I am more excited because I’m cheating on Phillip, yes, that may have something to do with it too. I’m not sure if I would always orgasm with Jason if I was not married, I guess I wouldn’t. The whole feeling around it is just so much better when I know I’m cheating.”

Daniel nodded, he understood fully, and this was why he wanted Marie to at least try it once. He knew that once she did, she would be hooked, because the excitement of the whole scenario would be too good to pass up. Sex for women was more about psychology and less about the physical act; which was why women needed to feel comfortable but also very much excited. If Marie found the person who made her feel comfortable, which he was sure Jason would do, then the excitement would follow.

“What does Jason do, by the way? I never asked him.”

“Something to do with sales in Plaxis Pharmagen.”

Daniel’s eyes bolted to hers. “That’s where Marie’s just started.”

Anna looked confused. “I thought she said she got a job in Raine and Doverman.”

“Yes, but they outsourced her to Plaxis.”

“Huh. Small world. Maybe they’ll run into each other.”

He nodded. “Yeah, maybe.” Daniel thought, getting his hopes up a little, whilst at the same time feeling horribly jealous. “You don’t think they would have the sort of affair where she would leave me for him, do you?”

With a laugh, she shook her head. “Really Dan, get it sorted in your head. First you want her to have an affair, then you don’t.”

“No, it’s not that, but if you’re around somebody all the time…”

“You get sick of them really quick. Trust her Dan. If she does sleep with him, it’ll be on your and her terms and nothing more. Relax.” She seemed to think for a while, staring at Daniel; then she said, “I think I know why she doesn’t want to do it.”

“Why?”

“Because she doesn’t trust you to behave yourself. She doesn’t believe you’ll be able to handle it, and she’s afraid you’ll make her life hell if she does do it. You need to somehow show her that you can handle it, and if you don’t like it, then she won’t suffer for it later.”

He could see the logic in that. He had a habit of twisting things to be her problem when they were really his. It was something his Dad did to his Mom, and it rubbed off on him. Daniel had other negative traits from his parents, which he dealt with in therapy sessions when he was younger. He still had the urge a lot of the time, but most of the time, he was able to keep it in check; though sometimes, the ugly head of jealousy reared its head. “Okay, but how do I prove it?”

“Well that’s for you to find out. I can’t help you there.”

“Damn. What about Jason? Do you think he’ll try it on with her?”

“I feel sure he will, right up until she turns him down. If she turns him down.”

“And then what will he do?”

“He’ll probably try to convince you to convince her.” She told him with a smile.

They paused in their conversation to finish their meal and reflect on what they had spoken about.

“How did you two meet, by the way?” Daniel asked.

“Me and Jason?” Daniel nodded the affirmative. “Oh, that was through Phillip. Phillip works for a software house selling professional services, you know, custom development and such. They built an ERP system for Plaxis because they didn’t want to pay a fortune for any of the majors and then pay a tonne more to have what they wanted in it. So they poured the entire investment into their own system.”

Daniel cringed. He hated when customers thought they knew better than companies which focused on a specific product or market. It was the bane of his existence to approach a customer with his produce, only to hear, “Oh, we’re developing our own in-house.” Nine times out of ten, they came back to you some years later saying, “Yeah, so that was a bad idea, we’re going to stick to what we do and leave the IT to the experts.”

“Anyway,” Anna continued, “Phillip and Jason became quite close, started golfing together, and then one day Phillip admitted to Jason that I was his dominant partner. Or maybe Jason saw his panties and asked what that was about, I can’t remember exactly. Anyway, Jason pestered Phillip into introducing him to me, which he did. He brought him home to dinner, and whilst Phillip cooked, I bedded Jason. I think we said maybe ten words to each other.” Anna giggled. “I knew right away that I wanted him, and when I felt that cock in my hand,” she shivered in excitement, “it felt like I was holding a gigantic bratwurst or a salami. In fact, I remember saying to myself at the time, please know how to use it! And boy did he!” Daniel fidgeted in his seat. “Am I making you horny?” She laughed.

“Erm, little bit.”

“You really want to see her with another man huh?”

Daniel nodded solemnly. “Would you be willing to share Jason with Marie?” He asked.

Anna grinned. “Sure. Would you be willing to share Marie with me?” Daniel groaned and shuffled as his erection bumped the table. “I’ll take that as a yes.”
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From: ITS-Enterprise Systems – GWCS

To: Marie Callum – FIN/ORD

Cc: Janine Kamp – FIN-OPS/OAM

Subject: Re: ITSC#0001203874 – Request for Planrix Access

Dear Marie,

As an ORD user, you already have base access to Planrix for reference data. You can access Planrix using the following internal link:

http://acs. Planrix.plaxispharmagen.com/

Please use your network credentials to login.

GWCS hopes that this solves your question. Please reply with closed or further questions otherwise this case will be closed automatically in three days.

Thank you for using ITS-Enterprise Systems.

Sanjeev Gupta

Enterprise Systems Care Engineer

Global Workforce Care Services

Plaxis Pharmagen Inc.

Marie had been waiting two days for the email. God knows what took so long, but nevertheless, access had finally arrived, which meant that she could access all the old financial data and verify the accounts; or at least that was what she had expected. However, once she clicked the link, she was presented with the screen she saw in the other room. Logging in, she was given what she thought was a very basic set of menus.

Profile

Reports

Help

With a frown, she clicked on Reports. She was then presented with an expandable menu of reports, from A/R to Tax Reconciliation reports. However, when she clicked them, most were either inaccessible or had a lot of empty cells. The tax reconciliation report allowed for a filter on date range, but upon review, the data was no different from what she already had in printed form.

Sighing, Marie sat back in her chair and thought. Something was not right. If she was to believe everything that was in the tax reports, then she would think that the company was close to bankruptcy one week, and rich the next. But when she looked in the SEC filings, the numbers were balanced. The funny thing was that all of the filings were processed and accepted; there hadn’t been a single government audit.

Shaking her head, she simply reasoned that the ERP system was not presenting the data it should. Instead of trying to come up with conspiracy theories, she put it down to a system error. Once again, she sneaked next door to the large black lady to ask for help. The woman was on the phone, so Marie hung back, chewing on a nail, and trying to get noticed. The black woman looked up at her and frowned, then waved her to go away. “I’ll come to you.” The woman said, pressing the mute button on the side of her headset.

Marie returned to her office and sat there for close to fifteen minutes; and during that time, she allowed her thoughts to drift back to lunch with Jason. It felt so good to be wanted, and all the flirtatious touching was exactly she needed to make her feel empowered as a beautiful woman. She wondered what she had said that made him stop; surely it wasn’t that she no to him? As a true alpha-male, Marie could not believe that Jason would be one to give up the fight so easily, but he had, and that bothered her far more than it should have. Instantly, a feeling of dread filled her. Am I not good looking enough? Am I too fat? Am I too old?

She was about to give up hope on the woman showing up, when the obese lady waddled inside the room.

“Oh, thanks for coming.” Marie gushed, trying to put her concerns about Jason behind her.

“Mmmm-hmmm.” The woman responded, dropping herself down on a swivel chair. “My name’s Chantel. What’s the problem?”

“Thanks Chantel. I seem to be missing some data.” Marie showed her the filings to the SEC and the filings to the IRS. “You see, these are balanced; the company seems to be doing okay, right?”

The woman shrugged. “It’s the data we were given in the last town hall. What’s wrong with it?” Plaxis liked to hold quarterly financial and company review meetings with all their employees, which they called Town Hall meetings. They were basically a place to show the stability of the company to the employees, and then share HR related activities. The employees generally didn’t care about the presentations; it was the after-party which they were most interested in; the only time alcohol was ever served on company premises.

“Well there’s the thing. If I go in to the tax reports here…” She opened the reports on Planrix. “You’ll see that the data matches, but the results are not balanced. It’s as if a filter has cut out some reports to make the data fit.”

Chantel started at the screen, then looked back at the SEC filing. “Hmmm, well that’s definitely not right.” She mumbled. “You see if you look at April 2011, you have a dip in trading here and here, usually around weekends, right? But then look at May, and you see a spike.”

“Right.”

“But at that time I was processing the accounts, and my duty was to work weekends at the time, ‘cause I was lookin’ after the Middle East. They were busy back then, so were we. Something’s messed up here, most likely the system is not processing the data correctly and is screwing the book dates. You would need to go down to transaction level to see that.” She sat back. “I would have a look for you, but I don’t have access. You’ll need to request it from help desk.”

The woman stood up, nodded, and headed back to her desk.

With a frown, Marie wrote the email to help desk.

Marie had relayed some of what was happening at work to Daniel, but much as he had improved by being a slave, he was a still a typical man and only half listened to what Marie was saying. He was down on his knees, wearing long red satin nightie, massaging her feet, thinking more about what he and Anna had talked about that day.

By the time Marie arrived home that evening, Daniel had already fed the kids and was preparing dinner for the next day. Marie played with the kids for an hour, before putting them to bed. She really appreciated what Daniel was doing, but the work had really taken it out of her. If she was completely honest with herself, then she would admit to Daniel that he had been right all along, that returning to work had not been a good decision, and she was getting increasingly more inclined to do so, when his mobile phone rang.

“Who is it?” She asked, as he looked at the display with a frown.

“It’s Jason.”

Marie bolted upright, forgetting her work problems and now more interested in what her potential lover might say. “How did he get your number?”

“We went golfing, remember?” He pressed the answer button on his phone. “Hey Jason!” And frustratingly for Marie, Daniel got up and walked into another room. Minutes later, he was back, holding the phone which she saw was on mute. “Hey, so Jason wants to go bowling tomorrow. May I?”

Marie chewed her bottom lip as she thought about it. Was this Jason’s plan, she wondered. Maybe he intended to confirm with Daniel it would be okay to fuck her, yet permission or not, she wasn’t sure if she would go through with it. Sure, flirting, let him flirt. Oh please let him flirt! She thought. She nodded. “Sure.”

He pressed the unmute button and lifted it to his ear. “So she says yes.” Daniel said into the phone. “Yeah, sure. Cool, see you tomorrow at eight.”

Marie smiled at Daniel and said, “you will need to pay for it though.” She undid her robe, took a sip from her wine, and spread her legs. “Lick.” She began thinking about how Daniel would tell Jason it would be okay to fuck her, and then about them flirting again, just like that lunchtime. Suddenly in her mind, he was asking her if she wanted to make love, and this time she was saying yes! Her mind flashed to her bedroom, Jason on top of her naked, pushing his cock inside her, fucking her hard, making her scream in delight.

Daniel pushed his tongue down from her clitoris right down and into her pussy, licking slowly, up and down, in and out, before eventually settling on her clitoris and licking harder and faster. He looked up at her to see her closed, with a dark sexy grin on her face, as she tweeked her nipples. Her lips moved slightly, and suddenly her hand grabbed his hair, pulling him forward, harder and deeper. “Oh fuck, Jason please!” She moaned out, unexpectedly to both of them. He almost grinned into her pussy, licking harder and faster, sucking and nibbling on the clitoris.

When she finally came, she sat back on the sofa and sighed. “That was nice, you little slut.” She told him, brushing his hair with her hand.

“You said Jason’s name,” Daniel pointed out with a grin.

“Yes, I was imagining him fucking me. Is that a problem?” She asked, with a grin of her own.

“I don’t have a problem with any of that.”

“I need to go pee now though.”

Daniel looked up at her and gulped. A thought has entered his head but he was too scared to say it out loud. “Why don’t you go then?” He mumbled.

“Too lazy to get up. Can’t you bring the bathroom to me?” She groaned. With another gulp, he leaned forward and opened his mouth, covering her pussy again. “What are you doing?” She laughed; and then it suddenly dawned on her. “Are you serious?” She whispered.

“Am I disgusting?” He asked her.

She opened her mouth to say something, then stopped. “If we’re going to do this, then let’s do it in the bath.”

“The floor’s laminate.”

“Don’t argue or you don’t get my piss at all! God I can’t believe I said that.” As she stood, Daniel tried to stand too. “Get back down on your hands and knees!” She ordered, pushing him down. She then climbed on his back. “Mush, doggie, mush!”

Daniel crawled over to the downstairs bathroom, where he stripped off his nightie and panties and climbed in the bath. Marie climbed up over him, and held a finger above her clitoris. She looked down at him lying there and burst out laughing.

“What?” Daniel asked, himself trying to not laugh.

“I can’t go with you looking at me.”

He burst out laughing. “Are you kidding?”

“No! Look away.”

Daniel tried to look away, but when nothing came still, he looked back again. “I thought you needed to go.”

“I did! But, I dunno, it’s just a little weird.”

“It’s just urine. There’s nothing wrong with it.”

“I know, but it’s so intimate.”

“I’m your husband.”

“I know! But still… Look away again.”

He looked away and moments later felt a small spatter of warm drips on his face. Turning to face her pussy, a stream came down full force, splashing him all over. All of sudden, he wasn’t man enough to open his mouth; his brain told him not to. Luckily though, Marie was stronger than his brain.

“Open your mouth.” She breathed, and with some hesitation, he complied, feeling a stream of urine fill his mouth. His gag reflex kicked in at first, but soon he realised it wasn’t so bad after all. The taste was slightly acrid, but not massively unpleasant. In fact, he could taste the wine she had been drinking, albeit not in the full flavour it had once been. Overall though, the humiliation of what had just happened excited him more than he could have ever imagined. All of sudden, he was sporting an erection, the likes of which he had rarely seen; rock solid with the head throbbing as it tried to expand further than it physically could. Once again, she felt a sense of power, which she last felt when she fucked him with the dildo. She loved that feeling.

Panting, she climbed out of the bath and told him to shower off and put the nightie back on. “Don’t bother with the panties. You won’t be needing them.”

He showered the urine off himself and followed her to the bedroom, thinking that he would put his rock hard cock to good use. There, he found she had already strapped on the penis, and was untangling a long piece of rope.

“On the bed, face down, bitch!” She ordered.

He did as she asked, shaking with a little fear, a little embarrassment, and a little cold after the shower. Marie told him to put his hands behind his back, which he did, and she promptly tied them together. “Lift your legs back.” He lifted his feet up and rocked them back towards his ass, and then proceeded to tie his feet to his hands. Next she took a pair of old panties and pushed them into his mouth, securing them in place with a silk scarf tied around his mouth. Moments later, she was aiming the lubricated dildo as his anus and pushing in. This time there was no resistance from him. He felt the burn of the head entering him, but he knew what pleasure was coming.

Marie gritted her teeth together and decided she wanted to feel the pleasure of control. She ploughed into him as hard as she could, with no forgiveness or care for him, this was all about her; raw power, fucking him for all her might. He moaned as he suddenly realised that this would not be the same type of pleasurable experience it was the first time; she wanted him to get fucked, and fucked hard. The pleasure came from the psychological meaning of what she was doing to him; she was showing him that she had the power to exact her will on him; had the power to take him how she wanted, when she wanted. He felt her raw energy as she became the sadistically cruel beast he needed her to be.

After fucking him for close to ten minutes, he felt something like sperm appear from his cock, but he didn’t really feel like he had an orgasm. She continued for a little bit longer, then stopped, pulling out, for which Daniel was grateful as it was not entirely pleasant to be fucked up the ass that long.

He felt her untie the rope and then she pushed him onto his back. She leaned over him and they kissed. He felt the cock knocking against him, then watched her back away and stand up, stretching her arms into the air. Her skin was smooth, darker than usual it seemed, almost olive coloured, and her breasts seemed so firm. Even her belly seemed tighter than usual. And watching her stood there stretching, the long black phallus protruding from her crotch, he found himself rapidly hardening again.

“You want me to fuck you again?” She asked, surprised. “If I do though, you’re going on top.” He nodded and she lay back down; then he climbed up and lowered himself onto the cock. “Might as well masturbate and make it quick. I’m tired.”

He grasped his cock firmly in hand and tugged on it quickly.

“You’re a little slut, aren’t you?” She hissed. “You need cock in you more than I do, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress. Please, give me your cock!”

Marie began to match his bouncing movements, pushing up and down. “Yesss.” She hissed through clenched teeth, grinning sadistically at him. “Take my thick fat cock. That’s what you need isn’t it, cock?”

“Yes, I need your cock.”

“Not my cock! Any cock!”

“Yes Mistress.”

“That’s it my sweet sissy, you’re a cock-hungry whore. Take it you fucking slut! You crave cock, you demand cock, you need…” She didn’t get the chance to finish, because Daniel’s climax was like thunder in the air; and his sperm was like lightning, flying through the air and landing on her face.

“Clean me up with your tongue.” She ordered, and he quickly complied, licking the cum from her face and breasts, and spending a little too much time on her nipples, but she didn’t complain this time. “That’s enough.” She whispered, pushing him off her. “Thank me for fucking you and allowing you to cum. Kiss my feet.”

“Thank you Mistress for fucking me and allowing me to cum. You are truly the greatest Mistress in the world.” He recited and kissed both her feet.

He then stood and took the plastic cock off her, and they both headed to the bathroom.

“I might go out with Diana tomorrow night.” Marie said as Daniel washed the dildo.

Daniel gave her a look of surprise. “Diana? Since when do you want to hang out with Diana?”

“She’s actually a nicer person than you’d imagine.”

“Since when?”

“Well, she suggested the strap-on cock for you.” She said, leaving Daniel gobsmacked. “I need a piss again. Lie down on the floor, I can’t be bothered with the bath. Make sure I don’t miss.”

This time there was no laughing and no delay. Her stream filled his mouth and he did his utmost to swallow all of it. When she was done, she checked him and noticed he had let a little dribble onto the floor. “Lick that up and come to bed.”

“Yes Mistress.”

The next day at work, Marie was trying to review a previous year’s tax submissions, when she heard a knock on the door. Jason was stood there, leaning against the frame, fingering the lapel of his shiny expensive suit. She couldn’t tell if he was being flirtatious again or not, but secretly she prayed he was.

“Lunch again today?” He asked her.

“Sure.” She responded with a grin, running a finger through her hair.

“Got time now?”

“Sure.” She locked her PC and followed him out the door. As she passed him at the door, she thought he might put his hand on her ass, but to her disappointment, he was a gentleman and simply held the door open.

Lunch was surprisingly tame. In fact, the only thing he seemed to want to talk about was how her work was going and whether she had made progress with those tax reports. She explained that she received access to Planrix but it wasn’t giving her anything relevant, and how she was under the firm belief that the system had a bug in it.

“Maybe there is nothing relevant to find.” He told her.

“Look, I’ve gone right through it all and it seems a bit of mess. Even a lady from next door had a look, and she feels certain that some of the months are amiss.”

“Who?”

“Some woman called Chantel.”

He nodded. “Wow, well I guess I should bring this to someone’s attention.”

“Would you? I’ve requested access to Planrix at a transaction level, but I’ve not had a reply from India yet.”

“Yes, it takes some time. Tell you what, let’s see what comes back from the transaction level reports and see if it is a system error or not. If it is, then we can log a support case with the team who developed it. Bugs happen.”

“Yes, I understand that, but it could cause issues with the SEC and the IRS.”

“Well it could, if it got to them, but look, the numbers add up on an annual level, don’t they?”

She nodded. “I guess so.”

“And what about to a quarterly level?”

With a thought, she nodded slowly. “I guess they do.”

“Well that’s what matters really. We work quarter to quarter, not month to month. The system probably validates at the quarter ends, rather month ends.”

Marie relaxed a little and smiled at the tall hunk. “You’re probably right. You know, being new, I just don’t want to make a mistake.”

He smiled and placed a hand on hers. “Relax. I’m sure it’s fine.”

She sighed in relief, both from his hand being on hers, and from his reassurance about the numbers. “So you’re off out with Daniel tonight then?”

“Yep. Phillip’s going too; should be nice. It’s been ages since I’ve bowled. I don’t even remember what a bowling ball looks like anymore.”

“Why did you choose bowling then? Surely there were some night driving ranges you could’ve chosen.”

“Yeah, I could have, but I was passing the alley the other day and thought it may be a good idea. I seem to remember enjoying it when I was younger.”

“Well,” she began, “just don’t get him too drunk.”

“I’ll try, but I make no promises.” He grinned at her.

Marie looked down at his hand which still rested on hers, and wondered if this was his way of saying he was still interested. She considered the real reasoning behind his sudden urge to take her husband bowling, and tried to convince herself that it would be to ask Daniel’s permission to fuck her. And then she suddenly realised that she was being crazy; he just wanted to spend some time with the guys; the guys who were both submissive; the guys who would both (probably) let their wives fuck him. Oh God, I’m going to hell, she thought, as she felt her panties get damp.

“I think I just realised why I stopped bowling.” Jason said, picking up his beer bottle and pointing at the lane which was now being reset with five pins still standing. “I suck.”

Phillip nodded. “Not doing much better here dude.” In the last round he had bowled a hundred and twenty three, which was why he never bowled in the first place. Even Anna was better suited to the bowling alley. He once went bowling with her and was shocked to see her score so many points; she was in the mid-two hundreds by the end of the game. He vowed never to bowl against her again.

As they watched Daniel bowl his third strike in succession, Jason frowned. “Is there something he’s not good at?” He moaned. “I mean, I’m almost scared to actually sleep with his wife because he might actually be really good at it.”

“Guys, suck it up!” Daniel laughed, grabbing his beer. “Jason, I don’t know if I’ll let you sleep with my wife, because you’re whining like a pussy.”

“Cheat.” Phillip mumbled.

“Yes, because I actually walked over and kicked the pins down. Seriously dude.”

They continued to play, and just as Daniel’s round came up, Jason told him, “your pink panties are showing when you bowl, you know?”

“Huh?” Daniel asked, looking back at the two men who were now crying with laughter. He prepared himself for his bowl, and every so often, pulled at his trousers, trying to get them to cover the panties. Of course, he screwed up the shot. “I hate you.” He sulked, plopping himself down on the chair.

They looked at their scores, and then at the score a group of kids had over on the next lane. “I think we should head to a bar for some wings.” Jason offered.

“Seconded.” Said Phillip.

“Yeah, why not?” Agreed Daniel, trying to feel where his panties were. “Wait a second!” He cried out, “I’m wearing blue panties today!” Again the guys collapsed in a fit of laughter.

They headed over to the Salt Factory and grabbed the last remaining table. The waiter greeted them with an evening menu, which they briefly skimmed for wings, and ordered a pile for the table and three local ales.

“Ah, this is better.” Agreed Daniel.

“I think that’s the last bowling I’m going to be doing for a while.” Jason stated, sipping on his beer. “I think golf is more my thing.”

“It will be once you improve your down-stroke.” Daniel pointed out.

“Cunt.” He mumbled.

Daniel laughed as he bit into a spicy wing. “So I hear you’re working with Marie? How’s that working out for you?”

“Fine. Flirted with her a bit the first day, but she kind of made it clear she’s not interested.”

“I’m sure she is interested; she’s just afraid of my reaction. At least, that’s what we thought with Anna.”

Phillip looked surprised. “When did you speak to Anna?”

“The other day. Here actually. We went for lunch.”

“Hmph. She never told me.” He grumbled.

“Yeah, well she basically thinks that Marie doesn’t want me to go all weird after, you know, you screw her.”

Jason pulled a wing out of his mouth, chewing on the meat. “And will you?” He asked.

“I don’t think I will.” Daniel frowned. “It’s hard to tell as I’ve never done this before, but in my mind, I’m fine. Sure, I’m jealous, but the jealousy feels good, you know? I can only promise her that I’ll try not to go weird, but I really want it to happen. I want to be cuckolded.”

“By me?” Jason asked.

Much as he hated to admit it, Jason was the subject of a lot of his cuckolding dreams lately, and he couldn’t imagine anyone else fulfilling that role anymore. He felt his face warm up as the blood rushed to his cheeks, and it may have been the beer, but Daniel’s inhibitions fell away. “Yes, by you.”

Feeling his own confidence grow, Jason decided he wanted to tease Daniel. Phillip, who was the usual target of such humiliation, sat back and enjoyed the show, glad it was not him being subjected to such torture this time.

“So you want me to fuck your wife, in front of you?”

“Yes.” Daniel moaned. The humiliation was getting to him, in a good way; and once again he found himself wondering why it was a guy who was getting him turned on.

“You want me to bend her over in front of you, have you hold her hands, as I ram my fat, hard cock into her?”

“Yes.”

“You want her to tell you how much better I am than you?”

“Oh…” Daniel groaned. “Stop! Please!”

“Can I fuck her ass?” He asked.

Daniel had never had anal sex with Marie; well, not with him in her anyway, but she never really outright stated that she was against it, and he knew she had done it in the past, he had seen the video. “If you can convince her, then sure, you can do whatever you like, so long as she lets you.”

The men burst out laughing. “Oh, she’ll let me.” Jason laughed.

“What makes you so sure?” Phillip asked for Daniel.

“I could’ve had her on Tuesday.” Jason grinned.

“Pray tell?”

“Well, we were flirting over lunch, and Marie got visibly hot under the collar. I think if I touched her pussy, she would’ve cum. Anyway, I asked her if she wanted to dump the joint and head for my place, and she was about to say yes.”

Jason stopped talking and ate another wing, so the others leaned in, and Daniel asked, “and?”

“Oh, and she said no. But only ‘cause the stupid server came over and broke the mood.”

“So why did you stop trying?” Daniel asked, confused.

“Because she said no. I wanted to make sure you were really okay with it first. The last thing I want to have someone come after me with a shotgun.”

Daniel nodded and grinned. “I run a no firearms household.”

“Not a gun man huh?”

“I never said that. I just don’t want them in the house. Anyway, yeah, I’m fine with it. I think I’ve made that clear enough already, but if you want it on record, yes, I’m fine with you fucking my wife, if you can get her to want it. If not, then no deal.”

Jason turned to Phillip and pointed at him. “You heard him say that, right?”

“I heard him.”

Back to Daniel. “So okay, tomorrow at work, I’ll start flirting with her again.”

“Deal.”

Meanwhile, in The Vortex bar and grill, Marie and Diana sat together at a high stool. Marie had been in the Vortex a number of times in the past, especially as a student. The burgers were the best in Atlanta, and the place had a certain student vibe to it. However, as she got older, she had less of an urge to visit the place. All the girls were younger, hotter, at least in her opinion. It was also certainly the last place she ever expected the straight-laced Diana to go, but as she had already discovered some three days previously, Diana had more secrets than Marie had ever imagined.

Marie was already sat there for close to thirty minutes. Claire had been early and Daniel agreed to drop Marie off on the way to bowling, but that had meant that Marie would be early. Not a problem, she thought, but after getting hit on by half the single guys in the bar, most of them ten or more years her junior, she was beginning to feel a little edgy. The moment Diana arrived though, Marie realised why Diana had chosen the Vortex. There stood Diana, wearing tight black shiny leggings, a black see-through lace blouse, and a sexy black bra.

“Diana!” Marie cried out. “I’m so under dressed now. You could’ve warned me.” Marie was wearing a tight red halter-neck mini-dress, and looked pretty sexy herself; but she looked a little out of place in the Vortex, where leather would’ve fit better.

“Oh please! You look great Marie.” Diana reassured her, kissing Marie on both cheeks. The waiter came over immediately. “Can I get a Black Skull and… you eatin’?” Marie nodded and looked at the menu. “And the Yokohama Mama burger, but can I switch the Jack for Swiss?”

“Sure.”

“Cool. Medium’s fine, thanks.”

“Can I see ID?”

Diana laughed and reached into her handbag. “Mark, I swear you only do this to make an older lady like me feel good about myself, but I tell ya,” she leaned forward, “it works!” The guy browsed the card and handed it back with a smile.

“Good to see you again Diana.” The young man smiled, rubbing Diana’s back before turning to Marie. “And for you ma’am?”

“The Black and Blue please Mark.”

“Sure, another beer?”

“Yes please.”

Mark collected the menu and walked away. Diana made a song and dance about being carded, but the fact of the matter was that they carded everyone in the Vortex. In fact, it was quite normal to be carded all over Atlanta, where they were still fairly strict about alcohol.

And then it was down to business. Diana leaned forward and held onto Marie’s forearm. “So tell me, how are things with you and Daniel?” She asked.

“Actually, thanks to you, so much better.” Marie grinned. “I got a,” she lowered her voice, “strap-on. We’ve used it a couple of times and I love it!”

“It’s a great rush, isn’t it?” She asked, excitedly. “I got mine out after we spoke and I think we must have made up for lost time. I’ve fucked him maybe ten times since Monday! Oh I love the way they grovel at your feet when you fuck them! Men! They’re so easy to manipulate, aren’t they?”

Marie nodded her head. “I have to agree. I have Daniel wrapped around my little finger. He says he would let me fuck another guy if I wanted to.”

Diana’s eyes went wide. “Cuckold him?” She gasped.

“Yes.”

Diana tapped Marie’s arm excitedly. “You have to do it!”

“What?”

“Yes! Oh it’s such good fun. The look on your husband’s face when your lover’s penis first enters you, or when you are kissing your lover just inches away from your husband, who is kneeling on the floor watching. Oh I miss those days.”

Again, Marie was shocked by Diana’s candour. “You and Richard?”

“Oh no dear. My first husband. He taught me all this stuff.”

“I didn’t know you were married before! Why? When? What?”

Diana smiled took a sip of her beer which Mark had dropped on the table moments before. “Yes, I was married when I was at college down in Florida. We didn’t last longer than a year, but it was fun whilst it lasted. Wyatt. He was a hunk, college football player, chiselled chin; you know the type. Anyway, he had this submissive side, wanted to be fucked with a strap-on, spanked, that sort of stuff. Then just before we got married, he told me that he wanted to see me with another man. So I just said, sure. I wasn’t exactly faithful to him as it was, so to do it legitimately was a bonus, right?”

“Uh-huh.” Marie’s mouth was open wide enough to fit the burger which was on its way, whole.

“So I began fucking other men, right in front of him. Our wedding night was especially fun. He watched as I fucked the three best men, still in my wedding dress.” She allowed herself a giggle.

“So why did you break up?”

“He was seeing a gorgeous red-head called Mindy at the same time. She used to walk around in latex, had this whole Emo or Goth thing going on. Anyway, I tried to reconcile, even told him that I was willing to share him, but she wasn’t interested; she wanted him all for herself. I told him that he needed to sort things out in his head.” She sighed. “The next thing I knew, I was sent divorce papers and the job was done. We didn’t own anything, so everything went through quickly. I met Richard about six months later.”

Marie couldn’t believe she had so misjudged this woman. “How did you get Richard into the strap-on stuff?”

“Oh, that was easy.” She waved her hand as if waving off her question. “When we first had sex, that whole weekend became like this marathon sex session. Anyway, I just put on the strap-on and pushed it in him.”

“Wasn’t he surprised?”

“If he was, he didn’t say so, but he was gagged, blindfolded and tied to the bed at the time, so he really wasn’t in any position to disagree. I must’ve fucked him about fifty times that weekend; eventually I didn’t even need to tie him up!”

“Did you ever cuckold Richard?”

Diana blushed and looked around a little. “Once, I was unfaithful to him, with Wyatt. He doesn’t know though. But I don’t know if he would go for it.”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“Being unfaithful? Sure, it’s a fantastic thrill, but I don’t think I’d do it again, not without his permission anyway, but I’ll tell you what, I will speak to him about it. Oh how I miss it!”

Marie nodded. “So you think that I should do it?”

Diana placed a hand on Marie’s arm. “I think you should.”

Their food arrived at the table and as they ate, they talked about their children and work, anything other than sex. If they were frank, they would admit to each other that all the talk of cuckolding and sex had made them both horribly horny. Unfortunately for Marie, the conversation slipped back to sex when Diana asked Marie about her college days.

“I was a bit of a minx at college.” Marie explained. “I mean, I wasn’t a slut; at least, not in the way some people were, but I had a few boyfriends, and one pretty hot night with some, erm, friends.”

Diana leaned forward. “Oh, please go on. What hot night? Give me the details!”

“Well, we’d been out clubbing. I was with Carol, my college roommate at the time. She had three friends over from LA, guys, and they were probably the horniest kids I’ve ever met. Like, they had obviously just graduated high-school and thought, what the hell, let’s go see if we can bang some college chicks. Anyway, part way through the night, we were pretty wasted. I’d scored some weed and on top of that we’d been doing tequila shots, so we were pretty much game for anything. So when we got back to our apartment the guys started stripping and Carol and I just thought what the hell.

“Anyway, Carol had this big video camera, one of these old eighties style VHS jobs. Her dad gave it to her, hoping she would send video messages home; like, she never did once. We used it to record our night.” Marie giggled, blushing.

Diana’s eyes were wide with excitement. “Do you still have the video, or did Carol take it?”

“No, we made a copy. I still have mine, and I’m sure she has hers.”

Diana grabbed Marie’s arm tight. “Marie, I have to see that video!”

With a burst of laughter, Marie shook her head. “Honey, I don’t even know if that video still works; hell, I would need to dig the old VCR out of the attic. I doubt that old crate still works either.”

Diana frowned in thought, then a sly smile appeared on her face. “I’ve got an idea. Why don’t we go back to your place; grab a bottle of tequila along the way, and see if the video works? If it doesn’t, then we’ll just have a nice time anyway.”

Marie gave it some thought. “What about Daniel? He maybe home soon.”

“Screw Daniel. This is our girly night out.”

It took a moments additional thought, then Marie nodded. “What the hell. Let’s do it.”

Daniel was barely able to lift the phone when it beeped to signal the arrival of a text message. It took him five attempts to unlock the phone, and then he had to move it backwards and forwards until his eyes focused on the message in front of him.

Going back to our place with Diana. Got tequila and plan a long night. How are you getting on?

“Who sent me this message?” Daniel slurred out.

Jason took the phone from his hands. “Your wife.”

“Can you reply and tell her I’m fine?” He had his head on his arms, resting on the table. “Just fine.” He mumbled as if drifting off to sleep.

Jason smiled and nodded. He was feeling fine. When Phillip announced he was moving on to chasers, Jason waved off, saying he had work in the morning. After a resounding complaint that they all had work, Jason pointed out that he had an important presentation and had to keep a clear head. Therefore, he was called a pussy a couple of times; before he watched the other two imbeciles drink themselves into an almost comatose state. In fact, Phillip was almost done.

Dan’s drunk and ready for bed. I’ll drive him home. Can you pick up his car from the Salt Factory, or should I leave it here? Jason

They were already in Diana’s car driving up the I-85, when she received the text. She replied to Jason that she would.

“We need to stop off in Roswell. I have to pick up Daniel’s car. He’s too drunk to drive.” Marie told Diana.

“Sure, no problem.”

After picking up the car, Diana followed Marie back home. As they pulled up at the house, Marie saw the Jason’s white Lexus out the front, and contemplated whether or not to tell Diana to go home.

“He’s in bed already.” Jason told Marie when she came in. Claire was walking down the stairs behind him. “We put him in the spare room, just in case he throws up.” Jason explained.

Marie wasn’t sure what came over herself just then, but she replied, “are you sure that’s the real reason you put him in the spare room?” She grinned at him like a horny teenager.

Claire snorted out a laugh and went to the living room. Jason, on the other hand, made a step closer, and grabbed her, wrapping an arm around her back. “You know that I would love to spend the night with you.” He told her, and then pressed his lips to hers. For a moment, their kiss was tight, closed, just a kiss, but within seconds her lips parted and his head tilted. She felt his tongue gradually enter her mouth and soon they had their arms wrapped around each other as they kissed sensuously. And just as soon as started, it ended. He pulled away and then continued to speak. “But I think you need to speak to your husband first.”

He stepped away and nodded at Diana, not bothering it introduce himself. Just as he was walking out of the house, he stopped and pointed at the bottle in Diana’s hand. “Feel free to come in late tomorrow. I’ll cover for you. Just remember that in the afternoon you have a Fin-ops meeting.”

Marie simply nodded, too turned on to speak.

After the door shut, Claire stepped into the hallway with a handful of peanuts, eating them one at a time. “Are you two planning on getting drunk?” She asked.

“We were.” Diana replied.

“We are.” Marie said, barely audible.

“In that case, I’ll stay the night, if that’s okay?” Claire asked. “If you guys are gonna get drunk, and Daniel’s completely out of it, then I’d rather stay and help with the kids in the morning.”

Marie looked up at the girl and smiled. Walking over, she took her in her arms and gave her a long hug. “You are truly the nicest person I know. Thank you Claire. I’ll make sure you are paid for the whole night.”

“You don’t need to…”

“No Claire, I do. Thank you.”

Claire went to the kitchen to prepare some snacks, whilst Diana and Marie headed up to the attic to get the VCR down. Once they had that, Marie snuck into her room and took down her personal box of things. She found the shoebox with the photos and videos, and took it downstairs.

“Here’s the box.” She said, arriving in the kitchen.

“So let’s go get this thing setup.” Diana stated, excited.

“What is that thing?” Asked Claire. Diana and Marie looked at each other, then at the young girl, and sighed.

“Let’s go.”

As Diana and Marie tried to work out how to hook-up the VCR to the flat-screen LED TV, Claire looked at the photos in the shoebox. She didn’t seem shocked or surprised by anything she saw there.

“You were hot in these photos, Marie.” Claire pointed out.

Marie looked up. “Oh shit, er, Claire, you shouldn’t really be looking at those.”

“Oh come on Marie, I’m twenty years old. I’ve seen worse.”

“Twenty? Did we miss your birthday?”

“Er, yeah, about two weeks ago. Chill, don’t worry. So, how old were you when you took these photos?”

“A little older than you now.” Marie suddenly realised what Claire had originally said. “Hey! What do you mean were hot?”

Claire burst out laughing. “You still are hot, of course. What I meant was, you were always hot.”

“Uh-huh.”

Claire held up a photo of Marie tied up, blindfolded, with a large black penis in her mouth. “That you?”

Marie took the photo. “Yeah, that’s me, and the guy was my second boyfriend, Luther. He was a nice guy.”

“What happened to him?”

“I dumped him.”

Diana grabbed the photo. “He was a nice guy, and he had that cock, and you dumped him?”

“I was gonna ask the same thing. That’s a big dick.” Claire agreed.

“And he knew how to use it.” Marie reminisced about Luther, thinking back to the sex with him and remembering that he was someone with whom she could climax nearly every time. “I can’t remember why we broke up. I think he wanted to get serious and I wasn’t ready to settle down.”

“Oh, you bitch.” Diana laughed.

“Yeah, I was!” All the girls giggled, looking through the pornographic photos. Eventually they connected the VCR and poured out three shots of tequila. “You’ll join us for one, right?” Marie asked Claire. “Don’t tell your parents though.”

“Sure, and don’t worry, I won’t.” They clinked glasses, licked the salt, drank the tequila, and sucked on the lemon.

“I can never remember what the order is meant to be.” Diana laughed.

“I think,” Claire began, “that we should be using oranges and cinnamon. This is gold tequila.”

The women looked at each other for a moment. “What’s the difference?”

Claire shrugged. “No idea.”

“Put the video on!” Diana cried out. “I want to watch some porn!”

“What porn?”

“The video in that box is a recording of Marie having an orgy during her college days.”

Claire’s smile spread from ear to ear. “Put the video on!” She cried out with her arms in the air.

“Okay, okay.” Marie told them, grabbing the video cassette and pushing it in the VCR. “I need to point out that I wasn’t acting or anything, so if I’m doing weird orgasm faces, it’s because they’re real and not…”

“PRESS PLAY!” The women shouted.

“Right.”

The picture shook for a while, and several white lines rolled down the screen for a few moments, but eventually it settled.

“It’s not exactly high-definition, is it?” Claire pointed out.

“This is what we call eighties definition. Shut up and watch the porn, kid.” Diana said, throwing an olive at the girl.

On the screen, a young Marie strolled into picture, naked, and dancing with a little rounder blonde girl, also naked. Both girls giggled like air-heads, and were visibly wasted. The first thing Marie thought watching herself in the video, was that she was a much bigger girl.

“I was fat!” She cried out.

“I think you were hot.” Claire pointed out.

“You were not fat. You just had a different body back then, but look how firm you look. You know who you look like there?” Diana asked.

“Who?”

“The brunette from Two Broke Girls.”

“Don’t watch it.” Marie replied.

Claire jumped up and pointed. “You do, you do! Just like her! I thought you reminded me of someone!”

“What’s her name?” Diana asked.

“No idea.”

“Can we watch my fat ass get it on please?” Marie whined.

They watched as Marie now had her face buried in her former flatmate’s pussy and a cock up her own pussy. Then two more men came into view, or at least parts of them did.

“Camera work was awful.” Mumbled Diana.

“It was on a tripod.”

“You were on a tripod…” Diana mumbled once again, earning a fist-bump from Claire.

Carol was blowing one of the kids, as the one who was fucking Marie was repositioning to be able to lie on his back. He slid under Marie, who lifted her head from Carol’s vagina, then pushed back into Marie’s. At the same, one of the other cocks moved over and lined himself up with Marie’s anus, then slowly pushed inside.

Diana, in the meantime, had prepared more shots. They drank without a word, and then Diana removed her pullover.

“It’s getting pretty hot in here.” Diana mumbled.

“You had two cocks at once.” Claire stated. “You’re my hero.”

“Ahem, erm, actually,” Marie pointed at the screen where Carol was now moving out of the way, and a third cock was lining up with Marie’s mouth. “Three at the same time.”

“Fuck!” Claire breathed.

They were glued to the television, watching them fuck her for several minutes, then change places, or move around, some disappearing for a few minutes and coming back. On the screen, Marie now had a blonde hair surfer boy between her legs, licking, her hand pulling on the back of his head. A large breast appeared in front of Marie’s face and Carol’s hand was holding some sort of vial. She gently tapped out a line of white powder from her nipple upwards, and Marie leaned forward and sniffed it all in her right nostril. She then did the same thing from the other nipple.

“Weed and tequila, huh?” Diana laughed.

“Erm, hey Claire, maybe you shouldn’t watch this.”

“Hell no! I’m watching this! This is like the hottest porn I’ve ever seen. You are so cool.”

“Drugs are not cool. I regret doing that.”

Diana let out a snort. “Bullshit! If I had coke here right now, you’d do it.”

“Diana!” Marie cried out. “Claire’s an impressionable kid!”

“I’m impressed. You two are cool.”

“Why’s Diana cool? You don’t even know what she did yet.” Marie pointed out.

“Yeah, but she’s the only one to be sat here with us, with her hand down her panties.”

Marie looked over at her friend, and she hadn’t noticed in the dark room before, but indeed Diana had her hand inside her leggings and panties and Marie could see her finger making small circular motions between her legs. “Diana!”

“Oh, so what? It’s just us girls!” Diana laughed.

Marie and Claire burst out laughing too, and Marie poured three more shots. Diana pulled her hand out of her panties, long enough to grab the salt shaker. She poured salt down in between her breasts and up to her chin.

“Who’s got the balls to lick the salt off me?” Diana dared them.

Marie simply laughed, but Claire leaned over and gently undid the buttons of the lace blouse covering Diana’s chest, then she slowly licked up the salt, staring into Diana’s eyes. Claire then downed the tequila, and whilst she was doing that, Diana prepared the lemon between her lips. Claire leaned down and put her lips against Diana’s, and sucked on the lemon’s flesh. Claire then pulled away, grinning, and laid backwards. She took the salt shaker from Diana, and pulled the spaghetti straps off her tank top to reveal her two pert breasts.

“I need them wet if I want to put salt on them.” She said to the women. Diana understood immediately and leaned over, sucking and licking both of the girl’s nipples. Backing away, Claire tapped out the salt onto each nipple. “Come on then, both of you at the same time.”

With a gulp, Marie leaned forward along with Diana, then both stuck out their tongues and slowly licked up the salt from the girl’s nipples. Next the women drank down their tequila’s. As they did, Claire pulled up her mini-skirt, pushed down her panties, and took a lemon and squeezed the juice onto her thighs, just below her pussy.

“Come get your juice.” She giggled.

With some trepidation, they knelt down between her legs and licked. As they licked her thighs, they each felt a hand on the back of their heads. Looking up, Claire was smiling at them, and pulling. Both moved their tongues closer to her pussy, as she spread her legs wider, and moments later, Marie was licking pussy for the first time in over ten years.

“I think being your babysitter is going to have some extra benefits from now on, huh?” Claire purred.

“Mmmhmmm.” Marie moaned into her pussy, confused as to why she had only done this the one time in her life.

Diana pulled her head away to give Marie room. “Can you babysit my kids too?”

“Depends on how busy Marie plans on keeping me.” As Marie ran her tongue down the girl’s slit, Claire moaned in ecstasy. “Oh, and I have a feeling she’s going to be keeping me very busy.”

As Marie continued on Claire, Diana repositioned herself under Marie and began licking her. By the time the home-made porn on the television ended, the room was still full of the sound of sexual moaning.

The next morning, Daniel awoke in the spare room to a throbbing headache and the urge to vomit. He ran to the bathroom and threw-up, immediately feeling a little better. He quickly showered, shaved, and prepared himself for work, slipping on his stockings, pink panties, and a pink high-rising thick satin and lace garter belt. He was just buttoning his shirt, when he realised his bedroom was empty.

Realising the house was strangely quiet for the time, he went to look around. As he reached the kids room, he poked his head around the door to see if they were there. There they were, being dressed by Claire, who was sat in her tank top and panties.

“What’s going on?” He asked her. “What are you doing here?”

“Come in and close the door. Marie and Diana are still asleep downstairs.” Claire whispered.

Daniel tried to digest what she just said. “Hold on, what are you talking about?”

With a sigh, Claire said, “Dan, just come in here.”

“Erm, I can’t.” Daniel wasn’t sure what came over him, but he somehow got the feeling another dynamic had changed in the family and Claire would know what was going on.

“Why can’t…” She began, standing up and walking out. Upon seeing his panties and stockings, she held her hands to her mouth and tried to stifle a laugh. “Sorry, but oh my god, you look so cute in little girlie panties.” Her giggle became a full blown laugh.

“Can you please just tell me what is going on?” He asked, getting a little frustrated and frankly a little excited at the humiliating way this girl was speaking to him.

“Diana spent the night. They had quite a bit of tequila; hell, I think I had more than I should have, and things got a little; ahem, wild.”

“Wild… how?”

“Erm, I think you should let your wife tell you that.” She told him with a grin.

As he turned to walk away, she gave his panty covered backside a slap. Then with a giggle, she said, “see you later, sissy.”

Deciding whether or not to put pants on, he decided it would be more fun if Diana saw him in panties and stockings. He headed downstairs and entered the living room to a shock.

The sofa had been extended into a bed; the VHS VCR had been set up, and the shoebox he recognised was lying on the floor, the photos spread everywhere. On the sofa, Maria was lying tangled up with Diana, both naked except for a small red blanket which barely covered them both. He stared at them, knowing full well what had gone on.

Behind him, Claire descended the stairs. “I’m going to take breakfast up to them to eat in the room, then I’ll need to sneak them out. I’ll take them both to playgroup, okay?”

“Thanks Claire.” Daniel nodded, still staring at the scene in front of him.

“That’s okay, sissy.” She laughed, slapping his pantied ass again.

“Do you know… What happened?”

Claire shrugged. “A mix of porn, tequila, and lost inhibitions. It was fun.”

“You joined in?”

Claire grinned. “Of course! I wouldn’t miss this. I didn’t drink as much as them, but I think we actually got done around four this morning. And Marie told me all about you two.” She grinned at him. “So you like to get fucked in the ass huh? Naughty boy!” She laughed again, heading for the kitchen.

Daniel walked in to the living room and leaned down next to Marie. He gently rocked her arm. “Marie. Marie.”

“Huh?” She asked, groggily.

“Don’t you and Diana want to go upstairs to our bedroom? The kids will need to come down soon.”

“Okay.” She tapped Diana. “Diana, we should go to our room. The kids have to get up.”

“Uhhh, okay.” Diana groaned, slowly getting to her feet. Daniel was just admiring both naked women, when Diana slapped his ass and said, “good morning sissy. Nice panties. Not much of a dancer though.”

“Huh?”

“Marie showed us the video of you dancing, on her phone. Very kinky little sissy, aren’t you?”

Daniel groaned as he felt his erection grow, pushing at the panties. He followed them upstairs, and joined them in the bedroom, where he slipped his pants on over the panties and stockings.

“Won’t you be late for work?” He asked Marie.

“No, Jason’s covering for me. I’ll go in later.”

“Fair enough. Have fun.” He told the women, watching them kiss and wondering if he had time to masturbate. It was then that he realised he had been cuckolded, but in a rather unorthodox fashion. As he watched Diana lower herself into Marie’s crotch, Daniel pointed out his situation to Marie.

“So you’re now a cuckold?” She asked, panting.

“Yes.”

“So it really doesn’t matter if I fuck Jason, does it?”

“No it doesn’t.”

“So I will fuck him, won’t I?” She grinned.

“Yes, I hope so.”

“Do you?”

“I do. I really do.”

“Good.” She smiled. “Because I will fuck him. I decided I would last night.”

Daniel’s heart skipped a beat when heard that. He was going to become a cuckold; a proper cuckold.
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Marie arrived at the office a little before twelve and upon entering her office, was shocked to find a young man in a grey suit sat at the next table. He couldn’t have been much older than twenty-five, had neatly combed brown hair, and way too shiny teeth.

“Hi, uh, I’m Marie.” She said, introducing herself.

“Oh, hey Marie, I’m Gavin. I’m going to be your personal assistant.” He grinned.

Marie was a little taken-aback. She wasn’t told she would be getting an assistant. “I didn’t know you would be coming.”

“It’s quite normal. I was told that you would have a lot of documentation to go through, so I was assigned to you. Just tell me what you want me to do, and I’ll do it.”

Before Marie had chance to say anything further, she heard a knock on the door. At that moment, Jason came in. “Hey, you made it in okay then?” Jason said to Marie with a wink.

With a smile and small frown, Marie nodded. “I have a bit of a hangover, but it’s not as bad as I thought it would be.”

Jason grinned. “Lunch?”

“I just got in.”

“So? Gavin can look after things, can’t you Gav?”

“Sure boss.”

Marie looked at them both. “So you two know each other?”

Gavin and Jason shared a look. “Yeah, we go way back.” They laughed.

“I’ll explain over lunch.” Jason told her. “Let’s go.”

Without even touching her seat, Marie was already out of the door and heading for lunch. As she stepped out of the door and into the elevator, Jason ran his hand on the arm of her satin blouse. It trailed down onto her belly, and around onto her ass, which he gently squeezed. Marie felt herself panting, silently wanting him to do much more. As if hearing her thoughts, he raised his left hand and gently allowed the tips of his fingers to trace the outside of her breasts, encased in the tight satin of the blouse, fit for bursting under the strain of her C-cups.

Her panting increased. The elevator dinged and the doors opened. “Fuck!” She cried out without realising. “Oh…”

Jason smiled at her mischievously. “After you.” He told her. She stepped out of the elevator and again she felt his hand on her ass, squeezing it. Separating from him at the car, she jumped into the passenger side and considered what she was doing. She had Daniel’s permission, she already slept with other people, albeit women, so what was the problem?

Once inside the car, Jason started the car and set off. Once on the way, his hand landed on her stocking covered thigh, and rubbed. Marie wasn’t sure what came over herself, but she changed position so that the short black skirt she was wearing pulled upwards, exposing the lacy tops of her stockings and the suspenders of her garter belt. Jason made his intentions perfectly clear. He pulled her skirt trying to make it go higher, and Marie assisted him by lifting her ass into the air. Seconds later, his hand was slipping inside her black silk panties and was rubbing at her clitoris.

They drove for quite a while, and if Marie could concentrate a bit more with her orgasm approaching, then she would’ve asked where they were going. Instead, just as they pulled up outside a large brick house, she screamed out her climax.

“Where are we?” She panted, looking at the beautiful building.

“Shhh…” He told her, stepping out, then opening her door. In her heart, she knew where they were and what was about to happen, but her mind refused to accept it.

She was led into the house and still holding her hand, he took her up the wide winding staircase, up to the large bedroom, tastefully made up in black and red, in a very French style. She stood there, not speaking as he slowly unbuttoned her blouse and unzipped her skirt. Then she slid both items off her body, and then undid her bra as he undressed.

Jason stared at her, looking at her panties, which were side-ties. “You knew didn’t you?” He asked her, tugging at both of the knots at the same time.

“I had hoped…” She mumbled, nervous and excited at the same time. She stared at him; his muscular body, waxed smooth, highlighting his tone. He stood there in his tight black boxers, the bulge of his semi-hard cock threatening its release. His fingers slid under the waist of the boxers and pushed them down. Her sharp intake of breath made it clear what she thought about his penis.

Pulling her to him, their lips met, and soon after, their hands were rubbing all over their bodies, his hands feeling her breasts, rolling the nipples. Her hands grabbed at his cock, rubbing and pulling it. “Oh fuck…” she moaned, “put it in me, put it in me.”

“Get on your knees.” He ordered.

“Yes. Yes.” She gasped, dropping to her knees and enveloping the cock with her mouth, taking it deep.

As she sucked, he reached over to his phone and dialled a number. “Hey man, I’m at home and I’ve got somebody here you need to speak to.” She tapped her on the head and handed her the phone. “Your husband.” He told her.

With a look of concern, she took the phone. “Hi honey, I’m so sorry but I’m going to cuckold you.” She stated, deciding just to rip the band-aid off.

“Oh Mistress, you are making me so hot. Thank you!” Daniel responded.

Putting the cock back in her mouth, she said, “I’be gop hib cop ib by bout bow.” Then made the sound of choking as the cock went down her throat. She passed the phone back to Jason.

“Hey man, she’s got her mouth full of my cock, so she can’t talk right now, but I’ll email you some photos.” And with that he cancelled the call, then aimed the camera at Marie. “Open your mouth and hold it on your tongue.” She did, her eyes smiling at the camera as he took shots.

Pushing her back, he then pulled her up and onto the bed. Lying on the bed, she opened her legs and gently massaged her clitoris, taunting and inviting him at the same time. She grinned and purred, “Are you going to stand there or are you going to fuck me?”

With a grin of his own, he took a couple of pictures, and then dived between her legs, licking at her cunt and trying to taste her as much as he could. She was soaked, that much was for sure. Deciding that they were too stretched for time to play around with oral, he climbed up and inserted his cock slowly and carefully.

“Oh fuck!” She gasped, feeling his thick eight inches stretch her in such a pleasurable way. “Oh my god, that’s so good!” Marie was never one to be vocal, but something in her snapped. Any movement he made, made her scream out in pleasure. Her mind had been building up to the event for so long, and now it was final here, it was as if a pressure valve had been released. “Fuck! Yes, Jason, fuck me!” She gasped, bucking her hips to get him to move faster. “Take a photo of me!” She gasped. “Video me!”

He did just that, videoing her as her back arched in orgasm. They then moved around and she got on her knees. He grabbed her hips and ploughed on forward, thrusting in hard and fast. He passed the phone to Marie, who pressed the record button and pointed it back at herself. She knew Jason was close; his cock had become harder, seemingly larger, and the fact that she was recording it for her husband seemed to make everything hotter. Once again, her orgasm approached, and when it hit, it hit in the most violent way. Suddenly, she was vertical, her arm wrapped backwards around his head, her ass going up and down, feeling his cock swell even more until he let out a loud roar, climaxing hard. But something strange happened; her orgasm came back, in a wave and she screamed out a long moan, longer than any other moan she ever had during any orgasm.

“That’s never happened to me before.” She gasped. “I’ve never had orgasms like that before.”

“Glad to have been of service.” He laughed, lighting a cigarette.

“I didn’t know you smoke.” She said, grabbing a cigarette out of his packet.

“I didn’t know you smoke.” He replied, lighting hers before his own.

“I used to, but stopped before having the kids. Daniel never liked me smoking.” She looked at her watch. “We’re going to need to go soon. We’ve got the Fin-Ops meeting.”

“We’ve got time.” He told her, giving her a quick kiss.

Marie got up and picked up her handbag. Finding her phone, she dialled Daniel.

“So, honey, you’re now officially a cuckold.” She purred into the phone when he picked up. “We’ll send you the photos and videos later.”

“Marie, I’m so jealous but so hot right now. I don’t think I can get up from the desk now.” Daniel whined.

“Well, feel free to go to the bathrooms and rub one out.”

“I’ll wait until the videos and pictures get here.”

“Okay. I’m off to get one more orgasm from my new stud of a lover. Bye cucky.”

Ending the call, she threw the phone on the pile of clothes, and crawled over the bed over to Jason’s cock, which she quickly took into her mouth until he was hard again, then she lowered her pussy onto him.

The car ride back to the office felt so much more comfortable than it did previously. The only thing which was bothering Marie now was the rumbling in her stomach. In fact, she was terribly hungry and felt she could eat a horse.

“Can we grab a sandwich from Schlotsky’s or something?” She asked.

“You read my mind.” He laughed. “I think we really worked up an appetite.”

“I feel like a teenager. I’m fucking horny again!” She giggled.

“Me too, but we really have to be getting back.”

“Can I see you tonight?”

He thought about it for a few moments. “I promised to go to the bar with Anna and Phillip, which essentially means I should be spending my time with them. That being said, why can’t you and Dan meet us there too? Maybe we can all go back home together.”

A grin formed on Marie’s mouth. “That sounds like fun.”

They drove in silence for a few moments, before she asked about Gavin. “Well,” he began, “he’s actually someone who worked for me for a couple of years. We were out drinking one night and he met Anna and Phillip; so of course, I had to tell him the whole story, which he loved. Anyway, he asked if I knew anyone else like that, so I kind of…”

“Assigned him to me?” She gasped. “You are outsourcing me to colleagues for sex?” She didn’t know whether to be pissed off or turned on.

“Not colleagues, just Gavin. He’s a nice guy.”

“And you expect me to fuck him?”

“No. I expect you will want to fuck him.”

She sat silently and stared out of the window, contemplating. Just twenty-four hours earlier, she would have been pissed off, but sat there in the car, she was wondering how big Gavin’s cock was. She decided she would tease the kid a bit. “Do me a favour?” She said, still looking out of the side window.

“What?”

“Don’t tell him you told me.”

“Okay. Why?”

She turned to look at him, smiling. “Because I plan to tease him a little first.”

Jason grinned back at her. “I think I underestimated you. You’re a dirty, dirty girl!”

Back in the office, Marie said a quick hello to Gavin, before putting her sandwich and drink down at her desk. She had seen him flick ALT+TAB on the keyboard to hide the game of cards he had been playing. Standing straight, she then did a yawn and stretched her arms into the air, her blouse raising to reveal the top of her suspender belt. As she stretched, her cell phone slid out from under the waistband of her skirt and fell to the floor, in what seemed like an honest accident; of course, the whole thing was planned. Bending over at the waist, she picked up the phone, but in doing so allowed her short skirt to rise up and show her suspenders and stocking tops.

Gavin gave a gulp as he watched the sexy woman wiggle her ass a little as she picked up the phone.

Sitting back down, Marie tucked in to the sandwich, reading her emails to find no reply from India, which frustrated her immensely. “Gavin, do you have access to Planrix?” She asked him.

“I do indeed.” He replied. “What do you need?”

“Can you view transaction level data?”

“Ah…” He seemed a little stunned by the question. “No, no. I don’t have those sort of permissions.”

Marie couldn’t help but feel he was a little edgy in his response, but she quickly put that down to her flirtations. Getting horny by the thought of the fact that she could screw him if she really wanted, she started to consider how else to mess with him.

“Damn, I have to do this damn corporate ethics exam.” She complained, which was a lie, as she already did it on her first day. “What a bore, right?”

He looked at her for a moment, then nodded. “Yep. Just more of the same stuff we already know.”

“I mean, the sexual harassment stuff in there is bullshit, isn’t it? I mean, sure, if someone is abusing their power to force themselves on someone, then that’s wrong, but a little playing in the office, a little ass-smacking, well, there’s nothing wrong with that, is there?”

Gavin’s face went red with embarrassment. He nodded quickly, agreeing with everything she said.

“If I want to wear something sexy to work, I should be able to, right?” She continued.

“Oh yeah, I fully support that.”

He turned back to his monitor and stared blankly at it. It was obvious that the chat was having an effect on him as he was having a very hard time concentrating on anything.

“Hey, I wanted to show you some of the issues I’ve been having with Planrix.” Marie began.

“Oh sure, I’ll come have a look.” He replied quickly.

“No, I’ll come show you. Can you load up the Tax Reconciliation report for last year?”

“Er, sure.” He said, clicking his mouse button.

Marie finished her sandwich and headed over to Gavin’s chair. Once he brought up the report, she leaned over and pointed at the screen. “There, you see? The numbers keep falling into the final month of the quarter, but they don’t balance against the actual sales statistics. It’s as if the system is calculating everything on a quarterly basis.”

Feeling the satin of her blouse and warmth of the side of her breast rub against his cheek, he gulped and leaned a little bit away from her, as to not cause any ill-feeling. But as he did, she simply leaned over a bit and allowed her breast touch him again. “Are you sure it’s not a system error?” He asked, taking a little bit of a chance and rubbing his face against the satin of the blouse. She pulled away, standing up straight, much to Gavin’s disappointment. However, he needn’t have been overly concerned. She leaned forward again, this time allowing both her breasts to rest on the top of his head.

“That’s what Jason said, but why has no-one caught on and fixed it? It’s been going on for a few years.” She told him, pushing her breasts into him firmer. “Look, I can draw it for you.” She said, standing to the right of him for a moment. “Hold on, let me grab that pen and paper.” And she leaned to his left, pushing her cleavage right into his face as she reached for the paper. Then pulling back, she looked down at his crotch, which was now sporting a healthy erection.

Allowing herself a little smile, she began to draw out the months of the year, and then showed the tax breakdown as it should be when a business is healthy. “Now here, what we see is what looks like adjusted numbers. The way they have been laid out mean the business seems healthy at a quarterly level, but not at a monthly level. The numbers don’t make sense. The ERP system has to be able to define the reports on the months, even days, when the transactions were booked and invoiced.”

“I don’t know what to say.” Gavin responded. “Would you like me to speak to the Systems team to find out if there is a bug?”

“Would you mind?” She gushed with a smile. Then she grabbed him for a hug, pulling his face into her breasts and holding them there. “You’re a great help already. Thank you!” Then as she pulled away, she pretended to twist her ankle and fall onto his lap. “Ow! How silly of me!” She told him.

“Are you okay?” He asked, concerned about her welfare but also a little surprised to feel her hand land firmly on his erection.

“Yeah, it hurts a bit; just let me get my bearings a second.” She told him, not removing her hand from his crotch.

“Erm; okay.” He mumbled, hoping she wouldn’t get angry about the erection. He was considering this, when she did the strangest thing. She moved her hand so the palm was no longer pressing on the head of his penis, but rather wrapped around it. He looked down at her hand and watched as she rubbed it up and down. “Err… I…” He looked up at her face and found her smiling at him.

“Should I lock the door?” She asked him. He simply nodded in response, so she got up and twisted the key, walking back to him seductively, unbuttoning her blouse as she walked. She got down to her knees in front of him, unzipped his pants, and pulled out his cock. “My, my, you do have a big one, don’t you?”

His eyes went wide, still nervous about actually doing this with a married woman. “Uh-huh.” The young man replied. Moments later, his cock was in her mouth and she was staring up at him as she sucked him off. Gradually, he calmed down and allowed his hands to find her head. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the sensations travelling through his body.

After a couple minutes of head, she stood up and bent over the partitioning desk between their tables. She hitched up her skirt and untied the panties, pulling them right off. Taking the obvious hint, he stood up and lined his penis up with her pussy, and pressed in.

“Fuck me hard.” She whispered.

“Oh yeah.” He gasped and immediately began hammering his cock in and out of her. The room filled with the sound of heavy breathing and slapping skin. It took about a minute for Marie’s orgasm to begin, her panting turning into pained moans and gasps for more, and harder. She had to bite down on her hand to prevent her screams from being heard next door.

Seconds later, Gavin felt his orgasm approach, and with a grunt, he came deep inside her. She pushed him back and turned around, dropping to her knees and sucking his shrinking cock clean. “I have a feeling we are not going to get much work done, are we?” She grinned, rubbing his cock.

“I guess not.” He replied, a satisfied smile on his face. “I can go again, just give me a minute.”

“Take your time.” She said. “We’ve got another thirty minutes until the FIN-OPS meeting.” And once again her mouth engulfed his cock, sucking it back to firmness. Then, sitting him back in his chair, she climbed onto his lap, and lowered herself gently onto his penis, wrapping her arms around the back of his neck. Moments later, their lips were locked together as she gently rocked her hips back and forth. He reached a hand up and massaged a breast through the lacy bra. She pulled the breast out and presented the nipple to his mouth, which he gratefully accepted.

Holding his head tight pulling him into her breast, she began to increase the pace of her movements, feeling her orgasm growing. She pulled his face back up to hers and the two kissed once more.

“Oh fuck!” She gasped very suddenly, shocking Gavin for a moment. She followed that with a long deep moan as her orgasm seemed to just go on forever. She quickly jumped off him and knelt back down, taking him in her mouth again. He didn’t last much longer and soon he was filling her mouth with his seed. She swallowed instantly, without hesitation, feeling the slut character she was playing and loving it.

They sat back, panting and staring at each other. In the back of her mind, she was thinking about how dirty she was, fucking another man, just after she had cheated with another man. What they told her was true; she would be addicted, it was too exciting. The rush she got from knowing that what she was doing was wrong, that she was cheating on her husband with other men, was just so exhilarating that she would have a hard time ever giving it up. On the one hand she was happy she did it, because she had been able to orgasm so easily, but on the other hand, she was now very scared. If Daniel wouldn’t be able to handle it and would ask her to stop, she would not be able to.

“What do we do from here?” Gavin asked, zipping up his fly.

Marie stood and sat herself down on his lap, resting her head on his shoulder. “What would you like to happen?”

“I’d like us to keep seeing each other.” He replied, nervously.

“You want us to keep fucking?”

“Yes.”

“Then I see no problem.” She told him, as he rubbed her breast. “Think you can fuck me in front of my husband?”

He thought about it. “Will he mind?”

“I think you discussed this with Jason.”

“Doesn’t mean that I’m confident in my safety.”

“Touché. But yes, you’ll be quite safe. My husband is a willing cuckold.”

“Then yes, I think I’ll be fine.”

She smiled at him and kissed his cheek. “What are you doing tonight?”

“Nothing, why?”

“We’re going out with Jason. You should come.”

“I’ll need to make sure Jason’s okay with me being there, but sure, why not?”

“Good. I’m looking forward to fucking you again already.”

“Well the FIN-OPS meeting finishes at four…”

She kissed him on the lips, then stood and buttoned up her blouse. “And I have kids I need to pick up.”

Before setting off to the FIN-OPS meeting, Marie checked her emails. Still nothing from India, but she had received the videos and photos from Jason. Slipping on her headphones, she played one of them and smiled.

“We should go.” Gavin said from behind her shoulder, shocking her.

“Fuck, you gave me a heart attack.”

“Was that Jason?”

“Yes.”

“Nice. Show me again.”

“Hold on.” She told him, and pressed forward on the email, typing in Dan – Home into the To field.

“What did you say your husband’s name was?” Gavin asked with a grin.

“I didn’t.” She grinned back, “but I think you know.”

“We have to go. Donovan is going to be pissed.”

She pressed send and locked the computer. “Let’s go then.”

The FIN-OPS meeting was about nothing, well, nothing which concerned her. Donovan Carlyle was President of Global Financial Operations and a real gruff man who was generally pissed off.

“Our shareholders are not seeing any growth again this quarter. They’re concerned that they’re not getting the value they should be from this firm.” Carlyle moaned.

“Don,” Jason said, leaning forward, “our results are stable. Look at the market right now. Sure, it’s improving, but you’ve got idiots around the world saying vaccinations are dangerous, we took a hit from Proxalane and we still kept the results stable. I think we’re doing well under the circumstances.”

“The shareholders are gonna bail. We need to raise the share-price otherwise they will sell, and who do you think will buy?”

Everyone nodded. Marie leaned over to Gavin and whispered, “who?”

Gavin looked away and shrugged. Marie got that sneaking suspicion that he was lying again, but wrote it off as being paranoid.

The meeting adjourned and Marie seemed none the wiser about anything. Little did she know that she was very much wiser, but was not aware of it yet.
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“What do you want me to wear?” He asked her. Marie looked at her hairless naked husband and thought about it.

“What do you think?” Marie asked Claire.

Claire sat on the edge of the bed, dangling a five-inch heal pump off her foot. “I think he should wear the pink corselette.” Daniel looked down at the waist trimming lacy lingerie which lay on the bed. He picked it up, but Claire stopped him. “Panties first.” She ordered.

“Yes Miss.” Daniel said, meekly.

Marie had made it perfectly clear when Claire arrived and after the kids went to bed, that Claire would be referred to as Miss whenever they were alone. Daniel had tried to protest, after all, this girl was their babysitter, but Marie was having none of it. “Does it embarrass you to have to be subservient to the babysitter?” She asked him, as if she was speaking to a small child. He nodded that it did. “Good!” She turned to Claire. “I officially made him a cuckold today. Twice at lunch and then twice in the afternoon with my new PA.” Claire had found that terribly funny. Daniel had found it terribly exciting. He must have watched the videos at least fifty times.

Daniel slipped on the panties, then the corselette, feeling it pulling tight around his stomach area. He then began sliding black stockings on his legs. “Stop!” Claire called out. “Pink stockings slave!”

“Yes Miss.” He slid the pink stockings on his legs and then strapped the three suspenders on each side to each stocking. Standing, he looked at himself in the mirror and frowned, realising why Claire had selected the lingerie she did. He turned to her and found her giggling. “I can’t wear this.”

“You’re going to have to.” Claire told him.

“I’d do what she says Dan. She knows where the strap-on is, and I gave her permission to use it.”

Daniel looked at himself again and felt his penis become erect. It would be very humiliating. The corselette was heavily boned, especially around the bosom, which meant that under his shirt, it would be very visible. He slid on the shiny blue shirt and looked at himself; “yep, I was right.” He said to no-one in particular. Next he slid on his pants and realised that the straps of the suspenders were thick and heavy, and they were also very visible.

“Don’t worry. You’re not the only one being humiliated tonight.” Marie told him, curling her eyelashes. “Anna said Phillip will be wearing one of his blouses tonight.”

“Wonderful.” Daniel groaned, reaching for some socks.

“No socks!” Claire ordered. Daniel groaned again and headed for the living room. “Go make me a coffee!”

“Me too!” Marie laughed.

He made the coffee and brought it to them. “Anything else, your highnesses?” He asked, sarcastically.

“I think he’s being cheeky, don’t you Marie?” Claire asked, standing and walking to the bottom drawer in the cupboard; the bottom drawer where they kept their whips. “Pants down, bend over.”

Daniel looked at Marie for help. “Don’t look at me slave!” Marie told him. “You chose to be sarcastic, then you live with it.”

Of course, he complied. Moments later, Claire was whipping a man for the very first time in her life, and she had to admit that it felt pretty awesome. She reached over, pulling his panties down as far as they would go under the suspender straps, and hit him again, getting a yelp in response. With her fingers, she traced the red scar appearing on his backside, then hit him a few times more. Her pussy tingled in delight, realising that this was something very special.

“I need to cum!” Claire cried out, turning to Marie.

“Don’t look at me! I’ve just done my make-up.” Still holding a small mirror to her face, she gestured in Daniel’s direction. “Have him go down on you. It’s his job anyway!”

Claire looked at Daniel with a sinister grin, but all Daniel was thinking was, is she kidding? Does she think allowing me to go down on a cute twenty year old is some sort of punishment? Daniel was of course up to the challenge, and was down on his knees and between her legs milliseconds after she pulled off her panties. He lapped at the shaved pussy as if he was an expert, proving his trade, and Claire had to admit he was good; very, very, good.

After her orgasm, she told Daniel to get dressed again, and looked at Marie putting the final touches to her ensemble. She stood and walked over to Marie and gently massaged her shoulders.

“Are you sure you’re gonna be okay with all the kids here?” Marie asked. The plan was originally for Anna’s mother to look after their kids for the weekend, but something came up which meant she would only be able to take them the following morning. As such, Anna would bring her kids over to stay in the spare room, and her mother would pick them up from there in the morning.

“I’ll be fine. Don’t worry.” Claire assured her. She then leaned down and began kissing the older woman’s neck.

“Don’t give me a hickey.” Marie giggled.

The doorbell rang. “Slave, go answer the door!” Claire ordered.

“Yes Miss.”

After he left the room, Claire turned to Marie. “You are okay with me treating him like this, aren’t you? I wouldn’t want to overstep my bounds or anything.”

Marie smiled at the girl. “Claire, honey, it is so humiliating for him to be dominated by a younger woman. You can see it in his face; he is having such a hard time coming to terms with it. Honestly, enjoy yourself.”

“Cool, thanks. Anyway, I’ll best go take the kids and show them their room.”

Moments later, Claire’s presence in the room was replaced with Anna’s. Marie looked her over and frowned. “Okay, I’m underdressed.” Marie moaned. Anna stood there in a pink and black tartan pleated mini-skirt, a thick black belt around it, and baggy off-the-shoulder pink satin blouse, which hung down one side, revealing just a little too much of the black lace bra underneath.

In contrast, Marie was wearing a tight black knee-length dress; a belt around the middle, pulling it tight.

“Okay, hot as you look Marie,” Anna began, “it’s not entirely right for what we plan for tonight.”

Marie made an exaggerated sulky face. “I need to do some clothes shopping. I have hardly anything. I lost too much weight after the pregnancy.”

“Boohoo, poor you.” Anna frowned. “Let’s have a look at your wardrobe. I’m sure there is something you can wear.” Anna started opening up the wardrobe and drawers, then frowned, and looked at her watch. “Okay, change of plan. Let’s go find the guys.”

They walked over to the living room where they found both men kneeling on the floor kissing Claire’s feet. The kids were in bed upstairs and apparently already falling asleep. Marie looked over at Phillip and stifled a laugh. He was wearing a grey satin blouse, which was quite obviously a blouse, and his pants were black and shiny with the fly on the side. Underneath the black pants she saw the quite obvious red of his stockings, and through the blouse she could make out the corset and bra he was wearing.

“Slight change of plan.” Anna announced. “You guys go on ahead to the bar on your own. Jason will meet you there. I’m going to Lenox Mall with Marie quickly before the shops close. We’ll meet you at the bar after.” And off they went, without even a goodbye.

Claire looked down at the kneeling men. “You’re meant to be at the bar in an hour, right?” They nodded. “Then it looks like they’ve left you with me.” She grinned, sadistically.

Daniel looked at Phillip, and Phillip looked at Daniel. Both gulped.

When Jason and Gavin arrived at the bar, they were almost in stitches, laughing at the two semi-cross-dressers sitting alone in a booth.

“Guys, I guess if you were dressed up as transvestites, I wouldn’t laugh, but you are so not even that.” Jason told them, wiping away a tear of laughter.

“I’m not wearing women’s clothes.” Daniel complained.

“No, but the dark light above you is revealing the pink lingerie underneath that shirt, fairly clearly.”

Daniel groaned. “That’s why the waitress was giggling so much. I thought it was because of him.” Daniel said, pointing at Phillip.

“Hey, so Dan, this is Gavin.” The two men shook hands. “He got, ahem, acquainted with Marie today. And I use acquainted in the loosest of senses.”

Dan smiled. “I know, I already heard the stories. Good to meet you Gavin.”

“You too Dan.” Gavin said, shuffling into the booth next to him. “I tell you, I think it’s absolutely fantastic what you guys are doing. More so since I get the benefit of being with your wives.”

Everyone laughed at that. “Actually, it may be more exciting for us than for you.” Phillip told Gavin.

“Yes, it’s strange but I guess our minds are just programmed differently.” Daniel agreed. “We get off on the humiliation of being dominated, and part of that is the power that our wives have to do what they want, including fuck who they want, when we don’t have that same right.”

“It’s interesting, and I would agree, our minds are programmed differently. I really get off on the fact that I know Marie is married when I fuck her. I don’t think it would quite the same if she was single.” Gavin explained.

They sipped on their beers for a moment before Daniel added with a grin, “anyway, I like to humiliate Jason in other ways, such as at golf or bowling.”

Jason raised a finger. “Hey! Right, just for that I’m gonna fuck your wife up the ass tonight.”

Gavin half raised his beer glass, then stopped, looking confused. “But you said you were going to do that anyway tonight.”

“Dude!” The group laughed. “It’s still weird that we’re talking here about fucking your wives, and it feels normal. That’s pretty damn cool.”

Phillip nodded. “It is. I think we have the security of knowing our wives are so cool to be able to do that.” The others nodded with him. “Hey, so Anna says I can go golfing this Sunday.”

“In!” Daniel said quickly.

“Me too.” Jason chimed in.

“Can I come too?” Gavin asked.

“You golf?”

“Just started recently, but picking it up quickly.” The kid of the group replied.

Daniel grinned at him. “I’ll go easy on you.”

“In that case, I’ll go easy on your wife.”

“Don’t you dare!” Again the group broke into a fit of laughter.

At that moment, Phillip spied the arrival of the ladies. “Holy fuck!” He cried out, looking at Marie’s new dress. As she approached, the group collectively gulped and shuffled in their seats. Marie was wearing a skin-tight black micro-dress made out of a very thin material which Daniel would later find out was silk. It had an extremely open back, going right down to the top of her ass and out to the sides of her breasts. The front was the only part which wasn’t completely skin-tight, with the top of the dress coming loose around her bosom, so that if she leaned over far enough, her breasts would be visible, as the guys soon found out. What was most obvious about the dress, was that it was impossible to wear underwear with it.

“You look stunning.” Daniel told her.

“You both do.” Jason said, pulling Anna to him for a kiss.

Marie stared with a smile, seeming a little nervous to be doing this for the first time, but finally she found her feet and moved into the booth between Daniel and Gavin, making sure to slide over Gavin’s lap in such a way to make as much contact with him as possible. As Marie sat down, Daniel had hoped for a kiss by way of greeting, but the kiss instead went to Gavin. Pulling him in, they wrapped their arms around each other for a deep and lingering kiss. Daniel immediately felt his penis stretch into erection.

They eventually broke the kiss off to order drinks. Anna then carefully raised the topic of Claire to Phillip and Daniel. “She told me that she had a lot of fun with you guys.” Marie snorted out a short laugh, then tried to contain herself.

Phillip and Daniel looked at each other with fear. “We’d rather not talk about it.” They mumbled.

“What?” Jason asked.

“Well, after we left, Claire got out some of Marie’s new implements. Such as, the whips, the nipple clamps, and what else boys?”

The submissive husbands looked down at the table in shame, then Daniel said, “the strap-on.”

“And?” Marie asked.

“Your new vibratrator.”

“And where did you have the vibrator Phillip?”

Phillip tried to hide even further away. “In my mouth.”

“But you were only holding it in your mouth so Claire could ride your face, weren’t you?” Anna asked, condescendingly.

“Yes Mistress.”

“And what were you doing whilst Claire was riding the vibrator in Phillip’s mouth?” Marie asked her husband.

“Getting fucked up the ass by the strap-on Claire was wearing.” Daniel mumbled.

“With your balls resting on my husband’s head?” Anna asked, pretending to be shocked. “My, my! And you let this happen Phillip?”

Phillip looked as if he wanted to simply disappear. He quickly nodded and went back to hiding behind the beer glass.

“And did she fuck you too Phillip?” Jason asked him.

Phillip’s eyes looked left and right, as if trying to find an exit. Then realising there was no escaping the question, he mumbled, “yes.”

“Pardon?” Jason asked.

“Yes!” Phillip said, louder.

“Sorry,” Jason started, “yes what happened now?”

“Yes she fucked me up the ass with the strap-on.”

“I’m sorry, I simply can’t hear him. You Gav?”

“Nope.”

The others all admitted that they couldn’t hear him, even though they were inches away from him.

“You’re going to have to speak up.” Anna told her husband.

“Yes she fucked me up the ass with the strap-on!” Phillip practically shouted, making a couple at the next table stop mid-drink.

“And, I think it’s time for us to hit another bar.” Gavin announced.

The other bar was actually a dance club, playing fairly vocal dance-music, melodic. Before drinks had even been ordered, Gavin and Marie were dancing their shoes off. Gavin made no attempt to hide the fact that he was going to fuck Marie, regularly pulling her close, kissing her, and feeling her ass. In fact, Marie had not really paid much attention to Daniel at all, rarely speaking to him, and never making physical contact with him. The jealousy was really burning up inside him and Daniel was questioning whether or not he could handle his wife being with another man at all.

An hour into the night, Marie and Gavin were out on the dance-floor again, but within seconds they had disappeared to a dark alcove near the back, where few people were, and those who were there, did a lot more than dance.

Daniel made an excuse that he was going to the toilet to the others, and just before he was about to set off, Anna grabbed his arm. She was actually sat astride Jason, kissing him and grinding her crotch against his erection. Phillip simply sat on the other side of the table watching. They had been like that for nearly half an hour.

“Don’t do it.” Anna warned him.

“Do what?”

“Just relax. Go watch if you want, but just have a drink and relax. It’s hard the first time.”

Daniel tried to act like he didn’t know what she was talking about, but then dropped it. “It’s harder than I thought. She’s not been with me at all tonight. It’s been all about Gavin. It’s as if I don’t exist to her and it really hurts.”

“Yes, it hurts, and she’s gonna do a lot more to hurt you, but you have to trust her. You wanted this, and now you have it. She’s doing this for you more than for herself, remember that.”

“Okay, but why is she gone…”

“Because she is testing you. She is testing to see how you react. Only then can she really know if you can really handle what she is doing. She’s really scared you’ll go mental and leave her or something. I can see it’s bothering you, but you need to suck it up, and take it for it is; you’re a cuckold now, a submissive cuckold, and that is what you wanted to be, and that, in her heart, is what Marie wants you to be. But you need to start behaving submissive. You need to accept the fact that the next few weeks are going to be hard; sexy, yes, but hard. You now need to show her that you can accept the fact that she is going to have a regular lover.”

Daniel nodded. He knew she was right. He would have to take a deep breath and accept that this was what he wanted, and if they didn’t do it, he’d regret it much more later. “Can I at least go watch?” He asked.

“Sure, just don’t look weird, and try to not let them see you.” He nodded and set off. “And have a drink!” She called after him.

Deciding a stiff drink was a good idea; Daniel headed to the bar and ordered an overpriced whisky. Whilst standing there waiting, Daniel didn’t notice the two young women looking at him and talking into each other’s ears. Then with a push, one of them walked over.

“Hey, excuse me, can I ask you something?” The pretty girl with short black hair asked.

“Um, sure.” Daniel asked, nervous about being seen speaking to another woman.

“Are you wearing a corset or something underneath your shirt?”

Trying to work out why she was asking, he contemplated what to answer, finally settling on the truth. “Er, yeah.”

“Have you got a back problem or something?”

“Erm, no.”

“So, it’s a woman’s corset?” She grinned, chewing her bottom lip and fingering her earlobe.

He took a deep breath. “Yes.”

“That’s hot. Um, so you wanna maybe buy me a drink or something?”

He couldn’t believe it. This woman was turned on by him being a cross-dresser. What is going on lately? He thought. “You know, I’m sorry, I can’t. I’m married.”

“Where’s your wife?” She asked, grinning. He still couldn’t believe this woman wasn’t backing down.

“She’s somewhere over there.” He gestured towards the dark area of the club and spotted Marie’s silhouette doing some heavy petting with Gavin. “That’s, erm, her.”

“She’s with someone. You sure that’s her, or are you trying to get rid of me?” She didn’t look so happy anymore. She felt she was being given the cold shoulder, which meant she wanted him more.

Daniel closed his eyes and sighed. “Sorry, what’s your name?”

“Paula.”

“Paula, I’m Daniel.” They shook hands. “Look over at that table.” He pointed to the table where Jason and Anna were making out. “That woman, practically dry-humping that man, is Anna. The guy is called Jason. The skinny IT geek next to her is Phillip. Phillip is Anna’s husband.”

It took a moment for her to digest this. “So, Jason is…”

“Her lover.”

“And Phillip doesn’t mind?”

“No, the opposite in fact.”

She turned to look at Marie. “And your wife…”

“Marie.”

“Marie, is over with her lover…”

“Gavin.”

Her mouth opened in recognition and her eyes went wide. “And I assume you are not allowed…” He shook his head. “I thought not.” She smiled at him. “I’m sorry, but I’m impressed. This is the first time I’ve heard about something like this. I’d love to know more. I was in a boring sexless marriage for so long. He was cheating on me, the asshole. Who knew? I could’ve been cheating on him right in front of him.”

“I don’t know if this is for everyone.” He explained. “I’m submissive, and my wife dominates me. I like it like that, but imagine if Anna tried to dominate Jason over there. No-way that would happen.”

“Well, what are you going to do now?”

He picked up his whisky. “I’m going to down this, and then I’m going to watch my wife fuck another man. Have a great night Paula.”

“Thanks, but it sounds like you’re gonna have a better one. I’m jealous!”

With a smile and a goodbye, he walked towards where his wife was moments ago. They were no longer stood against the wall and for a moment Daniel worried he’d missed them talking to Paula. Finally, he saw them behind a wooden partition in the dark area; Marie had the hem of her dress hitched up, her back against the wall, and a leg in the air. Gavin was leaning against her, his head buried in her neck.

Daniel approached slowly, getting about six feet from her and standing against the leading edge of the wall. Marie spotted him, her mouth open, panting, staring into his eyes. He watched Gavin thrust his hips back and forth, his penis visible with each thrust.

Marie lifted her arm and reached out to Daniel, curling her finger in a come hither fashion. Daniel stepped forward to her. She reached down and felt his crotch, and then she smiled, pulling the hand away and wrapping it around Gavin.

“Fuck me lover.” She moaned into Gavin’s ear. “You’re the best.” As she said that, she turned and grinned at Daniel. “Open your shirt.” She told Daniel, and for some reason, Daniel complied. She pulled at the shirt, moving it down to his hips and exposing his lingerie.

Daniel saw her eyes raise and look behind him. He turned and saw Paula standing in the background, pretending not to look and doing a very bad job of it.

“Who is that?” Marie moaned, feeling her orgasm getting closer.

“Just some woman who wanted to know more about what we do.”

Marie grinned at Paula and waved her over. Nervously, the girl walked over and tried to say hi, but instead made no sound at all. Marie, seemingly overcome by what was happening to her, reached over and rubbed Paula’s breast.

“Take your cock out and masturbate.” Marie told her husband, and once again, though this time with a little more nerves effected, he complied. “You, on your knees.” She told Paula, who also complied, both her breasts hanging out of her dress. Gavin pulled out his cock and Paula immediately took it in her mouth, sucking it for a half a minute, then, still holding the cock, she pushed her face into Marie’s crotch and licked. Putting the cock back in Marie’s pussy, Paula stood and kissed Marie as Gavin increased the pace. They were still kissing when Marie came.

Pushing Gavin back, Marie turned to Paula; raised her dress, and pulled down her panties. With a sudden afterthought and a giggle, she took the little blue thong and stretched it over Daniel’s face. All three of them laughed at Daniel, and at the same time, he felt his cock jerk in excitement, climaxing in his own hand.

“Lick it up.” Marie told him. With a gulp, Daniel licked it all from his hand.

As he did that, Marie positioned Paula against the wall and Gavin in front of her. “Condom…” Paula moaned, pulling on her little handbag. Marie nodded and Paula pulled out the condom packet and handed it to Marie. Marie, no longer used to putting condoms on men, struggled to get it on. She was about to give up and tell Daniel to do it, when finally it slipped on and rolled back. Gavin quickly took advantage to push inside the strange woman, and in doing so, she gave a gasp.

Marie stood aside and moved to her husband grabbing his cock and gently rubbing it back to strength. “Is it me, or are we finding a lot of kinky people lately?” She whispered into his ear.

“I was thinking just the same thing. I guess when you’re looking…”

“…you find them. I understand.” Paula was now moaning loudly as Marie spoke to Daniel. “So how did you feel?”

“I enjoyed it a lot, and don’t regret any of it.”

“Me neither. I don’t think I can go back now, this is too good.”

“I agree.”

“I think I’m becoming an addict.”

“Good.” Daniel smiled, just as Paula came.

“My turn again.” Marie said, pulling off the condom and turning around arching her back. Gavin pushed inside her from behind and Paula knelt down in front and began licking at Marie’s clitoris, her own finger rubbing her own clitoris.

Daniel thought it was something very unusual, but all three of them seemed to orgasm at once. Then, without a word, and with a little cum on her chin, Paula, walked away. “You can keep the panties.” She whispered to Daniel as she walked past.

As they headed back to the table, Daniel put the panties in his pocket and started to do up his shirt when Marie stopped him, suggesting that as they were about to leave anyway, it was a bit pointless to get dressed again.

“Surely you can’t expect…” He began.

“Oh but I do. Give me the shirt.” She said, holding out her hand. With a sigh, he handed it to her.

“Don’t give me that look, you little bitch!” She hissed. “Remember who’s boss here.”

“Yes Mistress. Sorry Mistress.”

People gasped and giggled as they stared at Daniel in his lingerie walking across the dark room to the booth. Anna, seeing the attention Daniel was getting, immediately began getting ready to leave.

“I guess it’s time to go?”

“Back to ours.” Marie said. “Just hold on a sec though.” Marie saw Paula back at the bar and went running over. She picked up a barman’s pen took Paula’s arm and began writing her phone number. “Call me.” Marie said with a smile, then gave the girl a peck on the cheek.

Paula didn’t respond, instead choosing to look in shock at the phone number, and then smile as she tried to explain to her friend what had happened.

In the car, Marie and Daniel were alone for the short journey back to their place, as everyone had driven down in their own car. They were quiet for the most part, a little nervous to speak unless one of them might call the whole thing off. The weight of the tension in the car became too much though, and Marie broke first.

“Are you nervous?” She asked him, sheepishly.

“No, not anymore. I’ve seen you with him, and I liked it.”

“This is different now though.”

“Why?”

She turned and looked at him for the first time. “Because we’re all going to dominate you.” She explained. “Gavin and Jason will dominate you, as will Anna and I. We’re going to get pretty mean. Do you think you can handle it?”

Daniel gave it some thought; thinking about what was coming, imagining the scenarios. Immediately, he felt his cock throb in excitement.

“I think I can handle it.” Daniel responded with a grin.

Marie nodded and sighed. It was not a sigh of disappointment, but rather one of sheer content. “How do you want this to go down once we arrive?”

“What do you mean?”

“What I mean is, right now you are in pink lingerie, and trousers. We can either dress you up and behave as normal in front of the neighbours, or get you to take off your trousers and have you walk to the house behind us, only in your lingerie.”

“We don’t much care for the neighbours anyway, but I’d rather you choose.” He said without hesitation.

“Then I choose the latter.” She told him with a grin.

“Very well Mistress.” He had a grin of his own.

“When we get inside, we will head to the living room. You will go with Phillip to the kitchen and prepare the champagne I bought. You will serve it to each of us, then prepare finger snacks. At no point will you speak unless spoken to. At no point will you masturbate, unless given permission. Is that understood?” As she explained the rules, she was typing into her phone.

“Yes Mistress.”

They pulled up in their drive, the train of cars behind them following them and parking where possible on the street or in the drive. Daniel slipped off his trousers to reveal the stockings, and Marie took them off him immediately. “Just in case you change your mind.”

With a deep breath, Daniel opened the door and stepped out, standing there and waiting for the others to get organised. Looking around, he realised that they were making such a noise that one or two neighbour’s curtains were twitching. Silently, Daniel cursed their tardiness, but worse, he cursed his cock for getting excited by the humiliation of having to wait for them in lacy pink lingerie. However, he was relieved to see that Anna had made Phillip change in much the same way. He stepped out of the car wearing a red satin and lace thong teddy, red stockings, and red high-heeled patent leather shoes. Phillip stumbled over to Daniel and frowned.

“I don’t understand why they have to stand outside and make a fuss like this.” Phillip moaned. “They are acting like they haven’t seen each other for years. People are looking at us.”

Daniel looked down at Phillip’s crotch and saw that it was swollen in just the same way as his. With a smile, Daniel said, “I think you enjoy the humiliation just as much as I do.”

Phillip frowned and gave an impish smile.

Finally, the group made their way up the driveway. As they passed the two sissies, Anna gave them both a slap on the behind. “Move it sluts!” Marie opened the door and let everyone inside. Daniel led Phillip to the kitchen, as the others went into the living and found Claire watching the television.

“You nervous?” Phillip asked Daniel.

“A little, yeah, but I’m looking forward to it.” Daniel admitted. “Have you ever played with others like this before?”

“Oh yeah, a couple of times, but only once with another submissive.”

“How did that go?” Daniel asked.

Phillip immediately blushed. “I’d rather not talk about it, but I’ve been given a promise that what happened to me that time, will not happen again this time.”

“I guess I should be glad about that.” Daniel smiled.

“Yes, you should!” Phillip frowned. “The girls wanted a show. I was forced to do things with the other guy.”

Daniel nodded. “Okay, so that’s okay then. Marie’s not interested in seeing two guys together.”

“Neither is Anna! It’s not about seeing two guys together. It’s about making us into real submissive sissies. Anna took pictures and uses them to blackmail me.”

“How do you feel about that?”

Phillip frowned and looked down, then smiled a little. “Yeah, I guess it turns me on.”

“Come on; let’s get this champagne in there before they wonder where we are.”

They walked inside carrying the champagne. Of course, Marie was very disappointed that it had taken so long. After the drinks were handed out, both sissies were told to bend over the sofa with their asses in the air. They remained that way until the drinks were drank, and then Gavin and Jason lined up with riding crops to dish out the punishment. Marie gently pulled down Daniel’s panties, and Phillip already had an exposed ass thanks to the thong.

Thwack! The first hit landed on each simultaneously. The men didn’t hold back, hitting the sissies at full force. Daniel screamed out in pain, searing heat from his backside. “Mango! Mango!” He cried out.

Marie came over and looked him right in the face and said, “there’s no stop word tonight honey. You’re about to feel what it’s really like to be dominated.”

The men hit again, beating the sissies so hard that they were in tears begging for it to stop. After fifty firm hits, Gavin and Jason stopped and ordered the sissies to kiss their feet and say thank you. Daniel cringed when he heard that, but fearing another set of hits, did as he was told, and kissed Gavin’s shoes. Immediately, he was hit with the crop again.

“I said feet, sissy, not shoes!” Gavin screamed at him, demonstrating what he meant by using said shoes to kick Daniel hard in the testicles. Daniel keeled over in pain. Then, calming down, he sat back up.

“I… I don’t know what to do, sir.” Daniel begged.

Using a cat-o-nine tails whip, Marie gave Daniel three quick hits. “I told you no talking!”

Daniel felt like a complete failure. He wasn’t sure what to do at all, when he felt Phillip bang his foot against Daniel’s. Daniel looked over and saw that Phillip had taken off Jason’s shoes and socks. With a sigh, Daniel set to it, sliding off both of Gavin’s shoes, and both of his socks. Then, leaning over with some trepidation, kissed the tops of both feet.

“I’d hardly call that a kiss.” Marie laughed. “Do it properly.”

Again, Daniel leaned over, and this time French kissed both feet. “Ah! Fuck man!” Gavin called out, pulling his feet away. “He just fucking licked them!” He laughed.

Marie burst out laughing. “I said kiss them, not lick them!” Daniel blushed, confused as to what the problem was. “Fuck Daniel, I didn’t think you were gay!”

“I’m not gay!” Daniel cried out, almost in tears at the abuse. He looked at Phillip for support, but found him laughing too. “I don’t understand!”

“Is that what you are Danny? A fag?” Anna asked, in tears of laughter.

“No!” Daniel almost screamed.

“Well if you are Daniel, then maybe we can make some money out of you!” Marie laughed. “I’m sure some horrible fat man will pay good money for a cute sissy ass like yours!”

Daniel was almost purple with embarrassment. Gavin had pulled his cock out and was waving it in front of Daniel’s face. “Go on then Danny, you can suck it if you really want. I don’t mind, I’ll just close my eyes and pretend it’s your wife.”

Turning his face away, he suddenly felt a hand pushing his head. Marie was forcing his head forward toward the cock, almost in a fit of laughter. He squeezed his lips tight shut and struggled back against her hand. Seeing his struggling, Anna lent Marie a hand and pushed him forward, and Gavin thrust his crotch forward, making Daniel’s lips make contact with the cock.

“Look, he’s kissing it.” Jason laughed.

Daniel struggled even more as Marie rubbed it against his lips, but seeing that he wasn’t going to back down, Marie let go. Anna continued to struggle for a bit, then backed down too.

“Spoilsport.” Anna laughed.

“I’m not gay!” Daniel whined.

“Oh we know that!” Marie told him, still getting over her fits of laughter. “We’re just messing with you.” With a slap of the whip, she said, “go prepare the food.”

He stood up quickly and practically ran to the kitchen, but before he could get much further, Claire ran after him. At the kitchen door, she grabbed Daniel’s rigid erection and whispered, “explain to me why that turned you on.”

Daniel gulped and replied, “because she was forcing me to do something I didn’t want to do.”

“Good info to have, thanks.” She giggled, and skipped away.

Phillip soon joined him in the kitchen. He saw Daniel’s sweat covered face, and slapped him on the back.

“I did warn you.” Phillip said.

“I know, but I really didn’t think she would do that.”

“It was about the humiliation of you, nothing else.”

“I know. Claire found out it turned me on.”

“Dude, I think everyone knew. Don’t worry. It’s to be expected. Come on, let’s do this food.”

The two of them prepared the mini-sandwiches and mini-spring rolls and took them on trays next door. As they entered the room, they were confronted by a veritable orgy on the sofa. Jason had Anna bent over the arm of the sofa, fucking her solidly as she licked at Marie’s pussy. Claire was bent over Marie, and Gavin was fucking her, as Marie licked both of them.

Phillip walked over, knelt down and held the tray in both hands, bowing his head and trying not to stare at the scene in front of him. Daniel decided to follow suit and joined him on the floor.

Anna came hard, with Jason following soon after. Daniel was then shocked when Anna stood and clicked her fingers. Immediately, Phillip put the tray down and lay down on his back. Anna lowered her used pussy to his mouth and without any further instruction, he began to lick.

“Close your mouth, slut, you’ll catch flies.” Anna hissed with a look of disgust at Daniel, who had been staring with a wide open mouth. “You’ll have to do this for your wife in a minute.” Daniel looked over and saw that indeed Marie had changed places and was sucking on Jason’s cock, as Gavin fucked her. Claire was fingering her own pussy.

Anna reached over and grabbed one of Daniel’s nipples under the cup of the lingerie, and twisted it severely. She grinned at him, her teeth tight, as she twisted harder. Daniel dared not scream, instead trying with all his mind to convert the pain into something else, but that only encouraged her more. He hissed out as her nail dug in, sure that she was now cutting him, it felt so bad. As her orgasm approached, she grabbed the other nipple, twisting them both like old radio knobs, trying to find the right signal. Much to Daniel’s relief, her orgasm arrived and his blue nipples began to return to their normal colour.

However, much to Daniel’s dismay, she picked up the black strap-on dildo, which Claire had left out for them to use, along with the other toys. “That’s, erm, Marie’s.” Daniel pointed out, as if she had picked up the wrong one.

“I know.” Anna replied, nonchalantly. “Bend over and suck on your wife’s breasts.” Daniel did as ordered, feeling his wife put a hand on the back of his head as he sucked on the nipple; and then he felt the dildo prodding at him. He wanted to tell her to use lubricant, but Marie held his head too tight and he couldn’t pull away. Moments later he felt the burn of the dildo entering him, dry. Slowly, in small rapid movements, Anna found a rhythm, pushing further and further inside, until she was all in.

Eventually, Anna was slamming in and out of him, unforgiving in any of her movements. Daniel could no longer concentrate on Marie’s breasts, instead lying his head flat under her, watching the cock go in and out of her. All of sudden though, he felt Marie’s hand pushing his head further under her as she repositioned herself.

“Lick my clit.” She hissed.

Once again, he resisted. There was no way for him to do that without making contact with Gavin’s penis, and that was something he was simply not willing to do. Unfortunately though, Claire found the whole thing hilarious, and climbed over to push on his head. Seconds later his lips were on his wife’s clitoris. Realising it was a lost cause, he pushed his tongue out and aimed precisely for her clit and tried to hold himself there.

Luckily for Daniel, the hands let him go and he immediately pulled back, only to be confronted with Jason’s cock in front of his face. Once again, Claire grabbed hold of his head and mouth and forced him forward toward the cock. It hit his lips but he remained pursed.

“Open your mouth, sissy slut.” Claire hissed at him. “Fucking just suck it you fucking little cocksucker.”

“Just suck it sissy.” Marie breathed, her orgasm approaching.

Anna pulled the dildo back and slammed it in hard, making Daniel cry out. Moments later, Jason’s cock was in his mouth. Daniel struggled against Claire and Anna’s hands, as Marie began to have fits of laughter. Daniel couldn’t believe this was happening to him. He had gone from straight male just the other month, to being spit roast between Anna and her lover. Jason moved in and out of his mouth a few times, before jamming his cock down his throat.

“You like that sissy?” Anna purred into his ear. “You like that big fat cock in your mouth?”

“Uh-uh.” Daniel screamed.

Then with a smile, Jason pulled out, turning his attention to Marie, who was in the throes of an orgasm. She was still screaming out her climax, when Jason shoved his penis deep into her mouth.

Anna, growing a little tired, took the strap-on off, leaving it lodged deep inside Daniel. “Here, Claire, you take over.”

The young woman strapped herself in and continued where Anna left off. Daniel was hoping for a reprieve, but unfortunately, Claire had more vigour than Anna, and found herself pumping in and out of him at high-speed. She grabbed his hair, raising it up to look up at the cocks going in and out of both ends of his wife.

Gavin pulled out of Marie and lay himself under her. Once again, Daniel found his head grabbed, this time by Marie. “Suck it.” She hissed again, forcing his mouth onto the cock.

“Please no!” He gasped.

“I don’t give a shit.” Marie sneered. “You’re not a man right now, you’re a sissy.”

After pulling his head up and down a few times, she pushed him away and lowered herself down onto Gavin’s cock. Jason moved behind her and lined up with her anus and slowly pushed into her. Finally, Marie’s fantasy to be doubly penetrated had come true once more, the first time since she was a student.

But it didn’t end there, and soon enough, Anna was lining Phillip up with Marie’s mouth. Marie sucked Phillip’s penis a few times, then, holding and rubbing it, Marie turned to Daniel.

“It’s bedtime for you. You have to get up to look after the kids in the morning.” Marie purred.

“But…” Daniel felt a sudden twang of jealousy. “What about Phillip?”

“Phillip gets to fuck me. A privilege which doesn’t extend to you this weekend. Or who knows, maybe longer? After all,” she giggled sinisterly, “why would I want to fuck some sissy fag like you when I can have Gavin and Jason when I like?

“Now go to bed. Claire will take you.”

Still wearing the strap-on, Claire led Daniel upstairs without a word. She watched him brush his teeth, then watched him change into the pink baby-doll on the bed. Once in bed, she pushed the dildo back into him and continued where she left off.

“You like that huh?” She purred. “You realise that Marie probably won’t wanna fuck you ever again?”

“Yes.” He whined, feeling sad but at the same time excruciatingly excited.

“She’s fallen for Gavin’s cock already. She loves it!”

“Yes. I know.”

“She no longer has a need for your cock. You mean nothing to her now. You’re just a sissy slave, aren’t you?”

“Yes I’m a sissy slave.”

“You’re a sissy slave who sucks cock.”

“No!”

“Yes! I watched you suck cock. You’re a little fag sissy slut and that’s all you deserve. You’re not really a man are you? You never were, admit it!”

“Yes, you’re right! I’m a sissy! I was never a man!” He found himself panting, his orgasm getting close.

“Just admit you liked it, taking cock in your sissy mouth. Admit it. Admit it! Say it! Say you love cock!”

“Mmm…argh!” He screamed out his orgasm and came a tonne on the bed where he was supposed to sleep.

She pulled out of him with a smile. “I think that answered my question. Sleep tight cocksucker.” With that, she shut the door.

He listened to the sound of sex coming from downstairs, but gradually, he drifted off to sleep.

Daniel awoke at five in the morning, desperate for the toilet. He tiptoed out of the spare room to the bathroom. After doing his business, he was on the way back when he spied the master bedroom door open. He tiptoed there and watched the orgy continue in his bedroom. Marie was riding Phillip as Claire was fucking Gavin. Jason had Anna bent over the bed as he slammed his cock in and out.

Out of the corner of her eye, Marie spotted Daniel and climbed off Phillip, covering herself with a robe as if she was scared of exposing herself to her husband.

“What are you doing up?” She whispered.

“I needed the toilet.” He told her.

“Okay, well go back to bed.”

“Can’t I just watch?”

“No!”

“Why not?”

“Because I don’t want you to. This is for me, not you. You are just a slave. You don’t get to watch.”

“But I…”

“Do I need to send Gavin in to punish you?”

“No but…”

“Gavin!” She called over in a lowered voice. “Daniel needs to understand that I don’t need him anymore. Please take him back to his new room and show him why he’s just a slave.”

Gavin got up and grabbed the crop and paddle. Giving Marie a deep seductive kiss, he pulled away and grabbed Daniel by the arm.

“Hurry back lover.” Marie purred to Gavin.

In the room, Gavin forced panties into Daniel’s mouth; then over the next half hour, he savagely beat Daniel’s ass until it was red raw.

“Just be glad I don’t turn you into my bitch too!” Gavin told him. “Sissy cunt like you will make a great whore once I convince Marie to put you on hormones.”

Daniel’s eyes went wide, and he began screaming into the gag.

“Shut the fuck up and go to sleep.”

The lights went out and the door shut. Crying, he fell asleep, the panties still in his mouth.
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Daniel managed to scrub the makeup off his face before the kids woke up properly. Sleep was interrupted and not deep. When he looked in on the orgy which had been going on in the master bedroom, he found it had ended, at least temporarily. As he stared at the pile of bodies on his bed, breasts heaving as they slept, he found his cock swell in jealousy and arousal.

He slipped on a t-shirt and trousers, and headed to the kitchen to prepare breakfast for the kids. When they did wake up, he dressed them all and took them downstairs, spending the next couple of hours with them. Then the doorbell went and Daniel ran over.

“Hi, I’m Evelin.” The attractive brunette at the door stated, smiling. “Anna’s mother.”

“Yes.” Daniel nodded, shaking her hand. “Please come in. I’m Daniel. The kids are dressed and ready.”

“Is Anna around?”

Daniel suddenly became aware that he was not prepared for the question. “Erm.” He struggled to find an answer, but he needn’t have.

“I know all about the relationship she has with Jason, if that’s what you are nervous about?” Evelin grinned, walking towards the living room where she heard the sound of the kids. Daniel stared at the woman’s round but firm ass, pulled tight inside a knee-length black shiny pencil skirt. The lacy bra wrapped around two very large round breasts, pressing against the silky cream blouse. “Hello my little cuties!” She cried out, gobbling up the kids with her arms.

“Nana!” They gushed.

She kissed them both, then tapped the kids on their bums. “Go get your shoes on.” The kids ran off and Daniel watched his kids follow. “Your children?”

Daniel nodded. “Kaitlin and Janine.”

“Beautiful.” She turned to look at Daniel and stared at the t-shirt with a smile. She pulled at the hem on the bottom and revealed the lingerie underneath. “Just like Phillip. Anna sure has an influence on people.” She chuckled.

“I…er…” Daniel stuttered, trying to understand how this older lady knew what was going on.

“Oh calm down young man. Anna’s the way she is because of me.” She chuckled again. “You’re Arnie and Sarah-Mae’s kid aren’t you?”

Once again, Daniel looked surprised. “Er, yes; yes I am.”

“I went to college with them both. We still talk you know?”

“Really? Wow, it’s a small world.”

She nodded. “Indeed. They’d be very surprised to find out your wife had turned you into a transvestite.”

“Oh, please don’t tell them! Please!” He begged.

“Ah, relax. I’m not going to say anything.” She chuckled again. “Listen, if you like I can take your kids for the weekend too?”

“I wouldn’t want to impose.”

“Oh hogswash. I don’t live far and they have the boys to play with. I’ll be fine.”

“I’d need to check with Marie…” He began.

“So I’ll take them and when she wakes up you can ask. You can call me if you need them back.”

Daniel nodded and smiled. “Thank you Evelin.”

“You’re welcome. Have fun.” She said with a wink.

After Evelin left, Daniel decided to get a little extra sleep. Slipping off the male clothes, he disappeared into the spare room and lay down. Looking at the panties which had been in his mouth, lying on the floor, he pulled them up and put them in his mouth again, then began masturbating.

It was gone one in the afternoon, when he was woken to the feeling of a hand brushing his hair. Daniel tried to open his eyes but found they had stuck together with sleep. Rubbing them quickly, he looked up at his wife smiling down at him.

“You were right.” She purred.

“About what?”

“This. All of this.” She stretched and moaned, a large grin stretched on her face. “Oh, it’s so wonderful. Teasing you like I did this morning. Getting fucked by my lover, knowing you were just next door.”

“Yeah…I’m not sure about Gavin though.” He told her.

Marie’s grin didn’t fade. “Not getting cold feet are we?”

“No, I loved it. Just something Gavin said. Where is he, by the way?”

“He went out with Jason. Something to do with work. What did Gavin say?”

“He said that when you and he put me on hormones, that I’ll make a great whore.”

Marie burst out laughing, clapping her hands. “Is that what you would want?” She asked him, stroking his hair again, then lowered her hand to his stiffening penis. “Would you want me and my young lover to turn you into a shemale and rent you out to men? Have some fat man stick his cock in you for cash?”

Daniel moaned out loud.

“It maybe something I’ll consider.” Marie told him, rubbing his cock faster and harder. “In fact, I think it is definitely something to consider. And working in a pharmaceutical company should mean I have easy access to samples. Thanks for the idea. Yeah, I like the idea, turning you into a real sissy slave, with breasts and all. Definitely, will check on Monday on the hormones for you.”

Daniel came hard, screaming out as the cum sprayed through the air. He collapsed back down and panted. “You weren’t serious were you?” He asked.

“Of course I was.” She laughed. “I think it’s a wonderful idea! Come on, get dressed. You can put on your sissy maid outfit and help Phillip in the kitchen. By the way, I spoke to Evelyn. She’s a nice lady. Said she liked the kinky lingerie I had you in.”

A frown appeared on Daniel’s face. “Hmmm.” He slipped on his sissy maid outfit, and quickly did his make-up. Then pulling on his heels, he headed downstairs.

“Morning. You guys look a little worse for wear.” Daniel chuckled, heading over to the sink to clean up the items Phillip used.

“Urgh.” Phillip groaned. “Don’t even go there. Seriously, I feel like I got two hours sleep.”

“Where did Jason and Gavin go anyway?”

“Some flap on at work. IT problems. Gavin drove Jason cause he had less to drink last night.”

Marie snorted. “Probably that shitty ERP system.”

Phillip made a hurt look. “Hey!”

This surprised Marie. “What do you mean, hey?”

“My team wrote that shitty ERP system!”

“Are you serious?” Marie gasped. “Phillip, that system is screwed up. It keeps totalling the taxes on a quarterly level.”

“That’s what it’s supposed to do.”

“Not on a transaction level. If I want to view the taxes on the transactions, I should be able to view them on a monthly level. I want to be able to view the transaction level tax, and I can’t.”

“That’s bullshit. The transaction tax report should be able to provide you that.”

“It does, but only for the last month of the quarter.”

Phillip seemed to think about that. “I can check it in the code; I suppose there could be a bug, but frankly, I’m surprised no-one reported it ‘till now. Let me take a look on Monday.” He seemed to get a little nervous, and lowered his voice. “Let’s not mention this to Jason or Gavin; you know? I’d prefer they didn’t know about a bug in my code.”

“They know there’s an issue, Phil.” Marie grinned.

“Right, right. I just mean, let me check out what is wrong before you raise it again.”

“Sure.”

“Thanks.”

Claire groaned as she limped into the room in just a pair of white panties. “I’m in pain.” She moaned. “I don’t think the body is meant to take that much sex. Look at my boobs!” Daniel did so gratefully. “Let at how swollen my nipples are! Honestly, I don’t know how I’m gonna manage.”

“Coffee?” Daniel asked.

“Oh, yes please, sissy.” She nodded, resting her head on her hands.

As Daniel worked on the coffee and food, he asked what the plan was.

“Rest.” Marie said. “Let’s eat, watch a movie, relax. Then when the guys get back we can decide where to go tonight.”

Claire nodded. “Sounds like a plan, but if we go out tonight, I’ll need to head home for something to wear, and for my fake ID.”

“One, don’t worry about what to wear. We can go shopping, and I’ll get you something.” Anna explained. “Two, don’t worry about your ID. We’ll buy your drinks.”

Claire wrapped her arms around Anna and gave her a long deep kiss. “Thanks Anna. You’re the greatest.” Marie joined them and the three embraced for a few minutes.

After lunch, they grabbed a few duvets and curled up on the sofas to watch some rom-com. Unbelievable as it sounds, within an hour the girls were horny again and found themselves making out with each other. After their orgasms, Claire, who obviously had a thing about seeing two guys together, decided that she wanted to force Daniel some more.

“Phillip, stand up, panties down.” Claire ordered, much to the amusement of the others. “Daniel, on your knees in front of Phillip.” With a sigh, Daniel did as he was told. “Open your mouth.” She sang, pushing hard on the back of his head and holding the soft penis in front of him.

With scrunched up eyes, Daniel tried to resist, so the other girls jumped up and pushed with Claire. Finally, the cock slid into his mouth.

“That’s it sissy. Now suck!” Claire laughed, with the other girls joining her.

Daniel moaned in dismay, as Claire and Marie pushed and pulled his head up and down Phillip’s rapidly hardening cock. “That’s a good girl.” Marie gushed, grinning at her husband’s humiliation. “Take it all the way down like a proper little slut.”

The doorbell rang and Marie ran to answer it. Moments later she was back, with Jason and Gavin in tow. The men walked in to the sexual scene in front of them, and laughed. Seeing that everyone was pretty much undressed, Gavin and Jason followed suit. They stared at Daniel’s ass in the air as Claire ‘assisted’ him in sucking Phillip.

“Well if he’s gonna wave it around.” Gavin laughed, kneeling down behind Daniel and sliding his panties down. The girls whooped and laughed.

“Dude!” Jason laughed. “Seriously, are you gonna do that?”

“Why the fuck not? It’s not a guy!” Gavin laughed, aiming up and pushing inside Daniel.

“Man! I’m not watching this.” Jason said, walking out.

“Now you really are a sissy.” Gavin laughed later, going to the bathroom to wash-up. Daniel groaned, realising he was definitely not straight anymore.

Marie knelt down and laughed along. “Consider that training, honey; for when we whore you out to men for money. Once the hormones kick-in.”

“Hormones?” Anna laughed. “Fantastic! You might as well put Phillip on those too!” Phillip moaned as he felt his erection return.

Gavin returned and once again, Daniel was forced to watch as his wife wrapped her arms around the young man and gave herself to him. Daniel’s libido had not yet returned, having climaxed whilst he was being fucked, so he struggled to deal with seeing his wife in the arms of another man; however, it didn’t take long for it to return, and by the time his wife had joined Anna on her knees to suck their respective men’s cocks, Daniel was back to full mast once more.

On the sofa, the orgy had begun once more, as Marie got on her knees, face to face with Anna, as Gavin and Jason ploughed them hard. Claire climbed between their faces, and Marie began licking Claire’s pussy, as Anna nuzzled between her buttocks.

Claire called Phillip up to join them on the sofa.

“When do I get a turn?” Daniel cried out.

Claire burst out laughing. “Who said you get a turn?”

Marie turned her head to her husband. “I’m sorry honey, but you don’t get to fuck anyone anymore.”

“Not even you?” Daniel looked distraught.

Marie laughed. “Especially not me! I plan to put you in chastity!”

With a sudden jolt, Daniel felt his cock spasm, and his cum land on the floor.

Ten minutes later, Phillip was slamming in and out of Claire’s pussy. Both Anna and Marie had achieved orgasm, and were just about to have another. Jason’s orgasm followed soon after. He then pulled out and presented his cock to Daniel’s mouth. “Clean up time.” Jason laughed. Thinking he’d sunk low enough already, Daniel opened his mouth and simply accepted the cock, sucking and licking it until it was clean. Then Anna lay down in front of him, and Daniel licked her clean too. It wasn’t long until he had to give the same treatment to Gavin and Marie.

“Okay, cum now Phillip.” Claire told the other sissy. “I’m getting bored and am looking forward to a proper cock.” As if on cue, Phillip moaned and shot deep into Claire, who then clicked her fingers at Daniel, who then had to perform clean-up duties once more.

“Both of you go get cleaned up and wait for us in the bedroom.” Marie informed Daniel and Phillip.

“You can shower together, to save water.” Anna said. “Make sure to wash each other all over, get each other nice soapy, and make sure you really clean each other, not yourselves.”

As the submissives walked with heads down to the upstairs bathroom, they heard the group behind them burst out laughing.

That evening they discussed what to do. They decided the best course of action would be to head out for dinner, hit a bar, and then come back home. Just as they were about to head out, Marie received a phone call from Paula from the bar the other night. After a short chat, they agreed that Paula should join them for dinner, in order to get to know them all.

“Hey Claire, can you do me a favour?” Marie asked the girl.

“Sure. What’s up?”

“Bear with me on this, but can you go on the internet and find a good gay friendly restaurant and bar?”

Claire’s eyebrows raised. “Sure.”

Moments later, they found a good enough restaurant, with a gay bar right next door. Marie then shared her idea with the other girls, to which they burst out laughing and wholeheartedly agreed. When Gavin and Jason heard, they frowned a little but nodded, “you girls are crazy though!”

Upstairs, Daniel and Phillip were stood naked, waiting. They were more than a little surprised when everyone turned up to watch them dress. Daniel was put in a red and black merry widow, to which he strapped black seamed stockings. Phillip put on a pink satin bralette, a matching waspie, matching panties, and pink stockings. Then came the shock for them both. Daniel was handed a red satin wench blouse, and a red leather mini-skirt, both from Marie’s old collection. Phillip was given a puffy pink little Bo-peep dress, which was obviously designed as a Halloween costume of some sort.

“I can’t wear this!” Daniel moaned, for which Gavin immediately whipped him twenty times. However, despite the pain, Daniel still complained.

“Okay, hold his arms.” Marie ordered. Gavin slid his arms under Daniel’s and held him tight. Seconds later, Daniel felt Marie’s already booted foot make contact with his balls. Daniel screamed in pain and wanted to collapse to the floor, but Gavin held him up. “I saw this on the internet. It’s called ballbusting, and it’s surprisingly fun. Anyone else want to try?”

Claire jumped to her feet. “I do, I do!” She giggled, skipping over to the Marie’s place. She jumped on the spot a little, then in an strong fast swing, she slammed her dainty foot hard into Daniel’s crotch, and before he had chance the react, she did it twice more in quick succession, before leaning down and giving two quick punches.

“Okay, okay! I’ll wear it!” Daniel screamed, but to no avail. The girls had discovered something fun and all three spent the next ten minutes taking target practice on his cock and balls.

“Okay, let him down.” Marie told Gavin, who groaned in disappointment. Daniel slumped to the floor, where Claire gave him one more kick.

Anna turned to her husband. “What about you? Do you like your dress?”

Phillip’s eyes went wide. “Oh yes Mistress! Very much!”

“Hmmm… Shame.” She smiled.

“Sit down, both of you, and we’ll do your make-up.” Marie informed them. With a groan, they sat down.

“What will we do about shoes?” Anna asked. “Phillip’s a size ten.”

“True. Daniel too.” Marie mused. “We’ll just have to stop at a shoe store then.”

“You can’t be serious!” Daniel moaned. “I’ll be a laughing stock!”

“Don’t be a pussy! Anyway, you already are a laughing stock!”

Thankfully, Marie chose a shoe-store which was away from the general population, and away from anyone who would know Daniel. The shop assistant was a young woman who seemed to care less that transvestites were in the store.

“We’re looking for shoes for our husbands. Something with a heel.” Marie grinned.

The girl shrugged. “Sure, follow me.” She said, bored, as if this was a daily occurrence. “What sizes?”

“Ten, both of them.”

“Okay, sit down here please.” The girl said, pointing at the seats. “A patent leather black pump would be best with the pink dress and with the red skirt. They are neutral, so you can use them anywhere. Or, with the pink dress, I can get you the same in pink.”

Anna spoke up. “I think you’re right. The black will contrast the pink. Let’s do that.”

As the girl fit the shoes, Daniel couldn’t help but feel strangely comfortable in the store, as if he felt accepted. It was completely the opposite experience of the one he was expecting, and decided he should make that known. “I have to say, I really appreciate how accepting you seem to be.” He told the girl.

The girl looked up at him and for the first time since they entered, gave him a smile. “Thank you for that. I don’t see a reason to judge anyone on what they do, especially if it doesn’t hurt or affect me, so why should I care? If you wanted to come in here dressed in lingerie and skipping like a little girl, I wouldn’t care. The moment someone tries to force me to do something, or does something which harms me; that is when I start caring.”

“You are a very special person. Thank you.”

The girl stood back. “There, take a walk in those.” Daniel looked down at the shiny black pumps with the four-inch stiletto heel and frowned. He loved them, but he really thought that he would break his neck. He stood and stumbled forward. “Okay, okay. Stop.” The woman told him, grabbing hold of his arm. “This is your first time, right?”

“Right.”

“Okay, some tips. Put your front foot down slightly in front of your resting foot. Take smaller steps and keep in a straight line. Make sure your heel touches the ground first. Make sure you feel your hips and ass swing as you walk, it’ll make it easier.”

Daniel practiced, following her advice, and sure enough, he picked it up quickly. “This is easy!”

“Don’t get too cocky just yet.” The girl laughed. “You haven’t tackled stairs yet, and you haven’t gotten the backache you will get from wearing heels all day!” The other women laughed with her. “What about you?” She said to Phillip.

Phillip was practicing too, and soon found that he could do it almost as well as Daniel. “Yeah, I’m good.”

“Great! I take it you wanna wear these out?” The woman asked.

“Yes.” Marie answered for them.

The girl picked up the boxes. “Okay, I’ll scan the boxes and put your male shoes in them. Anything else I can get you ladies today? We have some lovely clutches purses which would match that dress and that outfit.”

Claire clapped her hands. “What a good idea!”

Anna nodded. “Let’s take a look.”

They selected a red padded clutch purse, and a hot pink chain over shoulder purse. The men settled up and then put their wallets into the purses; and then thanked the girl for her patience and care.

“No problem at all. Come back anytime.” She told them. Then as they were almost out the door, she said, “by the way, my friend Tracy works in a store not far from here which is kind of a custom fashion place. Not overly expensive, and they do nice prom dresses and stuff. But they’d be open to designing for you ladies, if you wanted. She’ll be totally cool with you too. Would you like the address?”

Daniel looked at Phillip, then shrugged. “Sure. That sounds great.”

She hurriedly wrote down the address on the back of a card. “That’s my name and contact details here. If you want to come back and you want to make sure it’s quiet, then call first and ask for me.”

Daniel gave her a hug. “Thank you! You really are lovely.”

The girl gave him coy smile. “And you’re both cute.” She whispered, giving them a wink.

Outside, Daniel told Phillip that they would really need to write a nice email to her boss. “She was really fantastic.”

Eventually, they arrived at the restaurant to find Paula already waiting. The waiter didn’t even bat an eye to see two transvestites, neither did many of the customers, although a couple did have a look.

“You two look absolutely adorable.” Paula gushed. “I can’t believe you convinced them to come out like that.”

Marie snorted out a laugh. “Well, it took some convincing. How are your balls, by the way Daniel?”

Daniel sunk in his chair and mumbled, “still throbbing.”

“Ah, only throbbing?” Marie said in a childish voice. “Well next time I’ll need to really beat them, won’t I?”

“Yes Mistress.” He moaned.

They all ordered and generally made chit-chat. Paula explained that she was between partners and was seriously considering giving up on men, before she met them the night before. Now she realised that she needed a man who was a sissy.

Following dinner, they made their way over to the gay club which was next door. It was surprising to them that there were so many straight women there, but at the same time, they kind of understood.

More than once, Daniel and Phillip found themselves confronted by a tall muscular man, who asked them to dance; and each time they declined. They all danced together for some time, then moved over to a booth where their respective wives began making out with their lovers, which left Claire and Paula to make out with each other. Daniel and Phillip were watching this with some fascination, when Daniel felt a tap on his shoulder. Frustrated that he was being hit on again, he turned and was confronted by his boss, Mark.

“Mark!” Daniel gasped. “What are you doing here?”

“Daniel, come on now, you must have known I was gay?” Mark grinned.

“No, I did not. Well, wow… Erm, good for you.”

“I wanted to ask what you were doing here, and why you were in drag?”

“It’s a long story.” Daniel called out over the loud music.

Mark looked over at Marie. “Is that Marie over there kissing that guy?”

“Yes.”

“I think I understand then.”

“Do you?”

“Of course. You’re in a sham marriage to please your parents, because you’re actually gay, and this is your lover next to you. I’m Mark by the way.” He said to Phillip.

Phillip looked shocked at Mark’s statement. “Erm…Phillip. And no, we’re not lovers.”

“But you’ve slept together?”

“Er… Well…”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”

“I’m not gay.” Daniel told him. “It’s a long story.”

Mark took Daniel’s hand. “You can tell me during a dance. Come on.”

Before Daniel could say anything, Mark had Daniel up and was locked in an embrace as they danced to a slow 80s rock ballad.

“Okay, then explain.” Mark said with a grin.

“My wife wanted to explore some domination fantasies. I’m her submissive.”

“Ah, a sissy slave?”

“Yes! Exactly. And Gavin, the guy, is her lover.”

“And who is the other sissy?”

“Anna, the other woman with the guy, is Phillip’s wife. Same scenario.”

“So why are you in a gay club?”

“Marie’s idea. She wanted to take me somewhere dressed up, where I would fit in. We ended up here.”

They danced in silence for a moment, and then Mark said, “and you will do whatever Marie tells you to do?”

“Yes.”

He gave Daniel a sinister grin. “Daniel?”

“Yes.”

“Can we agree that anything that happens tonight is not reflected on work whatsoever, and that me being your boss has no bearing on anything?” Mark asked.

Daniel gave some thought to this, and saw where things were going. Instead, he decided to bite the bullet and made an alternative suggestion. “I think you need to speak to Marie about that.”

“Then let’s!” Mark sang.

They walked over to the table where everyone was sitting. Marie looked up immediately. “Phillip said your boss was here!” Marie said, “how are you Mark?”

“I’m very well, thank you Marie.”

“I didn’t know you were gay.”

“Me neither.” Daniel pointed out.

“Most of my life.” Mark smiled.

“You weren’t talking shop were you?”

“Er…something like that.” Daniel said nervously.

A coy smirk appeared on Marie’s face. “Go on?”

“Well, I kind of told Mark everything that we are doing.” Daniel began.

Mark then took over. “And I was wondering, how open this relationship was? I mean, he says he has to do anything you tell him to do, correct?”

“Correct.”

“And would you be prepared to waive his sexual harassment rights, for a bit of fun.”

Marie joined Anna and the others in hysterical laughter. “Oh, I think that would be absolutely fine Mark.” Daniel groaned and looked down at his feet, kicking himself for even talking to Mark in the first place. Marie turned to Daniel. “Fantastic!” Marie laughed. “I get to enjoy great sex with Gavin in the office, and you get to enjoy getting butt-fucked by your boss in the office!”

Mark smiled, let his hand slip down to Daniel’s buttock, and squeezed. “I think, we’re going to have to be very careful not to let this interfere with our work too much. But mark my words, I’m going to be making full use of you on a daily basis. Now, come with me.”

Daniel followed Mark to a door at the back of the club, which opened to a black staircase, illuminated only by a red light. He followed Mark down the stairs, where they ended up at a turnstile. Next to it was a cash acceptor of some sort. Mark slid a five dollar note into the machine, and stepped through the turnstile. “Come on. I paid for us both.” Daniel pushed through too.

“What is this place?” Daniel asked.

“You’ll see.”

Moments later, Daniel found himself in a dark corridor, lined with booths. The sound of moaning and slapping came from all around. Daniel looked into one of the open booths and saw a TV screen was playing gay porn.

“Inside.” Mark said, pushing Daniel into one of the empty booths, and locking the door. Daniel looked around and saw holes drilled on either side of the booth.

As Daniel looked around, Mark opened and dropped his pants, to reveal a semi-hard cock. It was big, bigger than Daniel’s.

“On your knees then.” Mark told him. “Now, if you want to keep your job, slut!”

“Y-yes sir!” Daniel muttered, shaking with nerves and dropping to his knees. Moments later, he was holding the cock and balls in his hands, and had his lips wrapped around it, sucking and licking. Daniel slobbered all over it, pushing his face down as far as he could go, swallowing it at the end in order to take it all in. Tears came to his eyes as he choked a little. After doing this for several minutes, Mark ordered him up.

“Bend over and hold onto the seat.” Mark ordered. Daniel did as he was told, then felt his panties being pulled to one side. “Yeah, you’d better get used to this Danni, as I plan to use you a lot. You’re gonna be my little whore in the office. If you don’t then I’ll fire you and destroy your career, got that?”

“Yes sir!” Daniel moaned, cursing himself and his wife.

Back upstairs, the group wanted to know where he had been, and he told them that he had been downstairs.

“What’s downstairs?” Anna asked.

“Darkrooms; glory holes.” Daniel told them.

Claire jumped up. “Let me take Phillip down there!”

Paula followed suit. “I want to take Daniel down there!”

Marie waved them away. “Sure, go ahead, do what you want with them.” But Anna was a little more concerned.

“Phillip, you don’t need to go if you don’t want to.” She told him.

“No, it’s okay. I’ll just take a look, nothing will happen.” Phillip replied.

Giggling and whooping, the girls jumped up and grabbed the sissies. “Come on sissy!” Paula encouraged.

Daniel paid the entrance for all of them and made their way downstairs. The girls wanted to explorer the cavernous corridors before doing anything, coming across a larger room with a cinema inside. Three men were sat together, getting off with each other.

“Let’s hang here.” Claire told the group.

They sat down in the same row as the guys, and were immediately noticed. The three men shuffled over to Phillip and one began rubbing his stocking covered leg; then he raised his hand, placed it on Phillip’s head, and whispered, “come on. Put it in your mouth.” Phillip hesitated and then stood quickly.

“Er, sorry, no.”

The girls watched the scene in front of them with some interest, rubbing on their clits at the same time. Daniel stood with Phillip and tried to back away.

“At least you two give us a show.” One of the group called out.

“Yeah sissies, you two can dance and make out.” Claire called out.

Deciding that would be the easiest way out of this mess, Daniel and Phillip began dancing together.

“Put some effort into it.” Someone cried out.

They danced for a little while longer, before Claire and Paula stood, walked over, and made Daniel get down on his knees, pulling up his skirt and exposing his ass.

“You know what to do Phillip.” Claire whispered, exposing his penis. Phillip sighed and took a deep breath, then nodded, and pushed forward, earning a small hiss of pain from Daniel.

To the disappointment of the crowd, a dazed and confused Daniel and Phillip were pulled from the floor. Anna had arrived and did not appear too happy.

“Sorry boys, but these sissies need to be going home now.” Anna told everyone.

“Ohhh…” They all cried out.

By the time they arrived home, Daniel and Phillip were in no fit state to serve anyone. Instead, they were told to shower, change into nighties, and go to bed together in the spare room. They were so tired, that they did not complain.
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When Daniel awoke the next morning, he felt something prodding at his anus. Half asleep, he tried to ignore it, however, what he could not ignore was the pain of entry once the penis which was prodding slipped inside him. Before he had chance to complain, though, Phillip was lying on Daniel’s back and was pushing his penis up and down him in a slow controlled manner.

“Dude! What are you doing?” Daniel groaned.

Instead of replying though, Phillip just leaned down and began sucking and nibbling on Daniel’s neck. The next thing Daniel knew, he was turned over, his legs raised, and Phillip was fucking him in the missionary position. With a moan of annoyance, Daniel wrapped his arms around Phillip and pulled him in tight for a kiss. They continued to kiss and cuddle as Phillip climaxed in Daniel ass, and still didn’t let up even as Phillip’s erection subsided, then returned, ready to go again.

“Oh god, fuck me.” Daniel whispered, as he licked and kissed Phillip’s ear.

“Fuck, I love your ass.” Phillip whispered back.

“Give me your cock. Fill me.”

And then suddenly, Daniel bolted upright. It was all a dream. Phillip was lying next to him, fast asleep. “Holy shit,” Daniel whispered, jumping out of bed and heading to the shower. He stood there, letting the cold water run down him, his cock so erect it hurt, and began to consider what was going on with him. He thought back to Phillip, lying there, wearing a violet satin peignoir set, his eyes still made up, and suddenly, before he even realised it, his hand was back on his cock. Once he came though, his brain immediately told him that he was disgusting. “What the fuck am I doing?”

Monday brought a unique set of problems for each of the group. For Daniel, it was that he had to spend an hour beneath Mark’s desk, giving him one blowjob after another. Daniel truly hated the deal Marie had made with Mark, and made it clear to Marie on the Sunday night before work that he hated it. Marie’s response was that he should just suck it up; literally; and do what he was told. After the hour was up, Daniel was sent back to his desk, but was told to report back at lunchtime, where he should be prepared for a thorough fucking.

Marie on the other hand; wanted to work, but instead had to deal with a horny assistant, in the form of Gavin. Unfortunately for her, it took only minutes to make her so horny that she forgot all about work, and ended up screwing most of the morning. Jason made sure to make an appearance and of course, she ended up getting it in all holes.

Phillip spent the morning going through line by line of code, trying to find an error with Planrix. Finding nothing wrong, he opened up the lab system to try to reproduce Marie’s issue. Once again, he found nothing wrong. So, he opened up a VPN into the Plaxis database, and ran the same scenario. Immediately, he saw the error which Marie saw. At that point, he decided to go into the database directly and check the data. Once open, he saw that it was correctly defined at transaction level, but the summary data was all wrong. “That’s odd.” He said.

He picked up the phone and called down to Harry Yeoman, down in development. “Hey Harry, it’s Phil. I’m looking into a bug in the Plaxis system. The summary data is all screwed up, basically it messing up the tax reports. Any idea why?”

“You checked our system?”

“Yeah, it’s fine.”

“Then someone in Plaxis must have screwed something up.”

“With the database?”

“No, with the code.” Came the reply. This made Phillip stop and think.

“Hold on. What do you mean, with the code? How did they have access to the code?”

Phillip heard a sigh and a chuckle. “You don’t know this story?”

“What story?”

“Hell man, you brought this deal in right, and ran with it, but then Brody went and had some high-level meeting with someone in Plaxis and to seal the deal, he signed over the source code.”

“He did what??” Phillip screamed down the phone.

“Yeah, that’s how I felt. I thought you knew.”

“But they could do anything they want to that system now. None of the data is reliable!”

“Tell me about it. Brody’s a fucking corporate whore!”

“All right, thanks man, and sorry.”

Phillip thought about it for a bit and then realised that something was very wrong. If the summary data was what was being used for the financial reporting to the stock market, then it could have massive implications for the stock market. Deciding that the best course of action was to let Marie know, Phillip called her up, only to be sent to her voicemail.

“Hey Marie, I think I’ve found the source of your problem with Planrix. There’s a bug in the code which summarises the transaction data. The problem is that I can’t fix it for you, as our MD sold the source code to Plaxis. Anyway, give me a call back when you can.”

Giving it some more thought, Phillip then gave Jason a call. Jason picked up almost immediately. “Phillip! Don’t tell me you want me to come round again tonight?” Jason laughed.

“Ha, yeah, it was a good weekend, but I think I need a rest.” Phillip laughed. “Hey listen, I’m actually calling regarding a business issue.”

“Sure, what’s up?”

“When we sold you Planrix, did Brody have any high-level meetings with you guys?”

“Well, yeah, of course. He had to sign the contracts.”

“Yeah, but I drew up the contracts. Were they the ones used?”

“I think so, why?” There was something strange about Jason’s very rehearsed tone, which made Phillip feel uncomfortable.

“Well, I just found out that the source code was included in the deal.”

“Whoa! That’s a big no-no, right? No software house does that, right?”

“Right…” Something was definitely not right about his tone. He would raise it with Anna when he got home, but he didn’t trust Jason at that moment. That being said, he never felt completely comfortable with Jason, but he had put it down to the fact that the man was screwing his wife. The truth of the matter was though; something else was bothering him about the guy.

“Hey, so how come you just found this out now?” Jason asked. At that moment, Phillip realised he would need to be careful about what he knew. The last thing he wanted to do was get Marie into any trouble.

“Oh, well, it came up in a conversation with one of the developers.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Yeah, surprised me is all.” Phillip felt the need to change the subject fairly quickly. “So, I’m thinking, I’ll speak to Anna, and maybe you can come over tonight. Will give me a rest at least!”

“Right, yeah, you do that, let me know.”

“Will do.”

Phillip ended the call, and then felt a cold shiver go down his spine. He called Marie again, but once again got voicemail, so left a message to call him back as soon as possible. He then tried to work out why someone might want to manipulate the stock market data, and rationalised that it made little sense, as any deliberate trading on negative stock would light up the SEC like fireworks. “Has to be a mistake.”

At the same moment that Phillip was trying to call, Marie was watching her stocking get laddered as she knelt on the floor, with Gavin fucking her tight asshole. She had switched the phone off in order not to be disturbed.

Whilst that was going on, Jason was going through the access log for the Planrix database. There, he saw a direct connection from Phillip’s account. With a frown, he made a note of the time, and the level of access.

Marie had given up on trying to silence her moans; Gavin’s penis was far too fat to keep quiet. Her moan was so loud, that she missed the sound of the email which had arrived on her Raine and Doverman address. Ten minutes later though, she was sat at her desk, cum running out of her pussy and ass, her stockings ruined and her blouse unbuttoned with her breasts hanging out.

“You should get your nipples and clit pierced.” Gavin told her.

She gave him an, are you serious type grin. “No way! That will hurt!”

“You gave birth to two kids!” He laughed, “and just had my cock in your ass. That hurts way more!”

“We’ll see. Maybe I will one day.”

“No Marie. If you want to be my slut, then I want you pierced. Understood?” He told her.

She laughed. “Are you trying to dominate me?”

“I’m not trying, I’m telling you. Do you want to be my slut?”

“Yes…”

“Then you will go get the piercings, okay?”

“Yes sir.” She replied, timidly.

Marie turned back to the screen and saw the email waiting for her.

[EXT] FIN-OPS – ACS-T211:37

www.atlantaheraldpost.com/2011/01/social/sa_mother_3_suicide.aspx

Marie clicked on the link and opened up a news article.

MOTHER OF THREE, 38, COMMITS SUICIDE

Marietta, GA, Mother of three, Caroline Murphy, was found dead this evening in what investigators are calling suicide. Mrs. Murphy was found dead in her car, off the I-75, in North Georgia. She died from asphyxiation after connecting a hose-pipe to her exhaust.

Friends said that Mrs. Murphy had been struggling to balance her home and work life, and neighbors reported that Mrs. Murphy had not been very private about her extra-marital affairs, with men being seen entering her home in what are described as apparent orgies.

Mrs. Murphy worked for Confrere Tax Services, responsible for international accounting, handling the South-East Asia divisions. This resulted in some unusual working hours which added to the apparent stress.

Caroline Murphy is survived by her three children, 11, 8, 6, and her husband, Eric.

A thought occurred to Marie. Pulling up the previous forms and documents, she viewed the name on the file. Fiona Marcus, not Caroline Murphy. That confused Marie. Why would someone send her an article about Caroline Murphy, if she had nothing to do with Plaxis.

“Gavin? Who handled the accounts before me?” She asked the young man.

“I don’t know. Some redhead. Why?”

“Just wondering. She was from Doverman too, right?”

“No.”

Ah! Confrere! “Who then?”

“Trailbridge Financials.”

“Oh, okay.”

Marie opened up Bing and searched for Trailbridge, finding their website and reading about their services. It was all the same typical accounting and auditing type structure. Then she searched Confrere, and found it was now defunct. Searching its fate, she found it was acquired by Trailbridge.

And so it came together.

Then something clicked further. Caroline was responsible for South-East Asia. The bribery case in Indonesia! She must have had something to do with that.

Her email beeped again.

[EXT] FIN-OPS – ACS-T212:11

www.atlantaheraldpost.com/2013/05/crime/mf_robhom_downtown_atl.aspx

Once again, Marie clicked the link, and this time her heart stopped. There was a photo of a beautiful redheaded woman.

ATLANTA RESIDENT, 27, FOUND SHOT DEAD IN ROBBERY GONE WRONG

Atlanta, GA, Newly married Atlanta resident, Fiona Marcus, was found dead in a downtown alleyway, near the Frank’s Bar and Grill, in what appeared to be a failed robbery. Mrs. Marcus was found clutching her handbag, with a bullet wound from a .38 in her head.

Husband, David Marcus, was waiting for his wife in a nearby bar, when the murder happened. Mr. Marcus claims that police should widen the search to connect Mrs. Marcus’ employer, Trailbridge Financials, as he believed that she may have been executed as a result of information she had found out. Trailbridge have refused to comment, but have suggested that Mr. Marcus seek professional help to deal with his loss.

Police are appealing for anyone in the area who may have seen anything to come forward. They believe that the murder took place between the hours of 10pm and 12am on Monday night.

Marie stared at the article, and her heart went tight. Standing up, something occurred to her. She started to head out of the office, Gavin spoke up.

“Where are you going?” He asked.

“The bathroom. What’s the problem?” She snapped.

“Whoa! Sorry I asked!”

“Sorry, just don’t like it when people ask me where I’m going all the time.”

“Okay…”

Marie did up her top, walked out of the office and headed into the Track 2 room, making her way to Chantel’s desk, which she found empty. Turning to another agent, she asked, “hey, any idea if Chantel is coming in today?”

The young girl looked up and gave a sad look. “Oh, I’m sorry! Chantel was let go last week. Drinking on the job.”

Marie was shocked. “What? When?”

“Friday afternoon.”

“Erm…thanks.”

Stepping out of the office, she ran right into Jason. “Oh, hey Marie! You look like you’ve seen a ghost!”

“Oh, sorry, just, not fully rested from the weekend.” He told him, her heart racing.

“Uff, tell me about it! Want to go for lunch?”

The last thing she wanted was to go for lunch with Jason. In fact, right then she felt terribly dirty for sleeping with him in the first place. Her stomach was doing somersaults, and not in a good way.

“Eh, I think I’ll give it a miss. I’m really not feeling good.”

“Okay. Let’s catch up tomorrow then.”

“Yep, let’s.”

Marie headed back into her office and slumped into her chair. She felt completely drained, and used, and quite frankly, she just wanted to cry. The company was hiring women through third parties, and then somehow getting rid of them. Two dead, two connections.

Gavin stepped over and began rubbing her shoulders. Jason’s lapdog. At that moment, she didn’t feel sexy; she felt dirty, and Gavin’s touch was not helping her.

“You’re tense.” He told her, leaning down and kissing her neck.

“I’m not feeling well. I think I’m getting a migraine. It was a hard weekend.”

“Then go home. Have a rest.”

That was actually not a bad idea, she reasoned, and nodded, picking up her purse. Before she could leave though, the young man pulled her in for a kiss, squeezing her breast.

“Sure you don’t want a quick one?” He asked, kissing her neck. “They say that an orgasm is good for migraines.”

Reasoning that she was not going to get rid of him otherwise, she quickly nodded, then bent over the desk, pulling up her skirt, and pulling down the panties. She felt him enter her, but nothing about the sex felt good; her brain was elsewhere, and there was no way she would be able to orgasm. Afraid he would notice her disinterest, she began to fake her enjoyment, right up to her orgasm, which occurred as he came in her.

Without a word, she pulled up her panties, pulled down her skirt, and left.
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By the time Daniel arrived home, he was shocked to find flowers and candles on the table, and his wife feeding the kids. Immediately, he felt a great relief. His day had been terrible. Mark had taken their bit of fun to the extreme, and as such, he spent most of the afternoon being bent over the table, fucked, spanked, and even fisted at one point. He regretted ever suggesting the deal to Mark, and made a mental note that he would need to speak to him about it.

“Hey honey.” Marie said, running over to her husband and grabbing him into a tight hug. “I’m sorry we’re not playing today, but after the weekend and the day I had, I just…”

“No, no. That’s fine baby. I’m actually glad!” He gushed, laughing. “I’ve had an awful day, and Mark is being a right asshole.”

“How come?”

“Oh, he’s taking the deal you made at the weekend a little too far. I got nothing done today, and I’m sore as hell.”

Marie chuckled. “It’s just sex honey. Stop being a pussy!”

“But I’m not gay! I don’t understand why you’re encouraging this!”

“Nobody says you are gay, but the fact that I’m in control, making you do this, makes me feel so good. I am forcing you to do something which your brain is telling you is completely wrong. I don’t particularly care to see two men make out, but it is pretty funny, and a turn on, to force you into it! It makes me feel powerful. So like I said, just do it, or I will be really pissed off with you that you didn’t do what I told you.”

“Okay Mistress. What about you? Why are you so miserable?”

She thought about it for a few moments, then said, “do you know what? Let’s talk about it later. We can put the kids to bed, open a bottle of wine, and relax on the sofa.”

It was as Daniel was putting the kids to bed, that his phone rang. Marie was closest to it, so checked the display to see it was Anna. She frowned, wondering why Anna would be calling her husband; at the same time considering if she really wanted to speak to her. Deciding she should find out, she answered the call.

“Hello?” Marie answered.

“Oh hey, Marie! Just the person I wanted to speak to. I’ve been trying to call your cell but it’s going straight to voicemail.” Marie walked over to her handbag and found her phone was still off. “Listen, have you heard from Phillip, or would you know if he is with Daniel?”

“No, Daniel’s with me, and my phone is off, so don’t know if anyone tried to call me. Why, what’s wrong?”

“I’ve not heard from Phillip since lunchtime, and he’s still not home.”

“And you’ve called him?”

“Yeah, and it just rings through to voicemail.”

“But it does ring?”

“Yes. It rings and rings but nothing. I’m getting really worried.”

“Dan’s upstairs putting the kids to bed. When he gets done, I’ll ask him if he heard anything.”

“Thanks. Call me back as soon as you can.”

Marie held both phones in her hand and chewed on her bottom lip. She placed her phone in the charger and tried to switch it on, but it was actually dead; she would need to wait.

“Hey, did I hear my phone ring?” Daniel asked, coming down the stairs.

“Yeah, Anna called. She said Phillip’s not home yet. Did you hear anything?”

Daniel looked surprise. “No. I’ve not heard from him.”

“Anna’s pretty worried about him.”

“I’m sure he’s fine. He must be out somewhere and she just forgot.” He waved it off. “I’m going to open the wine.”

“Okay.” Marie replied, as her phone vibrated back to life. She walked over to it and typed in the PIN. Within seconds, the phone pinged with the voicemail message. She listened to both from Phillip and her stomach turned.

Daniel arrive back in the room holding the wine and two glasses. The moment he saw his wife’s face, he froze; she looked as pale as a sheet. “What’s wrong?”

“I need to tell you about my day, and then I’ll tell you what I just heard.” Marie said, her hands trembling.

And so Marie set about explaining everything about the numbers, what was being reported to the stock market, and all about the Planrix system.

“Yeah, we talked about that ERP system. So, it was a bug no?” Daniel asked.

“No. Well, I don’t think so. I think the system has been rigged that way. We have the transaction data in the system. The track two team put them in all the time, Chantel showed me. Except she was fired last week for drinking on the job.”

“Ouch!” Daniel hissed. “Why did she do that?”

“She didn’t!”

“You knew her that well?”

“No.” Marie scowled. She didn’t like being questioned. “I sat next to her; her face right next to mine. There was no way she was drinking.”

“Are you sure?” Daniel was not convinced.

“Daniel!” She screamed, her face scrunched up into an angry scowl. “I know what alcohol on the breath smells like!”

Sensing he was pushing her, he decided to just go with it. “Sorry. Yes, go on.”

“So anyway, the transactional data is there, but most of it is missing, and the data which has been summarized seems to make the company barely profitable.”

“Why would they do that?”

“I don’t know. Stock market manipulation?”

“Unlikely. The SEC checks this stuff pretty regularly.”

She shrugged. “Yes, well, anyway, I just checked my voicemail. Phillip promised to check the code. It turns out that Phillip’s boss gave the source code to Plaxis and they’ve made changes.” She then went and explained about the emails with the news articles, and Daniel’s complexion changed to match Marie’s.

“Honey, we need to get you out of there!” He told her.

“I don’t think I can.”

“Why not?”

“Because if I quit, then Jason will know something is up.”

“You think Jason is in on it?”

“I’m almost certain. It was him I told about Chantel.”

“Yeah, but what if he just told someone.”

“I suppose.”

“Right now, the most important thing is to find out what happened to Phillip. We need to know what the problem is and where he might be.” He took a deep breath. “We need to let Anna know. I think we should go see her.”

“What about the kids?”

“Let’s see if Claire can come. If not, then we’ll just take them with us.”

“Okay.”

Thankfully Claire was available and was around in just fifteen minutes. With a kiss, Claire greeted Marie, and a hug for Daniel.

“Why so glum?” She asked them.

“Phillip’s missing.”

“Oh shit. Why?”

“It’s a long story. Look, we need to get to Anna’s place. We’ll fill you in when we get back.”

“Okay. Good luck. Give my love to Anna.”

To say that Anna was surprised to see them was an understatement. More, their arrival prompted her to fear the worst, and her eyes welled up with tears the moment they arrived. Marie pulled her in for a long hug as they both sobbed.

“I’m really scared something happened to him.” Anna bawled.

Marie held her friend’s hands and stared into her eyes. “Anna; I have something I need to tell you. We should sit down.” And so Marie proceeded to explain what had been going on at Plaxis, and then she let Anna listen to Phillip’s voicemail messages. Anna sobbed hard when she heard his voice.

It was after that, when Anna decided to call the police and report Phillip missing. The police were sympathetic and took down several details, but stated most such cases were usually just a case of forgetful spouses. However, it was just as the police officer was about to end the call, that she stopped and then asked the name for confirmation.

“Mrs. Tipton, I’ve just literally been handed a report about an incident up at Mary Alice Park.” The officer paused for a moment. “Mrs. Tipton, do you know if your husband would have any reason to up in that direction?”

Anna was confused. “No, definitely not.”

“Mrs. Tipton, a man matching your husband’s description was found in the creek there.”

“Oh my god!” Anna gasped, holding a hand to her mouth.

“Now, he’s alive, but in a critical condition. He’s in Northside Hospital in Cumming.”

“Thank you. I’ll drive up there now.”

“Ma’am, do you have someone who can drive you?”

“Yes I do.”

“I suggest they drive. I’ll have an officer waiting for you upon arrival. If it is your husband, they’ll want to take a statement.”

“I understand. Thank you.”

“And ma’am?”

“Yes?”

“Be positive. We’ll pray for your husband, and I believe everything will turn out okay.”

“Thank you.”

Daniel drove whilst Marie comforted Anna in the back of the car. Upon arrival, they ran into the accident and emergency department, and found a smart young black man in a tweed suit waiting. He gave a consoling smile and walked towards the group.

“Mrs. Tipton?” The man asked.

“I am.” Anna stated.

“Detective Collins. Thank you for coming so quickly. There was no ID on him, and we can’t know for sure he’s your husband. He was in a bad state. Naked, severely bruised.” He paused and rubbed his chin. “I… Ma’am, there are signs that he has been raped; erm, gang raped.”

Anna gasped, and then thought back to the weekend. “How recently?” She asked.

The question surprised the Detective, but he took it in his stride. “Today ma’am.”

“Oh my god!” She gasped.

“Like I said ma’am; it may not be your husband. In fact the chances it is are… Well; it’s unlikely.”

She nodded. “How is he?”

“He’s stable; alive; very lucky to be alive. But he has been unconscious for a long time, and they’re worried about his brain activity.”

“Can I see him now?” She asked.

“Yes, of course. Come with me.”

“We’ll wait here.” Marie told her.

“No, please, I need you.” Anna begged. “You too Dan. Please.”

“Sure.”

They followed the Detective through some double-doors to a long corridor, then into a room with the sound of beeps. They stepped inside and Anna immediately ran forward.

“Oh my god, Phillip!” She cried.

“That’s him.” Daniel told Collins.

“Thank you. I’ll leave you alone.” Collins told them.

Marie stepped forward. “Detective, can I have a word?”

“Let’s talk outside.”

They walked out, over to the coffee machine. Collins pulled out some coins and pointed at the machine. Marie shook her head.

“No thanks.”

“So you know something?” He asked. “Miss…?”

“Callum. Marie Callum. That’s my husband Daniel in there.” She said.

The Detective pulled out a notepad and wrote down their names. “Uh-huh. Okay, and what’s this about?”

“Well, this may sound like some wild conspiracy theory, but I think the company I work for tried to have Phillip killed.”

Collins’ eyes went wide. “Oh really? Why is that?”

“Because I believe he uncovered some sort of manipulation with the company accounts in order to fix the stock market reports. I also don’t believe that this is the first time they have killed.”

“I think you better start from the beginning.”

Marie explained everything from the beginning, with the Detective making plenty of notes. At no point did he give the impression that he did not believe her.

“This guy Jason;” the Detective began; “what’s his connection to Mr. Tipton?”

“Phillip’s company made the software.”

“Yeah, you said that; but you also suggested some form of closer relationship. Golf buddies?”

“There’s that…” She began.

The Detective grinned at her. “Be honest with me Marie. I’m not gonna judge.”

“Jason is Anna’s lover.”

The Detective nodded. “I see.”

“Well, I don’t think you do. Erm, well, he was also my lover, as was; is, Gavin, my PA.”

“Go on…”

“Our husbands knew. They encouraged it. It’s a… It’s complicated.”

“I think I get it.” He chuckled. “You think he was just using you guys to make sure you hadn’t found out?”

“Who?”

“Jason.”

Marie’s eyes widened. “Well I do now! Shit!”

Collins stood up. “Okay Marie. I’ve got what I need for now, and I’ll do some digging into those other deaths. The issue here is that there is little clear evidence. It’s going to be a struggle to get the district attorney’s buy-in on this as it would never reach trial.” He could sense she was about to complain, so he raised his hands to calm her. “That doesn’t mean I don’t believe you. I’m gonna do some digging. We may need your help to get at any evidence. Can you give me your details?”

Marie gave him her address and phone number; then with a thank you, she headed back to Anna.

“How is he?” Marie whispered.

“In a coma. Brain activity actually seems like it may be improving. It’s a waiting game.” Anna told her.

“Then we’ll wait with you.”

“No. Please, go. I’ll stay here with him. It’ll be fine.”

They nodded and both gave her a hug and kiss, then headed home, neither wanting to say a word. Upon their arrival home, Claire was awake watching television. She immediately jumped up and grabbed them when they stepped in the living room.

“What happened? Where is he?” She asked.

“Hospital.” Marie explained as much as possible about what was going on, the Claire cried with her. “Can I ask you for another favour Claire?”

“Sure, anything.”

Marie pulled the young girl in for a hug and kissed her deeply. “Stay with me, tonight. Be with me.”

“Of course. What about Daniel?”

“Daniel will sleep in the spare room.”

“Okay. If that’s what you want.”

“It is.”

Daniel was a little surprised by the turn of events, but accepted it. He said good night and made his way to the spare room, when Marie stopped him.

“Make sure you wear a full peignoir set tonight.” She told him.

“I thought you didn’t want to be dominant tonight?” He asked her.

“I changed my mind. In the state of mind I am in right now, please lock your door from the inside and don’t open it if I knock.”

“Why?”

“Because I want to hurt you. I want just punish you for what Jason did. And it is not your fault, but you are the nearest man. That’s why I want Claire here. I don’t want to inflict serious pain on you, but at the same time, I’m fighting a very sadistic urge.”

He nodded and headed upstairs. Entering their bedroom, he found an ivory peignoir set and put it on. Then he headed towards the door and stopped. Switching off the light, he lit two candles, and then headed to their punishment drawer. He pulled out the riding crop, and a couple of whips and paddles; a gag, and cuffs. Placing them all on the bed, he knelt down and waited.

Once the girls arrived upstairs, both of them stared at the submissive sissy kneeling at the foot of the bed, and smiled.

“Oh Daniel.” Marie sighed, turning to the door and shutting it, then turning the key to lock it and pulling it out and hiding it. “Oh Daniel, Daniel. You should have just gone to bed.” She walked over to her cupboard and pulled out her hardest stiletto boots. “The whips, they’re just the beginning, and they are not what I had in mind, when I said I wanted to hurt you.” She told him, finding a thick power cable and folding it over. She then turned to Claire. “Do you want to stay or leave?”

“Do you want me to hold you back?” She asked.

“Not anymore.”

“Should I be worried about him?”

“Probably.”

Claire felt a tingle between her legs. She had never seen anyone with so much evil in her eyes, so sinister. All she knew was that whatever happened, she wanted to be part of it.

“What is my implement?” Claire asked.

“Whatever you want.” Marie replied, now cuffing Daniel face down on the bed to the headboard and footboard. She then pushed her panties into his mouth, and fitted the ball-gag. She leaned down to him and said, “I would ask if you wanted to back out, but you lost that chance when you came in here and asked for it. This will hurt you a lot, and you may need medical treatment after. I need you to promised that whatever happens, none of this affects me or Claire, got it?”

Daniel looked at her, then blinked once and nodded.

“Very good.” She whispered, stood back and slammed the cable down his back.

Claire ran a finger along her clit as the gag did little to supress his screams, as Marie lay hit after hit all over him. Claire picked up the switch and hit from her side. This went on for close to an hour. By they were done, his entire back, buttocks and legs with purple and red from the whipping. But it was just the start. He was untied, then made to stand as they took turns kicking his testicles; over and over.

He eventually collapsed to the ground, in too much pain, as he watched the sexy women tower over him, then came the punch to his face from his wife, and he passed out.
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When he came to, Daniel was in the spare bed. He looked down at his testicles and saw they were swollen and blue. He had bruises all over his body, and his back felt like it was covered in the hottest chillies. Stepping up to a mirror, he saw he had a black eye and a cut lip.

“Fuck.” He mumbled.

Looking at the time, he saw he was late for work. Dashing out of the room, he found Marie and Claire curled up in bed together in their room.

“Oh. Where are the kids?” He asked.

“I already took them to school.” Marie told him. “I also told Mark that you got in a bar fight last night, and were not feeling well. He told you to work from home.”

“Oh, thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet.”

“Why?”

“Because I suggested to him he works from our home too, and he’ll be here in an hour.” She laughed; Claire giggling alongside her.

“After what I told you yesterday?”

“Especially after what you told me yesterday.” She laughed. “And I order you not to tell him to stop doing it.”

His shoulders slumped. “Well, when can I?”

“Never.” She purred, and turned over to kiss Claire again, and the two began making love once more; making it clear the conversation was over. Daniel turned to leave, but Marie stopped him. “Shower, get dressed in your sissy things, then prepare breakfast.”

“Yes Mistress.” He groaned.

“Stop! Show us your back.”

He stepped over to them and they examined the burning back.

“I want to do him again.” Claire purred.

“Me too.” Marie laughed. “Ready for more slut?”

Daniel looked at them, then nodded. “Yes Mistress.” He sulked.

“No kids, no gag.” She told him, and both immediately laid into him with the whips. His screams were deafening, but it only turned them on more. Something had clicked in Marie, and he didn’t like it at all.

When Mark turned up, Daniel was made up. He looked Daniel over, tutted and asked what really happened; so Daniel told him all about how the girls had beaten him, and Mark found it hilarious.

Marie stepped out to greet Mark, Claire standing behind and kissing Marie’s shoulder; staring into Daniel’s eyes.

“Mark, Daniel has been saying how much he enjoyed yesterday.” Marie grinned. “He was saying how he would like to take it further.”

“Yes,” Claire continued. “He was saying how much he would like to spend more time with you, out of hours.” Daniel’s eyes stared at the women in fear. He could not understand how Marie could suddenly become so evil.

“You can have him during the week, and I have him the weekend, meaning Friday to Sunday.” Marie explained.

Mark grinned and ran a hand down Daniel’s back. “That sounds wonderful, but what if I don’t want to share?”

“I suppose he can move in with you on a more permanent basis; but only for the purpose of further training.”

“Sounds delightful Marie. I think I can agree to try sharing for a bit, but I can’t see it working for very long. He’s far too scrummy to share.”

Marie grinned. “Wonderful. I am going to need some form of compensation for your time with him though.”

“Oh that’s your game?” Mark laughed. “Whoring him out are you? Don’t worry, it will be included in his pay packet; that okay?”

“Perfect. Why don’t you go up to the spare room and wait for him there, and I’ll just have a quick word with Daniel?”

“Sure.”

She stepped over to Daniel and hugged him. Daniel burst into tears.

“Why are you doing this?” He begged her.

“It’s just for fun. Try to relax.” She told him, feeling that now familiar tingle down below following what she did. The truth was that she had spent the night with Claire, after beating Daniel, and found that she was more comfortable with Claire in her arms, than her own husband. She then thought back to how she had slept arm in arm with Anna the other night, and too felt more comfortable. Whilst she enjoyed sex with Jason and Gavin tremendously, she did not feel the need to be with them in a relationship. In fact, the more time she spent with Claire, the more she wanted her.

She began all of the BDSM because she wanted to save their marriage; but, now she realised that she was someone else. She discovered that though she thought she didn’t enjoy inflicting physical pain, last night was the hottest she had felt; though whilst she could imagine tying up Claire or Anna, she could never imagine bringing such pain to them. She could to Daniel and she could to Phillip; less so with Gavin and Jason, but still some. Every time she saw Daniel hurt or forced to do something he didn’t like, she felt good. When she hit him last night, she thought, do I love you enough to hold back? Then something clicked. She realised she didn’t love him anymore; not the way of a husband, anyway. There was not one ounce of love left for him; but she did love Claire that way.

For some reason though, she didn’t want him to leave. She wanted him to love her; to adore her, like a queen; but knowing he could no longer have her. She needed him to want her so much that he would accept his permanent enslavement to her. The thought came to her head during the night and she discussed it deeply with Claire. She also admitted to Claire that she was leaning towards becoming a lesbian, at least most of the time, with a few exception lovers, and that she was falling for Claire. Claire had gushed at hearing that and the two made very passionate love, with them both agreeing that Claire moving in made a lot of sense. Marie then admitted to Claire that she had a plan for Daniel, which would require him moving out for a short time, but not long.

“I’m going to ask you to do a few things for me.” Marie told her husband, still holding him tight. “One, I will put you in permanent chastity. By that I mean metal cage, Prince Albert piercing, and then screwed in with security screws which cannot be removed. I hope you understand that it makes the most sense. I see no reason for us to have sex anymore, and I don’t see a need for you to use your penis. Do you agree?”

Daniel’s head pictured the situation, and his cock did the thinking for him. “Yes Mistress!”

“Two, I want you to tell Mark that you will require all your wages to go into my account. You will totally close your account. I do not see any need now for you to have money. You will cut up all the credit cards, except the shared one which I can have full control over. I don’t need you to buy me presents as I can buy my own with your money. I want you to move all assets to me, and then give me power of attorney. Is that understood?”

Again, without thinking, he replied, “yes Mistress.”

“Three, I want you to start taking female hormones. You will go to a doctor and you will tell the doctor that you feel trapped in a women’s body. Let’s be honest here, you’re not much of a man now, and if your penis is locked up, it is useless. You might as well begin your transformation into being a full-time sissy.”

“What about my work?” Daniel asked.

“I will speak to Mark about that, but I doubt it will be a problem.”

“Okay then Mistress. If it is what you want?”

“It is.”

She then took a deep breath, as this one would be the hardest. “Finally, I will file for divorce.” He gasped when he heard that. “In the divorce, I want you to make it clear that you borrowed a significant amount of money from me, which you gambled away and lost, which you will pay off in instalments for the next thirty years. You will move into the spare room, and Claire will move in with me. Questions?”

“Why divorce? Don’t you love me anymore?”

She wanted to avoid the second question, so answered, “It’s all part of your on-going humiliation. We will be divorced and I will begin a public lesbian relationship. If anyone asks, I will say that I am supporting you in your change into your transgender lifestyle.

“I told you that I had some very wicked desires, and warned you that you may not be able to handle them.”

Not wanting to be challenged, Daniel simply said, “no, I understand, I just wanted to make sure what you had on your mind. It sounds very kinky and I agree to it.”

Behind him, Daniel could not see, but Claire was almost skipping with joy. The plan was working perfectly.

Daniel did have one more question. “Why then do you plan to move me to live with Mark?”

“Because I can.” Marie shrugged, then said, “but it is mainly to get you into a mind-set I need you to be in. It will only be for a few months, until you are ready to accept who you are.”

He nodded. “Okay. I understand.” He shrugged. “Okay, I agree to everything, if it is what you really want.” He didn’t understand it in the slightest, and he would find a way to get out, but right at that moment, he knew something was off with his wife.

“Good. Welcome to your new life.” She laughed.

Daniel skulked upstairs to Mark, who was waiting in bed. Daniel stripped down to his lingerie and climbed in with him. Mark ran a finger over Daniel’s bra, then turned him around to look at the scars on his back.

“Beautiful. You really are a submissive masochist, aren’t you?” Mark gasped, and Daniel saw Mark’s penis grow with every touch on the scars.

Daniel sniffed back a tear. “Not really. I’m submissive, but something is wrong with Marie.”

Mark suddenly looked serious. “What’s going on?”

“She plans to put me in chastity, you know?”

“Really, and who will hold the key?” Mark asked, still rubbing Daniel.

“No-one. It will be sealed and bolted permanently.”

Mark’s grinned, thinking it was just fear of a kinky situation. “Why not I suppose? I don’t need your cock, I’m an ass man.”

“She wants to put me on hormones.”

“Again, I don’t mind that. I will know what you really are.”

“What about my work?”

“What about it?”

“I will be a transsexual. How can I go to work like that?”

“We’re an equal opportunities employer. You needn’t worry about that.” Mark smiled.

Suddenly Daniel bolted upright. “No, stop! You don’t get it. It’s all happening so fast, all of this.”

Mark pulled him down. “Daniel, it’s all just a game. Calm down. She loves you, she must do. Come on now.” Then Mark grinned, pulling out his penis. “Or do I need to spank you?”

Daniel sighed, resigned to his fate.

Marie kissed Claire good bye and grabbed Claire’s hand, pushing it under the skirt right up to her sopping pussy. “Quickly, bring me off.” She whispered in the young woman’s ear, and Claire was only too happy to oblige.

Once she came, Marie tried to feel bad about feeling turned on by Daniel’s pain, but she simply couldn’t. She tried to feel concern about his welfare, but felt none; and not only that, but she did not even feel bad about it.

In the car, on the drive to the office, she thought about Phillip, and how she felt in the hospital, and she realised, she was worried and was crying the night before, only because of how she felt for Anna, not Phillip. In fact, she thought back to what had happened to Phillip, and the only thing she thought was truly bad, was that he had almost died; but the rest of it didn’t bother her.

“How can you feel this way Marie?” She asked herself. Then she just chuckled to herself and said, “why shouldn’t I?”

Marie pressed the call button on her car audio system. “Call Diana.” She shouted.

“Calling Diana.” The car replied.

“Hey girl!” The happy voice said on the other line. “Long time! How are you?”

“I’m doing really great.” Marie replied, and realised she was, though she was not entirely sure why, but she felt good. “How about lunch today? Say twelve, twelve-thirty?”

“Sounds great! Where?”

“I was thinking your house. I was thinking I could eat your pussy.”

The phone went quiet for a moment. “Oh my… Then definitely try to make it for twelve. I want as long as I can get with you.”

Marie grinned. “Honey, you can have me anytime you want.”

“I’m gettin’ hot under the collar here, and not only there. What’s gotten into you honey?”

“Nothing. I’ve just come to the realisation that I love pussy just as much as cock, and maybe even more.”

Marie heard Diana chuckle. “Well come on over, and you can suck on mine all you like. How are you getting on with your slave hubby?”

“Oh he’s coming along fine. I’m gonna lock him up in a chastity device, and then rent him out to his boss for a couple of months.”

“His boss is a dude, right?”

“Right.”

Diana’s chuckle became a full-blown laugh. “Honey, you’re too much! I love it! You have to tell me how that goes, and maybe my Ricky can join him.”

“Ricky?” She never referred to her husband as Ricky before.

“Ricki; with an i on the end.” Again the chuckle. “I’ve got him in panties cleaning the house.”

“Well done you!”

“Oh, it’s all thanks to you! I can’t believe it was such a pushover though. It was almost too easy.”

“I’m gonna put Danni on hormones. Want to make him into a shemale sissy.”

“Then you can really make some money off him.”

“That’s the plan!” Marie replied, seriously.

“Oh you are mean!” Diana replied. “I love it!”

Marie laughed. “Gotta go honey, almost at the office. See you are twelve. Make sure you answer the door stark naked so I don’t waste any time.”

“Yes Ma’am!”

“Yes, more of that too!” Marie laughed, and then ended the call.

Marie pulled into the office car park, and smiled to herself. She then thought about her day ahead, and came to a conclusion. “First thing’s first, I’m going to have Jason and Gavin spit-roast me. Then I’m going to find out what is going on with the finances.” She told herself.

She marched up to her office and found Gavin there waiting for her. He asked her if she was feeling better, but she simply held up a finger and smiled at him. Dumping her handbag, she marched over to Jason’s office, and told him to come over to her office. He was more than a little surprised, and if anything, seemed slightly nervous. She put it down to the fact that he had probably heard that Phillip was still alive and probably talked.

Deciding she would shake them up a little bit, then confused them, she locked the door to her office, and then said, “so I take it you heard about what happened to Phillip?”

The men both went pale. “Er, no, what happened?” Jason responded.

Marie strolled over to the tall blonde man and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Come, come, Jason. I know you know.”

“Well, I heard something, but I didn’t realise…” He stopped mid-sentence. Marie had dropped to her knees and was now giving a very expert blowjob. She had him at full strength in seconds, then bent over the desk.

“You both know what to do.” She reminded them. Nodding, Jason entered her pussy, whilst Gavin took out his rapidly hardening penis, and placed it in her mouth. She pulled it out. “Guys, seriously? I’m not made of glass. I want fucking not tickling! Fucking rape my mouth and cunt!” She snarled.

Jason and Gavin shared a quick look of surprise, but never ones to look a gift-horse in the mouth, they ploughed on, slamming in and out of her hard and fast. Her orgasm hit in under a minute, and then as she thought about what was happening to her husband, she came again.

She pushed them off and turned herself over, bending her head back over the side of the desk. Then the men resumed their fucking.

“Don’t cum in my pussy.” She told them, “cum in my mouth.”

“Then get on your knees.” Jason ordered.

Both men came hard in her mouth, and as she rubbed her breasts and stared up at them, she chewed and played with the cum in a very pornographic manner, and with a smile, swallowed it all.

“Mmmm… Yum. I demand that I get more of that this afternoon.” She told them.

“Yes Ma’am!” They gasped.

“I need to work now.”

With a nod, Jason left, and Gavin sat back at his PC. Marie felt satisfied that she had turned them on enough that they would not want to get rid of her so fast, and then set to work on her plan.

The first thing she did was to download Microsoft SQL Server Management Studio and install it on her PC. One thing that everyone assumed about her, especially Daniel, was that she was clueless about computers; but the truth was that she had been working with Oracle and SQL Server for years previously, and nobody noticed.

Using the Planrix light application, rather than the web tool, she found the connection to the database hidden in the settings. Using that link, she connected the Management Studio to the database server and opened it up, using the standard sa/sa username and password, knowing how stupid some people were. Of course, even in this case, she was right. There, she created an ODBC feed from Excel where she downloaded all the transaction level data for the past two years.

Spending most of the morning deciphering the data against what was reported, she realised it was approaching time for her to go to Diana’s. As she was about to lock the computer, an email arrived.

[EXT] FIN-OPS – ACS-T212:11

www.businessinreview.net/global/2011/myraxdeia029

Marie opened up the link to the short article.

MYRAX FAILS IN ATTEMPT TO TAKE OVER PLAXIS

One of the world’s leaders in Cancer drugs and Vaccines, Myrax-Diacare Pharmaceuticals, has failed in their second attempt to take over the troubled US Vaccine producer, Plaxis Pharmagen.

Plaxis has been hit hard following the failure of their recent HPV vaccine, but unfortunately for Myrax, their attempted takeover took place just as the Swine Flu crisis began to take shape, meaning the Plaxis share-price jumped nearly 38%. Plaxis is now trading at $73.21 per share.

With a smile, Marie did a search for Myrax and Jason Tressaud, believing something would come up. But it didn’t. Upon review of Jason’s Linkedin, Marie found he had worked for Plaxis for years. Even Gavin didn’t seem to have a connection to Myrax.

Deciding she needed the break, she locked the PC, and headed over to Diana’s for a lunch-time of debauchery.

“I’m going to be gone a little longer.” She told Gavin.

“Anywhere special?” He asked her.

“My friend Diana’s place. I’m going over there to fuck her.” She told him matter-of-factly.

His eyes went wide, and then he smiled. “Sounds like fun. Need company?”

“Two’s company…”

“Not what you said this morning.”

“That’s when I wanted cock. Now I want pussy.”

And with a cheeky smile, she left.

Meanwhile, back at home, Daniel had just come downstairs to make a coffee when he ran into Claire sat watching television. He stared at the beautiful blonde girl sat naked under a blanket and confirmed to himself that even though he was just fucked up the ass multiple times, he was definitely not gay.

“Hey.” She called out. “Marie said I should take you to get that piercing done. She also wants me to get you a tattoo.”

“Okay.” Daniel frowned. “When?”

“I’ll get dressed and we can set off now.”

“Well, I need to shower and get dressed too, but sure, why not?” He said, we little commitment.

Forgetting about the coffee, Daniel headed back upstairs and took a shower. Back in the spare room, he began putting on pink panties, then jeans and a t-shirt, when Claire popped in.

“Er, no. You’re not allowed to wear men’s clothes anymore.” She told him. “Put on a dress or a skirt and a top. Also stockings.”

“What? That’s ridiculous.”

“No. And no arguing with me, sissy. I’m your Mistress too now.”

“Yes Mistress.”

He slid on black seamed stockings, a garter belt and a bra, then over that an A-cut flowing red skirt, and a tight white tanktop.

“Mark.” He whispered to the sleeping man. “Mark!”

“Yeah?” Mark asked, reaching out and grabbing Daniel’s leg, rubbing it. “What’s up?”

“I’m going out with Claire to get a piercing.”

“Okay, have fun. I’m gonna sleep.” He drowsily replied. Daniel turned to leave. “Kiss!” Mark called out. With a sigh, Daniel turned around, leaned over and engaged in a lengthy kiss. Mark wrapped his arms around Daniel and pulled him down. “Has he got time for a quicky?” Mark asked Claire, who was stood masturbating at the door.

“Sure.”

With that, the skirt was flipped over, the panties were down, and Daniel was getting fucked again.

“Five times this morning!” Daniel complained in the car later. “Five! My anus feels like it’s on fire.”

“Relax. You’ll get used to it. Don’t forget, that’s all you’ll be getting from now on.”

“Don’t remind me.”

“Don’t you want to be buttfucked on a constant basis by your boss.”

“No!”

She burst out laughing. “Good. Then forcing you is more fun.”

They pulled up at the tattoo parlour and headed inside. Claire arranged for the piercing, stating that Daniel wanted a Prince Albert piercing, and that she wanted her nipples and clit piercing. “You might as well do his nipples too.” She told her.

Once the piercings were done, Claire explained which tattoos were to be inked on Daniel.

“The first one, needs to be on the upper back. It needs to say Sissy whore, property of Marie and Claire. Then the other, on his ass, needs to say, Fuck here, and do an arrow to his hole.” The tattoo artist burst out laughing, but then pointed out that he was quite badly scarred.

“I don’t know how it will turn out when he heals.” She explained.

Claire shrugged. “Fuck it. Do it anyway.”

“You’re the boss.”

“Hey, we’re going to want to lock him in chastity. Any idea where we can buy a chastity cage?” Claire asked.

“Plastic or metal?”

“Metal.”

“My supplier has them. Let me give you the catalogue and you have pick one. They’re not cheap though, and I would need measurements.”

“Money’s not an object.” Claire said, taking the supplier catalogue.

She skipped through the pages, until she found the perfect one. One of the screw fittings would go through his new piecing and lock in there by snapping off the screw tops after placement. At that point it would be very hard to remove.

“This one.” Claire said, pointing at the small metal device.

“That’s a good one. Very easy to clean, and can be made permanent. I can put some resin on the screws once they go in, which would mean once the heads are removed, it will never come off.” She paused. “I get the feeling permanent is what you’re going for.”

“It is.”

“Great. I’ll take the measurements in a bit and order that one.”

For his part, Daniel sat there, taking the tattoo like a man. Whilst it hurt like a bastard, it was tickling compared to the beating he had taken just the night before, and that morning. It took her nearly an hour to do both tattoos, but she was proud of her work.

“Stop! STOP! No more! Please! Oh my god!!” Diana cried out, as she pulled her friend’s head tighter against her pussy as she climaxed for the third time.

They both collapsed at the top of the bed and lit a cigarette. “I loved that.” Marie purred.

“Wow. That was unbelievable.”

“I just wish we knew about all this sooner. We could’ve been having so much fun.”

“We’ll make up for lost time.” Diana replied. “So tell me about Daniel.”

“Well, I’ve essentially sold him to his boss. His boss will pay all wages into my account, and Daniel will be a sex slave to him. I was going to keep Daniel for the weekends, but I’ve decided that Mark can have him fulltime for a couple of months. I will want him back eventually though, as I plan to have him quit his job and work for me fulltime.”

“Doing what?”

“Cooking, cleaning, sucking cock. Don’t know yet. All I know is, I’m divorcing him.”

Diana jumped up. “Are you serious?”

“Yep. He’s still going to be mine because he’s committed everything to me, but he’s going to be a slave and that’s it.”

“What about the kids?”

Marie took a deep drag on the cigarette, then lit another from the end of the old one. “Not decided how to break it to them yet.” She took another long drag. “Anyway, I’ve got more important issues right now.”

“Like what?”

Marie proceeded to tell her everything that had happened with work. “So I thought Jason worked for Myrax at some point, but he didn’t, so I’m at square one.”

Diana looked a little confused. “I know someone who works at Myrax, I think. Not sure who…”

“Yeah, well, I’m going to need to find out who the connection is, because I think the numbers are there to get the share-price low enough to buy out Plaxis.”

“What will you do when you find out?”

“If I find out. I don’t know. I was going to hand it all to the police, but then I thought, why should I? Maybe I’ll hand over the evidence to the shareholders and make a name for myself.”

“Trudy. Your friend Trudy.” Diana said suddenly.

“What about her?” Marie asked.

“She works for Myrax.”

Marie looked at her friend, confused. “No she doesn’t, she works for Arcadia Carradine.”

“Yes! Arcadia Carradine! The main shareholder of Myrax.”

And suddenly it dawned on her. It all became so clear. Trudy introduced her to Anna. Trudy had introduced her to Claire. Trudy had arranged the interviews at Raine and Doverman.

“I have to go.” Marie murmured, getting up.

“Will I see you again soon?” Diana asked, hopeful.

Marie leaned down and kissed her deeply. “Of course baby. I plan to see a lot of you.”

“Thanks.” Diana giggled.

Marie dressed quickly and ran to the car, still enjoying Diana’s taste on her mouth. She dialled Anna, who picked up immediately.

“Hey, how’s Phillip?” Marie asked immediately.

“Still unconscious, but his brain activity seems to be good. They’re not totally sure why he’s still in the coma.”

“Have you slept?”

“They gave me a blanket and I got about an hour’s sleep here. Other than that, I don’t much feel like sleeping or eating.”

Marie took a deep breath. “Honey, I need to ask you something serious. When we met up at the party, did Trudy tell you I was coming?”

“Of course.”

“When?”

“The day before. Why?”

“Hon, something else. Did she say you needed to talk to me?”

“Well, actually, yes. She said that you were in a really bad state, worse than I was in, and that maybe I could help you. Marie, what’s going on?”

“Anna, who introduced Phil to Jason?”

The line went quiet. “I don’t know, they met at work.”

“Did they? Or did someone set them up?”

“I don’t think so. They… Wait. The garden party. You were there too.”

“The garden party. Trudy’s garden party.”

“Jason was there.”

“I don’t remember him.”

“He wasn’t blonde. He used to dye his hair brown because he thought he had a better chance at succeeding or something, but he was there. Oh! And Trudy and Jason went to school together!” Anna gasped. “I suspect you’re gonna tell me Trudy has something to do with this?”

“Trudy works for Arcadia. The owner of Myrax, the company desperate to buy Plaxis.”

“That doesn’t make any sense. When you buy a company, you don’t make money. You spend it. What does she make of this?”

That was the one thing Marie did know. “She would get Daniel. She’s always wanted him. She’s horrible to Colin, if she ever cared about him.”

“Why don’t you just give her Daniel? Why do you care anymore?”

“Honestly? The principle of the matter. He’s mine until I say he is.”

“Okay, then what about Jason, what does he get out of it?”

“Money I suppose.”

“Hon, I think you need to dig some more, but something doesn’t add up. But great work. I believe you on to Trudy. I never did like her.”

“Thanks babe.”

As she drove, she began to think about Claire. Claire was recommended by Trudy in both cases, Anna and Marie. Part of her wanted to truly believe that it was not possible that Claire could be against her; though something bothered her in the back of her mind.

Returning to the office, she found that Gavin was out. Immediately, she went online and found Claire on Facebook. There she searched the friends and didn’t find anyone. Next, she searched Gavin and didn’t find anyone.

She sat back and sighed. Then she turned and looked at Gavin’s PC. He had left it unlocked, which might have meant he was only in the bathroom, not far.

“Damn it!” She gasped, and ran over to his computer. Opening up Firefox, she went straight to Facebook. It was pre-logged in. She searched through a group of people and came across a name she recognised from Trudy’s place – Tammy Bailey. Tammy Bailey was also at the party that night. She was a horribly fat ugly woman, and looking at the profile, she worked with Trudy at Arcadia. Then she saw the connection. Tammy Bailey – In a relationship with – Michael Johanssen. Who was the father of Claire Johanssen.

She continued clicking, and saw another connection. Dana Bailey, daughter of Tammy, was friends with Gavin, and there clear as day was a photo of Gavin and Claire kissing. At that moment, Marie’s heart broke, and she felt a tear form in her eye.

A door slammed outside, and instinct made her close the browser window, pull up her skirt and drop her panties. When Gavin walked in, he was confronted with her semi-naked form.

“I was hoping you’d turn up!” Marie purred.

Gavin locked the door and pulled out his cock. “In just the position I like.”

Marie felt his cock slip inside her, and at that moment she felt so good that she was on top of everything, that she decided to simply enjoy the deep hard fucking she was getting from Gavin; because within twenty-four hours, she would be fucking him, or so she thought.
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Marie spent the next few hours taking screenshots of the connections, and highlighting all the evidence. She had everyone by the balls, and now it was time to get what she wanted.

Her first target was Jason. She printed off everything she had, and strutted over to Jason’s office, bursting in on him.

“Back for more huh?” Jason grinned.

“Mmm, not this time.” She said slowly, placing the documents on his desk.

He picked it all up and looked at it; the news reports, the database figures, everything. “What is all this?” He asked, genuinely surprised.

“Evidence.”

“Evidence of what?”

“Evidence of how you have been manipulating the stock market. The Planrix system has been manipulated to hide figures. Invoices have not been generated, transactions have disappeared. Years of audit trail, gone.”

Jason burst out laughing. “Why would I do that?”

“You’re going to get a massive pay off by Arcadia!”

“Who?”

“Arcadia Carradine. The main shareholder of Myrax.”

Jason stared at her and shook his head. “Marie, what are you talking about? You’re not making any sense.”

“I told you the numbers were wrong, right?”

“Right.”

“Well I spoke to Chantel about it, and she confirmed to me that they did not add up, as she had been placing orders the whole time and they were not included.”

“I remember you telling me. I asked Gavin to look into it.”

This time Marie stopped. “Wait. What?”

“I immediately told Gavin and he said he would look into it. Why?”

“Chantel was fired.”

“What?”

“She was accused of being drunk on the job, which was a lie.”

“Impossible. Let me speak to Gavin about this, I’m sure it’s just a misunderstanding.”

“No. Stop, wait. Did Phillip speak to you about this bug in Planrix?”

“Yes, yesterday. I also saw he accessed the database, which I was not happy about.”

“Did you tell anyone about it?”

“Yes. I told…” He paused and looked down. “I told Gavin.” He said quietly, his eyes darting over the documents. “Gavin worked the Indonesia partners. Gavin worked the… Let me check on something.” Jason opened up the source code central server, and accessed TFS. There, he checked the code review approver. “It was Gavin. Gavin changed the code.” Marie looked at the screen and saw the code reviewer was Hayley Donovan. “Hayley moved to one of the tracks a while ago. Gavin was having an affair with her, way back when. He made the changes.”

Marie was confused. “I don’t understand. All this comes back to you though.”

“Marie, trust me when I tell you that I am the last to profit on Plaxis being sold.”

“Why?”

“Because we are about to release a new drug which will be the world’s first true antiviral, which will eliminate most viruses. It could end up being the most successful drug in the world, a DsRNA fixer. Once it is released, our share-price will rocket. I stand to make millions.”

“Fuck. That’s what Arcadia stands to gain.”

“Exactly. When will that happen?”

“Within the next two weeks.” He looked at all the papers on the desk. “Fuck, Trudy involved too? Fuck!”

They sat in silence; then Marie gathered up the papers and stood. “I have an idea. Give me twenty-four hours.”

“We should go to the board with this.”

“We don’t know who is involved. Arcadia is big. Please, trust me, give me twenty-four hours.”

Jason stared, slumped in his chair, and at that moment Marie simply felt that he was a hollow shell of the man she thought he was. “Well…I guess, what choice do I have?” He accepted.

“Good.”

Marie ran down to her car and shot home, as fast as possible. There she found Claire, who was very excited to show her new piercings, and of course, Daniel’s. Marie, instead, just grabbed her and held her tight.

“Where’s Daniel?” Marie asked.

“He went to the office with Mark.” She burst out laughing. “Mark is going to tell the entire office that Daniel is going to begin living as a woman.”

Marie did not return the laugh. Instead she looked Claire dead in the eyes and asked a simple question. “Do you love me?”

Claire’s face went deadly serious. “Yes, of course I love you.”

“No Claire. Stop, think, and look in my eyes. Do you really love me? Honestly?”

Claire’s eyes scanned Marie’s, searching them, and then they began to well up with tears. “Yes. I’m so sorry Marie. Yes, I love you with all my heart.”

“But you weren’t meant to, were you?” Marie asked quietly.

“No. I was just meant to distract you. I’m so sorry.”

“Honey?”

“Yes?”

With a grin, Marie pulled her closer. “I want in.”

Claire pulled back and stared wide-eyed at her lover. “What do you mean? They… you saw what they did to Phillip.”

“Honey, I want you. I love you. I want to be rich. And I really don’t care who gets hurt in the process. I want in, and I will get it done from the inside.”

Again, Claire stared at the woman in front of her, and nodded. “Okay. I’ll set it up.”

“Now.”

“Okay. Now.”

Claire pulled out the phone and called Trudy. “Hey, it’s me. We need to talk. Can I come by?” She ended the call and turned to Marie. “Let’s go.”

Daniel stood there in his red skirt and white tank-top and frowned as people applauded his coming-out; not that he intended to come out, but Mark thought it would be appropriate. Just as the applause was dying down, Daniel’s phone rang. It was Jason.

“What?” Daniel asked, by way of answering the phone.

“Look, I know you’re angry at me, but I’ve spoken to Marie already. It’s not me! It was Gavin, Claire and Trudy.”

“What?” Daniel asked again, confused.

“Marie found it all out. And now I think she may be in danger. She asked for twenty-four hours before I tell the board and the cops, but now; I don’t know, I’m scared man.”

Daniel paused. “Where is she now?”

“I don’t know.”

“Let me call her. I’ll call you back.”

Daniel ended the call, and called Marie; “hey, where are you?”

“Oh, with Claire, on the way to Trudy’s. Why?”

“I just…” Daniel paused. She seemed happy, content. Something was not right. “What are you going to do there?”

“Just chit-chat.”

“Okay, well, have fun.”

“Thanks.”

Daniel put the phone down and turned to Colin. He stomped over to him and grabbed him by the collar. “In the fucking meeting room!” He screamed.

Mark came running over. “Danni, Danni! What are you doing?”

“Mark, shut the fucking door.” Daniel snarled, before turning to Colin. “You, sit the fuck down.”

The door was shut, and Colin shivered in the chair. “What’s this about buddy?”

“I get the feeling you know. Trudy, Gavin, and Claire.”

“I didn’t know.”

“Bullshit!” Daniel screamed.

Mark intervened. “What’s going on?”

“Trudy, Gavin and Claire have been manipulating Plaxis accounts in order to prepare it for buyout.” Daniel explained.

“Why?”

“You tell him Colin!”

Colin sighed. “Plaxis is about to release a drug for FDA approvals and patent. No-one knows about it, but it will be the best drug to hit the market since the birth of antibiotics. It will change the world.” He took a deep breath. “Some years ago, Gavin found out about it, when the drug was first announced to the board, and he happened to tell his girlfriend, Claire, who told her stepmom, Tammy.

“Tammy is on the board of Arcadia Carradine, the owner of Myrax, Plaxis’ competitor. Tammy told Trudy and they conspired with Gavin to steal it and get it to them, but the drug designs are locked up so tight that he couldn’t. So, they devised a plan to melt down the company, leaving Myrax to buy out the mess. Gavin has been trying to find a way to do all this for years, but it was not until his boss made the suggestion to build their own ERP system that a plan really hatched.

“Unfortunately, Gavin is a serial philanderer, and has almost been discovered a couple of times. Trudy had people to deal with it, and a few people got killed.” He frowned. “Or almost did, like Phillip. She’s been in a foul mood over that.”

Mark sighed. “How did Marie get mixed up in all this?”

“Trudy saw a way to kill two birds with one stone. Deal with this problem, find someone to take the blame for the lost account details when it is made public; basically create an Enron from Plaxis, and also free up you, Daniel.”

“What does she want with me?” Daniel asked, incredulously.

“She’s always wanted you! It’s always been you.”

Daniel waved his arms. “Have you seen me lately?”

“For her that’s even better. She plans to keep you and me.”

“And you’re okay with that?”

“I don’t have much of a choice. She has all the money. She could have me killed. She beats me, hurts me. She has some of the police in her pocket.”

“And if I refused?”

“You can guess.”

They all sat down and sighed. It was a mess, and he was not sure exactly why Marie was going there. Was she going to confront her, or was she going to…

“She’s going to do a deal.” Daniel stated.

“Who?” Mark asked.

“Marie. She’s on the way to your place now, Colin, to do a deal.”

“What? Why would she do that?”

“Because she doesn’t love me anymore, and she wants to be rich. It has always been important to her. That, and she’s fallen for Claire.”

“Claire is Gavin’s girlfriend.”

“I don’t think Marie cares about that, and I doubt Claire or Gavin do either.”

“Fuck!” Mark cried out. “What are we going to do?”

They thought for a moment, and then Daniel said, “We need to call Anna. If she does a deal, then Anna and Phillip are dead too.”

“Good idea.” Said Colin.

“So you’ll help?”

“What other choice do I have?”

“True.”

“I want in.” Marie said, the moment they entered the house. Trudy, who had her fake housewives’ welcome face on, suddenly turned ten shades darker. A shade of evil fell over her face.

“Did you say something?” She asked Claire.

“She worked it all out herself.” Claire replied coolly.

“I have all the evidence I need to connect you and Tammy up. But, I also have a way to make this go much smoother, and pin it all on Jason, Phillip and Anna.”

“Go on.”

“Simple. Jason ordered the software. Phillip and Anna came up with the idea of syphoning off just enough money to make the company look profitable. Phillip had a gambling problem, got himself beaten by the local mob he borrowed money off. Anna will commit suicide after Phillip dies, which he will, of course; in hospital, which I’m sure you can take care of. And Jason, well, you can arrange for him to disappear. He has seen the evidence, but doesn’t possess it.

“Then all that is left to do is to hand over Daniel to you.”

“You don’t want him?”

“I don’t love him anymore. And he’s all prepared for you, even ready for permanent chastity. I take it you don’t want to use his penis, right?”

Trudy grinned. “Oh god no. I was going to lock him up in my little play room downstairs and have some fun with him. He missed his chance to really be with me.” Trudy leaned back in her chair and smiled brightly. “You know, I have really underestimated you Marie. I take it money is what you want?”

“Of course.”

“That’s not a problem. But, I would hate for us to end our business relationship on this one endeavour. I think we should draw a line in the sand here, and start over.”

“I think you are right Trudy. I had planned to have Claire move in with me.” Marie reached over and brushed the back of her index finger along the back of Claire’s cheek. “We have become quite, fond, of each other.”

Trudy reached up and rubbed Claire’s back. “Oh I know Claire has some very special talents.”

They both moved closer to the blonde girl and began undressing her. “So we are agreed?”

“Absolutely. Finally, maybe we can get this thing done.”

“Gavin has been…”

“Sloppy. But he’s got his uses.” Trudy said, licking and sucking on one side of Claire’s neck, as Marie massaged her breasts. Claire’s eyes were closed and her mouth open in a smile as they continued to speak and tease her.

“Indeed. I think we should keep him around too, as our toy.”

“Absolutely.”

“And Colin?”

“Colin… Colin, Colin.” Trudy began. “Perhaps you can show me what you did to Daniel, and we could do it to him.”

“Another toy to play with. This will be fun.” Marie said, now undoing Trudy’s gypsy wench top and leaning over to suck on her breasts. “Claire, you’re a lucky girl. You’ll get to live with two lovers.”

“Oh god yes!” Claire gasped, as Trudy fingered her.
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“That bitch!” Anna screamed. She had left her husband’s side to drive down to Daniel’s office. Jason was there too, and Daniel had told them everything.

“Now is not the time to get mad; now is the time to get even.” Daniel told them calmly. “Jason, you still have access to the database, correct?”

“Correct.”

“Get me access to that data. Mark, can Byron use our BI tool to recreate the financials?”

Mark shrugged. “Of a SQL Server database, then it shouldn’t be a big deal. He’ll need some time to put fit the engine to their format.”

“Please go tell him.”

“Will do.” And with that, Mark darted out of the room.

“Colin. Remember the Polish guy we had working here?”

“Tomasz?”

“Yeah, where is he now?”

“He’s over at Citibank now.”

“Get him on the line, and find out if he would be willing to do some black work for a couple of thou.”

“What sort of work?”

“Need to know work. Call him.”

Colin took out the phone and called who Daniel thought was the best hacker he had ever met.

“Anna, this is going to be hard, but I need you to distract Gavin.” Daniel told her. “Please call him and tell him you need company; that Phillip is in hospital, you can’t reach Jason, and you need a man. I’m sorry to ask this, especially after…”

“No, I get it. I’ll do what I need to do. It’s my fault anyway.”

“No, it’s not! It’s Trudy’s. It’s Marie’s. It’s everyone else’s, especially mine. Not yours.”

She nodded, holding back tears, and she picked up the phone and called Gavin.

The door opened and Mark stepped in. “Byron’s on-board.”

“Great. Jason, go with Mark and get Byron connected up.”

“Right.”

Colin came over. “He says if it is black stuff, then five.”

“Okay. Five, but he needs to come over right now.”

Colin spoke into the phone, then ended the call. “He’s on his way.”

“Good. When he gets here, we will need him to go with Jason to Plaxis, and we will need him to hack Gavin’s computer. We need to download all emails from his personal mail. Then we will need him to access Marie’s computer, access her RAND account, and create a few fake emails which could be interpreted as being part of all this.”

“Got you.”

Trudy rolled over in the bed and untangled herself from the naked women. She checked her phone and saw that it was gone seven, and Colin was still not home. There was not unusual for Colin, who often found excuses to work late. Trudy didn’t much care, as at least it kept him out of her business. However, for some reason, she did not feel altogether comfortable that he was working late that night.

She picked up the phone and stood; her naked form highlighted by the strip of sunlight coming through the bedroom curtains.

“It’s Trudy.” Colin hissed, sat in the Plaxis office behind Tomasz and Jason, as his phone began to buzz.

“Shush! I work!” The skinny Polish kid reprimanded him.

“Well, go answer it!” Jason told him.

Colin stood and walked away from the others, answering the phone. “Hey honey. How are you? Sorry, I need to work late. Got a proposal to work on here with Daniel and Mark.”

“How long do you expect to be?” Trudy sounded bored and completely unconcerned, which was how she generally sounded anyway.

“Could be a few more hours yet. I’m sorry.” He told her, trying sound as convincing as possible.

She sighed. “Okay. Don’t disturb me when you get home, and go straight to your room to sleep tonight.”

“Yes Ma’am.” Colin sat back down. “I think she bought it.” He told the group.

“Whoopie-doo. Now shut fuck up.” Said the Polak.

“He’s lying to me!” Trudy shouted, waking the two lovers up, throwing the phone on the desk.

“Who?” Claire asked in a drowsy voice.

“Colin. He’s fucking lying to me. The motherfucker!” Trudy was busy plugging in her laptop to the power and turning it on. “I can tell when he’s lying. Right now he’s hiding something from me. Marie, where is Daniel?”

“He’s with Mark.” Marie told her.

“Yeah, after they got done today, they went to the office.” Claire confirmed.

Trudy seemed confused. “Why was Mark at your place?”

“Oh, Mark and Daniel are fucking.” Marie explained.

Trudy gave a little chuckle. “That would be worth seeing. Well let’s hope that Mark is fucking Colin too, because that fucker is definitely lying to me, and it better be fucking worth it!” On the PC, Trudy opened Explorer and went to Find My iPhone. She typed in Colin’s username and password and the map started to open, and then the screen hung; and then the computer blue screened. “Fuck!” She restarted and had to wait.

“How much longer?” Colin asked, checking his watch and getting edgy.

Tomasz sighed. “I almost done with this animal. Now I go fuck other animal.”

“Huh?” Jason asked, looking up at Colin for confirmation of what he just heard.

“Just… Just, don’t even go there.” Colin replied.

“There. All emails are print. All on USB. Here. Lot of evidence. Many evidence.” He said, handing over the USB stick and walking over to the other laptop. “Now let’s fuck Marie animal.”

“O-kay…” The other said, with Colin giving the universal, he’s insane, signal.

The Polish man then typed very quickly into the Windows command prompt. He then pushed another USB key into the laptop and launched an application. The computer then rebooted and all of a sudden, he was in Windows. He then opened up Outlook and tried to select the Raine and Doverman email account, only to find it wouldn’t connect.

“Hmmm. No VPN.” He mumbled. He then searched the desktop and found the RAND Connect application. “Gowno.” He mumbled, going into the registry and searched for the RAND Connect application. With a sigh, he said, “this take while.” And then he opened up the scientific calculator and began typing numbers at hyper-speed.

For Trudy, the computer had restarted. She once again tried to open the Find My iPhone website, and once again she was hit with the blue screen of death.

“Fuck!” Trudy cried out. “What the fuck is wrong with this?”

“It’s using a plugin which is clashing with something else you have installed.” Marie explained. “Either that or you have a Trojan horse or virus.”

Trudy threw her hands in the air. “Okay, great, my laptop’s fucked. What else can I do now? Any ideas?”

“Do you have an iPad?” Claire asked.

“I don’t. The kids have some cheap knock-off in their room.”

“By the way, where are the kids?” Marie asked.

“Sleep over.” Trudy replied. “Where are yours?”

“Anna picked them up from school today. She wanted her kids to have someone to play with.”

Claire stepped forward. “Guys!” She shouted, then she calmly suggested an alternative. “If the kids have a knock off, I assume Android tablet, then I can use the browser on that.”

“Good point!” Trudy ran to get it; and in the meantime she shouted, “And can someone please call Gavin?”

Marie picked up the phone and called, going straight through to voicemail. She then dialled Jason, which rang a couple of times before being sent to voicemail. Little did she know that Jason had just seen her call, and cancelled it in a knee-jerk reaction.

At that very moment, Gavin had Anna bent over the kitchen table and was slamming his penis in and out of her. Anna had to admit that much as she hated the man inside her, the feeling of a good hard cock was a welcome relief to the sadness inside her.

Daniel said he would pick her up once they were done. It had already been two hours since she had dropped the kids off at her mother’s, and he was waiting when she arrived home. They’d been fucking since then and, she was not sure how much longer she could keep him going. She was at least thankful that he was young and had stamina.

He came inside her once more, and collapsed on her back. She rolled her eyes and considered what to do next.

“Come to bed with me.” She whispered. “I feel so lonely.”

“Of course Anna.”

She gently stood, pushing him off her, and then with a kinky smile, she took him by the hand and pulled him to follow. Upstairs, they cuddled up and moments later they were kissing once more; her hand massaging his erection slowly and firmly.

“I’ve got an idea.” She purred with a smile, reaching into a drawer and pulling out a pair of leather cuffs. “Do you trust me?” She whispered, running her tongue along his ear.

Gavin grinned. “Of course I do.”

“I’m so glad.” She purred, bolting his hands to the headboard. Then she reached into the drawer and pulled out a gag, which she wrapped around his mouth. Finally, she pulled out some ankle chains and bolted them to the foot of the bed, and then to his legs.

“Oh, and one last thing.” She told him, pulling out some padlocks, and clipping them on each cuff. “Now let me go change.”

Gavin’s cock strained as he thought about the kinky sex about to come. Minutes later, Anna reappeared, wearing her finest leather teddy, adorned with chains and buckles. Under which, she wore black fishnet tights, and thigh high boots. In her hand she carried a crop and a cat of nine tails.

She placed both whips on the bed, and walked over to a drawer which she unlocked with a key around her neck. Gavin’s eyes following her the whole time. She pulled out a small case, which she brought over and left on the side table.

“Do you like a little pain, Gavin?” She purred with an evil grin.

He laughed into the gag. He would enjoy this game.

She began gently tapping him with the crop. “You’re a naughty boy, aren’t you Gavin?”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

She leaned down next to his ear; her shiny scarlet lips brushing against it, and said, “You’ve been very naughty; like trying to manipulate the stock markets, trying to get poor accountants in trouble.” His eyes became wide and he was now struggling to control his breathing. “Trying to kill my husband, for example.” She said through gritted teeth. Immediately, Gavin’s eyes went wide and he began to struggle against the cuffs and chains, screaming into the gag in horror.

“You don’t get to go free!” She screamed, interspersing each word with a hard slap of the whip. She swapped the whip for the crop and continued to beat him. Then, much to his shock, she untied the case and opened it up to reveal many metal implements, including a scalpel and a set of piercing needles. “Do you know what this is?” She asked him, holding what looked like a pair of pliers. “It a burdizzo. Three guesses what it’s for.” She asked, placing his testicles inside the device and gently squeezing it. “Ready to become a eunuch?”

Gavin screamed and pulled on the chains, as he stared at the castration device in horror.

Daniel held the phone to his ear and frowned. “Don’t hurt him!” He told her. “Or rather, hurt him as much as you like, but don’t, I don’t know; don’t castrate him!” He listened to what Anna told him into the phone. “NO! Do not, I repeat, not castrate him. The police will not accept that. Uh-huh. Can’t you just electrocute him or something? Uh-huh. Yeah, good idea. We’ll be there as soon as possible.”

Daniel turned to Byron and Mark. “How are you getting on?” Daniel asked.

“I think I’ve worked out the kinks, and now we can regenerate the real reports.” Byron explained. “It’ll take a few.”

Turning to Mark, Daniel said, “Can we talk?”

Mark pointed to a room, and they both stepped inside. “This is not what you wanted.” Mark said immediately.

Daniel laughed. “You’re damn straight this is not what I wanted.”

“No, I meant me. Marie went overboard, huh?” he paused and shook his head; “No, Marie didn’t give a shit. That’s what you were trying to tell me.”

Daniel nodded and smiled. “Thanks Mark. I’m sorry.”

With a wave, Mark shook his head. “No, I’m sorry. I thought you were into it. It’s been fun. I enjoyed it, but I don’t want to force you into something you don’t want. I really am sorry.”

With a hug, Daniel said, “It wasn’t all bad.” Then he gave his boss a wink.

Trudy came running back into the room with tablet. She turned it on and went to the website where she found there was no internet.

“Fuck! Does nothing work in this house?” Trudy screamed.

“Give it to me.” Marie said, finding the WiFi section of the settings and selecting the network. “Here, type in your WiFi password.”

Tomasz announced he was done, and showed the email frame. “Type in what you like.” He told the group, pushing the laptop to one side. With a deep breath, Jason leaned down and began typing.

From: Marie Callum – RAND

To: Davies, Trudy; Johanssen, Claire; tbailey@arcadiacarradineinv.com

Subject: Issue dealt with…

Hey Girls,

I’ve had Gavin deal with the issue. Phillip won’t be bothering us anymore. Next we need to take care of Anna, but that should be easy. Once the company goes under, then we can frame Jason and Phillip.

Love,

Marie

Reading it once more, they pressed send.

“Okay, let’s get the hell out of here.” Jason told the group.

Trudy was just typing in the password into the Find My iPhone website, when her phone rang. Seeing it was Tammy, she stopped what she was doing, and answered.

“What the fuck is going on?” Tammy screamed. “Why the fuck is Marie Callum emailing me? I thought we were dealing with her?”

“What are you talking about? Marie is here with me. She is joining us. She’s going to help us.” Trudy explained, staring at Marie.

“No, I just received an email from her!”

Trudy turned to Marie. “Did you just send an email?”

“From where? I’m right here and my phone is over there!”

“Tammy, she’s here, without email!”

“Well someone just hacked her email and sent a really fucking incriminating email.”

Trudy’s heart raced. She pressed the OK on the website and the map appeared. She waited for the iPhone to be found, and saw that it was moving on the G400. “What’s he doing on the G400?”

Marie ran over to have a look. She pushed the map along and then tapped on the screen. “He was in Plaxis!”

“Tammy, I’ll call you back!” Trudy said, ending the call. “Marie, call Daniel and find out where he is!”

The phone on the table in front of Daniel’s face vibrated. He looked at the display and saw Marie’s name. He answered, feeling much more confident.

“Hi Honey, where are you?” Marie asked.

“At work with Mark, working on a proposal.” Daniel replied. “Why?” He pressed mute and turned to Mark. “She knows.”

“When will you be home?” She asked.

He pressed unmute. “It’s gonna be a while babe. Sorry. Where are you?”

The phone went off.

“Yep, she knows.” He told Mark.

“Daniel knows everything. They’re conspiring against us.” Marie told the group.

Trudy screamed. “Can someone tell me where Gavin is?”

“His phone is off.” Marie told the group.

“I need to call Tammy. She’ll sort this out.” With that, Trudy called Tammy and filled her in on what was going on.

Tammy sighed down the telephone. “Where is Colin now Trudy?”

“Heading towards;” she looked at the map on the tablet, “North Berkeley Lake Road.”

Marie stepped forward. “He’s going to Daniel’s office. He’s going to GTS.”

“GTS on Clinton Court.” Trudy said down the line.

“And Daniel is there too?”

“He is.”

“Okay. Ladies, I’m putting an end to this. I hope you didn’t have too much in the way of feelings for them.”

“It’s why we called you.”

“Good.”

Colin burst through the office doors and ran over to the group, holding up the USB key. “Here’s the USB key with all the evidence.” He called out. “We also have print outs.”

“Great.” Daniel said, taking the key and uploading everything to his OneDrive account. “Jason, we’re going to need to get this to your CEO.”

“I’ll call Nils now. He lives in Buckhead, so in current traffic, a half-hour.”

“Good, let’s make that happen. We’ll go in two cars.” Daniel told them all. Byron had already left, as had Tomasz.

Outside, they heard the sound of tires squealing, and then a crash. They all ran to the window to see two Mercedes E class cars pull up outside, one hitting a Hyundai which was pulling out. Out of the E classes poured about six men in suits, and they did not look like they were coming to chat.

“Fuck. We’ve got company.” Daniel told them. “Mark, I take it we don’t have any weaponry?”

“I have a pistol in my safe. It’s a Beretta.”

“That’ll have to do. Go get it. Jason, you need to go down the emergency staircase out the back of the building. Take Colin with you and get in a car now!”

“Right-o.”

“Security won’t let them in.” Mark tried to explain.

“Security will be dead.” Daniel informed him.

“Oh.” Mark ran for the gun and handed it to Daniel.

“Why are you giving it to me?”

“I don’t know how to fire the thing.”

“Then why do you have it?”

“Well, you see stories about disgruntled employees coming back…”

“Never mind.” Daniel replied, taking the gun, checking the clip and the safety, and moving to the edge of the main corridor. “They’ll come this way, which means that whether the elevators or staircase, they will come out maximum double-file.”

“Why won’t they go the emergency route?”

“They came through the front door because they expected the element of surprise. You need to get down the emergency route too. With one gun, there’s no point you hanging back. I’ll catch up. Have the car ready.”

The elevator dinged, and Daniel aimed. The first suit stepped out with his weapon drawn; Daniel fired, amazed that his first shot went through the assailant’s temple.

“Go!” He told Mark.

The other attackers realised they had made a mistake. Jumping to the opposite side of the door frame, Daniel aimed at the door to the staircase; the unmistakeable sound of footsteps approaching. With a squeak, the door began to open, and Daniel fired, cursing as the metal door took the brunt of the shots. The door slammed shut again, and they were in a stalemate.

“We wanna talk.” Someone shouted out.

“Bullshit! You’ve been sent by Arcadia.”

“We wanna do a deal.”

“Then why did she send you goons?”

“Look man, one way or another, you’re in trouble. If you give yourself up now, then you’ll live.”

“A likely story. I know this building like the back of my hand. You’re one down, and I’m an excellent shot.”

Daniel had an idea. Jumping back to the other side of the frame, he aimed at the elevator frame. If he could get the angle right, then he could get a shot to ricochet into the elevator. It might not be enough to kill or hurt, but it might freak them out enough to get them to let the doors shut.

He aimed as best he could, and fired.

“Oh fuck!” One screamed, and the doors shut.

Daniel bolted for the emergency staircase, running as fast as possible. His phone beeped. Pulling it out, he saw a message from Mark. They’re heading around the back. Daniel stopped and looked at where he was; the first floor.

The door to the offices on the first floor was locked, requiring an RFID tag to get in. Unfortunately, because the first floor did not belong to GTS, he could not get in. Thinking quickly, he banged hard on the door. A young woman opened the door. He had seen her before. It was one of the secretaries who worked for the vending machine producer downstairs.

“Can I help you?” The woman asked, as Daniel hid the pistol.

“Hi, I work for GTS upstairs. We’re having problems with our server cabling and it is coming from the server room on your floor.”

“Oh, well, really the building manager should handle that.”

“I know, but you know how long that takes!”

She giggled. “True. Come in then.”

With a sigh of relief, he stepped inside and walked over to the server room, which he knew had a ventilation duct out of the building.

“So how long have you worked here? I didn’t know we had any transvestites in the building.” The rather hot blonde secretary asked. It was at that moment that Daniel remembered how he was dressed.

“Oh this, just a company prank, you know the types of party.”

“Uh-huh. It’s fine by me. My brother’s a transvestite too. I’m very supportive.”

Oh why do they come on to me at the most inopportune moments? Daniel thought to himself.

“Hey, it’s really cold in here, and I’m only in this little tank top. Would you happen to have a cardigan or something?” Daniel asked her.

“Sure. Give me a minute.” The girl gushed, running off.

“Thank fuck!” Daniel breathed, pulling the air-conditioning unit off the wall and exposing the man-sized grate. He pushed it through with his foot and climbed out, allowing himself to hang before dropping hard onto his ankle. “Fuck!” He cried out, limping up and looking for Mark.

Mark’s Jaguar pulled up with a beep and the door flew open. Daniel jumped inside and told him to go after Jason.

“Where did they go?”

“Buckhead.” Daniel told him. “I’ll call him for the exact address.”

“I think I know which road.”

“How so?”

“Because I live there. It’s pretty special.”

“La-di-da.” Daniel sang. “Just fucking drive. They’ll be out in a minute.” Daniel pulled out his phone and dialled Jason.

“Yeah?”

“Which street?”

“West Paces Ferry Road Northwest.”

“Got ya, see you there.” Daniel turned to Mark. “Where you thought?”

Mark tilted his head from side to side. “Thereabouts.”

“Where did you think?”

“Blackland Road.”

Daniel turned around and in the distance saw the E classes on the move. “They’re after us. Which way are you going?”

“I-85.”

“We’re gonna hit traffic. Take Peachtree Industrial. Let’s run some fuckin’ lights!”

“True.”

Mark slammed the XJ-R forward, flicking through the gears using the paddles on the steering column. The engine roared as cars around them honked in their direction. Behind, the E-Classes were doing the same, trying to catch-up.

“We stand-out.” Mark warned.

“Nothing we can do about that. Just drive. Jason is most important.”

In front of them the cars came to a stand-still. They sat at the lights, waiting as traffic built up behind them. All of sudden, they felt the shunt of a car being smashed into them. The Dodge Malibu behind them was being hit by one of the Mercedes.

“Fuck!” Mark called out.

“Just fucking drive!” Daniel called out, as the Jag leaped forward, and into on-coming traffic, closely followed by the Mercedes. Mark weaved around the traffic, trying to move forward but scared of almost certain death.

A shot rang out and a bullet hit the car.

“They’re trying to take out a tire.” Daniel told him.

“You’ve got a gun; fucking shoot back!” Mark cried out.

Daniel lowered the window and tried to take aim; which was almost impossible in a swerving car.

“Can’t you drive straight?”

“Cars are coming at us.”

“Then, just… Urgh!” Daniel fired three shots, and once again, not believing his luck, all three hit the windshield of the first Mercedes, one taking out the driver. It flipped and rolled as the car clipped an on-coming vehicle. The second Mercedes narrowly swerved to avoid it, and re-joined the pursuit. Now though, behind were the sound of sirens; the police were in pursuit.

“Pull onto Stovall Boulevard!” Daniel cried out.

Mark swerved the car around traffic which had just received the green light. He just made it before the traffic moved off, which meant the cops and the Mercedes were now blocked. Behind, Daniel could see the cops surrounding the Mercedes, their guns drawn.

“Let’s slow it down and try not to attract any more attention.” Daniel noted.

“Good idea.”

By the time they arrived at the gated mansion, Jason and Colin had already arrived and were in the process of explaining what had happened to Nils Keldson, the CEO of Plaxis. Nils was furious, but relieved to see the evidence to back it all up.

“Sir, they’re some pretty nasty people after us.” Daniel explained. “We managed to get rid of them, but I think more may come. Arcadia is quite a piece of work.”

Nils brushed it off, picked up the phone and asked for immediate security coverage. “They’ll be here in under five minutes.” Then he turned to Daniel and chuckled. “What have you come as?”

Daniel frowned, and then smiled. “It’s a long story sir.”

“Okay. I’d better call my legal team.”

Marie’s phone rang like a shrill canary, shocking the women out of their silence. They had sat calmly, waiting to hear news that the hit crew had completed their task. However, as Marie noticed Daniel’s name on the display, her heart sank, realising the team must have failed.

“You’re fucked.” Daniel said, by way of greeting. “Tell Trudy her goons have failed, and tell her that all the evidence is now in the hands of the authorities.”

“Daniel, I… It wasn’t my idea!” Marie tried to explain. “I just wanted to protect you and the kids from all this.”

“Bullshit!” Daniel snarled. “Bullshit. You haven’t loved me in years, if you ever loved me. You wouldn’t have been able to do what you did to me with such malice if you did.”

“I love you! I did all those things because you enjoyed them.”

“I did enjoy some of them, but there came a point when I realised that you were taking sadistic pleasure in hurting me, in such a way that proved to me that you didn’t do it with love, but with hate. You’ve made your bed Marie, and you’re gonna have to lie in it.

“I don’t think we’ll be seeing each other again. I have a feeling those goons you sent after me, were not the only ones out there. I’m sure Tammy’s going to want to tie up the loose ends. In fact, I’m surprised you’re not on the first plane to South America.”

The phone went dead and Marie’s heard stopped. Daniel was absolutely right; if the other teams had not succeeded, then Tammy would send a crew to clean up the mess.

“We need to go right now.” Marie told the women.

Trudy turned to look at her friend. “What do you mean?”

“Tammy won’t let us live if we’ve failed. The fewer people who can speak, the less mess.”

“Fuck! What about my kids?” Trudy hissed.

Marie’s face almost turned purple. “And what the fuck am I meant to do about my kids?” She screamed.

A sniffle came from the bed. Claire was hugging her legs and crying. “She’s my mom, she won’t hurt me.”

Trudy literally ran over to the girl and slapped her around the face. “Get your head straight, you dumb bitch. She’s your stepmom, and she’s not that keen on you as it is. Now let’s get moving.”

They ran for the door, however, upon opening it, they were confronted by two men in suits. Trudy’s face dropped in resolution.


Epilogue

Within the next few hours, arrest warrants were issued for Tammy, Trudy, Gavin, Claire, and Marie. Gavin was caught immediately, and he was happy to confess everything, especially after spending hours being tortured by Anna. Trudy, Marie and Claire were found at their house, each had been professionally executed. Tammy Bailey was arrested trying to board a private jet. Arcadia Caradine denied knowing anything about Tammy’s activities, and publicly deplored it.

The SEC was called for an emergency meeting and the real financial results were provided. Donovan Carlyle, the CFO, was asked to quietly stand down, stating stress and ill-health. It turned out that it was his idea to hire a company to build their own system in the first place, rather than go with a professional suite.

As part of the SEC’s investigations, the FBI was brought in, and a thorough investigation was performed. More names were uncovered, even in Plaxis, who were part of the whole conspiracy. Myrax was ordered to pay nine hundred million dollars in penalties as part of the litigation. As a result, their share-price plummeted, leaving Plaxis to take over.

A name which did come up was one Hayley Donovan, the leader of the Track 2 team. The meek single mom knew something was going on, and had been threatened a number of times to keep her mouth shut. It was discovered that she was the one who had been sending out emails to Marie and others, in an attempt to get someone to listen, without getting herself into trouble. When Jason found out about her, he immediately promoted her, promising to protect her from now on within the company.

Plaxis eventually released Pasolec, their new Superdrug, to the FDA for evaluation. The moment that happened, Plaxis’ share-price, which had already made a massive improvement, shot even higher, making Jason a very rich man.

Two weeks after the events of that night, Phillip developed a clot in his brain and suffered a major stroke. Weak and damaged as he already was, he never recovered, and passed away. Anna, who had hoped and believed he would recover, was distraught.

At the funeral, Daniel, Jason, and Colin, offered to spend time with her to help out, but instead she chose to focus purely on work and her kids.

Needing some time to pick up the pieces himself, Daniel told Mark that he was quitting to focus on his kids and travel. However, Mark wouldn’t hear of it.

“Take as long as you need my friend, but quitting you are not. Come back when you are ready to carry on with life.” Mark told him.

In the events of that night, Daniel’s kids had spent the night with Anna’s mother. Now though, he had no-one else to help him. Therefore, he needed time to sort out a nanny, comfort his kids, who often asked when mommy would be coming home. He decided that the first step to recovery would be to sell his home; which he managed, even at a slight profit. He moved to a more upscale part of town.

When Diana and Richard found out about what happened to Marie, Richard went insane. They spent hours arguing about Diana going crazy just like Marie. Eventually, Diana admitted that she should have discussed everything properly with Richard.

“Honey, I don’t mind doing anything with you, but I want to discuss it first, and I certainly want variation.” Richard explained.

Diana sniffed back a tear. “What do you want to do?”

Richard grinned. “Well how about we see how you enjoy that riding crop?”

With wide-eyes, Diana began to make excuses. “I don’t know if I’ll be able to take it. My pain threshold is low.”

“You gave birth to our kids.” Richard explained, as he picked up the crop.

“Yes but…” Thwack! The whip came down hard on her ass. “OW! Motherfucker!”

Some ten weeks after the events, Daniel was sat alone in a bar not far from his work. He was back only two weeks and still did not feel recovered.

As he sat on the stool at the bar, his phone rang. Looking down at the number, he reasoned that he did not know it, and probably should not pick up, but being someone who could not do that, he answered anyway. “Hello?”

“Hello, Mr. Callum, this Stacy from the tattoo parlour.” Daniel remembered exactly who she was and what she looked like. “So, the chastity cage you ordered arrived some time ago, and I was wondering when you were coming to pick it up and have it fitted?”

Daniel almost chuckled at how he dodged a bullet with that one. “I-I’m sorry, but I’m no longer involved in that lifestyle.”

“Well, it’s paid for, so if you want to pick it up?” The girl continued.

“Um, sure, I’ll pick it up tomorrow.”

“Thanks. See ya.”

He stared at the phone screen as the call ended, and then put the phone down, reaching out for his beer. Before he could grab it, a hand covered in a black lace glove reached out and picked it up. Daniel turned to see Anna, dressed in a short black lacy gothic dress, fishnet stockings, thigh-high patent leather boots, and the lace gloves. Her make-up was thick and dark.

“I’m in mourning.” She explained, as Daniel stared at her.

“I can see. Black lipstick?”

“Looks pretty cool huh?”

“Were you a goth in school too?” He grinned, earning one in return.

“The leader of the goths. What were you?”

“Science geek.”

“Figures.” She said, drolly.

Daniel paused for a moment. “What are you doing here, Anna?”

She took a seat on the barstool next to him and continued to drink his beer. “I have been sat at home, moping around for the past few weeks. I’ve not been out at all, only to work. Substitute nanny became fulltime nanny, and fulltime nanny basically gave me a kick up the ass and told me to go out and at least look at some men.

“So, I thought, do I really want to look at men? Then I thought, not men as such, but a sissy maybe.” She replied with a seductive grin.

“I’m not a sissy anymore, Anna.”

“You’ll always be a sissy, Danni.” She told him, seriously. “You loved him, didn’t you?”

Daniel thought about it. “I didn’t love him like that. But I realised for the first time that I could be open to a relationship with a man, with him. That said, I didn’t enjoy any of my time with Mark, and he’s a man.”

“That’s because Mark is a man, and Phillip wasn’t. He was a sissy, like you, and you saw yourself in him. You liked who you were with him, and that’s fine. It doesn’t make you homosexual, it makes you open.” She paused, staring at Daniel’s sad eyes. “He felt the same way, you know? He told me, after that night and the morning, he told me that he could see himself being with you. He never felt that way about anyone except me. So it got me thinking, just before, do I see myself being with you? Then I thought, how can I not be with you? I loved every second of my time with you.”

Daniel interrupted. “But will you not be simply using me as a substitute for Phillip?”

She smiled and shook her head. “My Phillip is here.” She said, pointing at her heart. “He will always be there, and it simply makes sense to have you there too.

“You were happy, weren’t you?”

“Very.”

“But none of it seemed quite right. Why was that?”

He looked up at her. “Because there was no love, not from her side. She did what she did out of hatred for me. She was allergic to me, everything about me. All you did, when you spoke about your lifestyle with her, was awaken her sadistic side. She always had it, I knew that from the beginning. She was always violent, always bitter. Then as we progressed, her fear of being caught as being a sadist dwindled to the point where if the she thought she could get away with it, she would have killed me.”

“And that’s the problem. I never had that problem with Phillip. Sure, I was bored at one point, which was why I had the affair, but everything I did was for Phillip. I loved him, and the more I did, the more I loved him. Nothing about anything I did contained malice, and we always set aside time to talk and to love one another.”

She chewed her bottom lip and considered her next sentence. “I don’t want a boyfriend, Daniel. I don’t want to do the dating game and meet someone who won’t keep me happy. How will you feel returning to reality? When you start dating again…”

“I won’t start dating.”

She chuckled. “What are you, a fucking monk? Unless you plan to masturbate for the rest of your life, you are going to start dating again.” Daniel coughed a little, and she grinned. “Already masturbating, huh? And what do you think about?”

“What’s your point Anna?”

“My point is that I want you. I want you in my life.”

“As what, if you don’t want a boyfriend?”

“As my companion. As my lover. As my support.” She took a deep breath. “And as my slave.”

He stared at her and then closed his eyes. The image of him on his knees, servicing her, made his penis erect.

“I don’t know if I can. My kids need me.”

“My kids need me too. But nothing is going to bring back Phillip, or Marie. If we have each other, then things will simply work out.”

Daniel ordered himself another beer, as Anna had almost finished his, and then pointed at one for her too. “Your lover?” He asked, with a smirk.

She grinned at him, knowing she had him. “For now. Later, we’ll see.”

“I don’t know.” He began. “If we do this, I’m going to need to take some time. I’m not ready to jump back in the sack.”

Thinking he was serious, she nodded and said, “take all the time you need. I understand.”

“And you, well, you’ll need taking care of. I mean, I can perform, you know, orally, but over time, you’ll need cock.”

“It’s not so important to me, Daniel. I can manage, so long as I have you by my side.”

“Well, I wouldn’t want you to go without though; and if I can’t perform, then what will we do?” He asked.

Finally, it began to dawn on her what he was talking about and she began to smile again, realisation appearing slowly. “Well,” she began, “you are right. I could maybe manage for a little bit, but eventually I would need a good hard cock. If you can’t manage that, then I might need to ask someone. I still have Jason’s number. It’s been a while for me though Daniel, and if I end up with Jason, I might not want to go smaller anymore.”

Daniel nodded and frowned, “I understand. But that’s just the risk I might have to take for your happiness. That is the most important thing, right?”

“Yes, my happiness is first and foremost.”

Daniel took a big gulp of beer and looked back at her. “Maybe you won’t manage Jason’s size anymore, anyway.”

Anna couldn’t hold back any longer and burst out laughing. “Oh, I can manage Jason’s size!”

He squinted and then shook his head. “Nah, I don’t think so.”

“Oh! Don’t you dare challenge me sissy! I will prove it to you!”

“I think you’re gonna need to prove it to me tonight!”

“I think I might!”

“So back to your place then?”

“Pay for the drinks.” She grinned.

“Yes Mistress.” He stood and paid the barman with a twenty, not even finishing half of the beer. “I want to stop at some place along the way.”

“Where?”

“It’s a tattoo parlour. I ordered something there and need to pick it up. I think you’ll like it.” Daniel said, with a cheeky grin.

THE END
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