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Author’s Note

I noticed previous short stories in this category were doing well, so I thought I’d do more. Hope you enjoy them!

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

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

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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Apartment 2b Sissified




Prologue

The duplex apartment needed…well…it really needed knocking down and starting again, but given the fact we had saved up and bought this place, the best we could ask for was a cheap renovation. It had been used as a nightclub at one point, when it was joined to the apartment next door, but then during COVID, the owner divided up the space and created apartments out of them. The problem was, it was all a rush job done on the cheap, so really, it looked more like a doss-house than an apartment.

My wife Josie, saw the potential. I did not.

Josie was a tough black woman from the US who moved to Berlin when she was eighteen. She’d come from Compton, a rough neighbourhood and used the time in Germany to find herself a job and eventually me, a British skinny white guy.  If she saw potential in the place, it was because she was an artist and she could see things that I often couldn’t. I often said that I didn’t know what she saw in me, but her answer was always a smile and, “potential.”

When the real estate agent was showing us the place, he noted that the far room upstairs was the best place for a bedroom. It was the smallest room but he warned us that the dividing wall in main bedroom was rather thin, and he worried we would be disturbed by the noise next door. But once we moved in, Josie wouldn’t hear of it, deeming the large room our bedroom.

The first couple of nights were quiet as a mouse, but that was because our neighbour wasn’t home. The moment they were home, we could hear the television, and from what we could hear, our neighbour loved porn. It bothered me to the extent that I had to fall asleep using airpods, whereas Josie could fall asleep through an earthquake.

For the first month in that apartment, we tried to find a reliable and affordable company to come do the renovations. There was a problem with that. One, there was a massive shortage of workers. Many workers were Ukrainian immigrants, so when the war started, many went home, leaving a shortfall. The fact was, most young Germans didn’t want to do manual labour anymore, so without immigrants, it was becoming a problem. Two, when we did find a company, the price they quoted was completely unaffordable.

“We have no choice,” Josie said. “We need to do this ourselves.”

Great. I had zero experience renovating or doing any manual labour, but we did have YouTube. So our work began in earnest, starting with the living room downstairs. It would take months before we could think about the upstairs.

The bedroom wasn’t that bad anymore. Yes, the walls were black which made it dark, but Josie decided to use that and dressed our bed in red satin sheets, and framed all our pictures in red. In fact, it kind of made the room feel kinky. Then there was the floor. When we arrived, it was cheap linoleum on the floor. We tore that up and found filthy tiles on the floor. I washed and bleached the tiles and then Josie steamed each corner.

No, the big problem with the room was how thin the back wall was. I swore it was just one layer of plasterboard or something like that. Then next to each bed, someone had screwed two twenty-centimetre square boards onto the wall, all about crotch height. Why?

One evening, Josie had a gig in Poland so I was home alone. She was a techno DJ in her spare time so she occasionally had gigs out of country. She didn’t make a huge amount of money from it, but it was a nice little addition every now and again. It was on that night that I decided to unscrew one of the boards to see what was going on with them. Imagine my surprise to find a rectangular hole behind it, the edges of which were smoothed off with rubber.

Inside, I could see a dark bedroom, and in the corner, a leather sex swing hanging on chains. On shelves, I saw dildos and other sex toys, and in another corner, I saw women’s boots, all kinky types in different colours, and dresses hanging from racks. Thankfully, there was nobody in there, but it did make me wonder who was living next door.

Not wanting to get caught, I screwed the panels back on, and wondered why we clearly had glory holes in our bedroom. There was something strange about this apartment, so I decided to do some research online.

After only a short amount of searching, I found that prior to COVID the place was a gay cruise club. One large portion of the apartment was a dark room where men could walk around and fuck. The whole place was owned by a rather excentric man who then gave it to his transvestite girlfriend. She ordered the works to turn it into two apartments. It turned out that she was actually a prostitute and dominatrix, and had hoped that the other space would be used by others in the industry and that she could rent it out, but in the end, that didn’t work out, so using an intermediary, sold the place…to us.

So, my next-door neighbour was actually and transvestite (not transsexual) prostitute, who dominated men.

I eventually found her name, Mistress Vikki TV, and then found her website. She was maybe thirty-five, perhaps older, looked masculine, muscular in the body, had a masculine jawline, but otherwise made an effort to look feminine in the eyes and face. She wore wigs, of various types and colours, but generally made an effort to look tough, dominant and strict.

The next day, when Josie arrived home, I showed her the site and told her what I had found out. She giggled, finding the whole thing great, and talking about how super Berlin this all was. Yeah, Josie was an artist, a DJ, and someone who was very open and fluid about diversity, so living next-door to a tranny dominatrix was essentially the height of cool for her. For me, I was fine with it but this was meant to be where Josie and I started a family, a safe place for my kids to grow up in.

For Josie, everywhere outside of Compton, hell, the US, was safe. No gun violence. No racism. Just a free and open life. When I met Josie, it was at a gig. She had been DJing and I, a little drunk, went over to tell her she was awesome. She was high at the time, and rather than say anything, she grabbed me, pulled me backstage and fucked me. She had a bigger, firm bottom, and huge tits which were pierced, and she just took ownership of me. At the time, I thought it was one and done, but she took my phone without a word, used facial recognition to open it, then typed in her name and number. “Call me tomorrow when we’re both sober.”

That was that. We met the following day and she turned out to be a kitten. She had just spent six months getting over a bad relationship, so it turned out that she made an agreement with herself to find a guy she thought would be worth it, fuck him, then see if there was a spark. I was that guy.

I let Josie sleep in given she partied all night in Poland. Instead, I decided to go shopping so I could prepare lunch. As I was stepping out, I ran straight into my neighbour, surprisingly not in drag. He had short brown hair and looked quite butch in his leather jacket, but I could definitely see his features in the pictures I’d seen.

“Oh, hi.” I said, locking the door as he did the same.

“Hi!” He replied enthusiastically. “You must be my new neighbour! I’m Markus.”

“Tim.” I smiled, shaking his hand. “Pleasure to finally meet you.”

“I hope you are enjoying your new place. I’m sorry the sale went through an intermediary, but sometimes, it is just easier. I don’t know the laws and such.”

“I get it. Yes, well, it’s going to take some work, and unfortunately, we weren’t able to find a company to do it for us.”

The man frowned. “Yes, it’s very hard right now.”

“Yeah, so doing it ourselves. Hope the noise isn’t a problem?”

“No, no.” Then he smiled. “I hope the noise from my side isn’t a problem? I know the walls are thin.”

“No, erm, no. Josie’s a heavy sleeper. But we will need to sort that. She’s a DJ, so eventually, once she gets her kit setup, she might be noisy.”

Markus perked up. “Oh really? What does she play?”

“Techno mainly. Second wave Detroit stuff. Jeff Mills, that sort of minimalist style.”

“Nice! I love techno. Has she played Berghain yet?”

That was the dream, but unfortunately, so far she hadn’t. I’d never been to Berghain, but she had many times and told me it was the Mecca of techno right now. I liked techno, don’t get me wrong, but I didn’t centre my life around it.

As we walked down the stairs, Markus and I made idle chit-chat, but then just as we were about to part, he stopped me and said, “By the way, I noticed you removed the boards covering the old glory holes. There was dust from when you screwed them back. If you want to fill them in or change the wall there, let me know because I have posters and things there. Or,” He shrugged and smiled. “If you want to reopen the holes, I’m fine with that too.”

“Erm…” I wasn’t totally sure what he meant, why I would reopen the holes. “Thanks.” I replied, then said goodbye and walked off. It took me a few minutes to work out what he meant, and I shuddered as I did.


One

Later that day, when I told my wife that I’d met Markus and what we’d discussed, she laughed and shook her head. “I’ll leave that to you baby.” She said. For a moment, I thought she meant that I would make the decision on how we would fill in the holes, until I realized she actually meant if I wanted glory holes there or not. Of course, I didn’t, why would I?

The problem was that wall was not plasterboard at all, it was large sheets of plywood which had been joined and pinned on Markus’ side. That meant, if I wanted to make that into a proper wall, I had multiple choices, but they all ended up with me losing a portion of floorspace. Like it or not though, if we wanted privacy, we needed a proper wall there.

Festival season was coming up, which meant I would hardly see my wife. Sure, I went to some events, but I worked, and I was working on the flat. This meant I had to skip most of the events. Josie was fine with that because she said she felt more relaxed when I wasn’t there, not because she didn’t want me there, but because she felt obligated to be by myside rather than mingle with other DJs and artists, or with booking agents. It was fine, I wasn’t offended.

Then one night, I was alone in bed watching TV when I heard talking from next door. I turned the TV down and listened.

“Kneel bitch. Kiss my boots.” I heard Vikki tell her slave. She had what I assumed was a customer. “Now the other. Good slave. I see you are wearing the sissy panties, like I ordered. Good girl! Did you wear panties every day this week?”

“Erm, no Mistress.”

“Oh dear. Well, you know what that means?”

“Yes Mistress.”

What did that mean? I needed to know. What did it mean?

I heard what sounded like something heavy slap against skin, follow by a yelp of pain and the sound of knees hitting the floor. Had she kicked him in the balls? I felt my balls retract a little as I thought about that.

“Stand up, legs apart. Just nine more.” Vikki said.

The sound of kicking and then slapping continued, followed by the sound of whipping. She was really laying into him, and now his screams filled even my bedroom. The wooden divider did nothing to hide the sounds.

“Mmm, your pain is making me erect. Look sissy, look at my big dick. I bet you wish you had a dick like that? Mmm, that’s it, suck it bitch.”

As I continued to listen as she made him suck her, I found my hand moving to my dick. I was erect listening to this going on next door, not that I wanted to do it, nor did I think I was interested in such things, but it was so loud and so uninhibited, that it felt like I was there with them, and automatically, it got me hot.

The next day, I ran into Vikki for the first time. Josie was playing a nightclub in Berlin and I was on my way to meet her, just as Vikki was stepping out in full drag. She looked over at me and smiled, no embarrassment about being who she was, and why should she? She was wearing a short black PVC mini-skirt which didn’t come close to covering the lace tops of her stockings. The thigh-high high-heeled boots matched the skirt, and then on top she wore a tight-laced red-latex corset, and a chain harness over her fake G-cup boobs. The blonde wig was long, curly and extravagant, and her make-up was thick and dramatic, typically drag.

I was in black cargo trousers and a black t-shirt. She looked me up and down and chuckled. “Let me guess, a techno party?”

“Yeah.” I chuckled too. “It’s kind of a uniform. Where are you going?”

“Kit Kat for Symbiotikka. Good music, good times. You should come!”

“Not tonight. Sorry. Josie is play OST tonight.”

“Oh, what time?”

“She’s on first, from eleven.” I told her.

She stopped in her tracks. “Then I will come with you! I want to be there to support her.”

“What about Kit Kat?” I asked.

Waving her hand, she explained that she could do both, watch Josie and then go to Kit Kat after. So she walked down with me to the U-bahn, where we both travelled to Ostbahnhof, and whilst we walked together, we talked about how I arrived in Berlin, and my run from the UK after Brexit. I worked for a German company, so when I told them I wanted to relocate, they helped me to make sure I could, legally.

“I saw your website, by the way.” I told her.

“I assumed you would at some point.” She chuckled. “I take it nothing that interests you?”

“Sorry, straight here. But it’s Berlin, good for you I say.”

“You know, in Berlin, we experiment and we’re very open. If you decide you want to, take a walk on the wild side, I like to think I’m a good teacher.” She said, putting her arm around me.

I blushed and she caught it, but I simply said it wasn’t for me.

“Well, I hope I wasn’t too loud last night? I don’t normally have many evening customers, but sometimes I do.”

“It was fine.” I said, not really knowing what else to say.

We arrived at OST and I immediately went up to the door and said I was on the list. I’d texted Josie on the way and said that I was bringing our neighbour, so thankfully, she’d arranged for her to be there too.

One thing about Berlin clubs like OST and Tresor was, they were quickly busy from the start. Tonight was no exception. We arrived a little after eleven and Josie was already playing, and whilst the dancefloor wasn’t slammed, it was already busy, even though people were just getting in. After getting drinks, we made it to the front where I caught Josie’s eye and gave her a wave. Obviously, we absolutely had to get behind her, Boiler Room style.

“Great to meet you!” Josie told Vikki, giving her a hug before returning to the decks.

“She plays vinyl!” Vikki smiled to me. “I love that! Old school!”

“Yeah, she prides herself on that. Growing up, it was more affordable for her to get record decks than CDJs or a laptop. And she wanted to learn how to scratch.”

As we danced, Vikki asked if I wanted some Molly. I wasn’t much for drugs, except grass, but when she offered some to Josie and she took it without question, I decided I didn’t want to be left out, so did a couple of lines too.

The drug loosened me up and soon I found myself enjoying dancing next to my tranny neighbour. We moved together to the pumping music, absorbing the sounds and the atmosphere, smiling at each other. Every so often, I caught my wife looking at us, smiling to see me having so much fun with Vikki.

When Josie’s set ended and another DJ took over, she joined us in the dance before deciding she needed a drink and a moment to chill. She invited us backstage where a small bar provided us with shots of vodka, which we did without hesitation.

“It’s so nice of you to come!” Josie told Vikki.

“Oh, it’s fine. I was going to hang out at Kit Kat. I have friends who go there regularly, but didn’t really have anything firm agreed.”

I turned to her and said, “I thought you were going to go after her set?”

“I was!” She smiled. “But I’m having so much fun with you guys!”

I don’t know why, perhaps the drugs, but I got the sudden urge to hug her. I held her tight, cheek to cheek and told her she was so nice. When I broke the hug, she stroked my face, then leaned forward and quickly gave me a peck on the lips, nothing romantic, just a kiss to say thank you.

We partied until four in the morning, before heading back home. We were going to go to bed but Vikki insisted we join her in the apartment for drinks and some weed, and we weren’t going to say no to a joint before bed.

“So, this apartment used to be a gay club.” Vikki explained as we passed the spliff around. “It was a private place where you could come, fuck, drink, get high and go. The owner, Chris, he was this really rich submissive who loved trannies like me. English but he lived in the Canary Islands. Rich property developer. Anyway, I used to dominate him, made him my bitch, and he flew me out to see him every week. Well, COVID hit and this place had to close, and he decided not to open it again. So he asked me if I wanted the space for anything and I said yes. He transferred it to me, but then he ended up dying of COVID. Long and the short of it, I got this place for free.”

“I read that you had planned for more, erm, like you, to take the apartment next door, but it didn’t work out?” I asked.

“Yeah, not that many interested. They go to the bigger places. The plan was to hold BDSM parties here and use the glory holes as places slaves could suck cock and so on. It didn’t work out, unfortunately.”

I shrugged. “Sorry!”

Vikki grinned then turned to look at my wife. “Girl, you need to get control of your man, show him what it’s like to become a good bitch to strong women.”

“I know.” Josie laughed. “I wanted to, but he turned out to be so nice I had a hard time being dominant to him. I felt like a bully.”

“Nice men make pretty sissies.” Vikki pointed out.

“That’s true!” Laughed Josie. What the heck did Josie know about sissies? Was Josie holding out on me, or was she just playing for Vikki. Either way, something about how they were talking was beginning to get me erect.


Two

A few days later, I heard the sounds of a gay BDSM session coming from next door. This time though, Josie was next to me, giggling as Vikki dominated the man, whipping him, heck I heard her say to take both her fists, something that made me pale and Josie smile. As we lay there, playing with each other as we listened, I felt that now would be a good time to ask Josie what she meant the other night about dominating me.

“Did you think I was a nun?” She asked. “I had a submissive boyfriend or two, and have lots of dominatrices as friends. Hell, the party I played in Poland was a femdom rave. I got to whip a guy there.”

“Wow! I did not know that.”

“Does it bother you?” She asked, concern etched on her face.

“No, of course not, just surprised.” I shrugged. “Is that what you want from me?”

She smiled but shook her head. “What I want from you, is what you want from you. If you decided you wanted to be a bisexual sissy, I’d support you and help you achieve that. I am open and definitely up for a good time.” She paused then bit her lip and asked. “How upset would you be if I had sex with another man?”

We never discussed the dynamics of our relationship and never agreed not to see other people, I just assumed we were monogamous. That said, Josie was never one to be tied down in that way, and I had seen her flirt many times, so part of me assumed she didn’t see sex in the same way I did.

“You know where home is.” I replied.

“Exactly. Same for you. If you wanted to fuck another woman, I don’t care. Just remember who your wife is and where she is.” She said, kissing me quickly.

We continued to play with each other, listening to the sound of gay sex coming from next door. We were barely speaking so as to not interrupt them next door. “Have you though?” I asked, looking at my wife.

She stared at me, a nervousness in her eyes, then she nodded. “Yeah, nobody regular. At a party, I’ll sometimes get a guy or a girl to fuck me backstage. Never exchange numbers, it’s just sex.” She told me, though her eyes continued to analyse me, to make sure I was okay.

“You know I don’t need to fuck another woman?” I said.

“But you can if you want.” She smiled.

“What if I couldn’t? What if you told me I wasn’t allowed?” I asked, a not-so-subtle suggestion in my words.

Again, she smiled and nodded. “I like the idea of chastity. Would you like to try it?”

“I think I would.”

We kissed and held each other, before I heard, “I have plenty if you want one.” Yeah, Vikki had heard every single word we’d said.

Josie giggled, blushing a bit, then said, “Yes please! A small one!” My wide eyes at the dig at my penis size made her burst into a fit of laughter, one that was joined next door.

We let them finish next door, this time trying not to disturb them. I thought the cage thing was either a joke or something that could wait until morning, but after a while, we heard a knock coming from the blocked glory hole next to my side of the bed. I was going to say something about using the door, when my wife jumped up shouting just a minute and ran to get a screwdriver. She then undid both screws and bent down to look inside.

“Will this do?” Vikki asked, handing a black composite nub-cage.

“Perfect.” Josie said, taking it through the hole. “Your playtime gave us a lot of fun on this side.”

“Glad to hear! Shame Tim doesn’t want to join in.”

“He’s shy.” My wife giggled. “I enjoyed it for sure though!”

As Josie fiddled with the cage, trying to get it on me, she mouthed something to me too. I didn’t know what she was saying until she pointed in the direction of Vikki’s apartment, then pulled on my cock and showed a large gap between her hands. Finally, I understood. Vikki’s cock was huge.

Rather than put the wood back over the gap, Josie took it away with the electric screwdriver, putting them both in the tool storage room. I found that rather bizarre given that my wife had essentially opened up a huge hole between our two apartments, removing any and all privacy.

The next day, Josie was at another festival somewhere in Belgium, and I was home alone again. I listened to the sound of Vikki with a client once more, but this time, I knew that if I wanted, I had a view. It was daytime though, so I knew I’d definitely be seen if I snuck a peek, so instead, I went out to grab some food and walk around.

When I arrived home, Vikki was just stepping out. I said hello as I observed her in a tight red latex dress and thigh-high boots, but she simply smiled and said she had to run because she didn’t have much time.

The cage was a new experience. Since Josie put it on, she’d only taken it off for a minute the next morning to check I wasn’t injured or something, then she put it back on again. But whilst it was so small and tight that it made it look like I had a clit and balls, it was surprisingly comfortable. The one thing it did do, almost immediately, was make me incredibly horny.

The living room was a mess. I’d done a tonne of work that day, but there was no way I could relax there, so the only option was our bedroom. Unfortunately, minutes later, I heard Vikki return with another customer. As I listened to her dominate the man, I found myself drawn down to the floor, eye-level with the hole, and I watched.

She had dressed the fat hairy man in pink lingerie and had him bent over a pummel-horse as she whipped him. The red dress was gone from Vikki, replaced by a red PVC corset and matching stockings and heels. Her huge dick dangled there, free from its confines as she whipped the fat man.

At no point did she look over at the glory hole and I was glad of that. I watched as she put on a condom and fucked the man, making him beg not to, that he was straight, but it was all an act. She then used toys on him, before putting on latex gloves and pressing her fingers inside.

The man left after about an hour there, and the whole time, I stared, mind blown by the experience of watching a transvestite dominatrix at work. Even as the room stood empty, I was riveted to the floor, wondering what she might do next upon her return, if there would be another client.

Eventually, Vikki returned, disappearing into the bathroom before coming back in, her cock visibly washed as she dried it with a towel. She gathered the toys and threw them in a plastic tub, poured some sort of liquid on them, then took them into the bathroom where I heard water running.

I continued to watch as she walked around the room, cleaning up, her cock still waggling about. Every so often, she would grab it, rub it, until finally, she walked over with a dress on a hanger towards the hole, hanging it nearby, and then turning and pushing her long semi-flaccid dick through the hole.

I saw there, staring at the shaved groin that was pressed up inside my apartment. She didn’t say anything, didn’t do anything, heck, as far as I knew, she didn’t know I was there. Perhaps she was testing to see if I was watching? And yet, as I watched it for what felt like hours, she didn’t move, just held it there. I don’t know why, but I reached up and took it in my hand, and I heard a sigh from next door. I rubbed it, feeling its warmth and softness.

“Suck it.” She whispered.

Leaning forward, lips trembling, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out, licking the head. Then, moving further forward, I wrapped my lips around it and began sucking, feeling it harden further.

“That’s good. I’m so horny, keep sucking.”

I bobbed up and down, taking more and more of that huge thing in my mouth, even trying to choke myself, but then I pulled back, panting. She pulled back inside a moment, then I saw her hand hold out a small yellow bottle. I knew poppers when I saw them, not that I’d ever used them. Still, this time, I tried and felt the rush hit me. Before I knew it, I was sucking again, but now with renewed gusto, desperate to get more in, until suddenly, I heard her groan and the cock swell in my mouth. Too scared to swallow, as it came, I pulled back, letting it spurt on my face, before taking it back in and cleaning it.

“Hmm…” I heard, then that was it, she was off.

What the fuck had I done?


Three

After an experience like that, I couldn’t stay home, I needed to go get drunk. But as I was stepping out of the flat that evening, I found myself confronted by Vikki again, back in the red dress. She asked if I was going clubbing, but I said I was just going to get a drink.

“Want company?” She asked.

I could hardly say no, so I accepted. However, when we finally sat down together, she didn’t raise what had happened and we spoke about everything and anything, but not about sex or blowjobs. It was as if nothing had happened, which kind of relaxed me, made me think that maybe I was overthinking things.

At around eleven, we decided to call it a night and without any sexual connotation, said good night at our respective doors and went inside. Again, I wondered if I was being overly dramatic about the whole thing.

As I prepared for bed, I could hear her do the same thing, then as I returned to my room, I looked over at the glory hole and saw it again, waiting for me. Her cock was completely flaccid, just waiting for attention. This time, with alcohol inside me, I didn’t hesitate. I grabbed the poppers she had left with me, sniffed them, got on my knees and sucked.

She lasted far longer this time and was decidedly more vocal, moaning, encouraging me, and then getting downright dirty. “Mmm, that’s it. I knew you’d be my little cocksucker whore. Keep sucking, you dirty cocksucker!” I should’ve been offended, I was straight, or thought I was, but I just took it, accepted it, and if anything, it made me feel better about doing what I was doing.

This time when she came, I swallowed the cum, no longer hesitating. I heard her say goodnight, and I said it back in return, climbing into bed with the feeling of pressure coming from my cage.

For a long hour or so, I lay there, tossing and turning, until I heard, “Can’t sleep huh?”

“No.” I replied.

“Stop worrying about things. It’s all just fun. You’re fine.”

“It’s new…”

“I know it is. But it is fun. Stop worrying and go to sleep, or I’ll come over there and spank you.”

“Yes Mistress.” I chuckled.

“Good cocksucker.”

This time, I fell asleep dreaming about Vikki and her cock. My mind replayed the events, the feeling of the cock in my mouth, how soft and smooth the skin felt as my mouth worked it. I should’ve been disgusted by it, I felt sure I was straight, and yet, I had enjoyed it so much.

When I awoke the next morning, I cursed the cage that struggled to contain my morning wood, then looked over at the hole. I decided to get down and look inside, where I saw an empty bed. The door to her bathroom was closed.

I don’t know why, but I leaned close and put my mouth there, opening it wide, waiting. The sound of the door opening alerted me to her arrival, and I knew she noticed me when I heard her chuckle. Suddenly, I could feel her morning wood slide into my mouth as I sucked. I continued for several minutes, savouring the hard dick, until she let out a long deep moan and came in my mouth.

“I’m having a few friends over later day for a party. We’ll try to keep the noise down.” I heard, then that was it. I swallowed the cum, showered and went for breakfast.

Around twelve, my wife called me to ask how I was, and if my cock was okay in the cage. I told her that everything was fine, but I debated telling her that I sucked Vikki’s cock. However, her hushed voice as we spoke gave me pause. “Are you with someone?” I asked her.

“Yeah, met a guy during the festival yesterday.” She giggled. “We fucked. Do you mind?”

Again, I felt my dick throb in the cage. “No, I think it’s hot.”

“It is.” She laughed. “His cock is huge. God, I think I creamed so much! And we have another night here! I’m gonna get so laid. What about you? What about Vikki? Did you use the glory hole?” She laughed. She knew full well why she left it open.

I paused long enough for her to know. “Yes,” I admitted.

Rather than laugh, she said, “Aw, I knew you would. I’m glad, baby. Explore your horizons, it’ll do you good. You’ll see. Cocksucking is the best.”

We talked some more, then she said her lover was back so needed to go.

Thoughts circled my head, that I was no longer a traditional husband, that I was indeed a cuckold, and I was a cocksucker. It frightened me, yes, but at the same time, I felt a sense of relief too, like I had options, and chances to be someone new. There were times I felt trapped in my own skin, that I felt like I was destined for more, I just didn’t know what. Was I gay? No, I didn’t find men attractive and if I had to pick, it was women and pussy all the way, but in this case, I was losing control of myself, and that was strangely freeing.

But, I vowed to just stick to sucking Vikki’s cock from time to time, I couldn’t let it go further than that, for fear I’d end up some sort of bizarre sex addict.

I continued to work on the living room for the rest of the day, and around five, I heard voices next door. There was a mixture of laughing, drinks being poured, and dozens of male voices talking. Then, the sound of people climbing a staircase. I decided to follow and see what they were doing.

“You have a glory hole to the next apartment?” Someone asked in a camp voice.

“Yeah, my neighbour is my cocksucker.” Vikki said.

“Nice!” I heard.

I was hiding out of view, listening in, but as I looked over I saw a cock prodding through the hole.

“There’s no-one there.” The man said.

“He’s shy. He’s a confused straight guy, and he’s probably downstairs working on renovations.”

“Shame.” He said, and removed the cock.

Next door, music began to play and I heard the sound of kissing and sucking. The party was some sort of full on sex orgy. Someone asked about syringes, so I decided to see what was going on, and as I carefully spied, I saw someone inject something into themselves, their eyes rolling back and moaning. “Oh yeah.”

There were dozens of men and trannies in that room, each either sucking or being sucked. Vikki was on the bed, lying back as two trannies took turns sucking her dick. A skinny guy was bent over sucking someone else, as a lad ate his arsehole. It was bedlam, but I couldn’t take my eyes away.

“Gonna try the hole again. Maybe he’s there.” The voice said.

I needed to hide, to run, but I was glued to the spot, unable to stop myself. I reached for the poppers and then sniffed, and as the cock pushed through, I began sucking.

“Oh yeah, he’s there.” He chuckled.

“He’s a good boy.” I heard Vikki say.

That was the first of the cocks that began to use the hole, but by seven, I heard Vikki say something I didn’t know. Apparently, there was a door to my apartment on her side, which was blocked by a large closet on my side. “If we push hard enough though, we can go in and extend the party.” She laughed.

Obviously, I had the chance to say no, to prevent that from happening, but instead, I just continued to suck, almost challenging them to do it. Before I knew it, I heard the sound of scraping as the big old wardrobe pushed open, with two muscular men leading the way. Suddenly, I was being pulled to my feet and kissed by one of the men, as another began undressing me. Once I was naked, I felt a tongue on my arsehole, whilst the other bent me over. Then, I was pushed backwards, until the cock I was sucking through the hole was being lined up with my hole.

“Wait, wait…” I whispered, unsure about this, but now others were in my room, Vikki included.

“Relax.” She said, kissing my cheek as a cock was pushed in my mouth.

The dick pushed in my hole and I hissed around the dick in my mouth. It burned as it entered me, but he didn’t stop pushing. Soon, I was feeling it thrusting in and out of me, building momentum and gone was the pain, replaced by a new pleasure.

“Wanna feel really good?” Someone asked me.

“Uh-huh.” I said around the cock, and then, the syringe entered my arm, loading me with Tina.

The rush of sexual euphoria I felt cleared all my fears. Now I just wanted to be a fuck-machine, used and abused by all these cocks. The one from the wall unloaded and I watched as Vikki pulled me around, lining her own up with me. Hers was so much bigger than the one in the wall, but just made me want it more.

“Oh yeah, fuck me Mistress!” I gasped, eliciting a giggle from her.

The orgy went on all night, only ending around four. I’d taken the drug once more but by four I think we were all pretty drained. After everyone left, Vikki asked if she could spend the night with me, and I agreed she could. We lay in bed and kissed, before falling asleep in each other’s arms.

The next day, I woke up to find her gone and the door behind the cupboard closed. I stared at it and wondered if I shouldn’t just seal it up for good, that I didn’t really know Vikki well enough to leave a free entry/exit to our bedroom. For now, the heavy wardrobe went back. Pushing it back in place was hard, it weighed a tonne, but once there, I knew the door couldn’t open and Vikki couldn’t push it open. And yet, I felt a little sad once I did it. What was wrong with me?


Four

Of course, Josie found the whole situation hilarious when I told her. She allowed me to take the cage off to masturbate, but she said no sex until I got tested. From the other room, we heard Vikki say that everyone at the party was clean, tested, on PrEP and DoxyPEP, which Josie said was great. However, rather than let me fuck her, she told me to get down and wank whilst sucking off Vikki through the hole. That was the first time my wife watched me suck a dick.

That evening, Josie told me about Jan, the DJ guy she’d fucked at the festival. It seemed that he was part of her summer tour so they agreed to hook up again at the next event. That made me a tad nervous, given that Josie said she never had sex with the same person twice. However, as she rubbed my dick in bed that night, she convinced me it was going to be okay.

“You don’t mind, do you sweetie?” She purred, rubbing me. “I’ll tell you all about it when Jan fucks me with his big hard dick again. He’s so much bigger than you baby, and god, his muscles are so cute. You want me to get good sex from hot men, don’t you baby?”

“Yes! Yes!” I cried out, coming all over her hand.

She was leaving on Friday morning again for the next festival, and I knew she’d be sharing a room with Jan this time, rather than having her own. It was an odd yet exciting feeling knowing I was sending my wife off to be with another man, especially given she hadn’t fucked me that week. Instead, the cage was back on, and come Thursday, she made me move the wardrobe well away from the door.

“Vikki darling?” My wife called out.

“Yes?”

“I’m leaving you in charge of my husband. If he doesn’t behave, you can punish him. He is your slave for the weekend.”

I heard walking towards the door and we both turned to see it open and Vikki step inside without asking, dressed in a sexy pink babydoll nightie. She walked over to me and pulled the covers back, looking me over.

“Before tomorrow evening, I expect this body waxed smooth. Book an appointment at a studio tomorrow.” Vikki said.

“What do you say, Tim?” My wife asked me sternly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Turn over.” Vikki said, rubbing her cock under the nightie. My wife sat on her elbow as Vikki pulled my arse cheeks apart and spat. However, she was a little surprised when Vikki grabbed my wife’s head and pulled her over. “Suck it.” She said forcefully. My wife sucked and slobbered for a moment, then Vikki released her and moved to push into my rectum, not caring if it hurt or not. Josie stared on as Vikki slammed into me over and over. “The door stays unlocked.” Vikki said to my wife.

“Of course.”

“I can use both of you whenever I like.”

“Both of us?” Josie asked, surprised.

“Yes, both of you. Whenever I like. Agreed?”

Josie paused, thinking about it, then softly said, “Agreed.”

“Oh yeah, gonna cream his ass.” Vikki moaned, and suddenly, cum erupted, filling me. Spanking my arse, she pulled out and then directed her dirty dick at my wife’s mouth. “Suck it clean and then I’ll fuck you.”

For the first time in my life, I saw my wife look nervous. I could tell ass-to-mouth was not on her bucket-list of things to do, but at the same time, if I could do things outside my comfort zone, she could too.

“Suck it clean babe.” I told my wife.

Tentatively, Josie leaned forward and took the cock in her mouth. She convulsed a couple of times but eventually, she got into things. Then, pushing her back, Vikki lined up with Josie’s cunt and pushed inside. My wife mewled as the cock penetrated her, and Vikki didn’t hold back, pounding her for several minutes, before flipping her over and pushing inside Josie’ anus, eliciting a screech of pain. She pounded my wife before pulling out and pushing onto my lower back, pushing into me again and using me for a few minutes, before returning to Josie’s pussy.

“Mmm, both my bitches now.” She laughed.

“Yes Mistress!” Josie panted. “Oh, fuck me Mistress!”

After Vikki left that night, Josie and I held each other. “Have I done the right thing?” Josie asked, speaking as quietly as she could.

“I honestly don’t know.”

“I’m a little scared.”

“Me too.”

We fell asleep like that, wrapped in each other’s arms. I was awoken by a screech at around five in the morning. My eyes bolted open to see Vikki in our bed, hands on my wife’s back as she fucked her hard. “Take my fucking dick, bitch!” Vikki snarled. My wife’s face was streaked with tears, the shock of being woken like that making her sob. And yet before I could say something, Josie reached out and took my hand, holding it tight, her message to let it happen. She was enjoying it, the feeling. She’d consented to this, after all, as had I.

Vikki used us both one more time before Josie had to leave. As I stood at the car with my wife, I asked her if I should talk to Vikki, tell her it was too much, too far, but my wife simply stroked my face and said, “Do everything she tells you, Tim. No matter what. She owns us now, get used to it.”

My appointment at the waxing studio was at twelve. It hurt like a bastard but at least it was done for a while. When I arrived home, Vikki was in my bed waiting for me. “I want you to understand something.” She said. “You’re my property now, clear? I don’t want to talk about limits, rules, boundaries. I own you, clear?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good. I have removed all your underwear and replaced it with panties, bras and such. You will only wear that because I want a sissy slave. You will be my sissy, understood?”

I gulped. “Yes Mistress.”

“Get changed now, put on the dress which is hanging in the bathroom and follow me.”

The dress was a typical sissy maid outfit, pink satin, lashings of white lace. With the lingerie and the dress, I looked like a skinny transvestite, but then came a wig and make-up. She then had me pose in front of the wall from her bedroom and there she took pictures of me. “I’m going to advertise your services too, gay sub whore for use.”

“Wha…” I gulped again, remembering my wife’s words. “Yes Mistress. What about when Josie is home?”

“Josie will make a fine whore too. I said, I wanted that apartment to be for whores, now it is.”

“Y…Yes Mistress.”

“Go gather all your male clothes and bring them to me. I will store them for you, and when you need them, I might let you use them.”

“But, my job?”

“Your job isn’t important to me. You don’t have a mortgage, and you paid me for the apartment. As far as I am concerned, you can make money whoring yourself for me. Josie too, along with her DJing.”

Vikki fucked me a lot that day, and when she had customers, I was there to help her, acting as slave girl, even sucking some of her customer’s cocks. I had one hour to myself that whole time, when she went out for something, so I quickly called Josie and told her what was happening, and asked her what I should do.

“Honey, I…” She sighed. “I think you and Vikki are perfect for each other.”

“What do you mean?” I gasped.

“I mean, I talked about this with Jan, and he’s offered me a place to stay whilst I figure things out. I just know, I think you should listen to your new Mistress. I’ll come by on Monday to pick up my things.”

Before I could say anything else, the call ended. I stared, horrified at the screen, until I felt a hand on my arm. “It’s for the best.” Vikki said. “Now, call your boss and quit your job. Do what really makes you happy.”

I turned to look at the transvestite dominatrix, and then I nodded. “Yes Mistress.” I said, dialling my boss.

It took some time for my adverts to go up, but soon, I began welcoming customers into my home. The renovations no longer mattered, all that mattered was serving my Mistress, and serving my customers. When Josie came by for her things, she found me being pounded by three men, friends of Vikki’s, whilst Vikki recorded for OnlyFans. Vikki walked over to my wife and grabbed her by the arm and then locked her lips on Josie’s mouth.

“Don’t go. Stay and be my slave.” Vikki said. “Last chance, say you are mine. Say it!”

Josie stared, looking as the men took turns using my mouth and arse, then she nodded and dialled a number. “I’m sorry Jan, I’m not leaving after all.” She ended before Jan could complain, then turned around and raised her skirt. Vikki shoved her against the wall and slammed her cock up the rectum of my wife, making her scream out.

Josie’s first customers arrived far sooner than mine. She had the smaller room on the other side of the apartment, and based on the price Vikki had set, she had a queue of people. After all, who wouldn’t want to fuck a beautiful black woman for twenty euros.

Me? I was a ten euro hooker. Cheap, ugly tranny, my advert said, but I was fine with that, because I got to sleep next to two hot girls every night, my wife, and my Mistress, Vikki. It was the best feeling ever, even though I was completely ruined.

THE END


The Lesbian’s Cuckold




Prologue

Her name was Marta. She was a gorgeous woman with Spanish roots, that beautiful Spanish look, tall, slender, long black hair, strict features, small breasts. I’d worked with her for years without knowing, with me in one department, her in a completely different one, but whilst I worked my arse away, trying to get promoted, she was using every single trick in the book to get promoted faster. In the end, multiple factors played into her becoming my boss. I could argue my results were better, but that was negligible really, and she’d reached my results far sooner. Now, the big thing about her was that she was a woman, and a lesbian woman at that.

Our company had an image problem. It was a one hundred and fifty-year-old company, ran by men, and riddled with scandal after scandal, including sexual harassment, so the new board began making changes, one of them being promoting women and focusing on diversity.

Still, I was fine. I got it, but I was sad, obviously. I told my wife, Tara, and she told me not to worry about it, that she knew that I was great, and that one day my time would come, but it didn’t make me feel any better. I knew that in this world, I would be paying for the mistakes of males past.

No, I wasn’t one of those people who said it wasn’t fair, that the system was wrong. I knew why the system was what it was, and I knew the problem started and ended with misogynistic men, but it didn’t make it easier to swallow.

In the first few weeks after the promotion, I didn’t really see Marta. She was my boss, sure, but she was the boss of about a hundred people, so it was hardly surprising. What I heard was that she was talking to people who needed a little push, and was counting on those who could manage themselves to continue to so until she could get settled. That was fine by me, because I was doing well in my sales position.

I’d been with the company fifteen years, promoted six times, and had my sales target raised from two million euros to thirty-six million, and I’ve knocked the number out of the park every single time.

Marta had also come from a sales department, but a completely different line, which did not interact with us. That said, she did bring with her a wealth of knowledge which would benefit us in the long run.

Obviously, I spoke to people I knew who knew her and they all told me the same thing. “She’s tough, she hates men, she will make you rich if you let her.”

I went into sales to get rich. Really, in this world, you don’t get rich working for the man except in sales, if you are good at it, which I am. So I reasoned that it made sense to just toe the line and accept things, take them for what they are.

About me then. You now know that I’m in sales, software sales actually, but I’m a married man, late thirties, two kids, early teens, and other than that, all standard in our life. My wife also works for a software company, but she’s in a management role for a far bigger company. At that time, everything was good in our life. We were doing well financially, we travelled, we had a nice house, and on the sex front, we were still like kids, fucking daily. And yes, if you asked Tara, she’d tell you the same, she was happy.

This story is probably about nothing then, right? Well, it would be a pretty short story, pretty boring, and I assure you, my story is not boring. However, I will also say that Marta is not the bad guy in this story, not really. In fact, I owe everything to Marta, everything good in my life.

The company itself had gone through a tonne of changes. The board had changed around, our CEO had changed, the new COO of our company was a guy nobody liked, but I’ll admit he’s actually pretty good. Heck, his PA is awesome. But I digress, the company was changing and this was just another point of change, but it also meant there would be more opportunities, and eventually, an opportunity for me.

The first time I actually met Marta in person was at our annual sales kick-off event. She was in the bar surrounded by colleagues, all the brown-nosers trying to get in, to make themselves known. I sat back with my presales tech-team, the people who made me successful, and made sure to spend time with them.

It was around eleven in the evening when I heard a voice next to me. “I understand I stole this role from you?”

I turned to look at the pretty woman who was smiling at me. “I wouldn’t say stole it from you. From what I understand, you did really well in ICS, so it made sense for it to go to you.”

She tutted, nodded, and then said, “You know it was also a diversity thing, right?”

“I know that played a factor, but let’s just say if you were crap you wouldn’t have been considered.”

She let out a chuckle. “You’re diplomatic, smart. A friend of mine told me you’ve been asking questions though, sniffing around. What did you find out?”

It was my turn to laugh. “I found out that you make people rich. I’m in sales to get rich, so yeah, counting on you there.”

“I’m counting on you more. You’ll have noticed that I didn’t bother reaching out to you. If it ain’t broken, don’t fix it. You are my top performer, so in the coming weeks, I’m going to reach out to you to learn from you. I want to do a good job, so I need you. So I’m letting you know that I’ve already put in budget for a deputy, for you. It’ll be a level and pay bump. I know it’s not the position you wanted.” She smiled. “Obviously. But I hope I can count on you.”

I smiled back at her, then held up my beer glass. She clinked her gin and tonic against it. Yes, I’d take the job, and I would work my arse off for her. What she was doing was creating an opportunity for me to grow, to be recognised, and I’d take that.

“Now, I’m going to be honest with you about something.” She said, becoming serious. “You’re going to hear some rumours about me, eventually, that I needed to leave my previous company because of a sexual harassment case. It’s not so black and white, but I wanted you to hear it from me first because I want you to be able to trust me.”

“Okay…” I began, leaning forward so she didn’t need to shout.

“I had an affair with a colleague’s wife. He found out. Because he was my junior, he reported me and claimed sexual harassment. Thankfully, the committee didn’t see it that way, but they did agree it was best I leave, so I did. It was shit, because I loved her, and I didn’t want to break up a marriage, but things don’t work out the way you hope, I guess.”

I was a little confused as to why she was telling me this, I think my life would’ve continued fine without this information, but fine, she told it to me and I nodded along as if I knew exactly what she was going through.

Before we had chance to go further with our discussions, a group from ICS, Marta’s old team, came over saying they were hitting a club. I tried to beg off, stating that I really should be heading to bed, but Marta pretty much begged me to come along. Considering I was told she hated men, she really seemed quite friendly towards me.

“Come on. Join us.” She said. “We won’t be out too long.”

“Fine.” I said, though inside I just wanted to go to bed.

The club was dark and not what I expected. I think I just expected a bar of some sort, or a disco, but this was a bar with some sort of dark minimal techno play, bathed in a dull red light with the occasional stroboscope and a dash of smoke to make it darker. The ICS team danced away and whooped to the music, whilst I perched myself at the bar and tried to make them out on the dancefloor. Eventually though, a hand pulled at my arm, dragging me to dance with them. I looked left and saw Marta grinning at me.

If Marta was straight, and I was single, Marta would have been the perfect type. She had those smoky dark brown eyes, high cheekbones, thick dark lips, and that stunning tight body. To look at her, facially, she looked like Eiza González, though very slightly older. She was gorgeous.

I danced for several minutes, before waving off. It wasn’t my type of music and frankly, I didn’t really know how to dance to it. Not wanting me to be alone though, Marta followed me to the bar.

“Not an electronic music fan, huh?” She grinned.

“I don’t mind it.” I told her, “But I prefer bands. New Order, Stone Roses, and so on.”

“Madchester.” She replied, surprising me. “I do too, but from that time, I was more a fan of the Bristol stuff. Portishead, Massive Attack.”

“I like that too.” I smiled, surprised that I had a connection to her after all.

“My ex-boyfriend got me into it. He was English, loved it.” Boyfriend? Well, I guess it took time to come out.

“Boyfriend? This back in school?”

The look on her face told me there was more to this story than her just finding herself. “No, not too long ago. Um, that’s a little complicated. I’m gay, yes, but I tend to join polyamorous couples. The husband then becomes my boyfriend. Not sexually, so to speak, at least, not at first. No, erm, intercourse.”

“You don’t need to tell me this story if you don’t want to.”

“No, it’s fine.” She said, but the slight slur in her voice suggested anything but. “Well, I’m what is called a dominant.” She began.

Sensing this was going into darker territory, I stopped her again, and told her that whilst I appreciated her being so candid and open, I also said that it had been a long night and maybe this wasn’t the best topic to share. Thankfully, she smiled and nodded, apologising as she did so.

I decided to say good night and leave her to it. However, once back in my hotel room, I struggled to fall asleep. Something was playing on my mind, and at that time, I believed it was my feeling that perhaps Marta wasn’t right for the job. Her openness was fine, but I’d just met her, why did she feel the need to overload all that private information on me?

It was gone two in the morning when I heard voices outside my door. Creeping up to the peephole, I watched as Marta and one other woman from ICS approached the door opposite mine. The ICS woman yelped as Marta pinched the woman’s bum, and then as she looked for her keycard, Marta began fondling her, kissing her neck. Obviously, given these two were now in completely different departments, there were no real rules being broken, but something told me that this had been going on far longer than that, and given Marta’s previous role in that organisation, I had to assume that rules had, indeed, been broken.

And yet, as I returned to bed, I thought about those two women together, the sexy brunette and her sexy blonde colleague, and my dick became hard as a rock. I began to masturbate thinking about them, but slowly, I pictured myself in that room, pictured Marta looking at me, and the blonde was no longer blonde, but another brunette, well, my wife, Tara.

“I’m taking your wife now, worm.” Marta said to me. “And you’re going to serve us.”

That was new, but for some reason, I was climaxing, cum pouring out of me. My brain was so confused after that. Watching lesbians was hot, but allowing her to dominate me? No, that wasn’t for me…so why did it make me so horny?


One

For the next couple of months, I worked hand in hand with Marta and really made fantastic progress modernising our department and improving processes. Things worked great and I had to admit, she was really easy to work with. There were people who struggled to accept her as the boss, and regularly complained about her, but I was on many of those conference calls, and the arguments these men had were ridiculous.

“She’s overly emotional.” One said.

“You literally screamed at someone last week because you thought they hadn’t sent you an email, which they had.” I replied.

“Yeah but…”

Another said, “She’ll only be around until she gets pregnant, then finally they’ll put a man in her place.”

“She doesn’t want kids to my knowledge, and even if she did, the law states we have to keep the position open for her upon her return in a year.”

The results shut them up most though, but still there were a few who were desperate to rebel, so tried to dig up dirt on her. Of course, eventually the sexual harassment stuff came out but I shut it down quickly, but that wasn’t what gave me pause.

It was a woman who told me what happened before ICS and before the previous company, Tradine. Apparently, Marta met a woman named Erica at a company event. Erica was the wife of one of Marta’s colleagues, but the two hit it off immediately. Initially, they were friends, but then Marta seduced Erica and convinced her to turn the male colleague into their slave. “They literally made him dress as a woman and serve them.” My female colleague told me. “Apparently, that’s Marta’s kink. She takes guys, feminises them, and makes them her slave.”

Okay, so based on what Marta told me in the past, I had to assume that my colleague was telling the truth, but at the same time, if it was all consensual, it was really none of my business. Still, the story stuck with me, ate into my soul and for some reason, I was desperate to find out what happened to the couple.

When I got home that night, I relayed the story to Tara, who rolled her eyes. She told me to ignore bullshit rumours, that people would say anything to ruin a woman’s reputation. However, I told Tara that whilst I dismissed most stories, this one I thought was real. “She essentially told me as much when I met her.” I explained.

I hadn’t told Tara everything about the night I met Marta, honestly, I didn’t think it relevant, but this time, I told her everything, right up to me stopping her from continuing. Tara felt that it was very unprofessional of Marta to vent like that, but hoped it was just a blip.

“If she’s new to leadership, then she’ll need to control herself better.” She explained. Being in upper-management herself, Tara had gone through countless hours of training around management skills. She knew how to conduct herself, how to behave around people.

It didn’t change the fact that Marta was getting results though, and regardless of what people thought of her, you couldn’t argue with results.

Then our first joint business trip came up which saw me fly with her to Athens for a sit-down with the local office. It was a friendly three-day meeting which culminated in a nice dinner and a night out in Athens, just the two of us, something of which even I was glad, after the carefully organised week. It was a chance to relax and just chit-chat.

In the two months we had worked together, I like to believe that we were on such a good level that I understood her dark, almost cheeky sense of humour, and she knew that I wasn’t going to run to HR over a joke. So after some ouzos, I decided to ask Marta directly about the situation at her previous company, and the story regarding the guy she allegedly feminised and turned into a slave.

“Yeah, that happened.” Marta shrugged. “Erica was really hot, and we got on very well, so I seduced her. I don’t like to break-up marriages though, so I convinced her not to leave her husband. I also don’t find men attractive, nor do I like men very much, so I told Erica that the only way it would work would be if we were to turn Paul into our sissy slave, which we did.” Again, she shrugged as if it was something that happened normally, and certainly not something to be concerned about.

I needed to know more. “What happened to them?”

“Um, Erica and I broke up a couple of years ago. She met another woman.”

“And, erm, Paul?”

“Paul is still Paula, the sissy, and still married to Erica, as far as I know.”

“Wow.” I sighed, confused by everything, but still, I felt like I needed to know more. “Sorry for going on about this, but I genuinely am confused by it.”

Again, that shrug, one which said it really wasn’t a problem. “That’s okay. Ask away.”

“So, Erica was bisexual when you met her?” I asked.

“No.” She said, looking up. “Well, I say no, but let’s rather say she didn’t know she was. Most women, if not all, are bisexual to an extent. It just depends on how socially conditioned against it they’ve been. When I met Erica, she said she couldn’t ever be with a woman. It took me about two weeks to convince her otherwise.”

“Wow!” I snapped. “Just…wow! And her husband was a crossdresser or something?”

“No.” Chuckled Marta. “No, I feminised him. Dominated him and made him into a sissy.”

I shook my head, completely shocked and confused. “I think I live in a bubble or something, because I really don’t understand how a normal man can suddenly change like that.”

Laughing, Marta let me know that there were millions of ways to turn a man into a submissive simp, but the easiest and fastest centred around sex. Withhold sex and prevent masturbation, and soon the man will do anything and everything.

“There’s also another aspect.” She added. “When a man tries on a pair of soft, silky panties for the first time, it does something to him. Even a strong, dominant bear, when he puts on panties, it changes him. It’s so bizarre, but it works. I promise you, if you were to put on panties, it would turn you into my little bitch in the blink of an eye.”

That couldn’t possibly be true but I wasn’t about to challenge her on that. The last thing I wanted was for her to actually be right. Unfortunately, once again, she was chuckling as she realised something. When I asked her what, she said that maybe she shouldn’t have said that to me because now the idea will be stuck in my head and I’ll end up wanting to try them just to test the theory. I assured her that I wouldn’t.

“You will.” She sang. “So you know Jack, our COO, right?”

“Of course.” I shrugged.

“And you know Mary Goodall, his PA?”

“Yeah.” Mary was awesome. She was the person really running things, I was sure.

“So, rumour is that Mary is feminising Jack.”

“Bullshit!” I spat, laughing. There was no way that the COO of the company was being feminised by Mary; not in a million years.

“My PA is friends with Mary. It came up.”

Still, I refused to believe it. Jack was very professional and extremely approachable. Some people hated him but didn’t really give me a reason why, but I got on with him fine. And Mary? Mary was such a lovely, kind person, there was no way that she was a tough dominant bitch.

After that trip, I told my wife everything and Tara found everything hilarious. Erica becoming a lesbian? “Had to already been in the closet to begin with. And no, not all women are bisexual. We are more emotionally available, which means we are more open to falling in love, but that doesn’t mean that we all want to eat muff.” Tara said. “As to Mary Goodall, well I know someone who knows her. Tried to poach her away from Jack last year, ended up become a good friend of hers. I’ll see what the truth is about this.”

Over the following days, I put all of this out of my head and focused on work. Gossip was all good fun, but it didn’t make me more productive. In fact, the more I thought about it, the more I realised that whilst Marta was good at her job, this unprofessionalism that she’d exhibited in the past and the present, would likely end up being her undoing. In my head, I began to wonder if it didn’t make sense to start distancing myself from her. Not undermining her, but rather planting the seed in people’s heads that I wasn’t her biggest supporter, for the eventuality when everything collapsed, I could step in.

I didn’t. I know that it is a dog-eat-dog world, but I really didn’t want my career to begin on backstabbing. I’d be loyal and I’d support her, even if it meant going down with her.

On Friday night, Tara and I were chatting after dinner. We were cleaning up and the kids were up playing on their PCs, as was usual on a Friday evening. “Oh, I spoke to Coraline.” She told me.

“Remind me who that is again?” I asked.

“My friend in HR who is a friend of Mary Goodall’s.” She explained, and I nodded in recognition. “Seems your boss is right. Jack left his wife for Mary, but it’s a little more complicated. Apparently the wife was sick, made her abusive for time, and Mary and Jack started dating, but Jack’s apparently into this kink stuff. I don’t know, it’s complicated, but the long and the short of it is, Mary has Jack in panties and stuff.”

“Holy fuck!” I gasped, completely shocked that our fearless leader was a knicker-wearing simp to his PA.

“Each to their own, I guess. I can’t see it myself.”

This was beginning to get to me. I’m not sure why all of this was suddenly so important to me, maybe because I wanted some sort of connection to my boss, but as someone who was always very vanilla, plain in bed, plain in life, I couldn’t understand or grasp why someone would give themselves up in such a way, to essentially debase themselves.

“Do you know what else Marta said to me?” I asked, knowing this conversation could end up being a slippery slope. “She said that when men put panties on, it changes them completely.”

My wife burst out laughing. “It’s material. Explain to me how wearing something changes someone.”

“I dunno. It’s just what she said.”

“I think your boss is bonkers, but okay, come on.” Tara led me up to our room where she pulled out an ivory pair of satin and lace briefs and threw them to me. “Put them on and tell me how it changes you.”

Looking down at the panties in my hands, I gulped. I’d held panties before, they didn’t do anything to me, but this time, they felt different, almost heavier in my hands. The basic touch of them felt good to me, not something I’d thought about before. For some reason, I knew Marta was going to be right, I just didn’t know why.

Carefully, I placed them down on the bed and looked up at Tara. “I don’t want to.” I said softly.

Tara cocked her head at me queerly, analysing my reaction, and then she nodded slowly, picking them up and placing them back in the drawer, but she said nothing, questioned nothing. We walked out of the room and went down to the living room where for a long time, nothing was said. Until finally, Tara said, “Don’t let her get in your head, Terry.”


Two

The first time Marta met my wife was in June, five months after the kick-off event. The company had arranged a summer party for our office where the partners had been invited. Marta was there by herself, so the moment I arrived, she made a beeline to me, wanting to get away from the brown-nosers. I introduced the two and immediately, Marta began asking about Tara’s work and what she did, and so on.

“I heard Meridian is a great place to work.” Marta said. “Very open.”

“I love my job, yeah. Only place I’ve ever worked, and they rewarded me for that.” Said Tara. She started out in Meridian as an office assistant back when she left school at eighteen, going through various roles and eventually made it to Executive Vice President of Marketing. They paid for her university whilst she worked, and the benefits she received paled my own.” Suffice to say, Tara earned way more than me on a base salary level, and whilst I made good commission, she had shares, bonuses and more.

Anyway, I left the two to chat whilst I went to grab some drinks. As I was waiting at the bar, Derek, a colleague from ICS walked over. “You left the wife-flipper with your wife? Bit risky that.” He said.

“One, wife-flipper? Two, we’re colleagues.” I pointed out.

“Yeah, like that’s ever stopped her.” Derek laughed, slapping my back and walking away.

When I returned to the two women with the drinks, they were now engaged in a funny conversation about a guy they had both work with at some point. It seemed like they were getting on really well, and whilst that should’ve scared me, it did something else too. It made my dick throb a little. Could it really be that she would flip straight women? Surely not.

In the few months since I held those panties until now, certain things had begun to embed themselves in my skull. The feeling of those panties in my hands, the thought about what I might look like in them, the thought of my wife forcing me to put them on, the thought of Marta in my wife’s arms, laughing at me. Sex with my wife had begun to suffer because of it. I was shooting fast, or at times, I was losing my erections because in my head, I tried to get rid of the weird thoughts and fetishes, and my body punished me for it. I put it down to stress, but I’m not sure if my wife believed me.

Something had indeed changed in both of us after that night. I sensed disappointment from my wife, perhaps even jealousy about something, I don’t know, but after that, there was this standoffishness about her. It was all very disturbing.

The party was a disaster for me. I had hoped that my wife would meet Marta and hate her, tell me I had nothing to worry about, but in the end, Tara told me that Marta was a great laugh, a whole load of fun, and that they had exchanged numbers.

“Your wife is so nice!” Marta said to me when my wife disappeared to talk to someone she knew.

“Please don’t!” I snapped quickly to my boss.

“Huh?” She asked, cocking her head.

“Please don’t fuck my wife.” I sounded pathetic, like I was about to lose without even trying to succeed.

The woman stared at me, analysing what I was saying, how I was saying it, then she began to smirk. “Oh my god, you’ve been fantasising about me seducing your wife, haven’t you?” She asked, and I blushed, my skin telling my story. “Oh, Terry, come on. I like my job and much as I think Tara is fucking hot, I have more than enough dirt out there about me to ruin my career for good. I need to behave, much as it pains me to do so.”

“Pains you?” I asked.

“Are you kidding?” She giggled. “Tara is exactly my type. You’re a lucky bastard.” But then she paused and studied me some more. “Did you try on panties yet?”

“No.”

“Scared?” She asked, and she smiled, though it wasn’t a condescending one, more one of understanding.

“Tara challenged me when I told her what you said. I held them, but I couldn’t do it. I don’t think in the past it would’ve made a difference, but the combination of everything, well…”

“I get it.” She said, rubbing my arm. “Relax.”

She did indeed make me feel relaxed, for the first time in a while. Perhaps hearing that she wanted to behave would be the thing that made my thoughts come back under my control. However, one thing not under my control was my big mouth. “Well, that’s good, because Tara said that she wouldn’t ever do anything with a woman anyway, and the thought grosses her out.”

I watched Marta’s expression change and her shoulders slump. “Oh, I so wish you didn’t say that to me.” She sighed.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because that just makes me want her more.” She said before taking a few quick breaths. “No, no. I’m going to behave. I have to behave.”

My wife returned and thankfully, the sudden tension dissipated. The two women talked some more, moving onto the subject of cosmetics and the sudden fascination of Korean cosmetics, whilst I zone out, watching the two of them. It was always bizarre to watch two women engaged in a conversation because they had zero hesitation touching each other, something men had. It was this touching that was fuelling my fantasies, and suddenly, the most embarrassing thing in the world began to happen. I got an erection.

It was Marta who noticed it first, her eyes glancing down at the floor only to see my dick press my trousers. She couldn’t help smile and bite her lip, which, of course, made my wife look where she was looking. Tara gave me a wide-eyed stare, disappointment mixed in with embarrassment.

“Terry!” Tara hissed.

“No, it’s my fault.” Marta said. “I told him you were my type.”

“Oh, am I?” Tara gushed. “That’s so nice of you! I’m straight, but it’s nice to be noticed.”

I couldn’t help but feel that if a man said that to her, she’d be pissed off, but given my embarrassing situation, I chose to say nothing at all.

“Well, no woman is straight,” Marta explained.

Again, Tara smiled, but this time there was a little condescension to it. “Well, I am.”

“Um, okay, if you say so.” Replied Marta, but there was a darkness in her eyes now, like she’d been challenged and was now taking the mantle. This wasn’t going to end well, most likely, not for me.

When we arrived home that night, Tara immediately laid into Marta and her arrogance. It turned out that all the time I thought the girls were getting on, it was more that they were one-upping one-another. Tara felt that everything Marta said and did came back to her, like the world revolved around Marta.

“Then there was that fucking embarrassing incident.” Tara snapped at me. “What the fuck Terry? Getting an erection at a fucking company party?”

“I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

“Fuck! I’ve never been so embarrassed.”

“I’m really sorry.”

“Does the idea of seeing your wife getting seduced by your boss turn you on so much?”

What was I supposed to do? Lie? “Look, two women together gets men going, me especially.”

“Jesus Terry. Fine, but not your damned boss.”

We left it at that but it didn’t change the thoughts going around my head. The weekend would be busy at home, so I hoped that would improve things, but unfortunately, I kept going back to the thoughts of Marta seducing my wife and dominating me.

On Monday, Marta didn’t make things any easier for me. “I can’t believe you got hard at the party.” She giggled. “You men are so easy to manipulate. Anyway, nothing would happen. I get the feeling your wife didn’t like me much.”

“See, I don’t understand that.” I said. “I was watching you, you both spent the whole time together, laughing and joking, and then you come away with that. What did I miss?”

She snorted. “You’re a man, so everything. But with us women it comes down to body language and tone, and honestly, she was very belittling. I just take that as a challenge, so I tried to prove myself, and yeah, maybe I came across as bitchy.”

I simply shook my head. I didn’t notice or hear any of that. Why can’t women just be direct and honest? I had a mate once named Craig. When he was being a cunt, I told him he was being a cunt. His answer? “Yeah, fair enough.”

However, Marta sighed and then said, “Maybe I should apologise. I mean, we exchanged phone numbers, so I could text and apologise.”

What was this now? I thought. “Ah, not sure if that is necessary.” I mumbled.

Marta looked up at me from her desk. “Yeah, I’ll text her.” She said wistfully. “Perhaps I’ll invite her for a drink, you know, as an apology.”

“Er…”

“Maybe we’ll talk, realise we have more in common than we thought. Our hands will lightly brush, our bare legs will touch, and she’ll feel a spark, and maybe,” Her eyes darkened. “Just maybe, she’ll lean in and kiss me.”

“Fuck.” I mumbled, feeling my cock hit the desk.

My boss burst out laughing, and told me that I was so easy to manipulate that it was ridiculous. Thankfully though, we moved on to work-related things and finally, I was able to relax.

It wasn’t until the afternoon that we sat in the meeting room, waiting to speak to the Global Account team of one of our major accounts, that I watched Marta smiling at her phone as she tapped away on the screen. Something bothered me about how she chewed on her lip or brushed a hair as she wrote.

“Something important?” I asked, my way of wondering if she could focus on the upcoming meeting or if she needed to step out.

“I’m writing with your wife.” She replied, her eyes glancing up to see my reaction.

“No. Seriously?” I gasped.

“Yeah. I apologised to her this morning, and since then we’ve been sending each other jokes. She’s funny.”

“You both have the same sense of humour.” I told her. Tara had a dark sense of humour, and one which if she used at work would get her in trouble. We often exchanged memes or jokes we found online, but Tara didn’t normally have anyone but me to share her humour. Clearly, Marta solved that.

That evening, I spoke to Tara and she admitted that perhaps she was wrong about Marta and maybe she had been a bit bitchy towards her. But what surprised me more was that Tara would get messages from Marta in the evening too, and as I watched Tara’s reaction, I began to notice something a little strange. Whilst Tara said she was totally straight, as the evening went on, I noticed her cheeks begin to blush, and she would chew her lip as she smiled. This wasn’t something Tara normally did.

I wasn’t one to snoop, but when I got a moment, I looked at the phone as a message arrived. Tara was in the toilet, so I saw what Tara wrote. “Don’t knock it till you try it.” What was that in response to, I wondered? Lesbian sex? Not for me, I think. – Don’t knock it till you try it!

As Tara climbed into bed, she read the message, then she said to me, “Have you ever heard of a head spa?”

“Nope.”

“Apparently it’s a place where they massage the scalp and hair and do all sorts of stuff to the hair. I’m not sure I’d like that, but Marta swears by it. Says she wants to take me.”

I shrugged. “Then go, I suppose.”

“You’re not going to be weird about it are you?” She asked, giving me one of those, I know you looks.

“No!” I scoffed, but inside, my stomach was churning. Would my boss really seduce my wife?

The next day, Marta seemed to be acting normal. She mentioned the head spa and that she was going to take Tara there that evening, but said nothing more about it. However, when it was time to leave, she turned to me and said, “Whilst Tara and I are out tonight, I want you to remember that she told you that she was straight. I guarantee you that when she comes home tonight, she’ll have changed her tune.” She then grinned at me, and slapped me on the shoulder, almost as though she felt sorry for me.

It was close to eleven when Tara finally arrived home, and she was a little on the tipsy side. She’d left her car at the office and took an Uber home. It turned out that she had a lot of fun at that head spa, but apparently after they went to get a bite to eat, then a drink or two at a bar.

“She took me to a lesbian bar.” She giggled. “Honestly, it was the safest I’d ever felt in a bar. Anywhere else I’d be afraid of men drugging me, but not there.”

“That’s good, honey.” I told her.

I watched her apply cream to her skin, smiling as she seemed to remember something. Then she turned to me suddenly and said, “Oh, and honestly, I kind of get the whole lesbian thing. Not that I’d ever be a lesbian, but I kind of understand it. Like, men are kind of useless, and there’s this scientific research that says a woman without a man will live longer, but a man without a woman will not live as long. But what I meant was, if you look at two women together, and the fact that we fall in love the way we do, I guess being with another woman is not completely outside the realms of possibility. I guess in that respect, you could say that all women are bisexual.”

Staring at my wife, I realised something very serious. Marta had made a decision; she was already seducing my wife.

The next morning, I pulled Marta aside and asked her outright if she was seducing my wife. “Don’t be silly,” she replied. “She’s seducing me.”


Three

Over the next month, Tara and Marta appeared to become best of friends. They not only met each other for drinks, but also began going to the gym together, having brunch together on the weekends, and then eventually, Marta became a visitor at our house. Of course, I challenged Marta on her assessment that Tara was seducing her, to which her answer surprised me.

“Obviously, Tara isn’t a lesbian, but I get the feeling she likes being wanted. She wants me to want her, it makes her feel good.” Marta explained. “The problem with that is, for you, obviously, is that it makes me want her, and in turn, eventually, she will genuinely want me.”

“But you don’t break up marriages, you said.”

“True.” Marta grinned. “But I don’t want men around me in such relationships. But that’s okay.”

“Why?”

“Because sissifying you will be easy.”

Her confidence and arrogance was grating, and yet it was also so extremely sexy that it burned inside me.

Over that month, Marta kept me informed about how much progress she was making with Tara, and from the way she put it, I felt like I could essentially write off my marriage as done for. In the gym, Tara had gone from showering at home to showering there, and then showering longer, showering herself off more, to eventually checking out Marta. According to Marta, she gave it one more week and then they would kiss, maybe even fuck.

When I asked Tara about this during that time, she’d gone from laughing at me for being so stupid, to angry and dismissive about it, to more recently asking me what I thought about a little experimentation.

“Would it be so bad to try it once?” She asked me. “I mean, you men fantasise about it, shouldn’t I see what the fuss is about? If you were around to watch I mean? Like a threesome?”

“Not with my boss!” I whined.

“Of course not with your boss.” She laughed, rolling her eyes.

“Then, sure, why not?”

But then, a few days later, things were changing again, and suddenly, Tara said that maybe someone who knew what they were doing, like Marta, wouldn’t be a bad thing. “After all, she knows how to separate personal life from business, right?” Did she? I thought.

I was still against. Well, no, I wasn’t, in my dick, but thankfully, my head was still doing the thinking and all I could see were bad things coming my way. So I held out and said no, and she accepted it, at first.

“Honey, I want to try it, and I’ll only feel comfortable with Marta.” My wife said the following night. “Seeing as you are uncomfortable, with Marta being your boss, we decided it would be better for me to do it alone, at first.”

It seemed my decision or permission was no longer needed. She had made the decision by herself, whether I liked it or not. Immediately, I began crying and begged her not to do it. She was kind and knelt down, holding my hands, and she asked me why?  I tried to explain that what Marta did was flip straight wives, that she would take her away from me, but Tara simply laughed it off stating that she loved me and this was just about trying it once.

“But you said you would never do it, then maybe, then you would with someone else, promising for it to not be Marta, and now you desperately want to do it with Marta?” I asked, feeling the anger rising inside me. Her eyes widened, and her mouth opened, looking anywhere but at me. “What’s really going on here?” I asked.

She swallowed, gulped, then nodded. “I’m…sorry. I…”

“You have feelings for Marta.” I stated.

After a brief paused, my wife nodded. “I don’t know why, it just happened.”

“If you fuck Marta, then those feelings will intensify.” I warned. “Then there will be no space for me.”

“I promise…”

“Don’t!” I snapped. “Don’t lie to me! You promised me this wouldn’t happen, and here we are, so your promises mean nothing to me.”

“I’m sorry.” She whispered. “I’ll stop seeing her. I’ll…I’m sorry.”

“Good.”

The next day, Marta actually smiled at me and told me that she thought that I was stronger than she thought. However, as I sat there watching her as we worked, I decided that I couldn’t be around her anymore.

“I’m going to quit.” I told her, to which Marta rolled her eyes. “No, I’m serious. Look, you’re good at your job and I appreciate that, but this, it’s too much for me. I want you to leave me and my wife alone.”

Rather than say anything, Marta stood and walked over to the door to the office. She then locked it and walked over to me. I watched as she reached under her skirt and pulled her red silk panties down, and then pulled them over my head, placing the gusset over my nose and mouth. For some reason, I didn’t dare move.

“You’re not quitting, Terry, because you are mine now. Tara is mine too. You are sat there with lacy panties on your face, smelling my cunt, feeling how wet it is, and you know, even if you quit, you will never stop thinking about me and what could’ve been. Here’s the truth, Terry. I had you the moment you found out about me and my vices. You haven’t been able to stop thinking about me, even though you know that I’m a lesbian. But you’re stupid too. I told you, I’m sexually a lesbian, yes, but I like married couples. I don’t break them up, and I’d love to find a couple who would take me as their third. Yes, I like my men to be sissies, but that doesn’t mean I dump them after I make their wives lesbians; yes, lesbians, not bi.” I felt her hand rub the gusset of her panties on my face, then she used two fingers to push them in and out of my mouth. “Now, get undressed, put your underpants in the bin and put the panties on, like a good sissy.”

Gulping, I did as she ordered, whilst she picked up her phone and called my wife. Tears streamed down my face as I listened to her tell Tara what she had done, and why.

“Terry?” My wife asked on speakerphone. “Are you okay?”

“Y-yes. I’m…scared.”

“Me too honey. But, let’s see where this takes us.”

I gulped, dazed and confused as I felt the soft material cup my arse and my cock and balls, and I realised that she had been right about everything. It felt amazing, but most of all, I felt lighter, less responsible, more under control.

Marta came home with me that evening. She sat down with my family, as she had already done, and ate dinner. And when my kids finally went to bed, I watched as Marta kissed my wife, the two touching, rubbing, feeling each other. Then as my wife took Marta’s hand to lead her away, she turned to me and told me to follow.

“Go shower and shave your body.” Tara told me, as Marta began to undress in the corner of the room. “I will leave things for you to wear.”

“Yes Tara.”

I shivered in that hot shower, nerves taking over my body. It was so much all at once, but there was no stopping this. I knew that.

When I walked into that bedroom, white stockings, white panties, a white suspender-belt, and a pink nightie, all waited for me on the sideboard. On the bed, Tara was locked on Marta’s smaller breasts, sucking on a nipple as Tara’s fingers worked Marta’s pussy. My wife had dived into this headfirst, like a natural and she didn’t hold back.

It took me some time to dress, the stockings proved harder to clip in than I thought they would, but once I was done, I saw my boss smile at me and call me over. I thought she just wanted me to watch, but to my surprise, she rewarded me for dressing without complaining by letting me suck on her breasts whilst my wife licked her pussy.

“I want him in panties in the office from now on.” Marta told my wife.

“Yes Marta.” My wife replied obediently.

As the evening wore on, any hesitation on my wife’s part to making love to a woman completely disappeared. The need for Marta’s touch as well as her lips or her taste, clearly grew with each moment. When the two women looked in each other’s eyes, I knew that Marta had won, somehow, she had made my wife fall in love with her, long before they had even kissed. How? I don’t know, but it was clear that Tara needed Marta in that moment, and would do anything for her.

But even through all that, Marta made sure to never let me feel left out. “Put some make-up on and you can kiss me.” She said, and I didn’t hesitate, even though I didn’t know what I was doing. I came back to her, probably looking like a clown, but she accepted me without a word and I felt her tongue in my mouth, dancing with my own. When I looked over at Tara, checking if she was jealous, she simply smiled at me, a look of gratitude in her eyes.

“Tara, do you have dildo?” Marta asked.

“Yes.” Tara ran to her underwear drawer and took out the flesh coloured beast, bigger than my own. I thought Marta was going to use it on Tara, but to my surprise, Marta put it to my mouth.

“Come on baby, suck it.” She whispered sexily. “It’s just us here now, there’s no judgment. Suck the cock.”

I don’t know why, but I let her do it, and she grinned with pride as I let her push more and more into my throat. My eyes caught Tara’s and she beamed at me, watching and gasping as I glugged on the huge dong.

“You like it, don’t you baby?” Marta said softly. “It’s okay, we’re all friends here. You’ll do anything for me, won’t you baby? Such a good girl you are! I’m so proud of you baby.” She purred, and it made me buzz all over. Each word made me want to do more. “Honey?” Marta said, looking at my wife. “Lube?”

“Sure.” Giggled my wife.

“Your wife is going to fuck you now, and whilst she does, I want you to eat my pussy. I want you to taste your boss, and your Mistress, is that okay, sweetie?”

“Yes…y-yes Mistress.” I replied, nodding.

“Okay, get on all fours now baby, okay?” I did as I was told. “Oh, you are such a good little girl, aren’t you, sissy? I’m so very proud of you baby. You make me proud, every single day, but never this proud.”

Her words made me feel electric, just buzzing all over. It was like some bizarre ASMR, but her voice was hypnotic, and her positivity just made me weaker and weaker.

“Now, Tara honey, be very gentle with our precious girl, okay?” Marta said, staring into my eyes.

“Of course, Marta.”

“Mistress please, Tara. I own you both now, so please do not forget your place, or I’ll need to punish you. Is that clear, honey?”

“I’m so sorry, Mistress.” My wife replied. “Of course.”

“That’s okay for now, honey. You’re new to this.” She smiled, leaning over to stroke my wife’s face. “No, once you are happy with the lubricant, please enter her slowly and carefully.”

Marta took my hands and held them, staring into my eyes as I felt the huge dildo try to enter me. The pressure was intense and it really didn’t feel like it could go in, until suddenly, it slipped in. A stinging pain radiated through me. “Ah! Ow!” I hissed.

“It’s okay baby, it’s just this first time.” Marta told me. “Big girl breaths now, pant a little. That’s it, be a strong girl for mommy, come on, you can do it.”

I held her gaze as the cock continued to slide inside me. She kept on telling me what a good girl I was, how lucky I was to take such a magnificent cock on my first go.

“This is your cock now.” She told me. “Whenever your mommies play, you’ll watch and you’ll fuck yourself with this cock. That’s how you’ll get cummies, like a good girl. I’m so proud of you baby. Aren’t you proud Tara? Aren’t you proud of our precious girl?”

“I’m so proud of you Terry-bear. You’re such a wonderful girl.” My wife told me, now moving the cock in and out of me.

“You can lick me a little.” Marta said and I gladly dropped to it, tasting my boss and licking at her sodden cunt. She tasted amazing, but she didn’t allow me to lick for very long. “Now, baby, what I need for you to do is go over to that bamboo chair over there, take your dildo, and then watch as Mommy takes care of Tara, okay? Don’t stop fucking yourself. Okay? Are you a good little girl?”

“Yes Mistress!” I gushed.

“Yes you are. Go on now, hop. Take the dildo out and walk over and put it back in once you are sat down.”

I followed her instructions and walked over to the chair, sitting such so I could put my legs up and then insert the dildo back into myself. I watched as the two women kissed and felt each other, before moving into a sixty-nine and licking at each other until both were moaning and screaming out one orgasm after another.

Sometimes, I found myself reaching for my cock, but Marta put a stop to it, and after a while, even Tara told me I was not allowed to touch my clitty.

By three am, we were fast asleep in each other’s arms. Not a word was said against it, nobody told Marta to go home, no, we slept together, awaking in the morning with our usual alarm. Without hesitation, Marta and Tara showered together, and with lingerie under my trousers, I drove Marta to her place to get changed.

“Come in. You can watch me get changed, and if you’re a good girl, I’ll let you lick my pussy.” She smiled. Who was I to say no? “Did you enjoy it?” She asked me, referring to last night.

“Of course I did. I didn’t think I wouldn’t enjoy it, I’m just scared.” I admitted.

“What are you scared of?”

“Losing my wife. Losing my kids.”

“I promise that won’t happen.”

“Losing my job.” I added.

She cocked her head from side to side. “That might happen, if you end up becoming our fulltime sissy slave. But, I won’t make you do something you don’t want to do. Now, take your clothes off so I can see the stockings and panties on you, and lick me.”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied.

“Good girl,” She grinned.

It was so bizarre to be on my knees in lingerie licking my boss’ pussy, and yet, it didn’t feel wrong. What was strange for me was that she professed to being a lesbian but had no problem with me licking her out. Why?

As I continued to lick, she told me she thought I deserved a treat. I then watched her push me away and walk to a drawer, where she withdrew a huge dildo and harness. One end of the dildo pushed inside her, whilst the harness then held it in place. The big black cock jutted out in front of her.

“Hands and knees, sweetie.” She purred softly, grabbing a jar of lubricant and approaching. I followed her orders without hesitation, knowing what this felt like, but appreciating it a bit more as something connected to her.

The dildo entered me slowly but without pause, sliding inside me in one long, slow swoop. I let out a long moan of satisfaction as I felt the pleasure of it again, and then began begging her to fuck me.

“Such a good girl, begging me without being told. We’re going to have such fun together.” She sang as she fucked me harder.

“Yes Mistress! Yes” I cried, never wanting this feeling to ever end.

We talked in the office. I had a million questions and Marta was happy to answer all of them. Obviously, my biggest concern was around my relationship with my wife to which Marta answered that she was not interested in seeing me fuck her and given that she was quite possessive, she would prefer that when she was not around that I wouldn’t be intimate with Tara at all. “Ideally, don’t even sleep together.” She suggested. However, she also noted that it was one night and too soon to make such decisions, but over time, Tara would be her girlfriend and eventually, her wife.

“What about me?” I asked.

“You will be our sissy slave.” She shrugged. “I don’t break up marriages, not like that. Legally, sure, I would want her to be my wife, but not if she was going to dump you.”

“But, why?”

“I like toys.” She smiled. “Just think what I could do to you! My own private doll to play with.” Suddenly, it made sense. I was to be a toy, a pet.

If I thought that my working day would be normal and that she would be professional, I clearly hadn’t learned my lesson. Throughout the day, Marta would call me over to look at sissy dresses that she was ordering for me, lingerie, even showing me gay porn at one point and asking how I felt about becoming gay. She regularly pinched my backside, and in the afternoon, spanked me over her knees for a typo in a report. Everything shouted red flag and in my extreme horniness, I ignored it.

Things didn’t improve at home. I came home for a conversation with my wife, to discuss how we felt about things, but no, she wanted me in the bedroom because that day she’d bought a strap-on and wanted to use it on me.

“No more fucking me, sissy.” She snarled. “Marta is my mistress now. But that was what you really wanted this whole time, right?”

“Yes Mistress!” I cried, being banged six ways from Sunday.

Marta moved in with us two months later and I moved into a spare room. The kids were told that mummy was a lesbian now but that I was staying to help out around the house. They honestly didn’t care. By that time, I had already come out as a transvestite and was no longer dressing as a man at home.

Eventually, I was told that I needed to come out as transgender at work, as Marta no longer wanted to see me in male clothes. Now, I said I was thankful to Marta for progressing my career, and I’m not lying.

The newly appointed Chief Compliance Officer was none-other than Mary Goodall, the former PA of Jack, the COO. She was looking for a new Director of Compliance and it just so happened she needed someone knowledgeable but also someone who could help improve diversity. The moment she heard about my feminisation, she immediately gave me the role. It was a massive step-up and a massive pay bump.

Of course, there was more to that story. Namely, Mary really didn’t want us getting sued because of Marta’s behaviour, and given we were all sort of an item now, I couldn’t actually report to Marta. Mary and HR gave Marta a thorough dressing down, but I spoke out on her behalf, as did my wife, and given that Marta said that she was in love with Tara and she was done playing the field, they decided to let her off with a formal warning.

So, there I was, reporting for duty as Director, dressed in a sleek pink dress which ended above my knees, a blonde wig, black high-heals, and black stockings. Mary walked into my office to look at me and then she smiled. “I hope you are a good sissy and know how to behave.” She said softly.

“Yes Mistress Mary.” I grinned.

“Good girl.” She winked and walked out. Yes, I was going to enjoy being a sissy.

THE END


The Middle Seat

One

When my husband booked the flight with the flag carrier, he said that we didn’t need to pay for seats because this wasn’t some cheap low-cost, that we would be put together. Sure, we ended up on the same row, the same set of three, but I was by the window, and my husband was in the aisle. Still, Martin sat in the middle seat, ready to explain things to whoever came to sit in the middle seat. After all, who would say no to an aisle seat over middle, right?

Wrong.

“Hey man, you’re in my seat.” The big black man said when he arrived.

“Oh, yes, sorry, this is my wife. Would you mind swapping with me? You can have the aisle.” My husband said.

The tall man eyed me, smirking, looking at my long exposed white legs under the pale yellow summer dress, looking at the swell of my C-cup bosom under the ripples of the ruched top of the dress, admiring my long blonde hair. Yeah, I knew a perve when I saw one, but I had to admit, those huge muscles stretching that black t-shirt, mmm, yeah, I perved too.

“Sorry man, I kinda want that seat.” The deep voice said.

“Seriously? It’s my wife man…”

“Yeah, still, it’s my seat. Thanks.”

Rather than argue, Martin did what he always did. Sure, I loved him, but in the five years we’d been together, I knew him well, and he was no fighter. He was a skinny geeky guy who couldn’t even fight for a promotion at work. This time was no different. We were on a six-hour flight home and I’d have a huge hunk next to me. Still, I needed to be the good wife, and I needed to say something.

“It’s a bit weird though. I mean, you could just take the aisle.” I said to the man as he sat down.

“I paid for this seat.” He said. “You two could’ve paid to sit together.”

“True.” I mumbled.

The man was too big to fit in the middle seat. He had to manspread, there was no way around it, which mean his knee touched mine.

As the flight took off, Martin fell asleep whilst I tried to watch some movie. As the aircraft reached cruising altitude, I felt fingers gently trace my leg. I looked down to see the man stretch two fingers, the tips touching my smooth thigh.

I shifted away, hoping to send a clear message to him but I said nothing. Before I knew it though, the fingers were back and sure enough, his hand began to moved over my thigh, grasping it.

“Stop it! That’s grossly inappropriate!” I hissed, but I kept my voice down.

He didn’t stop. Instead, I felt his hand move up, under my dress and sure enough, his fingers began rubbing my clit over my panties. I shut my legs but all that served to do was hold him there, and now, those fingers were going under the gusset of my panties and into my pussy.

“Oh…” I gasped. “Oh…Stop, please.”

“No.” He mumbled, reaching with his other hand and grabbing my breast.

“Excuse me, would you please get off my wife?” I heard my husband say in a hushed voice. That was him all over, don’t make a fuss.

“Shut up Martin.” I hissed back at him, not lost in a bizarre pleasure in my loins. “Just shut up and let him.”

“Wh…what?”

I ignored him. This was feeling too good, and now the man’s lips were on mine and all I could do was wrap my arms around him. I was being molested by a stranger, and I was just letting it happen. Fuck, I could feel it, I was going to cum. Suddenly, I buried my mouth in his neck and climaxed.

His fingers left my pussy and pressed against my mouth. I stared into his eyes as I sucked on them. Finally, he let me go and I sighed, content, not daring to look at my husband who sat there horrified.

Meal service arrived but my husband said he was not hungry. Instead, he had a shot of whiskey. I, on the other hand, was famished. I felt so hungry, so happy and content. The man said nothing to me, just occasionally touched my leg, or grabbed them. Then after the meal service was complete and others settled into the night flight, he told my husband to let him out.

“Follow me.” The man told me.

Without hesitation, I stood and followed him out of the aisle.

“Where are you going?” My husband hissed at me, but I simply ignored him, following the man who had given me the orgasm with my fingers.

When he was sure no-one was looking, he pushed me into the toilet and locked the door behind him. Immediately, his lips were on mine as I scrambled to undo his belt and trousers. I had to see his dick, had to know how big it was. Sure enough, it was massive, thick and long, like a beer can. I sat on the closed toilet and sucked him for dear life, desperate to try to take it deep. He was more than twice the size of Martin. Then, pulling me up, he spun me around and peeled off my soaked pink panties, and then pushed his cock into me.

Huge as he was, I was so wet I had no trouble taking him. As he pounded me like a jackhammer, he held his hand over my mouth to cover my screams of pleasure. Still, I felt sure people must’ve heard, there was no stopping the pleasure I was feeling. I came twice in those short minutes, before feeling his hot cream unload inside me. Martin and I had been trying for a baby, so I wasn’t on birth control, but rather than worry me, it actually made me giggle. When the man asked me why I was giggling, I told him that I wasn’t on birth control. That made him laugh too.

“What’s your name?” I asked him.

“Dom.”

“Appropriate.” I smiled. “Do you often go around molesting women?”

“Nope. Just you.”

“Why me?”

“Because you looked like you needed it, and you’re my type.”

“I’m married.”

“For now.” He smirked.

We returned to the seats as my husband let me in, he grabbed my arm, desperate to find answers. Dom pushed his arm away and gave him a menacing look, so Martin backed down quickly. Instead, Dom handed my husband my satin panties.

“Go put these on, throw your other undies away.” Dom ordered.

“Why would I…”

“Just do it Martin.” I snapped, making my husband gasp in shock before walking off to the bathroom.

As I felt the cum drizzle out of my pussy onto the dress, Dom wrapped his arms around me and we spent most of the flight making out. His fingers brought me to an orgasm, and when the lights were finally turned down and everyone was asleep, I bent over and took his cock in my mouth, much to my husband’s horror.

Okay, so I’d never cheated on Martin, and I never imagined cheating, but something broke inside me on that flight, Dom brought something out of me. I loved Martin, but suddenly, I realised, I just wanted more.

“Give me your address and phone number.” He said to me. Without hesitation, I typed both into the phone. Then, after we landed and collected our bags, Dom and I kissed passionately once again, then he said, “I need to take care of some things, then I’ll come over tomorrow. Be ready for me.” Then turning to my husband he said, “You better be shaved from top to bottom. And you’d better behave. If I find out you’ve been complaining, I am going to beat your ass black and blue, you got that?”

Martin gulped, and then nodded quickly.

“I think you wanted to say, Yes Sir, right?”

“Er, y-yes, s-sir.”

Dom turned to leave but I needed to just do one last thing, I felt it inside me. Looking at my husband, I pulled the black man too me once more and wrapped my arms around him. “I’ll miss you.” I said, loudly enough for Martin to hear.

“Take charge, Sarah. Make sure he’s in panties and a bra, at least. Make sure he behaves. Don’t be afraid to hit him.”

“I will, I promise.” I told him, smiling seductively.

As the man walked away, I watched, then turned to my husband. “Pick up the bags and carry them to the car. I don’t want to hear a peep from you, is that understood?”

“Yes Sarah.”

“Excuse me?” I snapped, and for a moment, he looked on with confusion, before it finally clicked.

“Yes Mistress.”


Two

The drive home was silent but tense. Martin was clearly arguing with me in his head, trying to think of what he could possibly say to me. I know that what I did was wrong, and I know that it was completely insane to hand myself off to a man who so brazenly molested me on a plane, but for some reason, I felt so massively alive, like I’d taken a drug which had awoken me from a nightmare into a dreamworld.

“Unpack, then strip and go wait in the bathroom.” I said when we got home.

“Sarah, please. Just please. Can we talk?” He begged.

I folded my arms. “Fine, talk.”

“Why are you doing this? Why did you let him do that?”

“Because you’re a wimp. You let him do it, when you could’ve stopped him.”

“He’s huge!”

“He was molesting me on a fucking plane. You could’ve run to the stewards but you did nothing. You didn’t even raise your voice. As far as I am concerned, I’m done with you as an equal. You are my husband, and I’ve accepted you for better or for worse, and frankly, I think divorcing you would be a huge mistake because I love you. But you know as well as I do that if we don’t do this, we are moving headfirst into a deadend marriage. I don’t know what I’m doing here, I just know that flight was the most fun I’ve ever had, with you.”

Martin stared at me, his mouth open in shock, until finally it closed and he nodded. “Yes Mistress.” He said, sadness in his tone. I could see he wanted to tell me no. He wanted to say fuck off. He wanted to ask for a divorce. He did none of those things. He simply followed my orders, waiting in the bathroom.

I shaved his whole body for him, not that he had much in the way of body-hair. I knew what Dom was going for, I had heard about sissification, and whilst it never held my interest, now I felt an throbbing excitement in my cunt. Panties and a bra was not going to be enough, I wanted Martin in stockings, in a nightgown, and I damned sure wanted him in make-up.

Of course, Martin didn’t understand any of this. It was hard to paint his eyes because he simply kept on crying, but rather than feel sad about it, it just made me angry, to the point that I kneed him in the balls, then punched him there.

“Grow the fuck up Martin!” I told him. “Either you want to be with me or you don’t. You had your chance and you blew it, so now you’ll be my sissy. Don’t like it? Leave!”

“But I don’t want us to break up.” He sobbed.

“Then finally man up about this, and accept who you are. You are a submissive wimp and this is your role now. Dom will fuck me, maybe someone else because he does live a hundred kilometres from us, but one way or another, you are just a sissy slave now. A sub-hub. Got that?”

“Why don’t you just divorce me then? You clearly hate me!” He snapped.

“I don’t hate you. I just have to accept who you are, and yes, I still love you, but I need to give you this. You are not fit to be a man, or a woman, you are a sissy. Accept it or leave.” He didn’t move. “See!”

Once he was dressed and made up, I had expected to see an erection on him but his dick remained flaccid this whole time. Maybe it wasn’t his thing, maybe he was a straight male in his head, but he didn’t behave that way, so as far as I was concerned, he would be a sissy, whether he liked it or not. If anything, it turned me on a lot to force him to dress as a sissy. I wanted this. I wanted him to be my bitch.

That evening, Dom called me and made me have phone sex with him. My husband watched as I listened to how I was going to be a slut for Dom, sucking not only his cock, but his friends’ too. Never in my life had I behaved slutty, but the thought of it turned me on so much.

“When I get there, I wanna go through your clothes. I don’t wanna see anything dull, all that goes in the trash. Then, I’ll take you shopping for some better clothes, slutty short skirts, crop-tops, stockings; you’re gonna dress like a whore.”

My skin buzzed with excitement. My prudish, boring upbringing had led me to this, to become a total whore for this stranger. Why? Because I was so bored. Everything up to this point bored me. Hell, the holiday we just came back from was boring!

Before bed, I fished out an old pink chiffon babydoll nightie and handed it to my husband. “Why are you doing this to me?” He asked.

“I said to you, Martin, if you don’t want this, then leave. If you do love me and want me to be happy, then stay and shut up.”

Without another word, he slipped the nightie on and then climbed into bed. I looked at him there, sad and confused, and I know it was evil of me, but I really knew that in the long run, it would be better for all of us. I needed this freedom, I needed to feel alive again.

“If you want, you can lick my pussy.” I told him. He didn’t hesitate, diving between my legs and lapping away. I settled into the role, enjoying the feeling of his tongue on my folds, whilst imagining him licking up Dom’s cum. “Can you imagine it, sweetie? Can you imagine how you’re going to be licking me clean after he cums in me?”

I came. The thought of all of this sick, disgusting, depraved behaviour was too much for me. I came, and I came hard.

The next day, when Dom arrived, he came bearing gifts. I made sure that Martin was kneeling on the floor when he arrived, dressed in the same nightie I gave him the night before. The first gift Dom had was not for me, but for Martin; a chastity cage. Thankfully, Martin knew better than to complain, I’d made sure he understood not to complain. The second gift was for me, an assortment of punishment tools, whips, crops, floggers, clamps and more, all stuff I would need to keep my husband in line.

“BDSM is all about consent.” Dom explained. Then he looked down at my husband and said, “If you consent to your wife being your abuser for the rest of your life, hitting you, beating you, humiliating you in public, then don’t move. If not, leave now.”

He didn’t move.

“No safe words. No limits.” I told my husband, grinning as Dom squeezed my naked buttocks. His fingers moved to my pussy, playing with it, just as he first had on that flight. “Look Martin. Look at this man playing with your wife. What are you going to do about it? Nothing, you fucking pussy.”

“Yes Mistress.” He mumbled, looking away.

I slapped him hard across the face, sending him reeling back. It made my pussy drip to see him sob on the floor. “Keep looking.” I snarled. Yes, I had utter contempt for this man. A stranger molested me on a plane, and he couldn’t even raise his voice because he didn’t want to cause a scene? What the fuck?

Over the next two weeks, Dom spent every day and night with me. He trained Martin, punishing him for infractions, teaching him how to be a sissy, dressing him, forcing him to understand that he wasn’t a man. By the end of the two weeks, Martin only dressed as a sissy, and even went out shopping and in public in prissy sissy dresses.

Sex with Dom was beyond fantastic. His huge dick always knew where to hit, and I found myself climaxing faster than I’d ever believed possible. But the one thing Dom taught me was how important Martin was in my newfound happiness. Whether it was the power I felt, the humiliation of my husband by making him watch, or the feeling of his tongue on my well-fucked cunt after sex, I realised that without Martin, it would all just be sex.

By the end of those two weeks, Martin had fallen into his role and all complaining had ended. He was the perfect maid, quiet, obedient and grateful for any attention we showed him.

“It’s time for the final piece.” Dom explained to me.

I didn’t know what he meant, but that night, in the bedroom, he was ready to show me. As I lay in my whorish red lingerie, Martin in his baby blue satin sissy dress, Dom lay down next to me and clicked his fingers at Martin, then pointed to the huge big black dick laying there, soft. “Get me ready for her. Sissy husbands get their bulls ready for their wives.”

It began to dawn on me what Dom wanted and my eyes widened. Surely, this would be a line Martin wouldn’t cross. Surely, Martin was straight enough not to suck cock. And yet Martin shuffled forward and didn’t even put up a fight. He simply bowed down and took the cock into his mouth and sucked, even making an effort to please Dom. It was clear that this wasn’t because he liked it, but because he was done fighting, and now in a state of acceptance.

Watching Martin suck Dom’s cock to get him ready for me didn’t make me feel less respectful of Martin, rather I found myself respecting him more, grateful even for the service.

“Good sissy.” I said, smiling. “You’ve made me so proud.”

Martin’s eyes found mine and suddenly the sparkled, joy filling them. It was the first really positive thing he’d heard from me for two weeks, and he needed it. Now he was sucking with renewed gusto, even moaning a little. I rubbed his back, feeling the bra under the dress.

“Such a good sissy. I don’t think I could be prouder.”

Eventually, I took over and lowered my pussy over Dom’s dick, enjoying the sexual adventure one more time.


Three

Dom leaving the following day was as much a surprise for me as it was for Martin. And it wasn’t that he was going home for a few days, no, Dom said he was done and now it was up to Martin and I to find our own path. I felt hurt and rejected, but Dom simply smiled at me, and then smiled at the sissy kneeling next to me.

“You are married to a wonderful man.” He told me, making Martin look up at him in confusion. “He’s different to me, and now he understands his role in life. But he is your husband. He is your sissy. He is your slave. Go out and meet men. I’ll be letting my friends know you are here and I want you to take care of them as you took care of me. Embrace your role as a hot wife, and Martin will embrace his role as a sissy and cuckold. If you both accept your roles, then you will be married forever.”

I swallowed, and then nodded, realising what he was saying. I was angry because I was bored, but at the end of the day, I accepted boredom, I never accepted more than that. Martin wasn’t to blame for my boredom, I just never told him what I wanted. Now Martin knew, he knew what to be.

For the first time since our holiday, Martin and I sat down as equals at the kitchen table and talked about what we felt.

“I don’t want to go back to how we were.” I told him, and to my surprise, he nodded.

“Me neither.” He sighed. “But I want the opportunity to be human, sometimes. I’ll stay as a sissy forever, if that’s what you want?”

“It is.”

“But sometimes, I want to be your…well…girlfriend.”

I smiled. That actually sounded pretty nice, to have a husband, a slave, and a girlfriend in one. “I’d like that too.”

“I’ve hated and I’ve loved these last two weeks.” He continued. “But I understand you better, and I understand us better. I think I understand life a bit better too. One day, we will have kids, maybe not mine, but we will. At that point, things will change again, but for now, let’s be us and see. I’m a sissy. I accept that. I suck cock to get it ready for you to fuck, and then I clean you. I’m good at it. I make you happy like that.”

“You do.” I said, holding back tears of happiness.

“So, are you okay being a slut? Going out to bars to meet men? Having gangbangs, and well…”

“Whoring myself out? Sure. I’ve been thinking. What if we make some money from this?” I asked him.

He burst out laughing. “I didn’t think you literally meant whoring yourself out!”

“No, silly. I meant let’s start and OnlyFans, have people follow our journey.”

“It’s a great idea. Honestly, it might be needed. I’m not sure my company will keep me around as a sissy.”

I licked my lips. I hadn’t considered Martin might dress as a sissy to work, but really, it felt pretty hot to know he would. Hell, if I could burn all his male clothes, I would. “You really will be my sissy full time? Like, no more male clothes?”

“Yes please, Mistress.” He smiled, beaming. “I don’t want to ever go back to being the old me.”

That gave me a thought. So far, we’d kept this private, hidden from family and friends. It was time to change all that. I told him that if we were to do this, for real, then he needed to come out as a sissy to everyone.

“Will you start it off please?” He asked.

“Sure. How?”

For the next half hour, we took pictures of him in various situations, in lingerie, in sissy dresses, and fucking himself with a dildo. Of course, I wouldn’t send such obscene photos to family and friends, but I did send pictures of him in a dress to them, stating that my husband was not the man I thought he was, and from now on, he was going to live as a sissy. I wrote that he was submissive, and this was the way he wished to live his life from now on.

Of course, most people wrote that they thought it was sick, that he should seek help. His family disowned him. However, strangely, it was my mother who called me and congratulated me. “Honestly, I like him but he was always too much of a wimp, and you too much of a prude. I’m glad you met my friend Dominic.”

“Mom?” I gasped. “You set this all up?”

“Actually, it was your sister’s idea, but yes, Dom is has been my lover ever since your stepdad passed away. He agreed to help.”

“Oh my god!” I gasped. I should’ve been angry, felt manipulated, but instead, I just felt gratitude. “Thank you mom!”

“My pleasure honey. And may Martin be happy too. He’ll make a wonderful sissy slave!”

So that was that, Martin as a man was no more, he was just a sissy. “Honey, I think I’ll go out tonight.” I told him. “Go prepare the pink latex mini-skirt and the white wench crop-top. I want everyone to see my pierced nipples.”

“Yes Mistress.” He smiled.

Yes Mistress indeed. I was going to enjoy this life, a life full of cock.

THE END


Unwitting Exhibitionist Turns Slut

One

There are times when women will go the extra mile to get the right fit of clothing, the right feel in a skirt, or top. The sizing of a bra for a woman is incredibly important, but something most get wrong. My wife assumed she had C cup breasts, until she went to a professional fitter who told her to take a smaller number size, and DD cups. She was shocked to say the least, having always assume she had average breasts, but I knew they were bigger than she claimed.

Comfort in tops then is mixed with the psychological comfort of a bra. My wife usually chooses tops based on if the underneath is visible or not. If it’s visible or she can’t wear a bra with it, she won’t get the top. But sometimes, just sometimes, a dress is too irresistible to say no to, and that was what my wife felt when she saw the shiny cream summer dress hanging from the rack. Of course, I wasn’t there to help her select it, but the moment she saw it and tried it on in that dark changing room, she was hooked, even though based on the halter-neck shape, no bra would look good with it.

I didn’t get to see the dress until date night. My wife stepped into the room wearing the dress and my heart raced. It was tight around the waist, a single strand bunching the dress together around her perfect size two waist, extending loosely upwards and downwards, finishing about ten centimetres below her pussy, exposing her long sleek white legs, legs that seemed to go on forever.

Her long blonde hair was tied into a neatly pleated ponytail, a few long strands cascaded down the sides of her cheeks. She blushed slightly, her pale porcelain skin, so fragile in strong sun, was made up sweetly, pink hues to highlight the girlishness of my thirty-one-year-old wife.

Me, I was in a white shirt and black trousers. Skinny as I was, I was always embarrassed to wear such things because I looked like I was wearing kids clothing. Still, I’d somehow won the heart of a stunning woman. We met as kids, fell in love as kids, and when she took up modelling, I was by her side constantly, but it wasn’t for her, mainly because she was scared that one day she would lose her looks and be left with nothing.

With Estonian heritage, Katre had grown up in the UK, but still had those Estonian looks that turned heads. I loved when people saw us together, I loved the looks men gave me, the questioning looks, how did he get her? I felt like I’d won, that everyone wanted her, but I got to have her.

She’d get those looks tonight, more than usual, and by the time we were in the restaurant, I realised why.

Sitting down at our table, the restaurant was dark bar some spotlights placed around the ceiling, but once we were sat down, the reason everyone was looking at my wife became clear. The dress was completely see-through. Not just a little, in the right light, it became almost completely transparent.

When the waiter came to order, the kid stuttered, barely able to get a word out, so glued was he to my wife’s tits. I didn’t know what to say or do, because I knew the moment I said something, my wife would have a panic attack.

The order was placed and the boy dragged himself away, but by now, Katre was beginning to notice people were looking at her.

“Why is everyone staring?” She asked in a hushed voice.

I gulped and braced myself, because I needed to tell her the truth. “Erm, babe, I love that dress, but in this light, it’s transparent.” I mumbled.

“What?” She asked, confused, looking down at herself, and for the first time, seeing that her breasts were visible. “Oh my god! Alan, why didn’t you say?” She hissed.

“I didn’t know!” I replied. “I only just noticed.”

Her cheeks burned red. “Fuck! We need to go home!”

Just as she said that, our bottle of wine arrived. “And here you go madam. Erm, the manager says this is on the house.”

My wife’s eyes bolted up at the boy, then over to the big Italian man stood by the bar who smirked at her and gave her a wink. Again, my wife blushed, but this time, she looked away and I saw a small smile try to force her lips up. The embarrassment of being essentially nude overridden by the feeling of being fancied.

“Er…th…thanks.” She mumbled to the waiter. And then after he walked away, she sipped on the wine and said, “Well, erm, I guess we can stay. Everyone’s seen them already, so what’s the point?”

My cock throbbed at that, at the brazenness of my wife, flashing herself for a free bottle of wine, it turned me on. It made me wonder what else she was willing to do. “I…I think you look hot.” I told her.

“Really?” She smiled sweetly. “You like it? Like people looking?”

“Yeah. I mean, I never imagined you would be my wife, I know I married up.”

“Oh Alan, don’t say that. I love you as you are.”

“No, I know that, but let’s be honest, men wonder how I got a girl like you, and well, it makes me proud. I guess they all think I’m rich, or have a big cock.” I chuckled.

“When you’re neither.” She giggled, then froze and her eyes widened. “Shit, shit! Sorry, I didn’t mean that. I just meant that you’re not rich yet.”

“And I don’t have a big cock, yet? Ouch!” I said, but again, my cock throbbed in delight at this delicious humiliation. Okay, this was new to me, but the pain felt good.

The regret on her face spoke volumes. I could tell she wanted to say something to make me feel better, but at the same time, she didn’t want to lie. Okay, I get it, I don’t have a big dick, but I try hard, and I said so. “I know you try hard, honey, and I love you for that.” She said. “But let’s be honest, we’ve seen porn together, and we know there are bigger ones out there. You know as well as I do though, my g-spot is not deep and I don’t need a big dick really, no woman does. It’s a myth.”

The science was obvious, but there was still the point as a man when you need validation, and for us, that came in dick size. “I know.” I said.

The conversation had distracted her from her attire and in the end, we had a lovely meal. It was after we paid and were about to leave, that two things happened. One, the owner shook my hand and kissed my wife’s, before handing her a business card and telling her she was welcome anytime. And two, a woman coming back from the toilets stopped and told my wife that she should be ashamed. With alcohol inside her, my wife did something that made me very proud. “Fuck off, you frigid old shrew.”

When we stepped out into the street, the confrontation had somehow kicked up my wife’s adrenaline. I thought she’d want to go straight home, but to my surprise, she wanted to go to a pub. Really, I should’ve shut that down, shown common sense, but my dick got the better of me.

As we walked, every streetlight lit-up the dress, essentially making it disappear for a second. The one thing that stood out under the dress were the not-so-kinky cotton briefs she had on. I told her she should’ve really worn a thong but she didn’t reply, just kept walking, until nearing the busy pub, she stopped, moved into a dark passageway, and raised her skirt, pushing the briefs into my hand.

“Put those in your pocket, please.” She said.

“Katre, are you sure about this?” I asked her, knowing that she was essentially putting her pussy on display.

“Is it not turning you on a bit to show me off like this?” She asked.

“It’s turning me on a lot, but I don’t want you to regret anything.”

“Do I know these people? No. Honestly, I never had great confidence in myself, but that moment in the restaurant made me feel alive for the first time in ages, so, I’m going to test things out. However, if you think I shouldn’t, then let’s just call an Uber and go home.”

I thought about it. She’d had something to drink but she wasn’t drunk. Fuck it, if she wanted this, so did I. “Let’s do it.”

Disappointingly for us though, the bar was one of those traditional low-ceiling, dull ones. Yes, it was busy but none of the lights really had much of an impact on her dress. As we drank, I tried to gauge her reaction. She looked around the room, really hoping to be noticed, and don’t get me wrong, being one of the hottest women in the room was getting her noticed, but as she was with me, and given the dress wasn’t as translucent, the men didn’t gawp at her.

“Shall we just go home?” She asked, disappointment evident in her voice.

“Sure honey.”


Two

Things changed for Katre. That night changed her. On the following Sunday, she spent hours going through her clothes and underwear, placing old or boring items into black plastic bags and taking them down to the charity bins at the end of the road. I didn’t get involved, letting her do her thing, but when I finally did go upstairs, I found that she had retrieved a number of older items from her younger days, and put them back on shelves.

“I want to dress up more risqué.” She said. “The other night got me so horny. I never thought of being an exhibitionist, but it was the most exhilarating feeling in my life. I think you liked it too, right?”

“I did.” I admitted, liking where this was going.

“I’ve found some things that I can wear without a bra, but I don’t have much. So, I was thinking that maybe you and I go to the shopping centre and see what we can find.”

I smiled. She wanted more risqué clothes. She wanted to show off. Fine, but I wanted my fun too. I walked over to her shelf with the skirts and found a black shiny PVC skater skirt. It was something that I bought her to wear in the bedroom, to role-play. It was short…very short. With that, I picked out a black lace bralette, one where anyone looking would see her nipples. “Wear this then.” I said with a smile.

She stared at the items I’d laid out on the bed and gulped. I knew she’d balk, that she wasn’t ready for that level of exposure. But imagine my surprise when she stripped down, and dressed, keeping the little black thong she had on. “I’m not wearing this skirt without panties.” She said.

“Deal.”

It was a bizarre experience walking with her through that shopping centre, the eyes of men and women glued to her. As we walked into a clothing store catering to clubwear and general young adult clothing, I could feel eyes burning into us, jealousy and want.

“Fuck, my panties are soaked.” She hissed towards me. “It’s so hot!”

“Yeah, I’m glad I wore tight boxers. I’m sporting a semi here.” I replied.

For the next few minutes, we walked around, picking see-through items out, short skirts, lace, crop-tops, and then I followed her into the changing room. There was a sofa for partners to sit on, so I waited there alongside another man who was scrolling through his phone, bored, oblivious to what was going on around him. When my wife stepped out wearing a chain-link dress, I noticed two things. The man no longer cared about his phone, and my wife had removed her panties.

“What do you think?” She asked.

“Yeah, fuck, love it!” I gasped.

She walked over and handed me the panties. “Best keep those.” She whispered, then returned to try on the next items.

The man’s partner stepped out and showed off a pair of jeans. She was kind of plump, small, and I could tell by the man’s sigh after that he was jealous and frustrated.

Katre stepped out again after the woman went back inside her booth. This time, she was wearing a tight white mini-skirt, and a wench-crop-top, which was so sheer that her nipples were completely on display. “I like this top, not sure about the skirt.” She said.

“Both look great. What’s wrong with the skirt?”

“Not short enough.” She said.

“Hmm, true.”

Again, she disappeared and I felt sure I heard, “Fuuuuuck” from the man next to me, but he said it under his breath.

This continued with a few more items, until finally the young man leaned over and said, “Mate, you’re a fucking lucky man.” Then he held out a fist which I pounded.

“Thanks.” I smiled.

After that encounter, we headed to a shoe shop. The comically short PVC skater skirt was back on but this time I knew she was minus panties. She said she decided she needed to push herself to do it, because if she could do this, then she could do anything.

Unfortunately, it was only women serving in the store, so Katre believed there wouldn’t be any fun. Given it was a Sunday and warm out, the store was pretty empty so that allowed us to stroll. Two of the girls watching from a distance whispered something to each other, and their giggles made me realise they must have seen how Katre was dressed. One walked over. She had short brown hair and wore huge round glasses, making her look geeky, but her red crop-top, pierced naval, and short skirt made her look anything but.

“Can I help you find anything?” She asked politely, smiling.

“Yes, I’m looking for some sandals but with a very tall spike.” My wife said. “Also maybe some boots, thigh-highs ideally.”

“Also with a spike.” The girl nodded.

“Yes.”

The pretty girl cocked her head. “Do you know your size, or would you prefer I measure you?”

“I’m usually a five, five and a half.” My wife said, but the girl just smiled at her.

“I think it’s better I measure you. When you have a heel that high, the sizes shift.” The girl explained. “If you just sit right here, I can use this electronic device.” She held up what look like a small clamp with a digital display. “It’s far more accurate than the old push-boards.”

I gulped. The girl was going to get an eyeful of smooth waxed pussy.

“Um,” My wife was enjoying herself but she also didn’t want to get arrested for public indecency. So she leaned forward and quietly said, “I don’t think that’ll be necessary.”

“It’s really not a problem, miss.” The girl smiled.

“Erm, you see, erm, the skirt is short…”

“And you don’t have any knickers on.” The girl whispered. “I’d assumed that to be the case, hence why I’m offering you the chance for me to measure you.”

My wife’s eyes widened in surprise. “You don’t mind?”

The girl bit her lip, her eyes checking nobody could see what she was saying, then mumbled. “If you want to show it off, I don’t mind looking.”

With a wry smile, Katre sat on the soft black bench and leaned back, placing her foot on the girl’s lap. She prepared the device for measuring, but as she did so, I caught her eyes fixing firmly on my wife’s pussy.

“Play with it.” The girl whispered.

“Excuse me?” My wife whispered back.

“No-one can see.” The salesgirl said. “Play with it.”

I couldn’t believe the girl said that to my wife, talking to her as if I wasn’t even there. But more to my surprise, Katre’s hand moved between her thighs and gently began to pull the neat slit apart, exposing her soaked hole, rubbing at her clit. The girl licked her lips, staring, hardly bothering with the measuring device.

“F-five, yeah.” The girl said. “Best measure the other one, just in case there is a difference.”

Feet were exchanged, but now my wife was smiling, smirking, knowing she had the girl, that she could ask for anything and the girl would do it. And yet, somehow the girl stood and pulled herself away, saying she’d be pack with some options.

“Holy shit!” I gasped.

“Right?” Katre giggled. “I’m gonna let her touch me, if she wants to.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. Poor thing is so fucking horny right now. I can’t believe I’m doing this, but I just want to know, I want to feel it. A woman’s touch there.”

“Wow, I mean, your body. If you want to do it, I’m not going to stop you.”

My wife looked up at me with a wry grin. “My body huh? Not going to stop me, huh? I bet you would if it was a guy!”

“I wouldn’t! I’m not your master forcing you to do things.”

She scoffed and looked away. “Yeah right! You’d go mental with jealousy.”

“No, I wouldn’t. I know you love me and I know you’re just playing. I would never discriminate.”

Once again, she gave me a look and a questioning smile, then shrugged and said, “huh, well, good to know.”

The girl was back again with several boxes. She began to explain the shoes but I just blurred it out. Instead, I just stared as my wife leaned back and smiled at the girl, not bothering to stand as the girl took the shoes out of the box, expecting my wife to put them on.

“Will you put them on me please?” Katre asked.

Gulping, the girl nodded and smiled. “Of course!”

As she carefully buckled the left shoe onto my wife, she held her calf, her delicate hand gently holding it, before moving ever so slightly up and down. She looked up at Katre who grinned down at her. The girl gulped, then moved to the other foot. This time, she was more brazen about how she rubbed and squeezed Katre’s calf, but sadly let go and allowed my wife to walk around.

“Yes, they’re good.” Katre said. “What about the thigh-high boots?”

“We have these.” The girl replied, pulling out black patent leather lace up ones, which thankfully had a long zip on the side.

“Excellent.” My wife said. “Will you help me get them on?”

“Of course.” The girl said, her voice now gravelly, dry.

The girl’s hands moved the boots onto her feet as Katre leaned back again. This time, Katre openly played with herself without being told, diddling that little clit as the girl pulled the other boot on. “Zip them up for me.” Katre whispered. As the girl’s hands ascended upwards towards the pussy, the zip reached the top of the boot mid-thigh, but still her hand tentatively moved up. Katre moved her own hand away and spread her legs more, and sure enough, the girl touched the exposed pussy, pushing a finger in, then rubbing the clit with her thumb.

Pulling back, the girl did the same with the other boot, but then she looked up at me for the first time and said, “Keep watch.”

I didn’t acknowledge her, I just stared wide-eyed as the girl leaned forward, pushed my wife’s legs apart, and clamped her mouth on my wife’s pussy. “Oh yeah.” Katre hissed, grabbing the girl’s head. I couldn’t believe a girl we didn’t know, working in shoe shop, was giving my wife head in public, but god did my cock hurt from the state it was in!

My wife didn’t need long. When she came, she bit her lip and almost turned red trying not to scream. She was sat there panting as the girl sat back. “Will you be able to return the favour?” The girl asked. My wife was not going to do that, that was too far for her, I was sure. She’d never been with a girl before, and receiving head was one thing, giving it…

“Sure.” My wife said, getting down on her knees as they swapped places. However, she looked up at me and said, “Seriously, Alan, keep watch.”

Swallowing, I nodded quickly, then watched as my wife pushed the girl’s skirt back and pulled down a shiny pair of lacy pink knickers, handing them to me to hold. “You can sniff them if you like.” The girl said, grinning at me as my wife buried herself under the skirt and licked. “Go on. Sniff them.” Checking to see we were genuinely alone, I pulled the soft panties to my nose and sniffed. “Good boy.” The girl chuckled. “You have him trained well.” She told my wife. Trained? Was I missing something? “You can put them on if you like.”

“I’m fine.” I mumbled.

“Don’t be silly. Go on. Nobody’s watching, put them on. Quickly now.”

I looked down, hoping to see my wife pop her head out and put a stop to this bizarre twist, but she didn’t, she just carried on hungrily eating muff. I’m not sure what came over me, but I just nodded and quickly pulled off my trousers, dropping my boxers. My erection jutted out immediately and the girl giggled, reaching out and grabbing it with two fingers. She pulled on it a few times, then pulled me to her and sucked.

“You’re very small.” She said, but it didn’t sound menacing. “It’s cute. Put the knickers on.”

Jumping to it, I pulled the knickers on, then put my feet in the trousers whilst she massaged my cock and balls through the knickers. My heart raced, knowing that at any moment I might be caught, but thankfully, nobody came in. Again, the girl leaned over and put her mouth on me, massaging my balls through the soft satin.

“Tell me if you’re gonna cum.” She said. This time my wife poked her head out to look at what was going on, and seeing me, getting blown whilst in pink panties, just made her grin and go back to it.

I was never going to last. “Now.” I hissed, and the girl pulled off me and stretched the knickers upwards, forcing the cum to get caught by the material.

“Pull your trousers up.” She said. “Good sissy.” Sissy? What the fuck was a sissy? Was she making fun of me?

A minute later, she too was climaxing, letting out a little squeal that the other assistant heard. However, as my eyes caught the other assistant, she looked at me and just gave me a knowing smile and continued doing what she was doing on the other side of the store.

We ended up buying more shoes than necessary, but we felt the need to reward the girl, who we found out was named Rachel. She exchanged numbers with Katre and the two promised to meet again. However, as we turned to leave, Rachel leaned over the counter and pulled Katre to her, planting her lips on my wife’s for a passionate and tender moment. Then the girl turned to me and smirked. “You can keep my knickers, sissy. Enjoy them.”


Three

“Why did she call you a sissy?” Katre asked, not really understanding the term. As I drove, she pulled out her phone and began Googling it. We had talked about the encounter as we walked back to the car, and Katre admitted to it being the best moment of her life, that it was so risky and dangerous, but it made her feel alive. I’m not going to lie, it was amazing for me too, but I was confused as to how I ended up in pink satin knickers, the knickers belonging to some nineteen-year-old salesgirl.

Katre read but she didn’t explain. She said nothing, just clicking links and reading. When we arrived home, I said I needed to change out of the dirty underwear and shower, but to my surprise, when I came out, I found my wife naked on the bed. “Fuck me.” She purred.

“Hell yes!”

We fucked and I came in seconds, much to my own annoyance, but Katre didn’t seem to mind. As I began to move away from her, she stopped. “I want you to do something for me. Something I read about in the car.” She said.

“What’s that?”

“I want you to eat my pussy, with your cum in it.”

I gulped, wondering why she wanted that, thinking that was pretty disgusting, but at the same time, after everything we had done up to that point, how could I say no? Nodding, I bent down and ate her out. She purred and moaned. “Oh yes babe. I want you to do this every time we fuck now.”

Okay, I thought it would be disgusting, but for some reason it made me feel submissive and horny. It had some bizarre hold over me, like in this state I’d do anything for her.

She came and after some moment to relax, she stood, walked over to her underwear drawer, and pulled out pink and black lace Victoria’s Secret cheeky panties, and threw them to me. “Wear those.” She said firmly, making it clear that it was not open to discussion.

“Is this something to do with the sissy thing?” I asked.

“Yes. I read about it, and I like it. A good sissy will do anything for his slutty wife, and after what you said today, I think I’m gonna be a slutty wife.”

I slid the panties up my legs and sighed. They were comfortable, yes, but what did this all mean? What did it mean for our marriage? And yet, I couldn’t wait to see what she came up with next.

Monday arrived and Katre needed to prepare for work. Her days as a model were gone and now she worked as a secretary at a local car dealership. Usually, she wore trousers and blouses to work, but not that day. That day, she wore a new metallic red mini-skirt, and black lace crop-corset which pushed her boobs all the way up and looked like they were about to burst. Fuck, my heart raced and my cock throbbed as I realised my wife was going all out, putting herself out there.

I heard nothing from her all day, but when I arrived home, I found her walking around the house stark naked, music playing full blast as she prepared a salad. When I asked about her day, she grinned naughtily and then showed me her phone. She’d been propositioned so many times that her phone was full of new contacts.

“Then Mark called me into his office and asked if I was going to dress like that every day. I thought I’d gone too far, but he told me that just by me dressing up, sales had gone up, and that if it would continue, he’d make sure I’d get a bonus.” She giggled. I knew Mark Price, met him a few times, a slimy guy, typical car salesman, and I knew he’d want more than just to stare at her legs.

“He’s going to want more than that.” I pointed out.

“Oh I know.” She giggled. “He was practically salivating.”

The next day, she wore cheeky pink short-shorts and a white lace-up crop-top. Again, I was stunned by how brazen my wife had become so quickly, but I didn’t want it to end either.

At the same time though, I was now in panties. My wife had bought more on the way home the day prior and replaced all my male underwear. When I asked her why, she told me she really wanted to embrace the lifestyle of a dominant slut, and with that came sissification. “Stop worrying, they’re just knickers!”

Again, in the evening, my wife came home happy and giggly, telling me that customers were so glued to her that salespeople were asking her to come take notes, or regularly offer drinks. Sales continued to up, again.

“Mark spanked me today.” She laughed, making me snort beer from my nose.

“What?” I asked.

“Playfully. Like, well done you, and slap. He did it a few times, probably because I stuck my arse out.”

“Urgh!” I moaned, feeling my cock grow again.

We fucked that night, but it was different. She demanded I keep my panties on, and then she talked about how she might let Mark fuck her, because she might get a promotion and a raise. I asked if she was serious and she said she was, deadly serious. Finally, I snapped and told her I wasn’t happy about it.

“Okay.” She said calmly. “Let’s talk about it. What are you scared of?”

“That…well…” I really wasn’t sure.

“I’m not going to leave you for Mark!” She scoffed. “And honestly, being slutty like this, is fun because I’m married. Being single and a slut, that’s not the same.”

“Hmm…” She had a point.

“So yeah, if I fuck around, it’s for you too, not just for me. It’s so you know you have a dirty slut wife at home.”

“And the sissy stuff?” I asked.

She grinned. “That’s so I know I have a dirty submissive, slut husband.”

“Hmm… Right… Well… errr…”

“So I can fuck him?” She grinned, stroking my chest.

“Errrr… well… erm… Okay.”

“Thanks honey. And I can fuck who I like, right?”

“Errr….” I really didn’t know what to say. “Okay.” I shrugged.

The next day, it was a white mini-dress, tiny cups over her large breasts, and no panties…visibly no panties. She was going all out. When I came home, she was giggly again, but this time, she admitted that she’d sucked off not only Mark, but also a customer. The way she told it to me, it was like a girl in school telling her best friend a secret. She was so happy about it, so wild. I couldn’t believe it, but damn, I had to fuck her.

Of course, I lasted two seconds and had to lick her clean after, but after that, I was hard and ready to go again. Never had I been so turned on that I could go again so quickly, and by the third time of fucking her, I was begging her to promise me that she would fuck Mark, that she would fuck other men, and with glee, she promised me she would.

So the next day, my wife dressed up in her little black PVC skater skirt, the one which didn’t cover her backside, and a lacy bralette. It would take ten minutes for Mark to bend her over and stuff her pussy with his huge dick. Heck, they hardly exchanged two words before she dropped to her knees and sucked him, then he picked her up, bent her over, and fucked her senseless.

She told me how it went. Explained every detail.

“Bored of hubby?” He’d asked.

“Nope, just horny all the time.” She replied, shrugging. “And Alan’s okay with me getting railed.”

“Nice!” He had smiled.

“You can come over and fuck me in front of him, and he’ll just sit there in his knickers wanking off.” She’d laughed.

“Oh, a sissy boy huh? Does he suck cock?”

“He will if I tell him to.” She sneered.

I stared at her blankly, unsure why my wife would suggest that, but honestly, given everything that had happened, why should I have expected anything else. “Sure, why not?” I shrugged. Why not indeed?

On Thursday evening, Katre came home with my first cream pie. She grinned naughtily as she squatted over my head and purred as she told me to eat up. “That’s it baby, eat that yummy cummy.” She giggled. “Oh my god, this is so much fun!” She laughed.

We fucked like rabbits after that.

“I need you to do something tomorrow.” She told me. “There is a store in Watford I need you to stop at on the way home. In there, choose a nice sissy dress, some sissy lingerie, and a wig. We’re having a guest over in the evening, and I want to make sure you are properly prepared.”

I gulped. Was I ready for someone else to see me as a sissy?

The store in Watford catered more to the latex and PVC enthusiasts, and looking at the selection, I found myself wondering what Katre would look like in such outfits. I pictured her in black latex, buckles, corset, standing over me with a riding crop in her hand; a deadly sneer on her face to tell me what I worthless worm I really was. Yes, power and erotic emotion in one package.

Finally, I understood what I needed. I needed my wife to break out of the cocoon that had held her back for so long. To make into the slutty vixen she was crying out to be, and for the power which had been silenced in her for so long to rise to the surface. I was ready to be her sissy, because I was ready for her to take control, to give myself to her, truly and fully.

“Can I help you?” Ask a heavily tattooed girl behind me, as I daydreamed about all the possibilities with my perfect wife.

“Yes.” I said, turning to the girl and smiling. “Yes definitely. I’m a sissy to my wife and I need appropriate clothing for an event tonight with my wife and her lover.”

The girl didn’t seem taken aback by my comment, she simply smiled warmly, understanding in her eyes, and nodded, “Follow me.” The roles had changed and she understood what I needed. I was a customer, and in that customer, she understood that I was subservient.

“We have several options, depending on what you are going for.” She explained. “If you are serving tonight, then a maid’s uniform is the classic, but going for pink hues and something which can be switched maybe your best option. Then we have something for proving your place, more girlie cottage-core style sissy dresses, which are not themed around the maid trope but more around age regression and dehumanisation. Finally, we have the extremely flamboyant items, designed to present you more as a toy; very short, open backsides to the panties, ready for penetration, if that is your thing.”

I gulped, unsure, but then I reasoned this was not going to be a one-night thing. “I think I’m going to need a few of each, and matching lingerie.” I explained.

The woman smiled and nodded again, selecting a few items on my behalf. “Let’s get these tried on then.”

Trying on sissy dresses in front of a stranger should’ve been a daunting task. Indeed, as I first stripped, my hands shook. And yet, the moment the dress was on me, and she stepped inside to zip me up, I felt that fear fall away. I just looked in the mirror, viewing myself in the short mix of pink satin, white lace, pink tulle, and I felt free, I felt relief.

“I’m a sissy.” I said to myself.

The girl grinned. “Your first time?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“When a submissive such as yourself sees themselves in such a dress for the first time, the stress and pressure they are under in their normal clothes becomes part of their male identity, but as a sissy, all of that disappears. You are handing yourself over to your Mistress, not passing on the stress, but allowing her to tell you how to deal with it, how to cope. She has a solution to her stresses; you, and you have a solution to your stresses; order and control. BDSM is about connection and love, but under the day to day of stress and life, you often don’t have that order. With this, you do.”

I shook my head, mouth open at the surprise that a simple dress could have such a profound impact. But this was no simple dress, this was a statement.

“Your wife taking a lover, it scares you, right?” She asked.

“Yes.” I breathed.

“And yet you want it. She doesn’t hide it from you? She doesn’t threaten you? Correct? You love each other, I mean?”

“Yes. Very much.”

“Then you are very lucky. This will bring you closer together.”

I spent a lot of money in the store, but every penny was worth it. On the way home, I stopped by at the shoe store where I found Rachel. She smiled when she saw me and walked over, kissing each of my cheeks like a long-time friend. She asked how I had been and how Katre was, clearly hoping to hear that Katre would be in touch, so I told her about everything that had happened, including the dresses I had bought.

“Can I see them?” She asked me.

“They’re in the car.”

To my surprise, Rachel told her colleagues that she was going on a break, then followed me to the car park, where I opened the boot to show her each dress. She gushed over each, holding them up in the air as shoppers walked by, looking at the dresses in a mixture of confusion and amusement.

“So you need shoes to match?” She asked me.

“Yes. Heels, I suppose.”

“You don’t need heels.” She told me. “You are tall enough, and heels will be pointless. Your Mistress can get you ballet heels for punishment purposes from the internet, but the heels here won’t benefit you or Katre. No, what you need are pretty flats, ideally Mary-Jane cut shoes, that sort of thing. Luckily, we can help you there. What size shoe are you?”

“Men’s nine.”

“Okay. Trickier but not impossible. You’re borderline for a woman, so lucky.” Then she paused. “But, before we go any further, you need to do something for me?”

“Erm, okay, what?”

“Lick my pussy.” She said, walking towards the passenger seat of the car.

I stood there, watching her get inside and push the seat back and then gulped. Part of me felt like this was cheating, that I should ask Katre first, but then I reasoned I was doing all this for her, and this was just a part of that. Climbing in then, I closed the door and found she’d already removed her knickers.

“Kiss me first.” The girl said.

We kissed, her hands reaching down to undo my trousers and push them down, rubbing my cock in the pretty pink panties. Then I crawled between her legs and began licking. After she came twice, she told me to kiss her again, and as I did so, I felt her pull out my erection and aim it at her pussy. I hesistated.

“Just fuck me. She’ll be okay with it.” She told me.

“I shouldn’t.” I mumbled, but then she grabbed my hips and pulled, forcing my knee to buckle slightly, my cock slipping inside her.

We kissed as we fucked, and I surprised myself by lasting far longer than I usually did. Then, as I came inside her, I surprised her by climbing down and licking her clean.

“You really are kinky.” She giggled. “I won’t mention this to Katre if you are scared.” She said. “But I think she’ll be okay with it.”

Of course, when I got home, I showed Katre the dresses and the cute new shoes that Rachel had picked out for me, but then I told her everything. I apologised over and over, but Katre just laughed and told me not to worry.

“Babe, I’m fucking my boss, and I’ve fucked Rachel already. I think this is no longer a monogamous relationship.” Katre told me, kissing my lips. “Was she good?”

“Yes. Kinky too.”

“Great.”

I remember something else the woman in the kinky clothes store said. “She asked if we needed a chastity cage.”

“No.” My wife said immediately. “No, I want to fuck you, so you can remember what a small dick you have and how you can’t satisfy me or any woman. Yes, I guess fucking other women will be a good idea, so you can hear first hand how bad you are at this.” She grinned.

I smiled. Yeah, she was going to be one hell of a Mistress.


Four

I had assumed Mark would be nervous fucking my wife in front of me, hell, I thought he’d be nervous when he got there, but instead, he arrived like the boss of not only a dealership, but also my household. I should’ve been angry, I should’ve put my foot down, but instead, I walked around in that pretty pink satin dress, the short skirt propped up by my erection. The more he bullied me, humiliated me, the harder I became, and he saw it.

“What a fucking disgrace of a man!” He laughed, pushing me over as I knelt there.

They kissed on the sofa and all I could do was watch. She pulled on his cock, his trousers around his ankles. Katre ordered me to undress him as they kissed, so I did, but to my shock, and excitement, as my head neared his crotch, he grabbed it and forced me to his cock. There was no order, they just kept kissing as I sucked on him.

“Oh yeah, fucking slut!” He snarled, enjoying my mouth and throat.

As he mounted my wife, he pulled on me, pulling me towards his backside. I knew what he wanted and I knew I should’ve said no, that it was too far, but no, I just accepted my role, my fate and licked at his hole. He moaned and growled, telling my wife what a filthy slut she had for a husband.

“I know!” She laughed. “I fucking love it!”

“Me too!” Mark gasped, mewling as I pushed my tongue inside him.

He fucked my wife to three orgasms and still wasn’t done. Instead, he pulled out and stood, pushing me face first onto my wife. She instantly grabbed my face and kissed me, then reached down to pull my erection from my panties, pulling it into her. I moaned, but behind me, more was going on. Suddenly, I felt Mark press against my anus. I tried to say something but my wife continued to kiss me, wrapping her arm around me so I couldn’t stop.

“Argh!” I cried into her mouth as the cock slipped inside me and he pushed forward without stopping.

It took all of fifteen seconds for that dick to begin feeling like heaven, and for me to start begging him for more. My wife grinned, her eyes sparkling with sinister enjoyment as her boss took me, turning me into a sissy slut for real.

“Does it feel good, honey? Huh?” Katre asked me.

“Yeah! Amazing!”

“Huh! I thought you’d like it.” She giggled. “Gonna be plenty more where that came from.”

Mark railed me for ten minutes. I’d cum in less than a minute, licked her clean, and given her two more orgasms, before Mark filled my anus with his cum. We then collapsed together in a heap, each kissing one another for a few minutes, before Mark pulled out, spanking me hard once and telling me I was an amazing lay.

If I thought that was our night done, I was mistaken. Mark said he needed a drink and time to recover, but it was just the beginning. Mark fucked us both several times that night. By morning, I felt like I did after a spicy vindaloo, burning anus that was in desperate need of some Preparation H, but that didn’t stop Mark, who saw a hole and took it.

Mark left at ten on Saturday morning, leaving Katre and I to lie there, shattered, but in staring into each other’s eyes and wondering where to go from here.

“I want this every day.” She told me. “I want to watch Mark and others, fuck you, and then for them to fuck me, and you and me… We’re young and we don’t have kids. I want a sissy husband, I want everyone to know you are a sissy, and that I am a whore. I want this to dominate our lives. I want to start an OnlyFans, and to make money from this. Most of all, I want all your social media to show what a sissy you are.”

“Why?” I asked her, though in my gut, I knew I wanted that too.

“Because it’s the happiest I’ve ever been, and I just think we need to own that.”

The thought of becoming a full-time sissy scared me. My job was shit, I hated it, and honestly, I wasn’t earning well, but it was a wage, a wage I’d be without if I quit. But at the same time, I couldn’t become a full-time sissy if I worked a job like that. Thankfully, Mark came to the rescue.

Mark came back on Sunday and spent the day with us, fucking us. We told him what we wanted to do, but the struggle we would have financially.

“Why don’t you move in with me?” He asked. “I have a huge house, no pressure to stay with me in my room, you’d have your own part of the house. Katre, you’d continue to work for me as you do, and Alan, you can be the maid. It will save you a ton of money and it will finally help me clean the place, and save money. And Alan, if you can cook, even better.”

Obviously, we couldn’t say yes right there and then, and Mark didn’t expect it either. But we did talk it through and we agreed it made a lot of sense, so long as we could agree boundaries with Mark. Thankfully, Mark didn’t want a wife, he wanted fuck buddies, he was too married to his work.

“We’ll do it.” Katre told me. “But you need to allow me to expose you.”

I gave it a lot of thought, then I agreed. No more male clothes, no more masculinity. Lingerie, sissy dresses, long blonde hair, make-up. I would only dress as a sissy from now on, but Katre would only dress as a slut.

Of course, when Katre exposed me, most of the people who knew me quickly distanced themselves. My parents disowned me, but my sister was fine, as were the majority of my female and gay friends.

And so began our lives, as sissy, and as slut. And we couldn’t have been happier.

THE END


Impotent by Choice

One

My husband and I used to have a great sex life. When we met as late teens, right up to our late twenties, we banged like rabbits. Sure, he was a bit weird when we met, I found out he wore panties sometimes, but I put a stop to it, and to my knowledge, he hadn’t done it since. The last thing I wanted was a transvestite husband, so I told him, it was that or me.

Then when he approached thirty, he got promoted and that saw him travelling more frequently. I could see how stressed he was and that more he travelled, the less frequently we had sex. Then I began to notice another change. When we had sex on weekends, he took a long time to get erect or lost his erections mid-sex. Of course, I told him it didn’t matter, that I loved him all the same, because I did, but I really felt sorry for him, sorry that his work was stressing him so much.

This situation continued, until one day, he couldn’t get hard at all. Heck, I got the feeling his dick was shrinking a bit, but really, it was just not working.

Of course, I sent him to the doctor who ran a physical, found him to be healthy and fine, putting down his erectile dysfunction to stress. We tried Viagra and whilst they did work somewhat to begin with, in time, even they failed us.

By thirty, I had given up on a sex-life, basically believing that there was no chance. That was until Eric offered to go down on me, something he had never done before. Suddenly, we were doing it daily, a few times per day, and the biggest difference? I was having orgasms every single time.

Then Eric came up with a novel idea. He found a strap-on dildo that allowed his little soft dickie inside it, and used that to fuck me. Sure, it wasn’t as good as a real dick, but sure enough, it worked and got me there.

The intimacy returned to our lives, and although Eric was not climaxing, he was doing everything he could to make me feel special. I couldn’t fault him for that at all.

My best friend Tracy laughed when I told her, saying I was essentially in a lesbian relationship with a man. “You have no idea.” I told her. “One, a lesbian relationship can only be with a woman, dopey. Two, at least he’s trying.”

She shrugged. “If you put him in panties and a bra, put make-up on him, a nightie on his skinny little body, what do you end up with? He hasn’t got a cock anymore!”

“Stop it!” I whined, but I had to laugh. She wasn’t far wrong, dressing Eric up, especially given how skinny he was, would probably turn him into a pretty girl. It was then that I remembered that Eric used to wear panties when I met him. “You know, when I met Eric, he had a panty fetish.” I told her.

“Renny, all men have a panty fetish.” Tracy said, rolling her eyes.

“No dopey. I mean he used to wear them.”

“Oh!” Said Tracy, then giggling. “Kinky, I like it.”

“Urgh, back then I was a bit of a bitch. I didn’t understand it so I put a stop to it.”

Tracy gave me a look of horror. “Renny, you utter bitch! How could you do something so horrible? Poor guy!”

“I was a kid! I was scared people would find out and make fun of me.”

“Well, now you know better. Get some knickers on that sissy!”

It was so bizarre how life experience changed you. At the time I caught him in panties, I just remember thinking, what if someone finds out?  But with experience and a more jaded view of life, I just thought, who gives a shit? Getting people’s approval used to be so important for me, but no longer. I just wanted a happy life.

When I finally had the chance to be alone with my husband, I sat down with him and made a suggestion. “Remember when you used to wear panties?” I asked.

His face went pale, his body shook. “I…but I stopped. I did what you asked.”

“I know, I know.” I said, resting a hand on his wrist to calm him. He visibly relaxed. “I just wanted to say that I’m sorry for being a bitch. I was young and stupid. If wearing panties makes you happy, then you should.”

“Really?” He asked, hope in his eyes.

“Sure! I shouldn’t care what anyone else thinks.” I told him. “So, how about, to bed tonight, you wear some of my knickers?”

His mouth curved up in a smile. “Can I…Can I wear one of your bras too?”

I cocked my head to the side, a little surprised, but I smiled and nodded. “Of course. Would you like a little nightie too?”

“Yes please!” He blushed.

So I had a cute little sissy at home. Maybe this little extra kink could be fun.

When I dressed Eric up in the pink satin briefs, a pink lace pull-over satin bralette, and a pink nightie, the most remarkable thing happened. Suddenly, he was erect. For the first time in nearly a year, Eric had a full-on erection. It was like a miracle and of course, I wasted no time at all pouncing on him and riding it, for all of about thirty seconds, until he came in me. But I didn’t care, I cared that I felt him in me once again, and that was the best experience ever!

Then, much to my surprise, he bent down and licked me. I was dirty, full of his cum, but I said nothing, just watched as my husband lapped up his own cum. It drove me insane. I loved it.

This was going to be my new life, and if this was what it took to get our sex life back, I’d do it.


Two

Our sex life continued like that and given how I was so getting into it, I even began ordering Eric his own panties, bras and nighties, until I suddenly realised that he no longer even bothered with male underwear anymore. But like all good things, the longer we fell into a routine without change, the softer his erections became. I wondered what more he needed to keep things going.

I didn’t need Tracy to make a decision, this time. The evening handed Eric his first suspender-belt and stockings, was the evening his erections returned once more, and then some. My suspicions were correct, routine was making things dull for Eric, he needed more, and if I am honest, so did I.

The term Tracy had used was sissy. Never did I think I’d be looking up such a term online, but that was what I did using our shared iPad. That was when I found out everything, when I discovered the entire truth.

Typing in the term sissy brought up a huge history of previous searches, namely sissy hypnosis. I found things around hypnosis to become a sissy cuckold; a sissy cumdump; a whore for men; a slut; a bedwetter; but the most replayed one that I found was around becoming an impotent sissy. I read that the longer he used the hypnosis, the more he would need to become a sissy, eventually needing more, heels, dresses, wigs, make-up, then men, cocks, cum, until finally, the cock would just stop working altogether, and he would just want to be an anal whore, working the streets and truck stops for his fix.

I couldn’t believe it. My husband was purposefully destroying not only himself, but our marriage too. I was so angry with him, however the more I read, the hotter I felt. Soon, I was snarling with anger, yes, but I was also rubbing myself furiously, imagining my darling Eric becoming some trashy street whore, servicing men for small amounts of cash, whilst I stayed home…with my lover.

Reason told me I needed to confront him, demand he stop. However, the longer I thought about it, the guiltier I felt. Perhaps had I not forced him to stop wearing panties in the first place, he wouldn’t have gone to such extremes. Maybe all this was my fault. Or maybe, I just needed to help him see how stupid all this was.

By the time Eric got home, I had already ordered a couple of ridiculously short, adult-baby-style sissy dresses. I needed to humiliate him, and for that, I’d need help. The dresses would take a few days to arrive, and by that time, I hoped to get Tracy on-board.

Of course, Tracy was definitely game but warned me that the whole thing could go sideways. “How?” I asked with a laugh, not believing anything serious could go wrong.

“You might find he just likes it more, or you like it more. In which case, yes, it definitely go wrong.” She warned.

By the time the sissy dresses arrived though, the plan was set. He would try the first one on, I’d put make-up and a wig on him, then I’d text Tracy to come over. The moment a third party would see him would be the moment he breaks, I was sure of it.

“Oh my god, these are amazing!” Eric gushed, holding the prissy-sissy pink satin and heavily lacy dresses up. “I have to try one on.”

Once he had the first one on, his pretty pink satin briefs visible as the pansy dress ended about an inch about the waist of the panties, I then handed him a blonde, curly wig, and sat him down to do his make-up. “Now go clean the kitchen!” I snapped, feeling that everything was going perfect. That was until he replied.

My husband curtseyed, and then said, “Yes Mistress, anything for you Mistress!”

As he left the room, I stared at the empty doorway and felt fluids fill my pussy. I felt such power, such control. My husband, the sissy, would do anything for me. I could take a lover, and he’d let me. Maybe I should take a lover? What am I stressing about getting his cock hard for when I could get a real man to service me?

I texted Tracy, but in my mind, I realised I didn’t really need her anymore. I just needed Eric to become Erica, permanently. There was a problem with that. My wages paid the mortgage and covered everything on a month-to-month basis, but if we wanted luxuries, then I needed Eric’s wage. Turning him into a sissy would ruin that…

The doorbell brought me out of my thoughts. Shit! It was Tracy, she’d ruin everything.

When I reached the ground floor though, I was shocked to see my sissy husband on his knees, kissing Tracy’s shoes. My best friend looked over with a smile and shrugged. “Get up slave.” Tracy said, “You look very pretty, sissy.”

The sissy beamed with delight, swaying his hips in that way little girls did. “Thank you Mistwess Twacy!” He said, before skipping away.

“Jesus fuck!” Tracy gasped once he was gone.

“Right?” I laughed.

“You’ve got to keep him like that, you know that?”

“I know. I’ve decided, I’m going to get a lover and keep him.”

She gave me a look, a knowing look. “I told you so.”

“Yes, you did. And I’m glad I didn’t listen. I fucking love this!”

“Me too, to be honest. I wonder if I can do this to Craig.” She mused. Craig was Tracy’s husband, also similar to Eric in build, but louder and more extravert. I doubted he would go for it.

We walked into the kitchen where we sat and watched my sissy work. He hummed as he worked, completely happy and relaxed. I think that was the happiest I’d ever seen him, it was like an internal damn had broken.

“Erica.” I said, “I’ve decided to get a lover. What do you think?”

The sissy smiled, “I think it will be wonderful to have a daddy in the house.”

“And would you like to snuggle with him too? Maybe suck his big dick?”

“Oh yes Mommy! Yes Pwease!” He sang happily.

I turned to Tracy and smiled.

“I think you’ve broken him.” Tracy mumbled.

“I think he broke himself.” This was clearly some sort of conditioning, something that had activated in his brain when he put on the dress, but could it be deactivated? Did I want it deactivating? “Honey?” I said.

“Yes Mistwess.” He replied.

“How often to you watch the sissy hypno?” I asked, wondering if he’d be surprised that I knew.

“Oh, I don’t know.” He said, hips swinging as he looked up at the ceiling. “Watch, maybe five times a day. But I have it playing on my airpods all the time!”

“For how long?”

“Years!”

He was fucked. He’d literally brainwashed himself. No, I didn’t believe hypnosis worked, but I did believe it was possible to damage your brain and psyche. Clearly, that was what had happened here.

I had one more question to ask. “Honey, if I was to say that you were done with this job, and now I wanted you to go to a truck stop and suck cock all night, what would you say?”

“Um, which twuck stop, Mistwess?”

“How about we drive you to one?” I asked, and Tracy’s mouth dropped open.

“Yay!” Erica squealed.

“You’ll remember to ask for money, won’t you?”

“Of course, Mistwess!”

As we dropped my sissy off at the dark, busy truck stop, we sat and watched. It took about ten seconds for the fat truckers to notice him in that stupid dress, and sure enough, they were gathering around, squeezing his bottom. Then, one handed a note to him, and immediately, right there and then, Eric dropped to the ground and sucked.

Tracy stared in amazement, then sighed and said she needed to speak to Craig. I turned, smiled, and then said, “Let’s go see Craig together.”

“You think we can convince him?” Tracy asked.

I leaned over and kissed her passionately on the lips. When I broke off, I saw her ample bosom heaving in that little black top. Her eyes were glued on mine and her lips pouted, desperate for more. Yeah, Craig would be butter in our hands. “You get my plan?” I asked.

“Fuck yeah.” She panted, then grabbed me and we kissed once more, just as someone was pushing a raw cock up my husband’s arsehole.


Three

Craig’s first step into sissification was easy. Wanna join us in bed, you need to dress the part, it’s women’s day; and he ate it up, hook, line and sinker. He shaved, he put on lingerie, put on a wig that Tracy had at home, and even let us put make-up on him. Sure, I let him fuck me, at least his cock worked, small as it was, but it was the reward he needed to be sure he would dress again.

“Wear panties for me every day, and we can play like this more often.” Tracy purred.

“Hell yeah!” Craig yelled.

It took Tracy and I a week to get him dressing into sissy dresses. Unlike Eric, Craig said he felt stupid in the dress, but we rewarded him by letting him fuck us in the arse whilst wearing the dress, so he took it.

During that time, Eric was pretty much on the street every night, making money. In that week, he earned his usual monthly wage, and I told him to imagine how much he could be earning if he quit his job and lived as a sissy full-time. There was no argument. His brain was essentially mush, he would do anything to become a sissy.

After two weeks, it was time to bring Eric into our games with Craig. When Craig first saw Eric all dressed and made-up, he shrugged and played it off as the game, but then Eric spoke and suddenly, things began to dawn on Craig.

“I wove being a sissy princess!” Eric sang, his hips swaying.

“Wha…what is this?” Craig asked. “Honey?”

“Erica, I want you to suck Carrie’s cock.” Tracy said with a smile, and Craig’s mouth dropped open. Before could react, Eric was on his knees and sucking, and based on Craig’s reaction, he must’ve been good, because Craig was moaning louder than Tracy had ever heard him moan.

“Okay, now switch.” I said.

“Wait!” Craig gasped.

“Now!” Tracy screamed, standing and reaching for a crop I had conveniently placed nearby. “Or I will not only beat you, but I’ll send photos of you as a sissy to every friend and family member you have!”

Sniffing, holding back tears, Craig dropped to his knees and pulled out Eric’s little erection. He sucked on it, his face scrunched up as if he hated it, but after a moment or two, his skin relaxed and soon he was slobbering over the cock.

“Oh, Carrie!” Eric moaned, rubbing the top of Craig’s head. “Oh baby, I’m gonna cum.”

“He can never last!” I laughed.

Eric let go, seemingly giving Craig the chance to pull away, but he didn’t, he just kept on sucking until Eric let out a loud moan, climaxing in Eric’s mouth. It was at that point that I knew we had him.

We made them both kiss and cuddle until both were ready again, and this time, we had Eric fuck Craig. Tracy’s husband gave us one last look, one that said he would argue but knew there was no point, then he got on all fours and waited for Eric’s little dick to enter him. It was small enough not to hurt too much, big enough to give him pleasure, and that was what it definitely did, as Craig begged for more. “I can’t believe it feels this great!”

“We have him.” Tracy whispered.

“We do.”

It wouldn’t be so easy to get Craig on the streets, we knew that. Instead, we decided to focus on something else instead. We convinced Craig that we should all move in together, and that Tracy and I should find a lover with a big dick who could fuck all of us. I expected more hesitation from Craig, but I think the feeling of being taken by Eric was so beyond good that he just let us do it.

I thought it would take longer to find a lover, but as always, Tracy was full of surprises. It turned out that she had been having an affair with a black man named Devon for some time, and whilst he was not interested in a commitment, he was definitely interested in fucking two lovely ladies. The question was though, would he be flexible enough to fuck two sissies?

Tracy and I sat down with Devon in the bar he owned. It was a dumpy place for people to come get a beer and play pool, but I swear, we were the only white people in there. Tracy wasn’t shy about what she had to ask the tall, young, muscular black man. He had a bald head that made him look like Denzel Washington, and I was all for it.

But Devon was unsure about our request. I could see the burning in his eyes, that the idea turned him on, but he couldn’t get over the fact that he’d be fucking dudes. However, his business partner and friend, Chris, just chuckled and told him to do it.

“Aye man, know how many white sissies I fucked?” Chris asked. “These fuckers have this fetish about us, and I know some say that ain’t right, yeah? But I say, if it gets us some delicious pussy, and a tight hole every so often, then more power to us.”

“Fuck it, yeah, I’m in.” Devon chuckled.

Of course, I needed to try Devon right there and then, so with Tracy and Chris joining us, we went into a back room where Devon railed me, and Chris fucked Tracy. It was like have a tree trunk up my pussy. Sure, I could manage with a small cock, but feeling a huge fucker inside me changed the game. It was pure pleasure, over and over.

To my left, I found Tracy’s face so I kissed it. Tracy and I had moved on from friendship already and I was glad to call her my lover, but seeing her huge tits bounce the way they did when Chris pummelled her made me want to take one in my mouth and suck it.

Yeah, this was definitely me now.

Chris joined Devon the first time he came over, which meant our husbands could watch as two real men took us. But it also meant that Devon wasn’t alone when he first took Craig, as I watched Chris take Eric.

Tracy walked over to Craig as he jolted forwards and backwards with each thrust of Devon’s cock. She looked down at his made-up face, the blonde wig, the little pink sissy dress. “Has Eric told you about his work?” She asked him softly.

Looking up, Craig’s eyes began to tear up and he nodded. “Yes.” His voice was soft, lost.

“You realise that’s your job too now, don’t you? From tonight?” She asked. She sounded calm, commanding, but carrying an almost saccharine sweetness to it.

Craig looked back down, a tear dripping to the floor, quickly followed by another. “Yes.” He said.

Tracy’s eyes found mine and she smirked at me. We had won. We’d transformed our husbands into a sissy whores. But I knew Craig’s heart would never be fully in it unless he was in the same state as Eric, so I suggested that perhaps both continue to listen to the sissy hypnosis whenever they could. Tracy loved that idea, and immediately put headphones on her husband and found the perfect one. It would take time, but eventually Craig would love being a streetwalker just as much as my husband. They would love cock more than life itself.

I barely saw my husband after that, just when he came home from work to hand me the money, then go to bed. When he cleaned the house, I told him I expected him to be invisible, especially if I was with my lover, and he agreed.

As Tracy and I lay in bed, cum pouring from both our pussies as the Chris and Devon left, I held her and we kissed. “We need more sissies. Some decent, attractive ones, who can lick us clean.” I told her.

“Yeah, but I had more fun turning Craig. Eric was too easy.” Tracy giggled. “I like when they say they don’t want it and fight me. I like to twist them and see the look in their eyes when they realise they’ve been totally ruined.”

“Mmm…” I said, kissing her. “You took the words right out of my mouth. Bar tonight?”

“Absolutely.” She gushed.

THE END

The Drink

One

It was my first ever beer. My adoptive step-parents weren’t strict by any means, but they were shy and nervous, so kept me away from alcohol. Turning eighteen, I celebrated by drinking the one drink I said I never really fancied as a kid, and weirdly, I actually liked it.  The bar was fine.  People were saying it was one to avoid, that it was in a rough district, but whilst it was a little on the dirty side, it was fine.  I wanted to go to a place where I wouldn’t run into anyone, where I wouldn’t have any hassle.

“Buy you another, honey?” A voice said.  I turned to see a transvestite in full drag.  She was probably in her forties, and no, not at all passable. 

“Erm, thanks.” I replied politely.  “I’m good.”

“What’s the matter?” She chuckled, “not into chicks with dicks?”

“Well, I haven’t been with a woman either, but I think I’m straight, thanks.”

“Mmmm, I don’t think you are honey.” She purred, placing a hand on my leg.  “Where do you live babygirl?” Babygirl?

Okay, I was beginning to regret coming to this bar and reasoned it was time to leave already.  “Oh, I live with my parents.” Step-parents, but I didn’t need to tell her that.

“Where’s that honey?” Another voice asked.  I turned to see another transvestite next to me, and two more approaching.  None of them were passable, all looked butch, muscular, but in very sexy whorish outfits.

“I… I should go.” I said, standing.  But they pushed me to my chair. 

“And we think you should stay.”

Without thinking about it, I slipped out from under their grasp and ran as fast as I could from the bar.  Behind me, I could hear laughing; they weren’t following, and I guessed they were just messing with me, but still, I felt horribly uncomfortable. 

As I jumped onto the first bus I could find, I reached for my wallet to show my student pass, when I realised it was gone. Knowing it wasn’t a nice neighbourhood, the driver showed mercy on me and drove on. 

It took me a half-hour to get home, and the whole time, I wondered what was in my wallet.  I generally had cash, didn’t use cards as I had my mobile phone for that, and then there was my bus pass which had my name on it but that was about it.  I reasoned, it was nothing to worry about.

My adoptive parents were in bed when I got home, so I cleaned my teeth and then went into my room and fell fast asleep.

“Happy birthday honey.” The deep voice said. 

Suddenly, my hair was grabbed and I felt something huge and fleshy being pushed into my mouth.  My eyes bolted open to see the tranny from the bar stood next to me, her cock sliding in and out of my throat.  I tried to fight her off, push her away, but she was too strong.

In another room, I could hear muffled screams, the sound of skin slapping skin.  The tranny pulled me by the hair, leading me out of the room. “What are you doing?” I screamed, “Why are you doing this?”

“Shut the fuck up!” She warned me, pulling me into the master bedroom, where I found my stepmother duct-taped to a chair, eyes watering, duct-tape over her mouth, and a tranny holding a knife to her neck.  Two of the other trannies had my stepdad on all fours, fucking him from both ends as he stared with fear at my stepmother.  Clearly, they had threated to hurt her if he did anything to them.

“Get under your stepdad.” The tranny told me, brushing a strand of her blonde wig out of her eye.  I did as I was told, and she moved me so that stepdad’s dick was over my head.  Then she pushed my legs into the air as my stepmum screamed into the gag, begging them not to hurt me.  “Suck!” The transvestite ordered, as I felt her cock pressing at my anus.  She was huge, fat, long, and hard as nails. 

Feeling a little sick to the stomach, I opened my mouth and accepted stepdad’s dick into my mouth.  He was erect, probably a natural reaction to stimulus.  What I couldn’t understand was why I was also erect. 

I sucked on him as the pain of penetration hit me.  Tears ran down my face as the cock speared me, thrusting all the way inside and pulling out again.  Slowly, she built up momentum, until finally, she began fucking me with abandon.  I wanted to hate it.  I wanted this to just go away, but instead, I found myself moaning.  Again, I just thought it was a natural reaction, after-all, I knew that was where my G-spot was, but still, I was actually glad to have that cock in my mouth, otherwise I worried I would be begging to be fucked.

My Stepdad didn’t last long.  I felt his cum trickle down my throat.  For the next three hours, they took turns doing us, and even made stepdad fuck me, under the threat of murder.  Eventually, they finally left the house, and my stepdad immediately jumped up to help my stepmum.

“Call the police.” Stepdad told me immediately. 

The police were over in minutes, took our statements, then took us to the hospital where we were swapped and then given prophylactic antivirals which we had to take for a month.  It turned out that the DNA from the rapists was already on file and they’d done it before, but they didn’t have identities yet. 

“Any idea how they came by your address?” The police asked.  “Usually, this isn’t random.”

I gulped. “I, erm, lost my wallet.” I admitted.

“Where?”

I looked around the room, then said, “School.”

At the time, I wasn’t sure why I lied.  I just couldn’t bring myself to say where they might be.  It was ridiculous, I know, but I lied and the police seemed to accept it.

Eventually, we were given the all-clear to go home.  The next day, my stepdad changed all the locks, put a new security door on, even hired a company to monitor the house. Whilst my stepmum was visibly shaken by the experience, my stepdad withdrew, refusing to talk about it or acknowledge what had happened.  He couldn’t look me in the eyes, and spent most of his time working in the garage.

On the other hand, the moment I was alone in my room, I closed my eyes trying to reason why I didn’t tell the truth.  Nothing made any sense.  I wasn’t gay.  I didn’t fancy them.  I was angry for what they did.  And yet, I didn’t want them to get arrested.  Why?

Over the coming days, the more I thought back to that evening, the more the sharper edges of reality began to soften.  I found myself dreaming about it and waking up with painful erections.  I would put lesbian porn on and masturbate to it, only to find that it didn’t do anything for me.  Instead, I closed my eyes and remembered what had happened, massaging my cock until I climaxed, which was usually quickly.

A month after the event, I still couldn’t stop thinking about it.  It had reached a point where my porn history had become linked to it; dominant trannies.  But not shemales.  Shemales were too pretty.  No, it had to be crossdressers, masculine men in dresses or lingerie.  Then it became those trannies turning boys into sissies. 

I began wondering what it felt like; to wear knickers.  One day, when I was home alone, I went looking through my stepmum’s underwear drawer.  All her stuff was plain and boring.  But in one old cupboard, she had a black bin-bag, full of old lingerie.  It was way too small for her, and I reasoned it was stuff from her younger days.  It had a layer of dust on top of the bag and I realised she hadn’t touched it for a while.

I pulled some red silk knickers out.  They were full-cut, trimmed with lots of lace.  The material was soft, inviting.  I put it to one side and rummaged around some more, pulling out an ivory suspender-belt, white stockings, an ivory satin and lace thong, and a matching bra.  Once again, I put it to the side and rummaged around some more, pulling out a short pink satin babydoll nightie. 

The key in the door downstairs.  Shit!  I grabbed the stuff, closed the cupboard and ran to my room, throwing it under the covers.

“We’re home!” Stepmum called out.  My stepdad, as usual, was silent.

That night, after they had gone to bed, I tried everything on, beginning with the red panties.  The moment that soft fabric touched my legs, shivers covered my body.  “Oh,” I moaned, realising this was going to change me forever. 

Reluctantly, I pulled the panties off and put on the ivory lingerie.  The bizarre thing was, even without breasts, there was something comforting about the tightness of the bra around my chest.  I moaned and writhed on the bed, cupping my cock and balls in excitement.  It was all too much.  I grabbed the red panties and pulled them over my face and head, pulled the nightie over me, then masturbated furiously, imagining the trannies coming back and finding me like this. 

And then I came…

Fuck, I couldn’t get the clothes off fast enough.  What the fuck was wrong with me?!  No, they would go back tomorrow the moment I was alone.  No fucking way was I keeping it. 

No, I needed to pull myself together.  I wasn’t being normal.


Two

Of course, by morning, my libido was back to normal, and suddenly, I was downstairs eating breakfast with the red knickers under my jeans.  I wished I could wear the rest too, but I knew it would be noticed, so I stuck to the knickers, albeit I did keep fidgeting, making sure they weren’t visible. The weird thing was though, the longer the day went on, the more I did to almost get caught.  I don’t know why, but every time I thought someone might tell, it made me excited. 

The next day, I was home alone again, so I dived into my stepmum’s old lingerie bag again.  The more I rummaged around, the more treasures I found.  Pink French knickers, red and black corset, teddies, some items looked really typically eighties, but that was fine, because there was something desperately sexy about it all.

I needed to be careful, otherwise I knew I’d get caught.  After all, I’d taken so much that it was bound to get noticed.  The best course of action, I decided, was to fill the bag up from the bottom with my old male underwear.  Of course, I kept some, knowing stepmum would know otherwise.

For the next several days, I began wearing knickers almost daily; then stockings and suspender-belts, and on certain days when I could wear a thick sweater, bras and such.  But such was my need to be noticed, I ended up doing something which I knew could end up being a huge mistake.  I dressed up in a red and black satin lingerie set, complete with waspie-corset, then put on a t-shirt and jacket with jeans, and headed out back to the bar which started all this.  I’m not sure what I thought might happen, but I was beyond help now; I was literally shivering with excitement.

As I sat down on the bar stool and ordered a beer, the barman, a gruff biker-type guy gave me a smirk.  “They ain’t here.” He said.

“Who?” I asked.

“Whatever.” He mumbled. 

Whilst he was pouring my beer, I slipped off my shoes and took my socks off, revealing the thin red nylon underneath.  Then, I shuffled a little, making sure my jeans rode lower revealing the red satin with black lace thong, and the little black bow on the back. 

I had three beers for the next hour and a half, and during that time, nobody said a word to me, or bothered me.  With a frown, I got up from my stool.

“I said they weren’t here.” The barman mumbled.

“Who are they?” I asked him.

“Nobody a kid like you should be getting involved with.  Go home.”

For the next several days, I found myself getting more and more turned on by the lingerie and found it harder and harder to resist.  On a day when I was alone again, I knew I needed to see if I could get more from the bag.  I headed back to my step-parent’s room and opened the cupboard, only to find not one bag now, but three.

I blinked.  What was this now?

Opening the first bag, I found it exactly how I left it previously.  My old underpants were still hidden on the bottom.  So, I opened up the second bag. Blouses and tops.  Some I’d seen before, stepmum’s old satin blouses, grey, pink, red, burgundy.  Then others I hadn’t seen before.  Lacy, short, some looked like little cami-nighties, but were clearly tops.  There were bras in there, but not like I had taken; these were longer, lacier, softer.  They didn’t close but were rather pulled on. 

I checked the other bag, pulling out short skirts, satins again, also a couple of leather ones, heck even a pink, pleated PVC one!  It was so odd, but again, I thought these were things stepmum must have had but didn’t wear anymore.  Maybe even bedroom-wear.  My theory was proven correct, as I pulled out a black and white satin French maid’s outfit.

Instantly, I grabbed it all and took it to my room, hiding it in my gaming cupboard.  A place I knew my stepmum wouldn’t go. Of course, I tried it all on, and it fit perfectly.  I would lie there at night, all dressed up, crop-tops, camis, nighties.  God, I felt wonderful.

Weirdly, another change was happening to me.  No longer did I feel odd or guilty after climaxing.  I felt good.

For the next ten days, I wore female lingerie every single day, handwashing it all myself and hiding it from my parents.  Then one day, I came home from school and opened my gaming cupboard, to find everything was gone. I gulped.  My body shook. My stepsad was out somewhere. My Stepmum was downstairs. 

Tentatively, I walked to my clothes cupboard and opened it.  There, hanging from the hangers, was the maid’s dress and other dresses I had taken.  I opened my underwear drawer.  All my boxers were gone, replaced by the knickers.  My sock drawer, replaced by stockings.

I walked downstairs carefully.  “Did you think I wouldn’t notice that I hadn’t washed your underwear for weeks?” Stepmum asked me.

“Does stepdad know?” I asked her.

“He does.”

“Are you angry?”

“If I was angry, I wouldn’t have put everything away for you.  I’ve known for weeks.  I bought you some new items and kept putting them in the bags.  I’m fine with it.  Your stepdad, well, he’s going to need to come around, but he will.” She pulled me into a hug.  “Look, you went through a traumatic experience.  Maybe this is enabling something bad, but I don’t think it is.  If it makes you feel better, then who am I to disagree?  Your stepdad is having his own set of problems, trust me on that.  He is, well, let’s just say it changed him.”

“What about you stepmum?” I asked her.

She gave me a quick smile. “It changed me too.  Of course it did.” She pulled away and went back to work in the kitchen.  “If you want to dress up at home, you can.  If you want to keep it for your bedroom, that’s okay too.”

“What about stepdad?” I asked.

She shrugged. “He’s not going to say anything.”

For a long moment, I stood there, wondering what to do, before running upstairs and changing into a pink satin mini-skirt and matching wench crop-top.  I turned to run downstairs again when I saw something I hadn’t noticed before.  There, on my computer desk, was a full set of nail varnishes and make-up.  For the next hour, I followed instructions on Youtube and put make-up on and painted my nails hot-pink.

Downstairs, I found my stepdad was already home.  My stepmum smiled warmly at me, but when my stepdad looked up, he had a pained expression.  I wondered what the problem was, but my stepmum simply shook her head at me as I watched him stand, walking away quickly.  Just as he left the room, I saw what was paining him.  He had a huge erection.

Finally, I understood what my stepdad’s problem was, why he was so distant.  This must have been torture for him.

“What should I do?” I whispered to her.

“Nothing.  He’ll get over it.”

“Are you angry?”

My stepmum smiled and shook her head.  “I feel sorry for him.  It was a traumatic experience, but highly sexual.  It awoke things in your father that he’s scared of.  I told him he should talk to you, that maybe you could talk things out, fix things, but he doesn’t want to.”

I went to bed that night confused by my feelings towards my stepfather’s problem, and yet still, I found myself masturbating, remembering that night, and remembering that my stepfather had cum inside me.

Over the next days, I found myself dressing up more and more frequently.  In fact, I noticed stepmum was buying me new clothes and shoes.  The shoes were increasingly sexual, high-healed, thigh-high boots, and so on, but that wasn’t all.  More clothes began to appear, latex, PVC, sexual items; even another maid’s dress, made of pink satin and white lace.  Then certain items began disappearing.  Longer skirts, normal blouses, replaced by racier items.

Every time I dressed up in front of my stepdad, he looked pained, but instead of putting him out of his misery, I found myself dressing up racier and racier in front of him.

It reached a point to where I finally came from my last day of school to find my last male clothes had been removed and all I now had left was female clothing.  Being a kid who never really made friends at school, I found my first night of freedom from school was fairly lonely, which wasn’t an altogether bad thing. 

“What are your plans for tonight?” My stepmum asked me.

“Might just go to the pub.” I said.

“Which one?” She asked, looking at me in my tight red latex micro-skirt lacy pop-socks and latex corseted crop-top. 

“The Zoo.” I admitted.

My stepdad looked up at me questioningly.  For the first time in weeks, he spoke to me.  “When have you ever been to The Zoo?” When I didn’t answer, he finally nodded and sighed.  Then he turned to my stepmum, who nodded and then turned to me.

“Enjoy yourself sweetie.” She told me, kissing me on my cheek as to not smudge my thick make-up.


Three

Once again, as I stepped into that bar, it felt dull, empty.  The same barman as before was there and he gave me a smirk when he saw me.  As I sat down at the same barstool, he nodded without a word and poured a beer before placing it down in front of me and taking payment.  “They’ll be here.” He told me.

For the next half-hour, I wondered what the hell I was doing, and why it had all had such a profound effect on my family.  My stepparents knew where I was, knew what I was up to, and rather than discouraging me, were actively encouraging it.

A cool breeze signalled the door had opened, and suddenly, I felt a group around me. I looked to the right and saw one of my attackers.  She looked at me and then finally, recognition appeared on her face.

“Well, look at you!” She said, leaning in, she pressed her lips to my mouth.  I accepted her tongue without question, as the hands of the others began feeling me up.  “What are you doing here honey?”

“I can’t stop thinking about that night.” I admitted.

“Only good thoughts, I hope?”

“The best.” I breathed, not able to take my eyes away from her. 

“Come with us.” She said, pulling on my hand.  The girls led me into the dirty bathroom.  Some others from the bar followed behind; men, rough-looking dirty men. 

The moment I was inside, I was thrown to the floor, hard.  The trannies then pulled out their cocks and began pissing on me.  They were laughing themselves silly as they did so, and as they did, the other men followed suit.  When they were done, I began to get up, but the leader of the group put her foot on my head.

“No, no.  Stay there.” She said.  “We’ll let you know when we’re done with you.  Until then, you’re our little piss-pot.”

I lay there, soaked in piss.  Every few minutes a different man came in and pissed on me, then walked out.  This continued for almost three hours, until the leader came back, looked at me, then pushed her erection into my bottom and fucked it a few times before she came inside me.  “Stay there.” She said.  “Lick the floor.”

I wretched as I licked up the stale piss around me, and she laughed as I did so.

“Be back tomorrow for more.” She told me, kicking me hard in the gut. 

I struggled to my feet, knowing I stunk.  I grabbed my handbag from the bar and checked the wallet, finding they’d taken all my cash but left my new bus pass this time.  However, as I tried to get on the bus, the driver told me to get off, that I stunk.

In the end, I had to walk home, glad that I smelled way too bad for any potential rapist to do worse to me. 

When I arrived home, I found my parents were still awake.  They looked at me, but didn’t say a thing.  Instead, they both stood and walked me to the bathroom, where they both helped me undress before getting into the bath. My stepmum held the shower-head as my stepdad cleaned me, running the soap and his hands over my body, carefully massaging my cock and balls as he cleaned them. 

“You’re going to get your clothes wet.” Stepmum told stepdad softly.

“I… I can’t.” He whispered.  I turned to look at him, his crotch, saw it straining as he cleaned me, but I said nothing.  Instead, my stepmum took a razor and made sure to shave me all over, before handing it to stepdad so he could do my crotch region and anus.

After that, my stepdad watched as stepmum chose a silky, satin nightie for me, slipping it over my head, then each kissed my forehead before leaving.

I wanked after they left, remembering my evening, climaxing quickly.  As I fell asleep, I realised that for the first time in a while, my stepdad didn’t enable the house alarm.

The next evening, I told my step- stepmum and stepdad I was going back to The Zoo.  However, this time, stepmum accompanied me upstairs and chose things for me to wear.  She pulled out a pair of large satin and lace trim pink panties. I slipped them on to find that the backside was open to allow access.  Then she handed me white lace-top self-holding stockings, a pink satin and lace wench top, a matching satin and lace mini-skirt, and pink Mary-Jane shoes.

“Have fun honey.” She told me.

When I arrived at the bar that evening, they girls weren’t there but the barman saw me and pointed to the bathroom.  I got in there, expecting to find the girls there, but that wasn’t what the barman was telling me.  I had orders.  I was to lie down on the floor again.

By the time the girls showed up, several men had already used me, both for piss and for sex.  Cum was dribbling from my anus, and my eyes burned from where someone had pissed on them. 

“Good girl.” The leader said when she saw me.  “How’s your stepdad, by the way?”

“He’s fine.” I told her.

“Does he miss me?”

I was silent for a moment, then I said, “I don’t know.  I think maybe he does.”

“That’s interesting.  But he installed a new security system.  We can’t get in.”

“He doesn’t turn it on.”

The girls shared a look, before taking out their cocks and pissing all over me.  Without another word, they left.  This continued all night, just like the night before, but then towards the end of the night, they all came back and took turns fucking both my holes. 

“Such a good little girl.” They all told me.  “Good little fuck-slut.”

After they were done, I was helped to my feet and walked out the door.  “Go home,” the leader said.  “Come back tomorrow, and tell me if they put the alarm on this time.”

When I arrived home this time, my step-parents were waiting again.  Without a word, they both led me into the bathroom, but this time, stepdad undressed as stepmum undressed me.  Stepdad climbed in and began soaping me up as I sat between his legs, his hard cock prodding my back.  He hands trembled, nervous about what he was doing, but unable to stop himself. 

As he began to clean my cock and balls, I leaned back against him.  I panted as his hand gently stroked up and down my erection.  I felt his lips kiss my forehead, my cheek, my neck. 

“That’s it honey.” My stepmum whispered.  “Just go with it.”

I thought stepmum was talking to me, but I realised she was talking to her husband, my stepfather. 

“Oh, god, I’m gonna…” I said.

“Yes, honey, yes.” Stepmum encouraged me. 

I spurted on my stepdad’s hand, cum flooding out of me.  Behind me, I could feel movement, and then suddenly, I felt stepdad’s cum splashing my back.  He moved to wash it off but I stopped him.  I reached behind and wiped it up with my fingers, and then looking right into his eyes, I put it in my mouth, sucking and moaning as I ate it all.

Once again, they dressed me in the nightie and kissed me good night, but before they could leave the room, I rubbed my cock through the satin.  They turned to watch and I said, “Did you turn the alarm on?”

“No.” Stepdad replied.  “Should we?”

“No.” I told him.

He nodded and then stepped forward, sitting on the bed as I masturbated.  He was still naked and his erection was back. 

“I’ll leave you two alone.” My stepmum whispered with a wink at me, shutting the door behind her.

Stepdad gulped as I stared at him, rubbing my satin-encased penis.  Then I leaned forward, crawling towards him.  I shuffled up to my knees and raised the lacy hem of my nightie.  He moved a bit as I climbed over his legs, pushing him back slightly as I used one hand to manoeuvre his dick to my anus.  I pulled his mouth to mine as he entered me.

“We shouldn’t.” He whispered as we kissed.

“I know.” I replied, lowering myself further.  “But I want to.”

“I want to, too.”

“They’re going to come back.”

“When?”

“I don’t know, but they will, and I think this time, it’ll be worse for us.” I explained, panting as I bounced on his rock-hard erection. 

“Or even better.” He admitted.

“Or even better.” I agreed.

Our lips and tongue mashed together as we made out, moaning into each other with each movement.  Finally, I felt his cock release, spraying my bowel with his succulent seed.  “So good.” I breathed.

“So good!” He agreed.

After kissing some more, I stood and he followed.  Taking my hand, he led me through to the master bedroom.  “You should sleep with us now.” He told me.

That night, my stepmum watched as my stepdad and I made love.  She smiled the whole time, stroking my face, telling me how beautiful I looked with stepdad, that we made such a sexy couple.  There was something so good about the feeling of a cock filling me; but knowing it was my adoptive father made it that much more special.  We kissed as he made love to me, then once he came in me again, we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

When I awoke the next morning, I found myself alone with my stepdad.  He stroked my face, placing small kisses on me.  I asked him where stepmum was, and he told me she went to sleep in my bed.

“Why?” I asked him.

“Because she and I don’t have sex anymore.” He sighed.  “Ever since that night, I’m just not attracted to her anymore.  To any woman.”

I smiled softly.  “But you are to me.”

“Yes.”

“I don’t mind.  I’m glad, but isn’t stepmum angry?”

“No, she accepted it.  She saw it that night, saw how much I enjoyed fucking you.  She knew there was no changing that anymore. I thought I could, but when I realised you wanted it too, I gave in.  I love you, more than just a father.  I want to be with you every night.  I want to touch you in ways a father shouldn’t.  I want you.” He said. I knew we weren’t really related, but we played the roles, it turned us on.

“Yes daddy.  You can have me forever.”


Four

My Stepdad and I fucked pretty much the whole day.  Stepmum watched most of the time, and for the first time in my life, I saw her masturbate.  I was considering skipping going to the bar that night, but both stepmum and stepdad told me I should.  “There’s something so erotic about seeing you coming home like that.” Stepmum told me.

When I arrived at the bar that night, the girls were already there.  I knew to go directly to the bathroom, and the leader followed me in.  “Blow me.” She ordered, and as I sucked, she said, “You looked so beautiful last night, sleeping in daddy’s arms.” My eyes widened as I realised she had been in my house.

“Don’t worry.  Your stepmum took good care of us.” She chuckled.  “Anyway, we have something to do tonight.  So, your job is to stay here on the floor until we come back for you.  Is that understood?”

I nodded against her cock.

“Good slut.” And with that, she left.

It would be three hours later until she returned, but when she did, she simply told me to go home.  I was a little pissed that she hadn’t fucked me, but others had, so I guess I couldn’t complain. 

When I got home though, I was surprised to find the door open and my stepparents nowhere to be found.  I walked upstairs into the bedroom where stepmum and stepdad were passed out, both in sexy lingerie, covered in piss.  On the floor was some brown powder in a clear bag, a spoon, and a syringe.  I knew instantly what it was. 

Without washing up, I climbed into the piss-soaked bed and fell asleep next to stepdad.

I was woken during the night by a cock sliding in and out of me.  I looked up to see the tranny, fucking me with a sinister grin on her face.  To my right, I saw my stepmum, preparing a syringe with heroin, as stepdad tied an elastic band around my arm. 

“It’s what they want.” Stepdad told me.  “We’re to be their whores now.”

“I told you it might get worse.”

“Or better.” He told me.  “So much better.”

“You’ll love it,” Stepmum said, “I promise.  You’ll love this new life.”

“They’re going to move in.  They have videos of us fucking, they’ll go to the police.” Stepdad explained.  “But we will fuck all the time now.”

“Yes daddy, yes!” I moaned, feeling the drug hit as stepmum pressed the syringe.  She grinned with delight as she watched the drug take me. 

“You’re going to love it.” She told me again.

Stepdad presented his cock to my mouth as one of the other trannies bent him over, slamming his cock into him.  Above me, the one who was fucking me slapped my stepdad’s face, over and over.  “Filthy cunt slave.” She snarled.

“Yes mommy.” He told her. 

“Disgusting shit-eating bastard.”

“Yes mommy.”

Then the tranny punched him in the face.  I pulled off his cock and started to say something, barely able to put two words together, but stepdad stopped me.  “No, it’s what I deserve.  I want this.”

“He’s a pain slut, didn’t you know?” The tranny laughed.

“Don’t worry,” stepdad said.  “You’ll enjoy it too.”

“Daddy’s gonna beat you.” The tranny laughed.  “He’s looking forward to it too.  To hurting you.”

“I am son.  I am so much!  I wanna hurt you!” Out of nowhere, stepdad’s hand smashed down on my backside, and I saw his eyes light up.  To my right, I watched another tranny fucking my stepmum’s unconscious body, the syringe hanging from her arm.

The cock in my anus came hard, but the moment it came out, another invaded me.  This continued all night long; with the drugs being pushed into me every few hours, getting me nice and addicted. 

Then by morning, I was on my back as stepdad fucked me.  His eyes were on mine as his hand began squeezing my throat, squeezing it harder and harder.  To his right, the tranny began whispering words of encouragement.  “Do it.  Do it.  Squeeze harder.  Do it, go on.  It’ll be the ultimate orgasm, knowing you took his life.”

My eyes found stepmum, rubbing herself with furious abandon, nodding and grinning every time the tranny told my stepdad to do it. 

My stepdad put his second hand over his other, squeezing my neck tighter, his cock now thrusting in and out of me.  He was high, that much was clear, but he was so beyond turned on, but so was I.  I hoped he’d do it.  I wanted him to do it. I came, just as my eyes fluttered closed.  Even as I passed out, I only felt his hands tighten, and I knew, it was over.  The last thing I felt, was his cum enter me.

He checked me, feeling I was still alive, then stumbling to his feet, Stepdad walked over to the tranny leader who was grinning.  The two kissed and then stepdad lowered himself onto the tranny’s cock.  Stepmum strolled over seductively and kissed him, still rubbing herself.  “That was so hot.” She hissed.

My eyes bolted open and I sat upright, taking in a deep breath.  I was lying there in my bed, dressed in normal pyjamas. I walked downstairs to see my step-parents sat, dressed normally eating breakfast.

“You wouldn’t believe the dream I had.” I told them, wondering if I should say anything, but as I told them, I found them smile at me, then my stepdad stood and took me in his arms.

“If that’s what you want, we don’t need to go to some dirty pub and risk our lives. How about we play here? Altogether?” He asked, reaching his hand down and squeezing my bum.

“Seriously?” I asked, a grin forming on my mouth. Then I felt his lips on mine, and I realised, maybe there was more to my adoptive parents than I realised…

THE END


The Insta-Trap




Prologue

Tara

Tara sat on the sofa in her small apartment, her phone open in front of her, whilst her live-in slave/flatmate painted her nails.  Darren was actually an old school friend who always had a massive crush on her, even following her to the same college like a lost puppy.  Of course, Tara didn’t feel anything for him other than friendship, but when he offered to do anything for her, she asked him what he had in mind.  That was how Tara discovered BDSM.  Seven years later and Darren had become less of a friend and more of a permanent slave.  He rarely had permission to speak, and knew full well that there was no way he would be anything more than a slave to the beautiful tall sexy brunette, but that was fine by him.

On the other hand though, Tara had paid for college and much more by working as a professional dominatrix.  Unfortunately though, to do it permanently meant that it cost a fortune in toys, latex clothes and much more.  In order to try to counter that, Tara tried to do some fetish modelling, which was fine, except that meant travel expenses to shows and such.  Overall, the BDSM lifestyle was not cheap at all. 

The thing which Tara tried next was Onlyfans, and given that she had been on there for only about four months, she had not made a huge amount of money.  In the end, she rationalized that she would need to actually need to find a real job, and that was what she did.  Having trained in computer science, she ended up working for a major corporation in London as a software developer, confining her BDSM lifestyle to evenings and weekends. 

Darren was, of course, disappointed that he could not have done more for his Mistress, but he wasn’t stupid; he knew what was what.  He too had found a job, and his nine to five was spent as a graphic designer for a web design agency.  It was decent money which meant both of them could play.

For Tara though, the work was dull.  It was stuff she could be doing from home; she didn’t understand the need to be in a physical office, but that was the company requirement.  She had dressed in less sexy clothes, only to be told by HR that she needed to tone it down, which she didn’t get.  “You can’t have spaghetti straps, it’s distracting.” The American HR lady moaned.

“Distracting for whom?” Tara asked softly.

The next one was, “Can you tone down the make-up please?  This is a place of work, not a nightclub.”  Tara had always been a goth type, dark hair, smoky eyes, strong cheekbones, corsets, lace.  She put her foot down on this one.

“Are you suggesting I am not allowed to represent my culture?” She asked the HR lady.

“Oh, good-gosh no.” The fat little lady squirmed.  “I didn’t realise you were part of a culture.”

“I am.  The goth culture.”

“Right…”

And so that night, Tara decided she needed to put more emphasis on her Onlyfans account.  As such, she opened up an Instagram account, and began uploading photos and learning how to place tags.  Within a few days, a man from the US wrote. “Hello Goddess Tara.  Do you do remote play?  Findom?”

This was a new one for Tara.  For a moment, she assumed he meant Femdom, but Darren quickly corrected her.  “Findom is financial domination, Mistress.  Essentially, he pays you a tribute every week and in return, you give him tasks.”

“And if he stops paying or doesn’t do the tasks?  How do I punish him?” Tara asked.

“Usually, these slaves send pictures, humiliating stuff.  You then threaten them with exposure if they don’t do what they are told.”

Whilst Tara liked the sound of that, she was not stupid.  She knew that there were laws against blackmail and in some countries, it could be a serious crime.  “I’m not going to jail for someone’s fetish.”

“You don’t genuinely blackmail them.  You just threaten it as part of the game.”

“But still…”

Tara decided to give it some thought, and after sleeping on it, decided to write back to the American that she wanted twenty dollars as a tribute to her Paypal account, and then the same every week, as well as signing up to her Onlyfans account.  “I will set you tasks there.”

The man signed up that afternoon, sending her pictures of himself holding up his ID, whilst wearing panties.  She began setting simple tasks to begin with, such as him wearing his wife’s panties, to putting on make-up and going outside, right up to going to a gay club and sucking cock.  Over time, the man made a Twitter account where he put blurred images of himself doing bizarre tasks, all as her slave.  Tara had never felt such power, and she was getting paid for it.

This actually became a great advertisement for her and more slaves signed up.  Yes, there were plenty of timewasters, but for every ten timewasters, she did get one good one willing to pay.  Within months she had ten slaves on the hook, all paying her bills.  She went shopping.  Someone paid.  She needed to pay a parking ticket.  Someone reimbursed her.  It felt good, albeit there was no-one she really felt a connection to.  Even Darren was becoming increasingly distant, until he finally admitted to having a girlfriend.

“She knows about you.” He explained. “She’s been very tolerant, but now wants it to end.  I’ll be moving out at the end of the month.”

Nodding, Tara sighed.  “Had to happen, but I’m glad you found someone.  Is she dominant too?”

“Actually, not really, no, but she’s open to finding a dominant lover who might dominate both of us.”

“Sounds kinky.”

As promised, Darren moved out at the end of the month and whilst they promised to keep in touch, it did not really happen.  Tara had never really made friends well in London, except for a few ladies from the fetish community, so she actually felt pretty lonely.  She loved the BDSM world, she loved the outfits, she loved the adventure, but she hated the loneliness of it. She was still an outcast, wherever she went.  Women saw her as a threat, a whore, with that luscious flowing brown/black hair, and the long thin legs, the tiny thin body and huge breasts, and men saw her as unobtainable and dangerous. 

That night, after speaking to her slaves and followers on Onlyfans, she logged onto Instagram and checked her photos and likes.  The little red heart lit up with a lot of likes.  She sighed; am I becoming one of those obsessed Instagram influencers? She asked herself.  With only a few thousand followers, she was hardly an influencer, but the hits were growing, and at the end of the day, if she could do what she enjoyed and get paid for it, then more power to her.



Ian

Ian loved Instagram.  He hardly posted anything there except some items around his business trips, holidays with the family and such, but that wasn’t the reason he liked Instagram.  He liked it because it was really easy to follow sexy women who enjoyed posing in next to nothing.  No, Ian wasn’t a letch, but he was a bored husband who lived with a wife who made his life a misery.  She had even threatened to ruin him if he even considered divorce, and given that he had a couple of kids already, he really didn’t want to lose them.  So instead, he spent his time looking at Instagram and dreaming of what could have been.

In his late thirties, Ian still looked good.  Thin, not very muscular but firm, he looked much younger than he was.  His sex life was dismal, obviously, and he spent most of his time working, working as an executive for a large IT company in the US, even though he was based just outside London. 

Ian came across Tara’s photos completely by chance, having seen a story by another girl asking her fans to follow GoddessTaraUK98xxx.  The moment he saw her, he was infatuated by her, the amazing body, the dark sinister eyes, the fact that she had this girl next door look whilst at the same time letting everyone know she was dangerous.  Of course, he followed her.

Over the weeks and months, he saw her post more and more about findom and her Onlyfans.  As someone who felt Onlyfans was a step too far, he did not follow her there, and whilst the idea of being controlled and dominated by a sexy woman was exciting, he did not get the point of findom.  After all, why would he send his hard-earned cash to someone he didn’t know, and get nothing in return.

Of course, when he was out with friends, he showed her pictures to others who thought she was hot, but definitely a complete bitch.  And as they rightly pointed out, he already had one of those at home. 

Ian had tried with his wife Fiona, he really had.  He bought her expensive things, took her to the top holiday destinations, and was attentive at home. It was never good enough.  Friends explained that he had spoiled her, and that she didn’t understand how it was in the real world.  Ian wouldn’t have minded her being bitchy, so long as she made an effort to love him back, but all he got was grief and misery from her.  She moaned about everything, went to bed early, never dressed up.  Whenever he suggested doing something nice, going somewhere, she was never in the mood.  Something was constantly wrong, and he never knew what.

He had contemplated divorce, even with the threats, but it never came to be, and more recently, Ian was of the opinion that things would never change for him.  What was he going to do?  Where would he go?  The courts would ruin him anyway, so why bother?

The job earned a lot, so he was settled when it came to money.  He had also inherited a fair amount after the death of an aunt, so had no debts, and really could buy what he wanted, when he wanted.  He had wanted to buy a Lamborghini, but when he even suggested it, Fiona screamed about wasting money on a death trap.

Over time, his sex life consisted of reading porn on the net, which was mainly femdom, BDSM porn.  The fact was, the more he got into the idea of femdom, the more he realized he was open to pretty much anything, but the most important thing for him about domination was the connection.  Without a connection to someone, he felt there was little point in doing it.

He did try a dominatrix when he was up in Scotland on a business trip, and whilst it was fun, it was nothing special.  He didn’t know the dominatrix, and she didn’t know him.  He didn’t feel anything for her, so for him, she was just some woman who fancied whipping him.  It was boring.

The next thing he decided he wanted to try was crossdressing, or namely, sissification.  He ordered some items from Birchplace and Wish, mainly panties, bras, stockings, and suspender belts, and when he tried the silky satin materials, he realised he enjoyed it, so bought more items, including sissy dresses, wigs, fake boobs, shoes, and such, and hid it all in the attic of their house. 

Finally, he realised he enjoyed the idea of chastity.  It was a way to deal with the fact that Fiona never wanted to fuck, so he locked himself up and pretended it was what his Mistress wanted.  In a way, it was sad, but that was the only way Ian could find a way to feel happy.  He needed that lack of freedom, to feel free.

Then one day, as he was going through Instagram late at night, he saw a post by Tara which surprised him.  He was not sure what led to such a post, but he clicked like on the image.  Immediately, he realised that this gorgeous woman with supermodel beauty, was indeed human like the rest of us.



Tara

The image and text was up for fifteen minutes before she realised how stupid she was being.  She was feeling sorry for herself and wanted all her friends to know; until she realised that these people were not her friends.  Luckily, only a couple of people noticed before she deleted it, so it was fine.

The photo was of the two empty bottles of red wine which she had downed, with the text, “No flatmate, no live-in slave, no friends, no lover…the dominatrix life is lonely, and sad. Don’t we all deserve to be loved?”

Two likes.  That’s all she had for the photo when she removed it, kicking herself for being such an idiot.  Two likes; probably because the others who had seen this thought that she was some sort of wimp, not a dominatrix, and removed her.

The next morning, Tara awoke with a splitting headache but she remembered exactly what she did and decided that it would be best if she found a therapist.  She crawled out of bed and walked to the kitchen in her long t-shirt, thinking that she would never have worn something so plain when Darren lived there. 

“Fuck.  Did I love Darren?” She asked herself out loud. 

As she ate her cornflakes and drank her coffee, she pulled out the mobile phone and opened Instagram to see if anyone else noticed the photo before she removed it.  What she found though, was a guy called Ian Donnelly had gone through all her photos and liked them.  All of them.  She then remembered that Ian Donnelly had liked her photo before she had deleted it.  Clicking on his profile, she found it locked as private.  For some reason, she wanted to know more about this Ian Donnelly, so she clicked request follow.



Ian

With shaking hands, Ian stared at the request which had arrived from Tara.  He wondered what it meant.  Would it mean she would blackmail him?  There was something exciting about being trapped into a femdom relationship, but at the same time, in this he was quite the wimp, after all, he had a lot to lose.

He didn’t accept the request, not immediately.  Instead, he went about his day, going to the office, doing everything he normally did.  Then whenever he had a moment, he checked the request was still there, which it was, then looked at her photos.  Finally though, after getting some courage together, he pressed accept.

For nearly ten minutes, nothing happened.  He wasn’t exactly sure what he expected to happen, but he expected something.  And then there popped the first like.  A picture of a trip to Korea with his family.  She had liked a picture of himself with his son and daughter.  That was it.  Nothing more, just the one picture.

What did it mean??



Tara

“Ah, what a cute picture!” She gushed to herself.  She loved a lot of the photos, but this one with his kids was lovely, really sweet.  She only had a moment so that was the only photo she liked before getting back to a client who was over in her dungeon.  It was a fifty-year-old fat civil servant of some sort, who liked to be diapered and spanked.  Not really her thing but it earned her a nice bit of money. 

That evening, she went through Ian’s pictures properly and liked each of them.  He was a good-looking guy, she surmised, older than her but that didn’t matter.  He was married though, so that was a problem, albeit there was something about his eyes in the photos, a certain sadness.  In fact, the photos with his wife, who was also not bad looking, if only a little frumpy, seemed staged, fake, like she was desperate to impress what a wonderful happy life she had, but it seemed fake.

At the end of the day though, she was a little unclear why he had liked her photos.  Maybe he just fancied her; nothing wrong with that. 

She decided that there was nothing more to it, just a guy looking at photos, and she should ignore it.  Instead, she posted a picture of herself from the dungeon that day, with a slave kissing her arse.  She posted it as a story, adding a note, “Just remember, it is your dream to kiss this ass.  You should be so lucky.”

Minutes later she received a message notification. Ian Donnelly had put a hot symbol on her story.  She double-tapped it, sending him a like heart back. 



Ian

There was something really exciting about seeing the message notification from Tara in his Instagram inbox, even if it was just to say she liked his like.  Such a silly little thing, but it felt like one step closer to actually talking to her.  Of course, he could have written to her anytime he liked, but he was too scared to do that.

He really wasn’t exactly sure what he would even say if she wrote.  He was a married man, albeit unhappily married, and was dreaming about being with a sexy dominatrix.  What would he do for her?  What could he do for her?  If he was with her, and only her, then he would do anything for her, but not as a married man.

Reasoning that he was daydreaming about nothing, he sighed and opened up his laptop to work.  As he usually did, he headed to LinkedIn to see if there was anything interesting to read, when he saw that his profile had been checked.  Clicking on the link, he found the name; Tara Gallagher – Software Developer.  Opening it up, he realised that Tara Gallagher was Goddess Tara – Dominatrix.  She had been checking him out.



Tara

Well, he must have a lot of money being an executive in such a big company, she reasoned.  And the fact that he sold a start-up.  She then scoured the internet, looking for anything she could about him, and discovered a ton of information about his family, the rich aunt who had died leaving everything to him.  She reasoned he was very, very well-off, and he was checking her out and not writing.  She wanted to know more.  She needed to understand what his interest in her was.  There was no logic to her thinking, but she was lonely, bored and this really rich guy was interested in her, and he was clearly unhappy with his wife.

Of course, there was no way of really knowing if Ian was truly unhappy, but she had a hunch, and she believed she was right.  Opening up Instagram messenger, she wrote, “You’ve checked me out.  Now what is it you actually want?”


One

Ian

His hands shook as he read and re-read the message.  He felt his cock harden as this amazing, gorgeous and potentially attainable creature wrote to him.  The question was, what did he want?  He wanted her.  He wanted to be the one kissing her arse.  He wanted to shower her in gifts, and he wanted her to love him and torture him at the same time.  There was so much that he wanted, but when it boiled down to it, he just wanted to talk.

He wrote. “Honestly?  I don’t know.  At first, I followed you because you were beautiful and well, new.  The whole BDSM thing, I love it, but I’m new to the idea of it.  I’ve read a lot over the time and it interests me, but it’s a much deeper thing than just some online kink.  I think I need to feel a connection, an emotion.  Does that make sense?  Anyway, I then saw what you wrote, about feeling lonely, and well, I suppose I wanted to say that even with a family, life can feel lonely.  I realised you were human too and needed love just like I do, so I liked your pictures, kind of hoping you’d notice me.”

He looked at his message and then deemed it to be open to interpretation and not something that could trap him, so pressed send.  He wasn’t sure why but he had a feeling that he would end up doing something, or writing something which would allow her to write, “and now I’ve got you; you’re my slave, send me a million pounds,” or such like.  He knew in his heart that was bullshit; why would anyone do that?  But still, he thought about that, and when he did, his cock became erect. 

Three dots appeared on the screen and they sat there for what felt like forever.  To his right sat his wife, fiddling on her own mobile phone, so he had to be careful she didn’t see what he was writing, or with whom.  Finally though, an answer arrived on screen.

“Wow, that’s quite the response. I was lonely that day, and I was self-pitying but then I realised that I needed to buck up and be tougher.  You’re a married man, with kids, so why do you care about someone like me?  Or are you just another man looking to use his wife to fulfil some dark blackmail fantasy?”

His eyes went wide at that.  “No no.  Whilst the idea of a blackmail fantasy is interesting, I don’t believe in starting something with someone I don’t know. As I wrote, without a connection to a person, what’s the actual point?  I am married.  I have been married for fifteen years, and I also have two wonderful kids, but I am by no means happy.  My wife has long since abandoned any idea of fun, and our life has become stagnant and stale.  She is scared I’ll leave her, so instead of trying to work with me to fix the marriage, she has resorted to threatening me with ruin.  I feel………lost.”



Tara

“Fuck.” Tara sighed.  She felt sorry for the guy mainly because she could see it in the photos.  He was telling the truth, she knew that.  No man’s eyes have such sadness in them without good reason.  It was abuse really, he was in an abusive relationship, or at the very least, toxic.  There was also something about how he was writing; the long paragraphs of information, clearly a sign of desperation that he needed someone to talk to.  Tara remembered a book she had once read by a Dominatrix in the US, who said that basically ninety-nine percent of her work was therapy of some sort.

“I had a slave.” She began writing back. “He loved me ever since school, but I didn’t love him back, not like that.  He was a lapdog, but I respected him.  I respected his wants and needs, and it was thanks to him that I got into this lifestyle, but I never really realised I had a connection to him until he was gone.  Now I’ve got nobody.  I have slaves around the world paying me money, but, well, you’re right, if one goes, who cares?  I don’t know these people.”

“You don’t know me.” He wrote back, and she closed her eyes. Oh, but I think I do. She thought. 

“But I think I would like to.  You don’t live far, do you Ian?”

“Where do you live?”

“Bayswater.”

“I’m in Hertford.”

“I know. ☺”

There was a pause and for a moment she worried that she had scared him off, that she had been stalking him and would turn up at his doorstep like some deranged psychopath.  But then he wrote, “What is it you expect from me?”

“Nothing.” She wrote back.  At this time, she didn’t expect anything from him.  She didn’t actually know him.  “I just want to know who you are.” Then she had an idea.  “Can you go somewhere where the wife and kids won’t see?”

“Yes, I can.  Why?”

“I want to talk to you over FaceTime or similar.”

Again, there was a pause and then, “Ten minutes?” He wrote, and then he sent the phone number.  She chuckled as she read it and shook her head.  This was insane.



Ian

Ten minutes was important, because he had an excuse to leave the house and go walk his dog.  Ian hadn’t been this excited for years, but for the life of him he couldn’t understand why he was.  Ten minutes came and went and he was beginning to think she had changed her mind, when the phone rang.  She was FaceTiming.

“Hello, erm…” He struggled for words.

“Tara is fine for now.” She smiled.  “Hello Ian.  You’re outside then?”

“Yes, I’m walking the dog.  A bit of fresh air.”

“So what is it you actually do?”

“I’m now COO and President of Torrack-Merrick.  Essentially, I run all operations, so all the EVPs of Sales, Services and Manufacturing report into me.”

“They’re pretty huge.  So you make good money?” She grinned.

He returned the grin.  “I do alright.”

“You’re unhappy with your wife.  What is it she does?”

“She’s a council worker.”

“So doesn’t earn much.  Bet she reaps the benefits of your money though, huh?  How often do you fuck?”

Ian sighed.  “Last time?  Two months ago, at a push.”

“Have you heard of a chastity cage?”

“I own one.” Ian told her, smiling with pride.

“Do you now?” She asked with a look of surprise.  “Okay, I think I need to slow down and ask you your experience of BDSM.”

“I started reading about it last year, and well, got into the whole sissification side of things.  I bought a lot of stuff for crossdressing but don’t get much chance to wear it.”

“Really?  Do you have pictures?”

“Dressed?  Yes, some.”

“Send them to me.”

He snorted a little.  “Why, so you can blackmail me?”

“Yes.” She said seriously.  “I want to control you, eventually, but not right now. First, we’re going to get to know each other.  How often do you get to London?”

“Not that often.  I try to avoid it, but I can try to get down to the office there.”

“I take it you travel quite a bit?”

“I do, all over the world.”

“Do you take the family?”

“Not anymore no.”

“Good.” She smiled.  “When is your next trip?”

“The United States; New York in two weeks.”

She nodded and made a note somewhere.  Then she tilted the camera to show the shiny red latex dress she was wearing.  “Here’s the plan, Ian.  You’re going to come visit me in London.  You’re going to take me out for dinner, and night out, and then we’re going to try to get some time in the dungeon.  If after week one we hit it off, you’re going to buy me tickets to join you in New York.  How does that sound?”

For a moment, he considered asking if she would give him time to think about it, but then he asked himself, why should I? “That sounds perfect Tara.”

“This is going to be interesting.” Tara grinned.  “Do you miss it?”

“What?”

“Sex.”

“Of course.”

“Ian, if you’re a very good boy, I promise you that we’ll have a lot of sex.” She grinned seductively.

He chuckled. “I thought slaves don’t fuck their Mistresses.”

“I have a feeling you won’t be a normal slave.  And I think you feel the same way, don’t you?”

“I don’t understand it though.  I mean, the moment I saw you…”

“I know.  I felt it too, but I don’t know why.  You’re a good-looking man Ian, and I’m sure you’re going to make a wonderful sissy slut too.  I’m going to ruin your marriage Ian.  I’m going to wreck your home, and there’s very little you’ll be able to do about it.  And if I like you, then I’ll keep you.”

“I’m scared.” He told her, whilst struggling to keep his erect cock concealed, not that anyone would see him in that forest. 

“But you’re excited aren’t you?” Her voice was smooth as silk, confident, sexy.

“Very.”

“Will you be caught if you masturbate?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Then do it now.  Make sure to show me.”

Ian turned the camera to the rear one and then pulled his cock out and began masturbating.  As he did so Tara pulled her pierced breasts out and showed them to him on the camera.  They were stunning, round, firm. 

“You’ve got a decent size cock.  I could do things on that.” She told him.  “I’m going to milk you like a cow, then I’m gonna force-feed your cum back to you. Mmm, maybe I’ll force-feed other men’s cum to you too.  Would you like that, you little sissy slut?”

“Yes Tara.”

“You realise I’m taking pictures of you wanking?”

“I can’t hold back Tara.  I need to cum.”

“Well, that was fast.  Bit pathetic, but I guess you can be forgiven, given how useless your wife is to you.  Cum then baby, cum for your Goddess.”

“Oh god.” With that Ian came hard on the ground, with his dog looking on, confused.

“That was good.” She laughed.  “I suppose you should be getting back.”

“Yes, I should.”

“Then walk and talk.  Do you smoke?”

“No, I don’t.  Do you?”

“Yes I do.  I want you to, too.”

“Why?”

“Because I can.  Buy a pack tomorrow and start.”

“Okay.” He shrugged, not that he wanted to really, but the idea of smoking for this sexy woman was a serious turn-on.

“Tell me about your life then.  You have beautiful kids.”

“Thanks.  They grow so fast, and they’re clever kids.”

“Will they understand when you need to leave your wife?”

“No kid will ever understand that.  Divorce is always hard, but it doesn’t mean I deserve to be unhappy.”

“Absolutely, very true.  You deserve to be happy, just like anyone else.  I get the feeling you would be happy as my devoted slave.”

“I think I would be.  I’ve always poured myself into my work, and yes, it made me successful, but I never stopped to think about the little things for me.  How I can actually find happiness.  When I met Fiona, things were great.  She wasn’t always like this.  She changed very suddenly, and well, I suggested therapy, I suggested talking, but only got a snappy, I’m fine.”

Tara frowned on the screen.  “Something must have caused it.  When did it happen?”

“About four years ago.”

“Do you think she had an affair?  Sometimes this sort of behaviour in women can be caused by guilt.”

It was something Ian had thought of in the past, but he didn’t bother to dig deeper.  He put it down to the fact that she had been having an affair and it probably ended badly, hence her bitterness.  After all, if she was being properly fucked, then she would be happy.

He remembered the change to the day.  He had come back from a US trip to find her moping around.  She essentially fobbed the kids off on him with a “Here!” and left to go stay at her mom’s for the weekend.  From that day, everything about their marriage seemed a chore.  For six months she was in depression, then that became some form of resentment, then indifference.  He wasn’t sure which was worse.  Of course, he tried to fix things, invested time and money into her, but got nothing back.  Sex was planned like a meeting, but the spontaneity was lost.  Nothing he did worked, and he was fed up.

“It’s hard to say.” He replied.  “It’s hard to understand anything she does.”

“When can you come see me in London?”

“Maybe tomorrow even.”

“Good.  I’ll text you my address.  Make sure you are in panties; I’ll make it worth your while.” She smiled seductively.

“Thank you.  I’d best go, I’m almost home.”

“Good luck.  And thanks.” She told him.

“Why?”

“For restoring my faith in my instincts.”

With that, she ended the call and Ian felt amazing, like he was floating on air.  For the first time in as many years, Ian actually felt happy, even though he knew how dangerous and expensive this relationship could be, especially with someone he didn’t even know.



Tara

The moment the called ended, Tara actually screamed and danced with glee.  She felt like a schoolgirl again, even though she knew that it was completely insane that she could be so happy about something so ridiculous.  This was a married man with kids, there was zero guarantee it would come to anything other than a fling, but for some reason she was infatuated by this guy.  

Immediately, she texted him her address, and then ran to her bedroom where she began picking out what she might wear for him when he arrived.  She decided to not go for latex, but rather something a little classier, a short black lace dress, tight on the skin. 

Her phone pinged.  “Is it weird that I feel so stupidly excited by this?” Ian wrote.

“I’m a tough dominatrix…I’m as giddy as a child.” She wrote back.  “Why?”

“I don’t know.  There’s just something about you.”

“You too.”

That night, as she smoked a cigarette and watched a TV show, she wondered what her life would be like as a married woman with a slave husband.  Someone who accepted and took everything, from being cuckolded, to being whipped and beaten, and the more she thought about it, the more she realised that was what she wanted.  She wanted a husband, but a husband who was a submissive version of her, and she couldn’t help but feel like Ian was that man.

The next morning, she put on her best black lingerie, seamed stockings, silk and lacy tanga panties, a matching suspender belt, and a matching bra.  Over that she slipped the lace halter neck mini-dress and then began work on her make-up, adding a tinge of red to the black smoke around her eyes, and using a dark blood red lipstick paint, whilst making her alabaster face already whiter still in that gothic way. 

She emailed the office to let them know she was working from home, and then awaited the arrival of Ian later that day.  At around eleven, she received a text from him to say that he had made it to London and would be around at around five.  He also sent a picture of himself smoking a cigarette to prove that he had followed her orders.  Immediately, her heart lit up as she realised that he was following her orders to the letter. 

One of Tara’s hobbies in the meantime was designing dresses, or specifically, latex dresses.  She knew that there were literally hundreds of latex dress makers out there, but she always felt there was something missing to the style they had; a certain something that she could improve on.  Of course, she didn’t have the foggiest clue how to make the dresses, just that she loved drawing and designing them, and she actually did have a talent for that.  She hoped that one day she would find a way to actually make the dresses, as she now had hundreds of designs.

As 5pm drew near, Tara felt her stomach rumble with nerves and her hands physically shook.  “This is insane.  He could be anyone.” She told herself, but in her heart, she knew he was not just anyone.  Still, she could not shake the realistic part of her which said that he was a married family man, and she was about to break that unity apart for her own selfish gains.  But then again, was she being selfish?  After all, he was unhappy in his marriage, or so he said, didn’t he have a right to be with some who would really care for him and his needs?  At the same time, her brain was saying, “Yeah, keep telling yourself that, sweetheart.”

Finally, at one minute to five, her buzzer sounded.  This was it.  This was the beginning of her new relationship.


Two

Ian

“What are you doing?  What are you doing?” He asked himself.  He was stood outside that brick three-story Victorian building for about ten minutes, pacing.  Having arrived early, he felt that it would be rude to ring so waited.  All that served to do was to make him question his judgement.  He’d never, ever, been unfaithful before, not that he hadn’t had the chance.  Of course, he was a successful businessman, who travelled the world, he had been given plenty of opportunities, and with some genuinely beautiful women, and some men too, but he had turned them all down.  He was a married man, happy or not, why would he disrespect his wife in such a way?  But this was different, wasn’t it?  This was more than just looks, this was some sort of cosmic connection which was demanding his infidelity. 

His Rolex said it was one minute to, and he realised that if he waited a second longer, he would chicken out and bail, so with shaking fingers, he pressed the button marked Gallagher and waited.  The wait seemed like forever, until finally he heard a soft voice ask, “Ian?”

“Erm, ye-yes it is.”

“Second floor.” The door buzzed and he pushed it open, heading into the ornate passageway and up the staircase.  Reaching the second floor, he found an open door in there stood a tall woman, with long smooth white legs with feet inside shiny black high-heeled shoes, and dressed in a sexy lace dress which barely revealed the hint of lingerie underneath.  Tara looked nervous, a black polished thumbnail in her smiling mouth; her very thick, long wavy hair pulled to one side and hanging down her right shoulder.  He couldn’t believe this woman was a dominatrix, she looked far too fragile, and yet her brown eyes carried just a hint of mischief in them.

“Hello.” She said softly.  He still hadn’t stepped inside.  He just stood there on the landing staring at her.

“I can’t believe I’m here.”

“I know.  Come in, please.”

He stepped inside and she stepped around him, closing the door.  They just stared at each other for what seemed like forever, until he did the first thing which came naturally to him.  He dropped to his knees and kissed her feet.  He wasn’t exactly sure why he did that, but it was just something which needed to happen.

If anything, this simple act of submission seemed to break the tension and finally she relaxed a little.  Maybe it was the worry that he might not show, maybe it was the expectation which she had built inside herself, or maybe it was the fear he was some sort of lunatic, but at the end of the day, seeing him on his knees in what was clearly an expensive suit, meant that he was indeed submissive and could be controlled and managed.

“Stand.” She barely whispered.  Ian did as he was told and felt his heart race.  This woman was the sexiest woman he had seen in his life.  Her hair was so thick, but so perfect for her face and body.  He wanted to wrap his arms around her and never let her go.  “Follow.”

He followed her down the short hall, expecting to be taken into a dungeon room, but was instead surprised to find a very bright feminine bedroom.  She pounced on him, pressing her lips against his as her tongue entered his mouth. 

“Oh.” She moaned, not able to contain the excitement growing in her loins.  She had never wanted to fuck a man so much in her life.  From his side, Ian couldn’t understand his own feelings.  A sense that nothing in the world mattered at that very moment, just so long as he could hold her.  They collapsed on the bed, lost in the heat of passion.  He felt for her zip, pulling it down, as she fumbled with his belt and fly.  Moments later, her hand was on his sex, feeling a rod of steel, his own excitement sending the blood rushing to his penis in overdrive. Never had he felt so hard as he did right then.  “You’re so big.” She gasped into his mouth.  “Put it in me.  Please.”

“Shouldn’t I wear a condom?” He asked, the voice of reason screaming out that he didn’t really know this girl. 

“No time.  Put it in me.” She pleaded. 

He slid her knickers down feeling the sodden dampness of her pussy, ready to be taken.  There was no resistance to his dick, as it pushed inside the soft moist warmth of her cunt, swallowing him in one go as the two continued to kiss.  She squeaked in desire, and he felt her shudder beneath him.  “Oh.” She said again as he pulled back a little, and just as suddenly she let out another, albeit much longer and then deeper.  Her eyes fluttered as he realised that she had just climaxed.  He’d never experienced anything like it in his life.  Never had he seen a woman climax so quickly.



Tara

Holy fuck! Tara thought, as a second climax hit in quick succession.  What the fuck is going on??  He moved in and out just a few times and again, a third hit.  This was a completely new experience for her, and she knew darn well that it was mostly psychological, but boy was this amazing.  He was hitting exactly the right spot at exactly the right time.  Every single touch, every single movement, the gentle touch of his hands on her breasts, the feeling of his lips on her neck, all of it was electric.  She didn’t want it to end, and she wouldn’t let it.  She wouldn’t let this man escape her.

A momentary break from the orgasms allowed her to open her eyes and look at him, his concentration.  She smiled as she noticed how hard he was working to try to keep going, knowing full well he would climax if he could, but that wasn’t going to happen.  There was too much fun to be had by continuing. 

She allowed herself a moment to take in his looks, his smooth-shaven face, which for his age should have been thick with stubble, but he looked so young.  Individually, he could be masculine, his jawline, his chin, his eyes, but together, he could easily pass as a sexy female model.  He certainly had the cheekbones.  With make-up, he could be anyone he wanted to be, and she loved it.  She loved the idea that she could have a man next to her, or a sissy, or a girlfriend. 

Something came over her, something naughty, as she stared into his light blue eyes.  She slid her hand down his long firm back and over the tiny bottom, then found his anus with her right index finger.  She didn’t press in, not at first, she just allowed it to sit there and rub a little as he moved in and out of her.

“Should I put it in you?” She asked him.

“Yes.  Yes please.”

She grinned, feeling the finger slip inside and hearing his own moan.  She was careful with her nail so as to not hurt him, but once she was in, she moved in and out with each movement he made.  A second finger joined the first shortly after.

“Oh my god.” He moaned, and she swore he became even bigger inside her.

“Just imagine how things would be if you were with me forever.”

“I know, I know.  God, I didn’t sleep last night because I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

“I own you now, you realise that?”

“Yes Goddess.  But I want you to own me.  I want to be yours.”

“I want you to fall in love with me.” She told him.

“I think I might already have.” He semi-laughed.  “How can I not love you?”

She stared into his eyes as she fingered his arse.  “What is this?” She whispered.  “What is this that has happened?  How did I know you were the one?”

“I don’t know, but I feel it too.  I don’t get it, but the connection is there.  It just happened.”

“Kiss me.”

He placed his lips on her and increased the pace as he fucked her.  She buzzed again, her body literally buzzing as her climax approached again.  Just as it hit, she shoved her fingers deep inside him, causing him to moan in desire.  She felt his cock twitch, begging to climax, but somehow, he staved it off. 

They fucked for an hour, an actual hour, before he came inside her.  She had never, ever experienced sex like it.  She had twelve orgasms in total, which she did not even think was possible.  She knew that the mind was responsible for so much, but she never expected that.  He held her after he came, both held each other, tight, and then he did something unexpected.  He slid down her body and dived between her legs, sucking and licking the cum out of her used pussy.  “Oh my god!” She screamed, and for good measure, climaxed again. “What have you done to me?” She laughed.  But he didn’t stop there.  He raised her legs, exposing the star of her anus and pushed his tongue in.  She wanted to laugh for a moment but was then overtaken by a shock of pleasure coursing through her body.  This was not a joke; this was not a laughing time.  This was a man who desperately wanted her to feel every sense of pleasure that could possibly exist, and they had not even begun any BDSM.

“Are you hard?” She asked him.

“I never went soft.”

“Put it in me.  In my arse.”

“Really?” She nodded quickly, biting on her lower lip.

He slid up and placed her legs on his shoulders, lining up with her anus carefully.  He was still slick from her pussy, which meant his slid into her easily.  She inhaled quickly and he held.  Then as she breathed out, he inched forward until he was all the way in. 

“Ummm, this is nice.” She murmured.  “Take me.  Make me yours.”

This time she knew he wouldn’t last long, so she clenched down on him.  She wanted to feel his cum shoot inside her.  She wanted to know it had been in two of her holes, and before he left, she would make sure she swallowed it too.  Only then could she feel sure in her mind that he would be back. 

After making love, they chatted about his marriage, and he went into more detail about how everything went wrong.  It was clear he still loved his wife but was resolute in the fact that she did not want to fix it; and his wife seemed lost in her own arrogance to accept the fact that he might leave if she didn’t pull herself together. 

Ian then asked more about why and how she got into BDSM and she explained about Darren and how he so desperately wanted her, but she didn’t feel the same way.  “I loved everything we did, I just didn’t love him, not in the way he loved me anyway.” She explained.  “Over time, he realised he was in a loser’s game and gave up.  He found someone else, and as far as I know, he’s happy.  It’s all for the best.  Look, at the end of the day, you need to be eighty percent happy.  The twenty percent is flexible, it changes and adapts over time, but that eighty percent is critical.”

“I think I had more than eighty percent at the beginning of my relationship with Fiona, and now I barely have twenty.  It sucks but it is what it is.”

She lit a cigarette and handed it to him and then lit one for herself.  She could see that he struggled with it, and even didn’t really know how to smoke it.  “You need to inhale into your lungs.” She laughed. 

“Yeah, makes my head spin.”

“You’ll get used to it.”

“That’s what worries me!” He laughed. “What do you have planned for me?  I mean, from a Mistress/slave perspective.”

“I plan to torture you, entrap you, ensnare you,” She said, leaning over to him sinisterly, before planting a kiss on his nose.  “You’ll want me so much that you’ll do anything for me.  Then you’ll be stuck with me.  You’ll take me everywhere with you, and you’ll introduce me as your girlfriend.  I’m not going to lie, I want you to shower me in gifts, and I want you to spend a lot of money on me.”

Ian laughed. “Money really isn’t an issue, but I need to be careful…”

“You realise that Fiona is going to find out eventually.  I mean, either she’ll find out or I’ll tell her.  I’m not going to be the other woman.”

“I understand.” And then he turned to her.  “Can I take you for dinner?”

“You can, but not right now. I have other plans for you.”

“What?”

“Come on.” She said, curling her finger in the follow me fashion and then climbing out of the bed.  He followed her through to another room in the apartment.  It was the dungeon, with walls painted red, and black furniture.  The walls were lined with boots, latex clothes, dildos, whips and butt-plugs.  “Don’t worry, I’m not going to whip you, today.  You were far too good to deserve that.  But I do want to give you a treat.”

“Treat?” He grinned, as she strolled over to the large strap-on dildos.  She selected a thick black one and stepped into it, buckling it up. 

“Treat.” She told him.  “I love fucking men in the arse, and I want to share that with you.”

“I’ve never done it, but I’ve always wanted to try it.”

“Well now you get your chance.  Come here.”

Ian stepped towards her and she flicked her fingers, pointing at the ground in front of her.  He dropped to the ground and took the rubber cock into his mouth, sucking it as if it was real.  She couldn’t believe that this man was so open and daring, but here he was, willing sucking cock, albeit fake cock.  She pulled it out of him and told him to lean over a bench.  Then taking a squirt of lube, she massaged it onto the latex and then into his anus. 

“Ready slut?” She asked.

“Yeah Mistress.”

“Mmmm, good little sissy.” She purred, then pushed into him slowly. 


Ian

Fuck it hurts! He thought.  He hadn’t expected it to hurt so much, but boy, that first time it goes in.  However, she held tight and gave him time to adjust, and soon the pain turned into a dull throb.  Then she pushed into him, slowly, millimetre by millimetre.  The pain came back but disappeared just as fast and then it turned into something different; a tickle of pleasure crept up, and once it was all the way in, it began to feel like an avalanche of pleasure. 

“Oh my god.” He gasped.

“Yeah!  You like that huh?” She laughed.

“Fuck yeah.  Fucking hell, this feels good.” As she increased the intensity, wave after wave of blissful pleasure washed over him.

“Will you do anything for me?” She purred softly.

“Yes Mistress!  Yes, of course!  Of course, Tara.”

“Will you take me shopping tomorrow?” She asked, leaning over and kissing his ear.

“I’ll do anything for you.”

“Good.  Meet me in central London tomorrow and we’ll go shopping.”

By the time he came, he was begging her for more, harder and deeper.  He’d never felt such pleasure as he did at that moment.  She could do anything to him and he would take and love it, and it was at that moment that he realised that he’d finally found the connection he so richly desired.

Upon leaving her apartment, with the promise to see her again the following day, Ian felt elation along with a sadness that he was going home.  Of course, he loved his family, but Fiona couldn’t give him what he wanted or needed.  In fact, when he arrived home, he found his kids in bed already and his wife in the bath.  Helping himself to a drink of whiskey, he sat down and watched television, not really paying attention, and rather thinking about Tara.  In the distance, he heard the bath drain and then the bedroom door shut.  She didn’t even bother to come down to say good night. 

Ian made a decision.  It was time to make her aware that he was fed up and done.  They lived in a huge house with lots of bedrooms.  He decided he would pick one and move into it.  That’s it.  The first stage of separation. 



Tara

Tara had spent the last hour chatting to another dominatrix from Rotherham with whom she had become friends at a fetish shoot.  Basically, she had wanted to gush about Ian and decided Rhiannon would be the best person to chat about it.  If she had expected encouragement and happiness from her friend, then instead she was going to get a heavy dose of reality.

“So he’s married, with kids, rich, an executive, probably surrounded by very expensive lawyers and tough people, and you think you’ll just take him and live happily ever after?” Rhiannon asked.

“Erm…”

“You’re insane babe.  Let me tell you what is going to happen with the wife.  Either she will find you and kill you, or she will try to destroy him in court.  Or, she’ll go one better and up the game and try to win him back.”

“She won’t do that.  She’s given up on her marriage.”

“Babe, no woman who remains married to her husband has ever given up on her marriage.  She will hunt you down, and she will make your life a misery.  That’s why I don’t get involved with married men unless it’s for fantasy only.” She then continued.  “The next problem you’ll face is that the company will probably want to save face.  They won’t fire him, I assume he has an airtight contract, but they will want to make you disappear.”

Tara inhaled suddenly.  “Like kill me?”

“No honey.  More like pay you off and send you on your way.”

Sighing, Tara shook her head.  He was worth the risk.  “So, you think I should give up?”

Rhiannon paused for a moment, seeming to look away in thought.  “No, if you love him then fight for him.  Just be prepared for the worst and hope for the best.”

“Right.”

“Let me know if you need help with the training.” The Rotherham domme laughed.

“That could be fun.”

After ending the call, Tara felt a little deflated, brought back down to Earth.  Yes, she would fight for him, but she needed to really prepare for the worst, and she needed to make sure that when the wife did find out, then it would be a complete surprise.  If not, then she knew that like all women, Fiona would become a calculating bitch, and that meant the worst.

Regardless though, Tara could not shake the feeling that she was making the best decision of her life, and that in the end everything would be fine.  She was going to fall in love, and she was going to get a slave.  It was all she could ever ask for.


Three

Fiona

When Eric Tate broke off the affair with her, Fiona was livid.  She had poured her heart and soul into that relationship, even promising Eric that she would leave her husband, and in return, he dumped her and found someone else.  She had been married to Ian for nine years and fucking Eric for longer.  In fact, she had fucked Eric on her wedding night, and the fact of it was, she knew that her kids were Eric’s kids.  They looked just like him, and nothing like Ian.  At the beginning, Eric loved the fact that she was cuckolding her boyfriend, and later her husband, and much as she hated to admit it, she got a thrill from doing it, but later as Eric became increasingly distracted by other women, she felt she needed to do something.  That was when she said she would leave Ian.  It had been a mistake.

It was only after Eric was gone that she realised that Eric didn’t want a relationship.  He wanted to fuck around on his best friend, Ian.  He got off on it, and all because in school, the two had hated each other.  They only became friends in university, but in secondary school, Ian was a bully, who used to pick on smaller Eric all the time.  Now, Ian freely admitted he was a dick in school.  He knew it, and he worked hard on apologising to people he had hurt. However, Eric didn’t see it that way.  The way Eric saw it was that he wanted to punish Ian for the rest of his life.

So, how did Fiona deal with the breakup?  She became bitter towards Ian.  She blamed him for all the problems with Eric, and decided that had he been a good person in the first place, then she could’ve had her cake and eaten it too.  At no time did she consider that she was being a bitch for fucking Ian’s friend for so long, nor that she had had someone else’s kids, nor that it was essentially her fault that they had broken up.  She had considered leaving Ian anyway, but decided that was letting him off too easily.  She wanted him to suffer.

That was until something truly unexpected and bizarre happened.  For ages, Ian had put up with her depression and foul moods, without a word.  He was nice as pie to her, treating her like a queen, and didn’t really question her treatment of him.  She had driven herself into a false sense of security in believing that all was okay.  Then one day, she arrived home to find he had moved all his clothes into a spare room, and from that point on, that was where he slept. 

All of a sudden, something dawned on her.  “If he ends up leaving me, then I might end up with nothing at all.  I might lose everything.” She told herself.

The day that Ian flew off to New York, Fiona decided that it would be a good idea to go into his room and check what was going on.  Upon first inspection, everything looked normal.  His top drawer was filled with underpants, second drawer socks, third drawer sports clothes.  Then she opened his fourth drawer and received a shock, finding lots of knickers, bras, stockings and suspender-belts.  Her first reaction was that they must’ve belonged to his lover, but then she reasoned that was ridiculous, given that was impossible.  For a moment, she considered if her husband was gay.  She checked the cupboards and there she found his sissy dresses, hung for anyone to see.  There was something ridiculously extravagant about them, and again, she reasoned he had to be gay.  Finally, she checked the dresser and found all his make-up, and under that, dildos, and a metal chastity cage.

She left the room and opened her laptop to search what it meant.  She spent an hour searching about crossdressers, only to find out that most were not gay, which was a relief.  Eventually, something popped up about certain submissive crossdressers.  She discovered something called sissies, where she found that these men enjoyed being dominated and humiliated by their partners, and many enjoyed the cuckolding fetish, whereby their wives fucked other men.  This piqued her interest.  Could Ian be a cuckold sissy?

For the next several hours, she read about cuckolding and sissification.  She found that the idea of fucking a man on the wedding night is a huge fetish, as was fucking a best friend.  This was amazing.  For the first time in a while, Fiona began to feel excited about the future.  If Ian wanted to be a cuckold sissy, then she would be all too glad to make his fantasies come true.  In fact, right at that moment, Fiona couldn’t have loved her husband more; for she had realised what she was.  She was a dominant hot wife.



Tara

Aviation laws did not permit the joining of the mile-high club under any circumstances; but that did not mean that it did not happen.  In fact, it had just happened, and Tara could feel the remnants of Ian’s cum still leaking out of her, even after cleaning herself up.  Of course, this particular aviation law depended heavily on who decided to report them, and in this case, given they were in business class, the young stewardess was only too happy to turn a blind eye to the fornication which had just taken place metres away from her.

“Do you need another drink after that?” The stewardess smiled at the sexy woman.

“I think I do.”

“Champagne?”

“Perfect.”

The lady brought the drinks to both.  “Piece of advice.  Next time use the front right one.  There’s a lot more room.”

With rosy, red cheeks of a blush, Tara thanked the stewardess for the advice and then sipped from the flute.  Tara knew she was only accompanying her new boyfriend/slave on a business trip, but for some reason it felt like a honeymoon.  She looked down at her new Dior handbag, and thought about all the expensive clothes she had with her, and sighed in contentment.  Even with Ian next to her hammering away on his laptop again, she could not have been happier.  He had taken her shopping, at her command, but under the expectation that it would be standard clothes shops, but when he picked her up and drove her to all the luxury brand stores, her heart stopped. “It’s too much. You don’t need to spend this much on me.” She begged.

He had actually laughed when she said that.  “For a dangerous findom with a ruin fetish, you’re very frugal.”

“Are you sure though?  I mean, if you want, but I don’t want you to get into trouble.”

“Relax.  I have plenty of money, and well, you’re a goddess; you should dress as such.”

He spent over ten thousand pounds on her that day. She had never spent so much money in her life.  Even her car was cheaper than that!  The money didn’t matter so much to her, she wanted him, but she was not going to deny that it was a bonus.

The New York trip was just for five days, but she was excited over the possibilities.  She had let fetish friends over there know that she was coming over with her new slave, and they were more than excited to see them both, saying that they needed to do a play session. Truthfully, Tara was already planning her future with Ian, which logically, she knew was premature, but the heart wants what the heart wants.  She imagined all the things that she would do to him in NYC and her pussy moistened.  Then she remembered the past two weeks with him, how she had humiliated him in Agent Provocateur by calling him sissy in front of the shop assistants, or how she held up panties to his crotch and said how pretty they would look on him.  He had loved every single moment of it.  He even loved the Saturday night where he watched her fuck a random friend who she occasionally fucked.  There, Ian knelt in his pink sissy dress, wig and make-up, watching with interest as another man made love to his dominant lover.  Then as the friend came, Ian cleaned up her pussy without question, as if it was second nature to lick a cum-filled cunt.  There was not a single thing wrong with him.  Hell, even the sex was unbelievable.  She had thought the first night of intense sex which led to orgasm after orgasm was just because of the newness of it all, but no, it was the same every single time they had sex.  His cock entered her, she came; his cock moved, she came.

As she sat there on the plane thinking about it, she found herself becoming horny again.  She nudged his arm and tilted her eyes towards the toilets.

“Again?” He laughed.

“Sure.”

“Honey, I’d love to, but I really need to finish this before we land.  Don’t forget I go straight into a meeting.”

“But I’m horny.” She whined, just as her friendly stewardess walked past, giving her a warm smile.

“I think Kerry over there will be glad to help.” Ian chuckled.

“Some slave you are.” Tara sulked.  “I should take you over my knee and spank you right here and now.”

“Mmm.  Yes, I’m horny too, but I told you, I have to work too.”

Tara sat quietly, pressing the touch screen in front of her, but not settling on a movie to watch.  Instead, she walked over to the kitchen area where the stewardess Kerry was stood preparing a drink.  The two looked at each other with a brief smile but neither said a word.  Kerry picked up the gin and tonic, handing it to Tara, who downed it quickly.  With a quick inhale and release, Kerry walked out of the kitchen towards the larger toilet, where she held open the door.  Tara jumped inside.

Moments later, the two women were mashing their lips together in passion, their tongues seemingly fighting for a victory which would never come.  Kerry pulled her skirt up to reveal beige self-holding stockings and a little black thong panty. Tara slid her fingers inside Kerry’s knickers and threaded two fingers into her shaven pussy.

“Oh, I don’t normally do this.” Kerry whispered.

“I’ve never done this.” Tara said.  She had never been with a woman, but this was beyond interesting.  “Fuck, I need to taste you.” Tara dropped to her knees and pulled the panties down and latching her mouth onto the sexy wet pussy.  She licked around her labia before pressing the tip of her tongue onto Kerry’s clit.  She flicked it a few times, before stretching open the labia and pressing her tongue in. 

“Oh my god.” The redhead Kerry gushed.  “Mnnnng.  I’m gonna cum.”

Tara moaned as she licked faster and harder, and then she felt the girl grab her head and pulled it hard as the stewardess climaxed quietly.

“Your turn.” Kerry told her, jumping down and turning them around.  Tara was wearing a short dress, so it didn’t take much to gain access to her cunt, which still had a little cum coming out of it, not that it put Kerry off.  She dived in with gusto, licking like crazy.  “Um, you’re tasty.” She grinned, using a finger to show some of Ian’s cum which was now stuck to her lips. 

“Can get you more of that, but usually he licks it up himself.” Tara giggled.

“Really?”

“Yes, he’s my slave.”

Kerry’s eyes lit up in delight, diving back in and licking hard.  Tara gasped out a moan, causing Kerry to quickly shush her.  Thankfully, Tara was far too horny to last long and she let out a moan of climax.  Tara quickly jumped down and pulled the girl in for a long passionate kiss.  She was still holding Kerry’s panties as she did so. 

“I guess you want these back?” Tara laughed.

“No, you keep them.” Kerry replied with a cheeky grin.  “Maybe get your slave to wear them.”

“He’s already wearing a pink pair.”

Kerry licked her lips, seeming to think about something, and then she kissed the dominatrix again.  “Go get him for me please.  I want to see them.”

Nodding with a naughty grin, Tara left the toilet and into the dark mostly empty cabin of the business class section.  She found her lover and whispered for him to go to the toilet to meet Kerry.  “She wants to see your panties.” She told him.

His eyes went wide, but he would never dare argue with her.  “Yes Mistress.” He replied, knowing when he was talking to his Mistress and not his girlfriend.

“Ian?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Fuck her for me.  Give her an orgasm, and fill her with cum.”

“If that’s what she wants, I will Mistress, for you.”

“Do it for me.”



Ian

I’m being asked to fuck a hot redhead, by my ultra-hot dominatrix girlfriend; yeah, I’m in heaven.  Kerry had her breasts out when Ian arrived.  He shut the door and stared at her pierced bright pink nipples, highlighted against porcelain skin. 

“Mistress asked me to come see you.” Ian told her, assuming she knew everything already.

“Good slave.” She purred.  “Show me your pink knickers then.”

He dropped his trousers and revealed the lacy pink thong, his hardening cock covered by stretchy satin.  She reached down and grabbed his cock and balls, and squeezed them tight, her teeth clenched. 

“Sexy little sissy, aren’t you?” She snarled.

“Yes Mistress.” Then an afterthought.  “You know about this stuff?”

“You’d be surprised how many of us air hostesses do online domination.  Are you gonna fuck me?”

“My goddess told me I should.”

Laughing, Kerry pulled his now erect six incher out.  “Then I guess you should then.”

Not believing his luck, Ian entered her tight young cunt and fucked her hard and fast, her left leg curled around his backside, pulling him in harder with each thrust.

“Nnnng, nnng, nng.” She snarled through her teeth until finally, “Oh my fucking god!” She cried out, climaxing on him. “Fuck, sorry, shit.  Too loud.” She giggled.

“Do you want me to cum in you?”

“Will you eat it out of me after?”

“Of course!”

“Then yes.”

He fucked her hard, feeling his climax rising through him like a charge of electricity travelling up his shaking legs and into his groin.  Just as he was about to let loose inside her, she bit into his shoulder and cried out again, a second orgasm wracking her body.  It was unbelievable to him that he could satisfy women in such a manner, given his own wife had never climaxed once with him, but there he was, providing multiple orgasms to two women in two weeks.  There’d not be third though, as he felt his cum shoot deep inside her.

“Lick me, lick me.” She panted.

He dropped to his knees and sucked on her sodden pussy, taking as much of his cum out of her as possible.  She moaned, complimenting him on being such a good little cumdump.  That’s where the third orgasm came from, as she shuddered to a mini-climax.

“Stop, stop.” She gasped.  “I can’t anymore.”  He stood to dress, and she pulled him in for a deep kiss.  “Tell your Mistress that I think I love her.” She laughed.

“Tell her yourself.”

“Would you mind?  I mean, I won’t be in New York for long, but I guess you guys will go back to the UK eventually?”

“Sure.  Give her your phone number. She’ll be glad.”

“Thank you!”

Ian stepped out of the toilet and left Kerry to clean up.  She came out a moment later and walked to the kitchen, before returning to Tara and handing her a phone number.  “Let’s meet when you’re back.”

“Love to.” Tara replied, allowing her right hand to drift to Kerry’s leg.  “Did he do a good job?”

Kerry’s eyes looked up at Ian and she grinned.  “I can’t believe I’m saying this, given it was in an aeroplane toilet, but it was the best I’ve ever had.”

The look Tara gave Ian filled his heart with joy.  Never had his wife said anything nice about him, and certainly she never looked at him with such love.  Sure, his relationship with Tara was mainly sexual for now, the moments they did have to talk, he found that he could easily get into a conversation with her about any topic. She was extremely intelligent, even though she was much younger than him. On top of that, her confidence was awe inspiring.  However he looked at her, she was perfect in every single way. 

The plane eventually landed in New York JFK, and with a warm smile, Kerry said goodbye and thank you to the couple. “Best flight ever.” Tara told her.

They drove directly to the Hilton downtown, where they were shown to their suite.  The agreement was that Ian would spend an hour serving his Mistress before he needed to shoot off to the office.  Serving her meant kissing her body all over, before licking her to an orgasm, then drinking her piss, being whipped, and then fucking her to three orgasms, something he had no problem doing with Tara.  Finally, she handed him a sexy pair of black panties.

“Wear these for me.” She said.

“They’re not mine.” He said, looking at the clearly worn panties.  “Wait, are these Kerry’s?” Ian laughed, slipping them on.

“Yeah, she asked me to make you wear them.”

“Oh my god, you are so kinky. I love you.” He laughed. It was the first time he had told her that he loved her, and the fact that he had made her eyes water in happiness.

“You love me!” She gushed.

“Well…” He blushed and then shrugged.  “Yeah, of course I do.  You’re perfect.” Of course, he loved her.  He missed her when he was away from her, and loved every second with her.  He dreamed of her whenever he slept and at the same time, he wanted to sing to the world that he was in love with a sexy, beautiful, intelligent dominatrix.  He would do anything for her, anything at all. They kissed passionately.  “I love you.” He told her again, staring into her eyes.

“I love you too.” She smiled sweetly.

They stared into each other’s eyes for a few long moments, until they were brought back down to Earth by a ping of the mobile phone.  “Mine.” Ian said, reaching for the phone to his side and still holding on to his girlfriend.  He stared at the phone and his heart sank.  He couldn’t believe what he was reading, so he held it up for Tara.

Fiona: Found your sissy clothes and did some research. Who knew you were so kinky?  OMG! Yes! Yes, you can be my cuckold sissy bitch, and I’ll be your mistress. I can’t wait for you to come back, so we can begin this new phase of our marriage.  You’re going to suffer! ;)

“Oh fuck.” Tara sighed.


Four

Tara

Suddenly, she had returned to reality with a thud.  An instant, heavy dose of reality which she didn’t ask for.  No, it was not okay, she deserved that first break with her boyfriend to be calm and fun, and not weighed down by fear and guilt because of his crazy wife.  Of course, she knew full well that she was being illogical and that she was, after all, the mistress in more ways than one.

“Don’t reply.” She told him.  “Or do, I don’t know.”

“I will reply.  I’ll let her know that she’s got the wrong end of the stick and that she should stay out of my room.”

He immediately started writing the text, but she placed a hand on his wrist.  “Don’t be aggressive.  It will just make the whole thing more difficult.  Write back that that the only change in your marriage that you asked for was to be respected, and that you didn’t get that.”

The look Ian gave her melted her heart.  Writing something like that could open up a whole can of worms, and not positive worms for her, especially if she were to write back that she was sorry.  It could lead to him saying that he needed to work on his marriage for the sake of the kids, and she would need to respect that.  However, it was better that this came out now, rather than later.

He wrote the message and pressed send.  It was marked as delivered but not read.  It was evening back home, so Fiona was probably preparing dinner for the kids, and Ian had to get going to the office.

“Do me a favour.” Ian began.  “Try not to think about this, and certainly don’t worry about it.  My mind is made up.  Anyway, I got you something.” He said, walking over to his briefcase and pulling out a thick letter, handing it to her.  He watched as Tara ripped it open. 

Inside was a black card envelope, which she opened to reveal a jet black Mastercard Platinum credit card.  On it, she saw her name.  “I don’t understand.” She gasped, understanding fully but not wanting to believe it.

“It’s a no limit credit card, tied to my account.  Spend as much as you like, go wild.” He told her.

“I…” She began shaking her head.  It was too much!  How could he simply give her a credit card?

“Mistress.” He told her.  “You are my goddess.  My money is yours.  Spend it.”

She watched him dress and then watched as he knelt down in his expensive Brioni suit and kissed her feet.  Tara held herself high and proud, raising a foot and placing it on his head, pressing him down.  “Maybe I should just make you stay.” She purred sinisterly.  “Suck on my toe.” She ordered, placing her big toe at his mouth.  He sucked on it without complaint, before she sighed and pulled it out.  Then she squatted over his mouth and said, “A taste for you to think about.  Better not spill it or your suit will stink.” She laughed, urinating carefully into his open mouth.

“Thank you, Mistress.” He told her gratefully.

“Anytime slave.”

With that, he picked himself up and was gone.

Tara flopped down onto the bed backwards and sighed.  On the one hand she was so happy to be there with him, but at the same time, the text message from his wife had disturbed her tranquillity.  Still, she was in Manhattan with a platinum, limitless credit card.  She could get up to a lot of mischief; however, this would be her first time shopping in Manhattan.  On previous occasions, she had visited purely for events, and didn’t really have money to shop.  In fact, she didn’t even know how to begin.  So instead, she pulled out her phone and dialled a dominatrix friend.

“Eeeeee!” She heard down the phone the moment the girl picked up.  “Tell me you’re here.”

“I’m here.” Tara laughed.

“Girl, tell me where and I’ll come get you.” The friend was called Naomi Scott, otherwise known as Mistress Terrorizer.  She was a tall, sexy black girl, in her early thirties, with very long jet-black hair and a tiny tight sexy arse which was never not in latex.

“The Hilton near Times Square?  Listen Naomi, my slave gave me a brand new platinum credit card to play with. No limit.”

“You’re shittin’ me?  This the one you’re in love with?” She giggled.

“That’s him.  He told me he loved me today.”

“Awwww, that’s so cute.  So essentially you want to go shopping and you want a wing girl?”

“Something like that.  I’ll buy you something cute too.”

“Babe, you know I’m cute enough that I don’t need to wear cute clothes!  But yeah sista, I’m down with that.  I’ll be there in twenty.  Meet you in the lobby?”

“Sure.  See you then.”

Twenty minutes later, Tara was stood in the lobby of the hotel, wearing a short black PVC skater skirt, and a cream-coloured crop-top which finished just above her pierced belly.  Given her height and the fact that she looked like a supermodel, she drew a lot of attention.  When Naomi arrived, she was in a red latex mini-dress, and clearly no underwear.

“I see you’re not planning on trying on clothes?” Tara laughed, making light of the fact that it was next to impossible to get in and out of latex.

“Ain’t nothing on 5th Avenue I want anyhow.  Well, maybe some make-up from Sephora.”

As they walked down 5th Avenue, Tara relayed the information about Fiona, notably the text which had arrived.  Naomi’s take was slightly different to Rhiannon’s and that was fuck the wife.  She basically said that all was fair in love and war, and that if the two were truly in love, then she had just as much right to be part of his life as his wife. 

“I mean, the institute of fucking marriage is ridiculous.” Naomi told her friend.  “Polyamory is the way to go.”

“Urgh, I mean, from the pictures Fiona is hot, but she sounds like a loon.”

“I’m not suggesting her but in general.  Monogamy is bullshit made up by the Roman Catholic church.  Polyamory is the way to go, and every queen should have many loyal subjects.”

Tara got that, but she really wasn’t concerned about the polygamy vs monogamy debate; she cared more about finding out how to deal with Fiona, and much as she loved Naomi’s passion, it was not at all helpful to her situation.



Fiona

The housewife didn’t even blink when she received the message back.  As far as she was concerned, he was simply embarrassed about the find.  She was so impressed and happy about this discovery that nothing could shake her; to the point that she actually considered calling Eric and telling him. 

“It’s okay, don’t be embarrassed.  I love it!  As to respect, I respect this completely.  I respect the fact that you need to be taken in a firm hand, and I respect you for wanting to be my slave.” She texted back.

It was too exciting to simply hide.  She had to tell someone, but it couldn’t be Eric, he was dating someone else now.  For a moment she considered who best to fuck.  It needed to be someone who had an impact on Ian’s life, so he knew his place in the world.  “Gavin Dashwood.” She mumbled, remembering the older man from the investment firm who part owned Ian’s company.  She had met him at a company event some three years ago, a posh British man with carefully groomed silver hair, a chiselled chin, and a strong muscular chest.  He had flirted with her like crazy and even went so far as to invite her to visit him one day when Ian was out of town.  The only reason she turned him down back then was because of Eric, but Eric was out of the picture now.

“I hope I still have his number.” She mumbled, scrolling through her phone and landing on his name.  “Got it.” She said, and pressed dial.

“Why Fiona Donnelly, as I live and breathe.” The smooth voice answered.  “To what do I owe the pleasure young lady?”

“Well, I was considering your previous offer, and I was wondering if it was still open?  I know it’s been a while, but…”

“Of course, it’s still open, if we are talking about the same thing?”

“I think we are, Gavin.  I’m thinking about how you make me your little bitch, and I make my husband a bitch.”

The man actually chuckled.  “That seems very interesting indeed.  When would you like to begin this little tryst?”

“No time like the present.” She said, expectantly.

“No can do I’m afraid.  I’m over in New York for the partner conference.  In fact, your husband is due here any minute.  I suppose I shouldn’t mention anything to him?”

Fiona deflated as she heard that she would need to wait a little longer to be with her soon to be lover.  “No, not right now.  But I found out he likes the idea of being the cuckold.  In fact, it maybe a little more than that.” She giggled.

“Really?” He asked, sounding genuinely intrigued.  “I once had a dalliance with a married lady who made her husband dress-up in little girl’s dresses.  Did it to humiliate him.  I wonder if we are on the same wavelength here?”

“I believe so, yes.”

“Oh that’s wonderful news.  Bravo!  I missed those days; it would be good to have a little sissy to clean my cock after it’s been inside a beautiful woman like yourself.  Thank you for letting me know.”

“My pleasure.  Enjoy New York.”

“Thank you my dear.  It’s a shame your little sissy didn’t take you with him.  In fact, I thought he did, as he has a plus one for tomorrow’s party, but that must be a customer again.”

“Yes, it will be.  Goodbye Gavin.”

“Erm, before you go, if you are committed to this, then be a good girl and send me some pictures of yourself, to see what I’m working with.”

She blushed as she realised she would send a lot more than just a few naked pictures.  “Of course, Gavin.  With pleasure.”

“Wonderful.”

Fiona dressed in her prettiest lingerie and then began taking pictures and videos of herself, right down to videos of herself playing with dildos and masturbating.  The excitement of something so naughty gave her goosebumps.  For the first time in a while, she actually felt genuine love and contentment for her husband.  This is why I married him, she told herself, this is why we fell in love.  In her heart, she knew she was dominant, and she knew he was submissive, she just didn’t understand what it meant.  Right at that moment, Ian was the most awesome man in the world.

“I love you so much honey.  I’m sorry I’ve been so down, but you’ve really made me the happiest woman in the world right now.  I always knew I was meant to be a dominant cuckoldress to you, but I never understood. I guess something was always missing in our marriage, but now you’ve found it, god, I don’t think I could love you more than this.  You’re amazing.  Thank you!  Thank you, thank you, thank you!  I love YOU!!!” She texted.



Ian

Ian stared at the text and felt so confused.  Was this all his fault?  Should he have better communicated his feelings too?  If she was out of her funk, did that mean he was on course for a happy marriage?  And could she give him everything Tara could?  He shook his head.  No, she most definitely could not, and one text wasn’t going to change that.  He was Tara’s slave and that was it, final.  When he returned, he would tell Fiona that it was over between them.

Gavin Dashwood was behaving awfully weird that afternoon, constantly asking about Fiona, and how she was, what she was up to these days.  Asking one or two questions was fine, but constantly bringing her up was down-right odd.  In fact, wherever Ian went, Gavin seemed to go to, and he made a point of sitting next to him at the executive table, rather than the investor’s side.  Of course, Ian knew better than to upset a board member so played along to Dashwood’s bizarre behaviour.

Then something even worse happened.  Ian dropped his pen on the floor and as he did so, he bent over to pick it up.  As he did, his shirt pulled out revealing Kerry’s little black lace thong.  Suddenly, he felt a finger slid underneath it and give it a little pull.

“Very nice.” Gavin purred quietly.

Ian bolted upright with wide scared eyes.  “Erm, it was a bet…”

“No it wasn’t, sissy.” Gavin chuckled. 

Before Ian could answer back, the topic at the table changed and he had to focus, or at least try to.  The truth was he was completely humiliated by the fact that this man had seen his panties, but at the same time his cock was rock hard under the table and all that was going through his mind was that he secretly wanted Gavin to notice that too. 

It was a bizarre moment which he told Tara about when he arrived back at the hotel, leading to some hysterical laughter.  Tara thought it was truly hilarious.

“Tomorrow you’ll wear some pink ones and make sure he sees them.” She ordered.

“Yes Mistress, of course.” He replied, then coughed.  “If I may though Mistress?”

“No, you may not.” Tara snapped sternly.  “He was clearly okay with you being a sissy and I order you to embrace it.”

“Yes Mistress.” He sulked.

“Can we do a quiet dinner and early bed?” Tara asked.  “I’m actually quite tired.”

“We can, but we shouldn’t go to sleep too early, or the jetlag will just get worse.  Trust me on that.”

“Okay.”

In the end, after dinner, Tara admitted she did feel more awake than she had planned to, so they headed back to the hotel where they sat in the hotel bar having a drink.  It was there that they saw Gavin who was drinking with some other colleagues. They were stood in a small group, laughing about something.

“Shit.” Ian said, that’s Gavin, Neil and Derek from work.

“Which one is Gavin?  The hot one?” She asked.

“Erm, the one with silvery hair.”

“Yeah,” She gushed, “The hot one.”

“Well, it’s a matter of taste.”

“Yeah, and he’s tasty.”

“We should go.”

“Why?”

“Because these people know I’m married.”

“They’ll see me at the party tomorrow anyway, won’t they?” Tara told him. “Stop whining and introduce me.”

With a gulp, Ian nodded. They walked over to the group and waited for a moment to interrupt. “Neil, Derek,” He looked at Gavin and nodded.  “Gavin.”

Gavin turned and looked at Ian, and a smile spread across his face.  “Ian!  Wonderful, glad you could join us.” Then Gavin spotted Tara stood there in her black PVC mini-skirt and black top.  “And who is this lovely lady?”

“This is my, erm, girlfriend, Tara.” Ian admitted, earning a look of surprise from Tara, who was clearly expecting him to just say friend.

“Girlfriend?  Tut-tut, you naughty boy Ian,” Gavin laughed, taking Tara’s right hand and lowering himself to kiss the back of it.  “I suppose you know Ian here is a married man, young lady?”

She smiled at him with confidence. “Indeed, I do.”

“I say, don’t I know you from somewhere?  Did you do some modelling?”

“I did, well, do, sometimes.”

“Interesting.” He turned to the others, “Neil, Derek, I’ll catch-up with you a little later.” Then back to Ian and Tara, “Come, let me buy you both a drink.” He led them over to the bar, then pointed at Tara, “What will you have?”

“Just a gin and tonic, please.”

Pointing at Ian. “Talisker, no water, no ice.”

“Good man.” He placed the order and then collecting the drinks, they walked over to a booth.  “I assume Fiona doesn’t know about this little tryst?”

“No,” Tara answered for Ian.  “Not yet.  We’re still getting to know each other.”

“So I assume it was you, my dear, who put him in knickers? After all, you model latex, so I assume you are also a dominatrix?”

Ian looked at the older man with surprise and fear.  How on Earth did he know that?  Ian realised he really knew very little about this rich investor, other than the fact that he was a smarmy bastard who letched at women in the same way they did with him.  Tara was obviously smitten by this man, and that both hurt and excited Ian.

“I knew the moment I saw you.  You modelled for a few of my favourite brands, and I do believe I saw you model at the Prague Fetish Weekend last year?” Gavin noted.

“You were there?” She asked him.

“Oh yes, with a slave of my own.  Very good fun.  You still didn’t answer my question though, did you dear?”

Once more, she smiled at him and nodded. “Yes, I’m keeping him in lingerie, and sissifying him slowly.”

He pulled out his phone and turned to look at Ian.  “This is a turn-up for the books, because I had the most wonderful phone-call today.  Your wife called me, telling me that she wanted to cuckold you, with me.  Of course, I said yes, and as confirmation she was serious, she sent me these pictures.” Gavin handed the phone over to Ian who scrolled through the pictures and videos of his wife in various poses.  Tara watched over his shoulder.

“She looks good.” Tara admitted.

“She does.  I do like a redhead.” Gavin admitted, taking the phone back from the speechless Ian and putting it in his pocket.  “Now, it seems though, that Fiona has the wrong end of the stick and believes you are doing all this for her, when you’re really doing it for the lovely Tara, here.”

There was no denying it, Gavin was a hundred percent correct, whilst at the same time, Ian knew there was more coming.  Gavin had a reputation of being a ladies’ man, and he also had no hesitation in screwing his best friend’s wife if he needed to. Ian was not even a friend, so there was that, but he knew it was not Fiona he needed to worry about. 

“And she really is lovely.” Gavin noted, placing his hand on Tara’s leg and gently stroking it.  Tara watched his hand travel up her legs with an amused look, and then she parted them.  Gavin took the opportunity to travel up further and then slid a finger under the gusset of her little black thong, and into her pussy.  She gasped as the fat finger worked its way in.  “I think it would be best if we continue this conversation in your suite, wouldn’t it?”

Before Ian could answer, Tara answered for him.  “I definitely think it would.”



Tara

Tara knew what she was doing was evil.  She had fucked a man in front of Ian already before, but that was different.  Ian knew it was just play, but this was something far more serious, which made it all the more special.  Tara knew it was evil, but as she stood in that room, getting her now naked breasts felt by those strong hands, she also knew how hot it would be for all three of them.  This was the part of BDSM she loved, and it was a true test of Ian’s ability to cope with the humiliation and the fear.

“Sissy,” She whispered, feeling Gavin’s lips on her neck.  “Pink and black chiffon babydoll, make-up, blonde wig, pink heels.  Clear?”

“Yes Mistress.” Ian replied.  She knew his stomach would be in knots as he changed into his sissy outfit in front of what was effectively his boss, but if he did this, then it would just double-down on his already exemplary behaviour as a submissive.  She knew it would be hard, but she trusted that he could do it.

“You have him well trained.” Gavin chuckled between kisses.

“He’s the perfect sissy slave, and I love him.”

“That’s good.  But you’ll have no hesitation in making love to me?”

“Oh most definitely not.” She laughed, before dropping to her knees and taking his huge heavy cock into her mouth.  The wet guttural sounds of a deep blowjob filled the room.  Tara loved the feeling of a huge cock choking her, and this was definitely a huge cock, bigger than Ian’s.  She knew the sex with Ian was the best she ever had, and she knew this would not be better, but it satisfied a different urge; the urge to humiliate and dominate, whilst being taken by a strong man.

Moments later, Tara heard the clicking sound of her boyfriend arriving in heels, and Gavin let out a little murmur of appreciation.  “Very sexy, very sexy indeed.” He told Ian.  “Come, let me feel you.”

Tara looked up with the cock in her mouth and saw Gavin pull Ian’s tight tiny smooth arse closer, grasping it with a full palm. There was something truly exhilarating about seeing a heterosexual man being forced into the joys of homosexual sex.

“Get down on your knees and help your girlfriend, there’s a good sissy.” He told Ian.

Ian was shaking with nerves and excitement as he dropped down next to Tara.  She pulled the cock out and stared at Ian’s mouth as she held it up from him.  “Don’t be scared.” She said sweetly.  “Take it all in your mouth and swallow it down into your throat.  Remember to breathe through your nose.” Then she watched as he did just that. 

“Wonderful.  Wonderful.  He’s going to make a wonderful cuckold sissy slave for me.” Gavin nodded.  “As will you darling,” he said, stroking Tara’s face.  Tara simply smiled in appreciation.  She was a dominant girl, and if any other man suggested her slavery to him, she would break their fingers, but this was more than just slavery to him; this was the ultimate humiliation of Ian. You can never tame me, but this man can, and that makes it even worse for you, doesn’t it Ian?

The cock was removed from Ian’s mouth and Tara was led over to the bed, where she lay with her legs spread, her clean-shaven pussy exposed.  “Put my cock inside her cunt, sissy, there’s a good girl.” Gavin grinned, holding himself over the stunning brunette.

“Yes Master.” Ian responded subserviently and making Tara’s heart flutter once more.  But not as much as it would flutter, as she felt the huge thick cock pry her pussy apart and press inside her.

“Oh,” she gasped, feeling her eyes close.  As he moved further inside her, she began to regret thinking someone couldn’t be better than Ian, as her first orgasm hit.  This would be a long night and she knew it would be endless pleasure.  “Fuck, you’re good.”

“I know.” He replied, arrogantly. 

“Ian, I’m s-ohmygod!  Sorrrrry! But he’s got such a better cock than you.” She gasped, feeling another orgasm hit.  “Fuck!  How are you doing this to me?”



Ian

If Ian ever believed you were too old to have long, hard sex, then Gavin settled that for him right away.  Gavin could jackhammer her pussy non-stop, without break, over and over, and not once did he see a bead of sweat appear.  The guy was an animal.  Tara thrashed around on the bed, back arched, screaming expletives in every direction, and all she wanted was more, more, more!  “Don’t stop Gavin, don’t ever stop!”

For the first time since being with Tara, Ian felt jealous.  It was a horrible bitter pain in his gut, where he felt completely inadequate and flaccid, except his cock was anything but flaccid.  The jealousy was something unbelievable, like a heavy dose of humiliation which only served to excite him further.  Am I deranged? He asked himself, questioning how someone could be so turned on by such torment. 

The first session of the two together lasted a little over a half-hour until Gavin came inside her.  Upon pulling out, Tara ordered Ian to lick her clean.  “Suck it!  Suck all that juice cum from me.  Drink it all down.” Then once she was satisfied he had done a good job, she pulled on his head and moved it to Gavin’s cock, and forced him to clean that too and then bring it back to life. 

Ian was made to clean up five more times that night, and once proved to both that he could suck a cock to climax.

“Do you want to fuck his arse?” Tara asked Gavin.  “You can if you want.” She said, not once asking Ian if he was okay with that, and why would she, he mused, he was just a slave after all.

“Not tonight.” Gavin told her.  “Come, you can sleep with me tonight in my suite.  Throw on something sexy and see-through and come with me.  Sissy, you will stay here and don’t masturbate.”

“Yes Master.”

“Good girl.” Gavin said, rubbing the sissy’s nightie covered chest, and then leaning down and kissing the sissy, sliding his tongue in.

Ian watched Tara put on a black satin mini-nightie, her pierced breasts clearly visible through the see-through cups.  She kissed Ian good night with a naughty smile on her face, and then took Gavin’s hand and walked with him out of the room.  There was something deeply exciting about watching the woman he loved leaving him to sleep with another man, and once again, Ian began to question his own sanity, as he couldn’t understand why he was excited by such a thing.

In the meantime though, Ian desperately wanted to cum, and yet he was so submissive towards his girlfriend, he didn’t dare do it; so instead, he lay in bed struggling to fall asleep, heart racing.  It would be a long night.


Five

Gavin

The day had been too long. Gavin had been eagerly awaiting the party in the evening, a party for three hundred employees, customers, partners, and friends.  But it wasn’t partying he had in mind, but rather seeing his new lover arrive with her sissy, knowing the sissy was wearing sexy pink lingerie, stockings, panties, and such under his clothes, but also knowing that she would be wearing a sexy, elegant black latex dress. 

That morning, Gavin had set the rules for the two, explaining where they stood.  He had made it clear that he expected obedience, especially given that he could make things very difficult for them both, not just with Fiona, but also at the office.  “Of course, don’t take this as blackmail, but rather of me protecting my interests.” Gavin explained.

Of course, as Gavin explained all this, Tara was gently massaging Ian’s cock, which meant that Ian was completely horny as Gavin said all this, which meant him accepted everything without question.  It was an arrangement which Gavin had agreed with Tara during the night.

The day had been long, but thankfully Ian was on-hand whenever needed, to come into Gavin’s office and drop to his knees and take the cock in his mouth, and he did so without question or any sign of disapproval.  He really was a dutiful and willing slave, the likes of which Gavin had not seen for years.  In fact, Gavin felt sure he could bend Ian over the desk and fuck his arse, and he would have taken it with a smile.  However, he knew there would be a time and a place when he took Ian’s arse, and it was not then.

Finally, the party began, and the couple arrived.  All eyes were on Tara, in that shiny black mini-dress, open down to her pierced bellybutton, revealing the inner-sides of her glorious orbs.  Gavin stepped forward and kissed her deeply, taking her hand in his.  “Hello darling.” Tara told the older man.

“I missed you today.” He told her. 

Gavin knew that any hope Ian had of showing off his new girlfriend had been dashed, as Gavin walked around, introducing Tara as his girlfriend.

Of course, Gavin was quick to come up with a plan.  Tara would become his, just as Fiona would, and Ian would be left purely as a sissy slave, and nothing more.  Yes, he knew Tara had fallen in love with her slave, but she was young and naïve, and he knew that he could change her mind, make her realise that she would be happier simply torturing the young man.  He also loved the fact that Tara was a sex worker, well, a pro-domme, which meant that she might be open to more high-class work for a friend of his.  In fact, he could see Ian being quite useful as a sissy too, after all, he was very pretty in the wig.

“Tell me Gavin.” Donovan Hardy asked, “How on Earth did you get such a wonderful creature as Tara by your side?” The venture capitalist asked.  Donovan was another rich investor, slightly younger than Gavin, with dark black slick hair and strong muscles stretching his shirt.  He was from Canada, but flew between London and New York frequently, and he knew about Gavin’s proclivities, in fact, he was just as much a sexual deviant as his esteemed colleague.  Of course, he had this conversation with Gavin outside of earshot of Tara and Ian.

“Actually, she’s Ian’s little thing.  She’s a professional dominatrix by trade, but she’s been dating Ian.”

“Isn’t Ian married to that hot little redhead?”

“Yes, he is, and that hot little redhead is mine too, or will be once I get back.  You see, Ian’s a sissy.”

The penny dropped immediately for Don. “Oh, how wonderful?  I do love sissies.  Lots of fun with the ones who behave.”

Agreeing, Gavin said, “And sometimes the ones who don’t.”

“Hmm.”

“So far he’s behaving himself perfectly, but I suspect that will change when he realises what he’s got to lose.  He’s still in the honeymoon period with her, but eventually, he’s going to realise that he’s a puppet, and now I hold the strings.”

“And your plans?”

“Maybe put them both to work in Tyson’s place.”

“Oh you’re cruel.” Donovan laughed.  “But I love it.”

“Maybe I can get the redhead there too, make some good money out of them.”

“And the sissy?  Have you fucked it yet?”

“No, not yet.  He’s blown me a few times today, not no anal yet.  I’ve been saving myself for the right time, but if you are looking for a quick place to empty a load, be my guest.”

“You wouldn’t mind?”

Gavin let out a laugh.  “Please, when have I ever minded?  Let me go get him.”

“Wonderful.”



Ian

Ian was stood next to Tara, talking to a group of customers when he felt Gavin tap his shoulder. Gavin excused Ian and led him away out of earshot of anyone else.  He knew that something was up and as they walked, Ian spotted Donovan Hardy and knew the game was up.  Hardy had a reputation, having been sued for sexual harassment by women and men alike over the years, all successfully settled and silenced.

“You’ll go with Donovan to a private room we have reserved, and show him a good time, is that understood?” Gavin explained.

“But sir…” Ian began, complaining for the first time.

“Let me remind you that it would be terrible if this room were to find out what you are wearing under that suit, and even worse if I was to share some of the depraved things you do.  I doubt you’d find work in this industry ever again.”

Nodding, Ian sighed, resigned to his fate.  He wondered what on Earth he’d gotten himself into, kicking himself for being so stupid to shit where he eats.  Donovan simply smiled at him without a word and the two walked on, being led to a door protected behind a rope by two heavyset bouncers, one of whom detached and held the rope, the other opened the door.  Ian walked up some carpeted stairs, to a large room where he saw executives and investors he recognised, snorting cocaine, or making out with secretaries, other people’s partners, or hookers.  Ian had been an executive for many years and had attended plenty of these high-level corporate parties, not once had he been invited to this sort of secret area.

“Come on.” Donovan said, taking Ian’s hand in his and leading him to the back of the room and into a small bedroom, locking the door behind him.  “Strip.” Donovan ordered, walking over to a black glass desk and pulling out a small baggie of cocaine and chopping out four thick lines.  As he did that, Ian stripped down to the pink lingerie, revealing the soft bralette, the suspender-belt and fishnet stockings, as well as the panties.  Rolling up a bill, Don sniffed down two of the lines and handed the rolled cash to Ian.  Ian had never taken hard drugs before, but something prevented him from saying no.  He carefully knelt down and then snorted both lines.

“Dance for me.” Donovan ordered.  “Slow, sexily.”

There was some pop music playing in the background, so Ian swayed and danced in time with it, enjoying the strange come-up from the drugs, lowering his inhibitions, whilst making his throat go numb. 

“Very sexy.  Mmm, very, very, sexy.” Donovan smiled, stripping off his clothes and then stepping over to dance with Ian.  Ian felt Donovan’s hard cock slip between his arse-cheeks every so often and instead of feeling disgusted with himself, he just felt himself wanting the cock inside him. 

He wasn’t sure why, but for the first time in his life, Ian actually felt like his should smoke a cigarette.  As per his Mistress’ request, he had been smoking daily; not many, but he had, only when she told him to.  Now though, he wanted one and he didn’t have any.

“I wish I had a cigarette.” He told Donovan.

“Easily arranged.” Donovan laughed, reaching into his suit jacket and pulling out the pack of Marlboro Gold and handing one to the sissy, then lighting it.  He watched as Ian took drags and danced with the cigarette.  “Wow, you really are a little whore aren’t you?”

Ian wasn’t sure what came over him but he looked over his shoulder at the sexy naked man and giggled, taking another drag of the cigarette.  He finished it in record time, and helped himself to another.  As he smoked and danced, Don walked over and dropped to his knees, pulling Ian’s bottom apart and slipping a finger under the thong, pulling it aside to reveal the star of his anus.  He then pushed his tongue out and began licking, forcing a moan of enjoyment from the sissy.  Donovan rimmed him for several minutes, before turning his attention to Ian’s rock-hard cock, sucking on that for several minutes more.

Donovan then stood and walked back to the bed and chopped up four more lines of coke.  He let Ian go first, and this time, Ian didn’t hesitate.  He simply minced over, fourth cigarette of the night in hand, and leaned down and snorted with a giggle.  Then as Donovan snorted his, Ian got down on his knees and began sucking the man’s cock. 

“Mmm, you really are a good sissy, but I’m not here for a blowie, I can get those anywhere.  Up onto the bed, get on your knees.”

“Yes sir.” Ian replied with a naughty grin; all inhibitions were now lost.  He was going to be turned out, and he was looking forward to it.  Within seconds of getting into position, he felt the cold gel of lubricant touching his anus, and then fingers stretching him.  Then behind him, the weight on the bed shifted as Donovan lined up.

“I’m going to enjoy this.  I had a lovely little rent boy last night, filled his arse right up with delicious cum, but I still think you’re going to be a better fuck.”

“Fill me with your cum too!” Ian gasped, his heart racing and his cock throbbing.  He sighed in delight as the warm cock filled him.  He’d been fucked by Tara’s dildo many times, so he was ready for the feeling, and he knew it would be good.  “Fuck yeah!”

“You like that you little sissy faggot?”

“Yes sir!  I love it.  Love it!”

“Yes you do faggot.  Because faggots like you need cock, don’t they?”

“Mmmhmm.”

Ian had to admit that the feeling of a real cock inside him was infinitely better than any dildo. He wasn’t sure if it was the drugs or the fact that this insanely bizarre situation was taking place, but he honestly felt like his would cum at any second from the fucking, and that was without touching his cock.  Then sure enough, he let out a long deep moan and sprayed his seed all over the vinyl bedding.  In doing so, Ian clenched down with his arse, trying hard to feel the cock inside him, and that led to the billionaire investor hitting climax too.

“Oh you fucking little slut!” Donovan cried out, grabbing hard on Ian’s arse-cheeks and spraying his bowels with hot sticky cum, before collapsing on top of the sissy. 

Ian felt Donovan’s tongue lick his neck and ear for a bit, before he backed away.  “Come on, get dressed.”

Moments later, they were leaving the room and returning to the bizarre VIP section.  There they found Gavin in a corner, together with Tara, who was riding his crotch.  If others noticed, then they didn’t seem to care, as there was plenty of sex going on now.  In fact, Ian saw Pamela Scarvo, plump office assistant from the New York office, getting double-teamed by two executives from a large US retailer. 

Ian and Donovan sat down next to Gavin and Tara, and Ian watched in surprise as Donovan leaned down and gave Gavin a long passionate kiss, before turning to Tara and taking a pierced nipple in his mouth.  Ian looked up at Tara, who smiled and nodded towards Gavin.  Taking the hint, Ian leaned down and kissed the man too.  In that room right at that moment, colleagues of his were finding out that he was bisexual, but then Tara did something unexpected.

“Shirt off.” She ordered.

With a gulp, Ian looked around and then nodded, removing the shirt and revealing the pink bra.  Seconds later, Donovan was pulling down Ian’s pants and revealing the stockings, before pushing his cock into Ian’s arse again.  In front of him, Gavin climaxed and Tara immediately lifted off to position herself for Ian to lick her clean.  Ian then cleaned Gavin’s cock.  Moments later, Donovan once again filled Ian’s arse.

“I can’t believe we did that in front of people.” Ian admitted later.

“Everyone in here knows the rules, and trust me, there’ll be nobody talking about it.” Donovan told him. 

Still, Ian was not so reassured but he admitted that there was enough debauchery going on that he supposed nobody would want the truth to come out.



Ian

It was the best night of his life.  He’d done things he had never done before, and he’d loved every single moment of it, and it didn’t stop there.  Donovan agreed to join them back to the hotel, where the four of them had the chance to get into a cocaine fuelled orgy.  The moment they were in the room, Gavin offered Donovan the chance to fuck Tara, which he pounced on. 

As Donovan was slamming his seven-inch cock in and out of her soaking wet pussy, she watched as her amazing boyfriend transformed himself into a sissy engulfed in pink satin and lace, as well as a pink wig.  With his make-up done up quickly, he looked like a true sissy whore. 

“Take some pictures of him.” Tara called out to Gavin, who did so more than willingly.  “We can use it to control him later.”

“Suck on my cock, slut.” Gavin told the sissy, and as Ian dropped to his knees, he stared up at his new master as he took pictures, knowing that his fate was completely sealed.  Rather than wallow in the fact that he was truly about to become a bisexual sissy slave, he embraced it instead, enjoying that warm hard shaft in his mouth and trying to weed out some taste of precum.  He simply told himself he was a cocksucker and to enjoy it, and that’s what he did.  And then after a few moments, he took the cock out of his mouth and held it as he looked up at his master and said, “Please fuck me sir.”

Gavin grinned and held up the phone again.  “Say that again sweetie.”

Looking like a true pornstar, Ian said, “Please master, please fuck me!  I need your cock in my tight arse. Fill me with your cum.”

“Oh yes I will sissy, yes I will.” Gavin spun the sissy around so that he was facing Tara who was getting absolutely pounded by Donovan, jackhammering in and out of her at her speed and not allowing her a breath.  However, if Ian thought he’d get it any easier from Gavin, he was mistaken.  The long, thick cock slid inside Ian’s now well-used arse and then just went to town on him.  Gavin was on a mission and that mission was to pound Ian into oblivion, not that Ian minded.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.” He gasped in a high-pitched voice.  That feeling of a cock rubbing his prostate at high speed was like nothing he had ever felt.  It was like an electric tingle which then reverberated along every nerve-cell in his body.  He didn’t want it to end. 

Gavin began filming again.  “You fucking little faggot whore, aren’t you?” He asked.

“Yes!  Yes I am!  I love cock, give it to me!  Give it to me!  Fill me!  I love it, I love it so much!” Ian gasped.

“If you never had pussy again, and only cock, would you mind?”

“No!  Give me as much cock as possible.  Make me gay!  Make me gay!” Ian moaned, climaxing all over the bedding.



Gavin

Gavin couldn’t believe how easy all this was.  He was on the way back to his room with Tara in his hand, her suitcase behind her.  What was the plan?  Simple.  For the rest of the trip, she would be staying with Gavin, and Ian would be staying with Donovan and getting his arse fucked all night.

For the rest of the week, Gavin spent as much time as possible with Tara, taking her out shopping, wining, dining and taking in shows.  He made sure that the only time she saw Ian, it was to give him a whipping in his room, before leaving him again.  Gavin had a plan.  He wanted Tara to fully embrace him as her future lover, and then he would convince Fiona of the same.  If both women accepted the polyamorous lifestyle, then he would have both girls for whatever purpose he desired, and a sissy as his slut.

It was on the second to last night that Gavin made a phone call on Facetime.  He had Tara next to him hidden but he had told her to be quiet until needed.  Moments later, Fiona appeared on screen.  Tara’s eyes went wide.

“Hello my little slut.  I’ll be home soon, are you looking forward to me?” He asked her.

“Oh yes sir.  I’m so looking forward to your cock.”

“But I’m not your first am I?” He asked her.  “Tell me, have you ever been unfaithful to Ian before?”

The redhead actually laughed.  “Yes!  I was sleeping with his best friend Eric since before we were married.  Hell, even his kids are not his, they’re Eric’s.”

“Does Eric know this?”

“Yes, and he thinks it’s hilarious that Ian takes care of his kids.”

“Wow.  But you love Ian, right?”

“Yes.  More than ever now I know what he’s like.  I wish I’d known sooner.”

“So would you be extremely unhappy if Ian left you for another woman?”

Fiona looked confused but nodded slowly.  “Yes, of course.  Look, I’m not a great wife, I know that, but I love him.  He’s my husband, and well, I am who I am, and I would feel horrible if I lost him.”

Gavin smiled.  “Good.  Now tell me, would you be awfully upset if I had another woman?”

Once more, Fiona grinned. “Of course not sir.  You can do whatever you like.”

“Good.  Allow me to introduce Tara.” And he turned to camera to face a rather confused and nervous Tara.  “Tara is a friend, but she’s also a professional dominatrix.  We’re thinking that maybe she can come over and help with Ian’s training, and at the same time, I’d love to see you both together.”

If Fiona was put out by such news, she didn’t show it.  In fact, she simply nodded with a sexy smile and said, “That sounds like a wonderful plan master.” Then addressing Tara she said, “May I address you as Mistress?”

A little surprise, Tara replied, “Indeed. Are you willing to be my submissive slut too?”

“Yes Mistress, of course.”

Tara bit her bottom lip.  “I’ve met your husband already.  He’ll make quite the bitch, won’t he?”

“Definitely he will.”

“And should I begin already?”

“If you so wish Mistress.” Fiona replied, but her eyes sparkled with desire.

“And what if I already have made him my bitch?  What if right now he was taking cock like a gay sissy whore?”

Fiona licked her lips and nodded. “Please don’t tease me Mistress.”

“But he is.  He is taking cock right now from a man named Donovan.  Gavin even has video.”

The picture seemed to freeze, but it was really Fiona trying to work out if she was hearing the truth or not.  “Wait, really?” She eventually asked.

“Yes.  Do you mind?”

“Are you kidding?  Of course not!”

“I turned him into a sissy.  I made him buy all those clothes you see at home, and I made him bring me here to New York.  I’m his dominatrix.”

Once again, the picture froze, and for the first time, Gavin and Tara thought they had gone too far, but then Fiona said, “Then I owe you everything.  You’ve turned my life around.”

Of course, Tara didn’t tell her that she was madly in love with Ian, nor that Ian was in love with her.  What they did do however was fuck on camera for Fiona to see, whilst Fiona masturbated for them.  Then they sent her videos of her husband dressed as a sissy being fucked by a cock. 

After they ended the call, Gavin turned to Tara and said, “And if you really love him, then you know what you need to do, don’t you?”

With a naughty grin and an eye-roll, Tara nodded, and pulled him in for a deep, passionate kiss, and another love-making session.


Six

Ian

They weren’t so lucky to have Kerry on their flight on the way back, and they did not really want to risk rejoining the mile-high club as it was a smaller plane and the stewardess was in her sixties and rather grumpy.  However, Gavin and Tara had given strict orders on how Ian should dress for the flight home, which included a very lacy, thick jet-black lingerie set under a white women’s blouse and thin yellow women’s pants.  Tara did his make-up, putting it on thick and bright, however, he didn’t specifically look female or male.  “Gender neutral.” She pointed out.

Ian was a bag of nerves, but he didn’t once complain.  He had orders and that was it.  He had hoped to hitch a ride back on the private jet with Gavin, but Gavin wouldn’t hear of it.  Gavin had offered Tara a ride on it, which Ian thought she would take, but she insisted on travelling with Ian.  At the end of the day, she loved him, and that was what mattered.

The plan revealed to Ian was that they would go home to her place, rest before he headed home to Fiona.  Of course, Ian wasn’t aware of the conversations between Tara and Fiona, which had continued the following day.

Eventually, they landed in Heathrow and headed through immigration and into baggage claim.  He held Tara tight and told her he loved her and gave her a kiss.  Their bags arrived and they slowly walked out past the last chance duty free, into the arrivals area, where Fiona was stood waiting.  Ian froze.  He was holding his dominatrix girlfriend’s hand and there was his wife, waiting for him.  She didn’t look angry or surprised.  What she did look, was hot, wearing a tiny tight red dress showing off her lovely body, and accentuating that thick long red hair.  Fiona strolled over and kissed her husband on the cheek and gave him a big hug.

“Welcome home honey.  You look wonderful by the way.” She told him, admiring the outfit he had on.  Then she turned to Tara and pulled her in tight for a hug and a long passionate kiss.  “Welcome home Mistress.  I hope you had a pleasant flight.”

“I did indeed slut.” Tara grinned.  “I am very glad to see you follow orders.” Then turning to Ian.  “I bet you are surprised to see Fiona here?”

“Just a bit.” Ian replied sarcastically.

“Well there is a reason, and we will explain that reason at home.  First, we’ll stop off at my place for a change of clothes, and then back to yours.”

“But…”

“No sissy, not here.”

Fiona took Ian’s other hand.  “It’s okay, I’m really not angry.  Everything has turned out for the best.”



Fiona

The moment she saw Ian stood there in the female clothes, her pussy became soaked.  It was a dream come true and she knew she had Tara to thank.  Fiona was not stupid though.  The look on both Ian and Tara’s face said it all; they were in love, but for some reason, Fiona couldn’t actually feel angry about it, if anything, she felt a certain sense of pride.  If anything, it gave her some closure for the guilt she had felt about cheating with Eric, even though she told herself she wasn’t guilty. 

On the drive home, Ian couldn’t hold back and began to demand answers, and whilst Tara tried to explain about what Gavin had done and asked for, Fiona felt it was better to tell the truth.

“You may hate me for what I am about to tell you, Ian, but please try to look at it from another point of view.  Please try to see it as fate bringing us together and both of us being absolutely useless communicators.” Fiona said.

“Okay.  Makes sense.” Ian replied, shrugging. 

“So, remember when we met, you were out with Eric at the time?”

“Yes.”

“I spent most of the night flirting with both of you.”

“I remember.”

“Then Eric left and I hung out with you.”

“We kissed.”

“Yes, we kissed good night, and then I called Eric who had given me his number whilst you were in the toilet, and I went to his place where we fucked all night.  In fact, we fucked ever since then, and then I became pregnant.  The kids aren’t yours Ian, they’re Eric’s.”

She looked in the rear-view mirror and tried to see what was going on.  Tara was sat next to him and whilst Fiona was telling this story, Tara was rubbing his erect cock, trying to keep him on the edge.  However, Ian’s face was rigid, not showing any emotion. Finally, he spoke, “Eric broke up with you huh?  About a year and a half ago?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I was confused about what I wanted, or rather, what he wanted, and I offered to leave you.”

“I assume he didn’t like that.  Eric is not the settle down type of guy.  He never was.”

“I know that now, and I didn’t want to leave you, but he was seeing other people and had less and less time for me.  I thought it was what he wanted.”

“Why didn’t you just tell me?”

“Why didn’t you tell me you had fallen in love with Tara?”

“I was going to.”

“When?  When you walked out on me?” Fiona asked.  “I don’t want this marriage to end, and I know you two are in love, I can see it.” She said, looking in the rear-view mirror again and catching Tara’s concerned eyes.  “And I don’t mind.  I know it is possible to love more than one person; I’ve done it myself.  Look, I fucked up big time, but I don’t regret what I did, only that I didn’t communicate it with you, but please understand that I didn’t know about the cuckold lifestyle back then, I didn’t know it was possible to have this fetish, and I certainly wish I did.”

She waited for Ian to respond, but he was silent.  He didn’t say a word.  Tara was holding his cock but not rubbing it, though the good news was it was still erect.

“Please say something.” Fiona begged, now getting nervous that everything was fucked.

“I will always love the kids as if they were my own, and I don’t want them to know I am not their father.” He told her.

“Of course.”

Then he sighed.  “I get what you did and why, and I get that you didn’t know any better.  I’m just disappointed that you let our marriage get to the state where I felt like you just didn’t care for me, and that is the worst.  We had a lovely time as husband and wife whilst you were with Eric, and then you did nothing to fix the problem when you weren’t.”

“I know.  I’m sorry, really I am.  I just didn’t understand any of it.”

“I get that.” Again, he sighed and looked at Tara.  “I love Tara.  There is something about her that wakes up all of these feelings inside me, that makes me want to do things I’ve never done before.  And I guess Eric did the same for you Fiona.  It would be hypocritical of me to be angry for what you did, for the feelings you had, when I myself would probably encourage you to do the same right now.  I love you too Fiona, but for the last year or so, I resigned myself to the fact that you were one foot out the door, and I cleared a large space in my heart for new love, and that’s Tara.

“You’re right though, that it is possible to love two people, so what I’m going to do is this.  I’m going to say that right now my I want to see how things go with Tara, and build my relationship with her.” Ian said, and Fiona inhaled suddenly, sensing the marriage was over.  “And if that relationship with her, includes you too, then I’ll be very happy with that.  I am happy to spend the rest of my life with both of you, if that is what Tara wants.”

Tara spoke up.  “It is, for now.  I can see something like this working, and I am open to a poly relationship, but let’s not set anything in stone until we get to know each other better.  Fiona, you may hate me by the end of the week, or you may find that even as a slave, you’ll hate Ian.  One way or another though, I want to try to make this work.”

Fiona sniffed away tears; tears which had begun in fear of her marriage ending, into happiness of acceptance.  “Thank you.  Thank you both of you.”

“I have a question.” Ian began.  “Did you fuck Eric on our wedding night?”

“Yes I did.” She replied, nervously.

Ian was quiet for a long moment, before admitting, “Hot.” Tara began rubbing him again.

Feeling emboldened by Ian’s reaction to her honesty, Fiona continued, “And remember the time I went away with Trish on holiday?”

“Yes.”

“I went with Eric.  In fact, nearly every time he came over to watch football, and sent you out for more beers, it was so we could have a quickie in the bedroom.”

“Fuck, that’s hot.  When you used to go out Friday nights with the girls?”

“I used to be fucking Eric.”

“You used to ask me to lick you out.  You were always really wet.”

“Because I had Eric’s cum in me.”

“Ah fuck, I’m gonna cum.” Ian moaned, so Tara squeezed the tip of his cock painfully, killing the orgasm.  “Thanks.” Then Ian said something which surprised everyone.  “How about I invite Eric around tonight and let him see me as a sissy?  Would he be willing to speak to you?”

Fiona shrugged.  “He hasn’t spoken to me since we broke up.  I heard he has another woman.”

“He always has other women, he’s Eric.” Ian laughed.

“We can try, if you like?”

They were almost home and Ian stared out the window for a moment, seemingly lost in his thoughts. “It so unbelievably hot that you had Eric’s kids and made me raise them as my own.  I love them to bits, and I always will, but it is the most brutal humiliation.” He laughed.

“And want to know the funny thing?” Tara asked.

“What?” He replied.

“It’s going to get so much worse for you.” Fiona said for Tara. 

“Yep, much worse.” Tara agreed.



Ian

The kids weren’t home when they walked in, not that Ian minded.  He missed the kids, but right at that moment, he didn’t need them to see his clothes without context first.  They had been brought up liberal and open-minded, so he didn’t fear the worst.  The news that they weren’t his kids should have shaken him more than it did, but the simple fact was that it only served to drag him deeper into submission, and that was important, as that was where he so desperately wanted to go.

The moment he entered the house, the domination began.  Fiona told him to run up to his new sissy room and get changed into a pink satin party dress and wig, and wait there.  As he entered his room, he realised that she had been busy.  No longer was it a plain room; now it was the essence of everything girlie, with pink walls, pink furniture, a make-up table, girlie lace bedding, teddies, and pictures of hot men.  He loved it to bits and could’ve hugged his wife.  She had rearranged his clothes, such that his sissy clothes were most visible, leaving only a very slimmed down offering of male clothes, and certainly no male underwear.

Awaiting the arrival of Tara and Fiona, Ian knelt with his head down.  He waited a long forty minutes and was beginning to question what was going on, when he clearly heard the sound of Tara climaxing.  Fiona was taking care of her new Mistress.

Finally, the door opened and a rather flushed Tara entered, with a naked Fiona, collared and on a leash, walked in behind her.  Tara was changed and in a black PVC mini-dress and carrying a crop.

“Right, we’ve agreed that for being unfaithful to your wife,” Tara began, “you need to be punished.”

Ian felt a little confused.  “But I was unfaithful with you Mistress.”

“Talking back, that’s a punishable offence too.” Tara mused.

“And well, Fiona was unfaithful before me.” Ian pointed out, knowing full well this wasn’t helping him.

“Mistress Fiona to you, was not unfaithful.  She was fulfilling her duties as a hot wife and a woman, who deserves more than you.” Tara highlighted.  “If she wanted to be the town whore, then she could, and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it, is there?”

“No Mistress.”

“Good.  Now you get it.  You are the lowest of the low!” And with that she laid into Ian with ten strong hits in quick succession, making his arse glow deep red.  “Your turn.” She said, handing the whip to Fiona, who grinned in delight.

“Hmm…cheating little bitch!” Fiona hissed, right in Ian’s face.  “I fucking loved cheating on you.  I laughed at how useless you were compared to Eric.  I fucking loved his cock.” And with that she hit Ian with the whip, but held back for fear of actually hurting him.

“For fuck’s sake, don’t tickle the bitch!” Tara laughed.  “Hit him hard!  Use everything you have and don’t hold back!”

Fiona pulled her arm back and slammed the crop down hard, earning a yell of pain from her husband.  “Well, this is interesting.” Fiona told her new Mistress.

“Right?” Tara agreed.  “Very interesting.  Hit him again.”

They ended up taking turns beating him for nearly an hour, before they each tried out a strap-on dildo on his arsehole.  At first Fiona was concerned that the pleasure would be all one-sided as the dildo did nothing for her, but Tara explained that the sense of rule and power over a man by taking his anus was really exhilarating.  Once Fiona had tried it, she was hooked, slamming in and out of him, hurling insults and humiliating comments, until he came all over the new bedspread.  She was so angry with him, she actually rubbed his face in the cum.

“Call Eric.” Fiona ordered.  “Get him to come over to fuck me and Tara.”

“Oh yes, do that.” Tara giggled.

Nodding, Ian picked up his mobile phone and called his friend.  The two hadn’t spoken properly for a while for reasons unknown until recently, so he was a little afraid that Eric might come up with an excuse not to visit.  However, that turned out not to be the case.

“Ah man, I haven’t seen you in ages.” Eric gushed.  “Why don’t we meet down the boozer though?”

“Mate, I just got back from the US, tonnes to tell you. I’ve got beer here and I’ve got the latest FIFA on the Xbox.”

“Yeah, yeah, alright then.” Then he paused. “Erm, is Fiona gonna be there?”

“I think she’s going out mate, but not sure.  Why?”

“No reason.  Never mind.  Sure, I’ll be over in a bit.”

“Cool.” Ian ended the call and turned to the others.  “He’ll be over in a bit.”

Fiona grinned.  “Best get our make-up done.” Then pointing at Ian.  “You too sissy.”



Fiona

Fiona actually had butterflies in her stomach as she prepared herself.  She had slipped on a red lacy bralette, matching suspender-belt, lace-top stockings, and a matching satin and lace thong.  Over that, she wore a long satin and lace robe.  Tara, on the other hand, wore black.  Black silk corset, black silk panties, and black stockings.  She looked the figure of dominance.

As both girls waited downstairs, Ian walked down in his pink sissy dress, wearing a blonde wig and thick make-up.  He actually looked extremely feminine, something Fiona had not been expecting. 

Finally, the doorbell rang and Ian was sent to open it.  Upon doing so, he found Eric, the tough skin headed muscular friend who Ian had once bullied at school, surprisingly, stood there in his bomber jacket looking very confused.  Then a smile appeared on his face.

“She told you?” He asked.

“Sort of.” Ian replied. 

“And you’re okay with it?”

“More than…”

“Excellent.” Eric grinned, pushing himself inside, and then upon seeing both girls together, he immediately began undressing.  “I take it you ladies are waiting for me?”

“We are.” Fiona smiled, rubbing Tara’s leg.

“And you both made Ian a sissy?”

“Yep.  Bet you’re glad you came back, huh?”

Eric was naked in seconds and pounced on the girls, kissing them both.  No introductions to Tara were needed at that moment, as Eric’s role was clear to him.  After kissing both, he pushed them both to the floor and let them share a moment sucking his cock.  Then, looking over at Ian, he said, “I see three mouths here, but one isn’t pulling their weight.  Get a move on sissy.”

Nodding, Ian dropped to his knees with the girls and extended his tongue to the tip of the long fat cock.  Fiona’s eyes caught her husband’s, giving him the best smile she could with lips on the side of a cock.  She was extremely proud of him, in fact, she only felt regret that she had not known sooner.

Eric pulled Fiona up to him and had her get onto the sofa on all fours.  Then, lining up his cock with her pussy, he began fucking her hard.  In front of her, Tara got into position to allow Fiona to go down on her, whilst Ian licked at Eric’s anus.  Fiona hadn’t ever been with a woman before Tara but again, she wondered why she had put it off for so long.  She found women attractive, and didn’t have a problem licking a pussy, so essentially she was a bisexual, and it wasn’t as if she was scared to try it, she just never really considered doing it.

The cock which was going at an increased pace now was bringing Fiona closer to climax.  She couldn’t believe that her husband had brought Eric back into her life.  Couple that with the fact that Gavin would be coming around that weekend, she knew that her sex life was on the mend and then some.

Fiona let out a long deep moan and then felt Eric cum inside her.  It was something he did once he felt a woman climax, Fiona knew that, and it was fine by her.

The moment Eric pulled out, Ian was in front of her, lips latched on to her wet cunt and lapping at that warm thick cum, pouring out of her in copious amounts.  Although she knew that Ian had licked out Eric’s cum before, the fact that he was now doing it willingly and with gusto made her so excited that she let out another little orgasm. 

“Clean your Master’s cock, honey.” Fiona said softly, sitting up and grabbing Ian’s face and directing it onto Eric’s dick.  Ian had no issue sucking cock, it had become second nature to him.  The fact that it was his best friend’s dick didn’t seem to matter either. 

Finally, they settled down to catch their breath as Fiona explained the situation to Eric.  For Eric, it was all only good news.  “So this little bitch knows the kids aren’t his?” Eric laughed. “You fucking wimp little poofter.  I fucking knew you were a wimp.  I loved the fact I was doing your wife.  Consider it payback for all the times you were shit to me in school.” Eric said, pushing Ian on the shoulder.  “Do you know at one point I was fucking your wife nightly?”

“I didn’t know Master.” Ian said submissively.

“Say thank you to your Master, there’s a good sissy.” Tara ordered Ian.

“Sorry Mistress.  Thank you Master for taking care of my wife.”

“I think we’re going to need to keep you in chastity.” Eric laughed.  “I don’t want that pathetic excuse of a cock going anywhere near any of my women now.”

Ian looked towards Tara, who simply nodded. “It’s for the best honey.  If Eric and Gavin are going to be fucking me now, then I don’t see a reason we should fuck.” Tara explained.

“But the sex between us is so good.” Ian moaned.

“I know.  But it is much more fun to know you are denied.” Tara laughed.  Then Tara whispered something in Fiona’s ear and both girls giggled, before Fiona darted out of the room.  “Sissy, keep sucking on your Master’s cock, get it nice and hard for me.”

“Yes Mistress.” Ian replied, taking the cock in his mouth.

Fiona ran upstairs to the sissy room where she remembered she had seen the chastity cage.  She then took the metal device downstairs and held it up.  “Come on sissy, lock-up time.”

Unfortunately, Ian’s cock was hard, which meant it wasn’t going anywhere.  Thankfully, Tara came up with a plan.  “If we kick it hard enough, it’ll go down.  Lie on your back.” She ordered.  “Hands under your legs, and spread them.” Ian did as he was told, and then Tara signalled for the others to hold his legs and arms.  “We’ll take turns.” She said, and then slammed the roof of her foot firmly into his balls.  Ian let out an almighty high-pitched scream, and tried to pull his hands out, but the others held firm.  Tara lined up again and again, with a loud smack, hit his cock and balls.  “Next.” She said, and Fiona stood.

Fiona gave three fast hard smacks, laughing the whole time.  “But it hurts my feet too so I’m going to put boots on.”

“Good idea.” Tara told her.

Moments later, Fiona was back in some sort of army boots.  She then kicked so hard that not only did Ian’s cock go down, but he was worried he’d never get hard ever again.  After he had stopped crying, he even told Fiona exactly that.

“Well Fiona,” Tara began, “Better do it a few more times to make absolutely sure he won’t get hard again.  Then we won’t need the cage.”

“Good idea!” Fiona laughed, and slammed the hard boot into his crotch at full strength.  Ian felt a popping sensation in his balls but before he could complain, she hit him again, and again, until finally Ian’s cock let out a stream of cum from his flaccid cock.

“See!  He loved it!” Tara reassured her new friend.

“I didn’t get my turn.” Eric complained.

“Well go on then.” Fiona laughed.

“I’ve got another idea.” He said, stepping onto Ian’s crotch and balancing his heel on it.  Ian screamed in horror at the extreme pain of his friend crushing his cock and balls.

“Okay, that’s enough.” Tara said, taking the cage and quickly locking up the cock.  She then handed both keys to Eric.  “Here, do what you want with them.”

Once again, Fiona laughed, but Eric seemed much more sinister in his view.  On the other hand, Tara didn’t seem too concerned about the fact that she had changed her mind on the subject of sex, especially considering just a few days earlier she was saying how she would not give up sex with Ian.


Seven

Tara

It had been a month since their return from the US and Tara was feeling guilty.  She was feeling guilty because the more she accepted Ian as her sissy slave, and the more she interacted with Fiona, Eric and Gavin, the more she lost respect for Ian as a man.  The love she had once felt for him had dissipated into this longing to torture him.

The month had been a crazy rollercoaster of sex and debauchery which saw Ian get his nipples, ears and tongue pierced.  He had been turned into a true cock sucking slut, and once a week or so, Gavin loaned him out to Donovan.  Tara was, of course, very happy about it, but the human in her believed she should eventually tell Ian the truth about the fact her feelings of affection had led elsewhere.

There was another aspect to all this.  Tara had also been seeing Kerry from the plane a few times whenever she was available, and had begun to fall in love with her.  When she was not with her, she found herself missing Kerry, and the only person who satiated her was Fiona, of all people.  Am I a lesbian? Tara asked herself.  No, that wasn’t possible because she adored sex with Gavin and Eric. 

Then one day, Tara introduced Fiona to Kerry on a girl’s night, when Fiona’s kids were away, Gavin was on a business trip and Ian was with Donovan.  Eric had his own boy’s night, so it was literally just the girls together.  It was a fun night out drinking in London and then all three girls headed back to Fiona’s house, where Tara practically lived these days.

“So this is the sissy’s room is it?” Kerry asked, looking at the girlie room.  They had been gradually removing male clothes from the room and replacing it with female clothing.  All of Ian’s shirts had been replaced by blouses, and most formal pants were now female.  He had one suit left as a just-in-case, but that was scheduled to go too. 

“It is.” Fiona admitted.  “Best thing we ever did to him.”

“It’s so hot.” Kerry giggled.

Tara rubbed Kerry’s sexy little arse through the tiny tight spandex mini-skirt.  “You’re hot.”

Not wanting to feel left out as the two girls began to make out in that doorway, Fiona stepped forward and sandwiched Kerry against Tara, kissing her neck.  “Very sexy.” Fiona agreed.

The girls fumbled their way to the master bedroom where they stripped down quickly and jumped into bed, kissing and feeling each other.  What started out as a night of drinks turned into a lesbian orgy.  By morning, none had slept, but they didn’t mind.  They were insanely happy as a threesome. 

What it all meant, was that Tara had to come clean.  “I think I was wrong about Ian.  I don’t think I love him, not romantically.  In fact, I don’t really find myself attracted to any of the men.”

“Right???” Gushed Fiona.  “I’ve been feeling the same ever since I was first with you.  Like the sex with the guys is great, but fuck, I wouldn’t want to be in a relationship with them.  As to Ian, I am just happy to keep him as my slave.  I’m having fun sissifying him, but that’s it really.”

“Are we horrible?” Tara asked.

“I don’t know. Kerry, what do you think?”

Kerry looked at both of them and then laughed.  “Really?  You want to know my opinion?  My opinion is that you two should both be my girlfriends those men should just be our bitches whenever we might fancy a cock.”

Tara looked at Fiona, and Fiona looked at Tara.  “I like Kerry’s plan.” Tara said.

“I agree.” Said Fiona.  “But I don’t think that’s Gavin’s plan for us.”

“Oh, how come?”

“He mentioned a club he owns with a friend down in London, something about us doing some work there.”

“You mean a brothel?” Kerry asked.

“I think so.” Fiona replied.

“And you’d be up for that?”

“It’s an exclusive place, very posh and upmarket and very high paying.” Fiona explained.  “I’d be up for it once in a while.  Not every day.”

Tara shrugged.  “Why not if the money’s good?”

Musing this, Kerry nodded.  “I suppose, but I don’t want to be anyone’s bitch; well, except yours Goddess Tara.” She grinned, kissing Tara.

“Of course!”



Ian

It was all falling apart.  He could feel it, he could feel himself drifting away from Tara and he knew the attraction to each other at the beginning had been worn off by the new lifestyle.  Right at that moment, he felt he had a closer relationship to Donovan than to Tara, and that was a man who had arranged for six gay friends to come over and use Ian. 

The first time he had been to visit Donovan in London, he was dressed up in his pink sissy maid’s dress and paraded around London.  Literally.  It was the gay pride event and Ian was on a leash with Donovan.  He was then taken to a party where there about three hundred or so gay men, and he was passed around like a piece of meat.  Luckily, everyone kept it safe, but that wasn’t a luxury Ian had on his second outing with Donovan, where he was taken to an event in Amsterdam, given a colour-coded collar which essentially made him a cumdump, and left to take cock after cock, load after load.  It was dangerous and stupid, but all Ian ever said to Donovan was, “Thank you Master for taking me to Amsterdam.”

The visits with Donovan ended up becoming weekly events whereby Ian was regularly fucked by large groups of men, bareback.  He was not always in drag, as some of the events prohibited it.  Instead, he was told to wear the plainest red satin panties, and then leather chaps, and taken to leather events, where he was again, fucked over and over, bareback.  Of course, the cage never came off.  In fact, according to Eric, the keys were gone forever; and Ian was sure he was serious about it.  To make triple sure Ian understood just how serious he was, Eric used metal bonding glue on the padlock and on the joins of the cage.  Tara had found it hilarious.  “I never want that cage coming off.” She had said, much to Ian’s surprise and disappointment.

That night, Donovan’s friends were all sadists who had come over to beat Ian.  They had spent most of the night whipping, spanking, piercing and then fisting him.  Taking a male fist was not something which had been easy at first, but a couple of weeks of trying had meant that Ian was now used to the pain and feeling of a fist entering his rectum. 

Knowing he was losing Tara hurt more than the pain of a fist entering him, but he was still enjoying the submission he was in.  He was enjoying sleeping with men, the sex, even the degradation, but he had a horrible feeling it would all end badly for everyone.

“Push the cum out.” Someone told him.  He had the cum of six men inside him, and now they wanted him to push it out.  He was sure it was being recorded and would end up on Pornhub, but he did as he was told and pushed it out.

Once that was done, another cock was inside him and he was groaning in fullness and excitement again.  “Fuck me.  Oh fuck me.” He was moaning, as the slap, slap, slap of skin hitting skin rang out in the room.

He wasn’t particularly missing sex with women, getting fucked up the arse was much more intense and pleasurable, but he was missing personal intimacy with Tara.  And things were about to get worse.

“I’ve been talking with Gavin,” Donovan began after the others had left, “and he is of the opinion that you need to spend more time with me.  We’re thinking three or four nights per week.  What do you think?”

“Whatever you wish Master.” Ian replied, not daring to ever question a superior.

“That’s very good.” Donovan replied, stroking Ian’s face, and then leaning in for a kiss. “I’ve grown quite fond of you, you know?”

“Really?”

“Yes.  I think you are stunning as a woman and as a sissy and whilst I’ve always been bi, I don’t think I’ve ever been so smitten by someone as I have by you.  So to have you here more often would be lovely, and I promise that it won’t always be orgies and gangbangs. Most of the time it’ll be a quiet night just the two of us.”

For a moment, Ian’s heart actually raced a little bit, feeling excitement at being admired by this sexy man.  Ian pulled Donovan to him and gently kissed his lips.  “I want you right now.” He whispered, and Donovan was only happy to oblige.

As Donovan made love to Ian slowly and passionately that night, Ian realised that so long as he was submissive and loved, he really didn’t care who it was.  He’d be happy with a man or a woman.

THE END
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