
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Author's Note

	Like most of my stories, I try to leverage things I know or hear about in my stories. This is actually loosely based on a true-story. A friend of mine recently got divorced from a spectacularly rich girl in the UK, and moved into a dingy semidetached ex-council house. It turned out that the woman living next door was a dominatrix, doing kink stuff online and the occasional customer. My friend is an old vanilla friend from school, who never really understood my desire for kink...until now. He's now dating a dominatrix.

	Funny how the world turns, but yeah, like the upcoming F1 film, I've taken a true event and embellished it. Let's see how that works out for F1.

	[image: Image]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.

	By the way — some twat gave one of my books a one-star rating (if someone can fix that on Sissy Cuckold, Femboy Bull, please!), then posted elsewhere that the book was sick. I think I try to set a theme about my books and well, if you don't like the theme, maybe don't rate the book. If you genuinely think the book is written that badly, sure, but I'm fucking Dickens. I write smut, kinky smut at that. Anyway. If you like the book, give me a decent rating, otherwise, you know, use logic...or I'll spank you!

	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.


Prologue

	I don't like semi-detached houses. I don't like the idea that someone can hear me fucking girls. I don't like the idea that I can't play my music as loud as I like. I just don't like the idea of being so close to someone else's house. And yet, in our country, if I wanted to afford anything better, I would need to move far out of the city and into the countryside; and if I wanted a life at the age of thirty, then that was never going to happen. Pretty funny given that I had grown up in a poor man’s council house, surrounded by noise from all sides, you'd have thought I'd have gotten used to the incessant drumbeat of day-to-day social living, but no, I simply hated it with every fibre of my being.

	So as I carried boxes out of the rented Transit van and into the post-war red-brick semi, I did so with a heavy heart and a sigh. I sighed because I'd just spent a quarter of a million quid on a semi-detached home. I sighed because I was single again and would never see my ex-wife again. I sighed because I had to restart everything. Yes, I'd married young, and yes, I should've known better than to marry above my status, but I never really believed in all that, I believed love was where you found it. I suppose, at my youngish age, I should have felt some relief that I wasn't old and done-for, but somehow, it just all felt like I'd have to cut years from my life and pretend this was day zero.

	And yet, friends said I was the luckiest bastard ever, that I had the world handed to me on a plate, that I was only miserable because I no longer had a hot blonde by my side, but I had so many positives to look forward to. Somehow, I didn't feel that way. Sure, I was able to pay for the house with cash, but I had lost the hottest girl I'd ever met in my life, and knew for a fact, that I would not get anyone who looked like her.

	What happened exactly? Well, Alexis came from old money. We married straight out of university, and boy, was I a lucky man then. Tall, blonde, part-time model, it girl, marries broke geek, how the fuck does that happen? Well Alexis was actually very down-to-Earth, at least, she was. We could have really intelligent conversations; she dressed down, basically made me the happiest man in the world. In order to make her happy, I got a job in the corporate world, in sales, and grew fast.

	That was my biggest mistake.

	I began throwing money at the luxury I thought she deserved, expensive shoes, handbags and such, instead of saving. Then she got a job in a fashion house and met Christy, an attractive lesbian who became smitten with Alexis. It all went [image: Image]downhill from there.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Within three months, I was watching Alexis and Christy fucking in our bed. I thought it was hot, but sure, all I did was watch, I'm a guy, watching sometimes was good enough. But then Christy began telling Alexis her fetishes, about wanting to see Alexis get fucked by three men at once. There was something about the way Christy was manipulating her into it, something that rubbed me the wrong way. That was where I drew the line. I said no. That was it, done, but then I went off on a business trip and came back early, only to find Alexis in bed with not three men, but ten, each queuing up to get a hole. And to make matters worse, when I got angry with her, she laughed at me, whilst Christy called me a sissy, throwing underwear at me and telling me to put it on. Hell, Christy tried to get me to suck a cock, which I struggled out of. Of course, I took photos and videos, then left, filing for divorce immediately.[image: Image]

	My friends call me lucky. Why? Because not only did I get a settlement of a quarter of a million pounds, but I also got alimony of a thousand pounds a month for the next five years. Am I the first man to win divorce court? Probably not, but it was a bit of vindication. The photos helped. I think the judge would have been more lenient if it was just one man, but ten, and a video of Christy forcing me to my knees and trying to make me suck cock, also didn't help. Hell, the judge suggested criminal charges there.

	Anyway, I thought about using the money as a downpayment, then getting a mortgage and getting something bigger, [image: Image]something detached, but that would have been a huge investment, and this I would own outright.

	As I was moving into my new home, the red wooden door to the neighbour's house opened, and out stepped a gorgeous Asian woman, probably a bit younger than me, with long jet black hair, long pale legs, a thin body, but unlike most Asian women I knew, she was tall, made even taller by the huge heels on her black PVC boots. She was wearing a tiny black leather mini-skirt, and some sort of PVC or latex corset, laced at the front. Her make-up was dark and smoky. She looked like Lucy Liu in Payback.

	She looked over at me moving as she walked towards her car, a red Range Rover Evoque, but she didn't really acknowledge me, just checking to see what was going on next door. I thought it a little rude, that the least she could do is say hello or welcome, but I got nothing from her.

	Still, it would be nice to have someone hot to look at, maybe she might sunbathe or something.

	About an hour later, as I was unpacking, the doorbell rang. Straining to get up after crouching for some minutes, I walked over to the door and threw it open to reveal my neighbour, holding a bottle of wine.

	"Hi. Welcome to your new home." She said, not smiling once. "l just wanted you to have something to say hello to you, and I hope we can get along."

	"Wow, thank you!" I said, feeling a little guilty for judging her earlier. "Erm, come in. I can find an opener somewhere. Not really unpacked yet."

	She leaned her head in the door and looked around, then looked back at me, not once changing her expression. "Come over to my place. You can sit down there." Then without waiting, she turned and walked towards her door.[image: Image]

	For a moment, I blinked, wondering what the hell was going on, but then grabbed the keys, slamming the door behind me and running after her, carrying the wine.

	She led me through to the kitchen where she took out two wine glasses and an opener, and then handed them to me.

	"l am Kimiko. You?" She asked. There was a firmness to her, a directness, straight to business. I put it down to her culture,

	Kimiko was a Japanese name, and yet, I wasn't fully sure she looked Japanese.

	"Riley." I smiled, pouring out the wine. "A pleasure to meet you, Kimiko."

	We clinked glasses, our eyes locked on one-another, and for the first time, I saw her lips curl into a smile, albeit a very small one. "Tell me about yourself. You bought the house or renting?"

	"Bought it." I said. "Recently went through a painful divorce."

	With a cock of the head, she seemed to read my mind. "Wife cheated huh?" She asked.

	"Something like that, yeah." I replied, wondering if I looked the type to get cheated on, or if this woman was some sort of expert on relationships. "l caught her in bed with ten guys."

	"Lucky girl."

	"Yes, but expensive." I smiled. "The judge awarded me with damages, hence the house."

	The smile she'd given me earlier was back, this time a little bigger. "Sex costs money, whether you like it or not. Serves her right. If you didn't agree to that, then she is a whore, nothing more, nothing less." Something told me I was going to like this woman. “So you used the money to buy the house. I assume no mortgage?"

	"Correct." I smiled, feeling quite proud of myself. I'd come from nothing, born to poor parents, the last of three brothers and three sisters, all of whom led boring existences that I was determined not to fall into.

	Kimiko grilled me about my family. I told them that they were fine, just never really pushed for anything, never tried to experience anything new. My mother was the type of person who would give up without trying because she felt life was against her, and my dad was the type of person who worked all hours and came back just to watch the TV. In fact, the only person in my family I really got on with was Theresa, my slightly older sister, who found a job in a call centre and at least wanted something better for herself.

	However, there was something about Kimiko's questioning that gave me pause. It was as if she was learning about me so as to decide how to deal with me, which was fine, I guess, but it also made me feel a little unease. Her eyes never left me and changes in her expression were subtle, but carried an air of darkness.

	[image: Image][image: Image]It was only when I was talking about my work in software sales that I realised that she had remained standing whilst [image: Image]I sat, thus forcing her to look down on me. As I mentioned earlier, she was already very tall, but the heels made her extremely tall, which made me wonder if she wanted to look down on everyone. I felt there was more to this than just a height thing.

	"So Kimiko, what about you?" I asked. "Kimiko is a Japanese name, right? But you are..."[image: Image]

	"My father was Dutch-Chinese, my mother is Japanese." She said firmly. "The Dutch part gave me my height, my Chinese part gave me these cheekbones, and my eyes are Japanese. I'd say I'm a perfect mix."

	That explained a lot. The Dutch were famously direct, to the point that they rubbed people the wrong way without realising it — all except Max Verstappen, he's just a cunt. "I'd say you are right. And what do you do for work?"

	"I'm a professional dominatrix. I have a studio here at home where I sometimes have visitors, otherwise I do porn videos, female domination stuff, and have an OnlyFans." She told me, as if that was the most normal answer in the world. Then again, if that was what she liked and she was good at it, why not? "Are you into kink?"

	Shaking my head, I smiled. "After my negative experiences with Alexis, I think I just want to find love. I mean, good for you, but I've spent my life fighting for something, I just want someone who wants to curl up in bed with me at night."

	Rather than judge me for my need to be vanilla, she nodded and told me she understood completely, then she shocked [image: Image]me by telling me that she was a virgin. She said it as if everyone talked about such things in a first conversation, but then she went on to explain why. It turned out that as a child she loved playing with dolls. Then when she met her first real boyfriend, he was some skinny kid who had an Asian fetish. He also had a fetish for all things female, and asked her to dress him up as a girl. Suddenly, she realised that she could play with real life dolls.

	As she got older, she discovered female domination and forced feminisation play. The more she learned about it, the more she wanted to do it. Sexual gratification for her came from making these real-life dolls play for her, creating intricate sexual scenes and creating real-life porn for her.

	"l can't say I'm asexual, and I don't know if I would like a penis penetrating me." She explained. "l like dildoes, I just never had sex with a man."

	"And none of these...what did you call them?" I asked.

	"Sissies." She said, and suddenly I was reminded of the word that Christy called me; she had called me a sissy.

	"None of these sissies, erm, make love to you?"

	She smiled slightly, or rather smirked. "You can say the word fuck, I'm not going to break. No, none of them do because they are locked in chastity."

	"Jesus." I laughed, feeling sorry for them. "Then how do they perform for you?"

	"l make them wear strap-on dildos to fuck each other."

	I felt this discussion was venturing into dangerous territory, and quite honestly, I still hadn't unpacked the sheets for my bed. It was time for me to get going as I wanted to order some food too.

	"l can cook you some dinner, if you like?" She said when I told her I needed to be going.

	"Are you sure?" I asked her, surprised that this dominant woman would want to cook me dinner.

	"Well, I need to cook for myself anyway, so I'm more than happy to. Have you ever had onigirazu?" She asked me.

	"l don't think so." I replied, not sure I knew what the heck she was talking about.

	This time, she actually did smile, a proper smile. Even through the darkness she enshrouded herself in, she actually felt very warm and genuine as she did it. "Come on. I'll show you. I think you'll like it."[image: Image]

	I watched her prepare sticky rice in the cooker, adding a white vinegar mix to the rice. Then on some bamboo mats, she laid out seaweed sheets, before moving to the fridge. There, she took out some eggs and beat them, before taking a small square cast-iron frying pan and putting it on the heat.[image: Image]

	"This is a Japanese pan for omelettes." She explained, and I watched her fry the eggs thin, then fold the omelette a few times.

	After that, she took a piece of fresh salmon and sliced it thin, before mixing several ingredients together, soy sauce and other items I didn't recognise, getting a thick light brown sticky sauce from it.

	Placing the cooked sticky rice on the nori, she squashed it before placing the omelette on it, followed by some of the sauce, then the fish. Finally, she rolled it into a sandwich and cut it in half, handing one to me.

	"Looks like sushi." I said.

	"It's like a sushi sandwich, yes." She admitted.

	I took a bite and found myself in heaven. It was amazing. Every single flavour was perfect. Okay, at that moment, I began to wonder if I could live with a dominant woman, a dominatrix who liked girlie boys. For food like this, maybe.

	"It's amazing." I told her. "Thank you so much." 

	"Mmm. I like Japanese food. My mum taught me how to cook it. Tomorrow, I'll make you okonomiyaki. You'll love it."

	"l think I'm going to like living next to you."

	When I said that, she raised her eyebrows and tilted her head from side to side. "Ah, don't speak so soon. The last owner, a lady, she complained about me a lot. Even called the police."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Why?" I asked her, confused.

	"When I have client in the dungeon, it is next to your living room. She used to complain about the noise. I've tried to soundproof it, but still, it isn't perfect."

	"Do you have clients over late?" I asked, wondering if this was going to be a late-night issue.

	"l try not to. If someone comes too late, they have usually had alcohol, and I won't dominate anyone who is not fully in control of their faculties. That's dangerous."[image: Image]

	No matter what you thought of her profession, this was a woman who took it very seriously, and it was clear that she [image: Image]cared very much about getting it right. I had to admire her passion and commitment.

	"l really don't think you'll have any complaints from me." I smiled. "Whip away." I told her, earning a smile of thanks. I helped her wash and dry up, chatting about the neighbourhood and what to do locally, then I thanked her for dinner and said good night.

	Back home, as I continued unpacking, I considered this stunningly beautiful woman living next door, reasoning that even though I thought Alexis was amazing, Kimiko really put her to shame. Not only was she perfect in the looks department, but she was very genuine, she made me feel welcome.

	Eventually, I finally had my bed made and after a shower, I headed to bed where I wanked off imagining I was the one to take Kimiko's virginity. I rubbed my dick, a very average dick I'll say, and moaned a little, before ejaculating. Then taking two tissues from the box, I wiped myself off, went to the bathroom for a pee, before climbing back in the bed and turning out the light.

	"Good night, Riley." I heard through the wall, and it made my eyes bolt open. The walls were paper thin, so thin that I felt sure she must have heard me wanking and moaning. 

	"Erm, good night, Kimiko. Thanks again for dinner."

	"Anytime, Riley. You're very sweet."

	Then suddenly, the embarrassment of the moment dissipated, replaced by a warmth at being called sweet. Yeah, Kimiko was awesome.

	 


One

	My first experience of Kimiko's professional life came at ten the next morning. I was downstairs unboxing some items when I heard a car pull up and a skinny man in his forties walk nervously up the path to her house. From the way he was looking around, I could see that he was probably a married man doing something that for sure his wife would not approve of. I watched him ring the doorbell and then drop to his knees. Strangely, it made me smile, but also think that if anyone deserved such respect, then for sure it was Kimiko.

	I went back to unboxing, only to hear the sound of heels on a wooden floor. Then, Kimiko's voice. "Such a pretty little [image: Image]girl, aren't you? But wetting your nappy like that is not good, sissy June. Is it?"

	"No, Goddess Kimiko." The deep voice replied. "I'm sorry, Goddess."

	Goddess? The sound of chains made me think of handcuffs, but they were perhaps a tad heavier, then followed by the sound of them pulling. "There, nice and secure. So, a bad girl like you really needs a more serious form of punishment. Last time it was how many?"

	"Erm, I think sixty, Goddess." He replied, though there was a quiver to his voice.

	"Sixty, sissy? Really?" She asked, though her tone was clearly accusatory. "Sissy? Do you think your Goddess is an idiot?"[image: Image]

	"No Goddess! '...maybe...erm...maybe it was seventy-five?"

	Her voice was smooth as silk as she spoke next, "See sissy, had you told the truth at the beginning, then maybe I would have given you seventy-five strokes again. But sweetie, now not only do I need to give you one hundred strokes, but I need to tie up one of your testicles too. You'd better hope that it doesn't die before I'm done. Otherwise that'll be your last testicle, won't it?"

	"Yes Goddess." My eyes widened in horror. Had she castrated him already?[image: Image]

	For the next thirty minutes, I heard the woosh of the crop, followed by the sound of whatever implement she was using hitting skin, then screams of pain from the man. With each hit, he counted and thanked her, but it did make me wonder; if this man was being hit this hard, and was married, how did he hide it from his wife? Hell, how do you hide being castrated from your wife?

	Finally, the beating ended and she began talking to him like a small child. "Poor baby, crying so much you wet my floor. Do you want mummy to make you feel better?"

	"Yes Goddess." He sobbed.

	"Would you like mummy to fuck your tight little pussy?" She asked with a cutesy voice.

	[image: Image]"Yes please Goddess."

	"Ten-inch cock this time, or the fist shape one?"

	"Oh, the fist please Goddess."

	Fist? Holy fuck! Yes, this was way too extreme for me, but somehow, I couldn't stop listening. Still, it made sense that the lady before me complained. Especially if she had kids in the house, as I think she had. This was not a safe environment for kids, that was for sure, but at the same time, my understanding was that whilst Kimiko owned her house, the woman before me rented from the man who sold me the house.

	Eventually, the man left and I listened to the sound of washing up. Then minutes later, I heard the doorbell go and found Kimiko at the door, wearing a black latex buckled body over fishnet tights, complete with thigh-high, lace-up high heeled boots.

	"Hey, I need to go to the supermarket for some things." She said. "Need anything?"

	With literally nothing in the house, I needed everything, especially more cleaning supplies. "Can I go with you?" I asked her.

	"Sure! Yes, that would be great."

	"Okay, how long do you need?"

	One of her eyebrows shot up in a questioning manner. "I'm leaving now."

	I looked her up and down, then shrugged; it would be an experience, that was for sure, but a pleasant one to look at. This was clearly a woman very comfortable with her own sexuality, so I grabbed my keys and slammed the door, walking with her to the Range Rover.

	"How bad was the noise?" She asked in the car.

	"Let's just say I understand why the woman complained." I smiled.

	"Oh god." She sighed.

	"Don't worry. No complaints from me. Sounded like the guy was having fun, for the most part."

	"He loved all of it." She explained. "Especially being beaten. But I'm sorry it's so noisy. Once I can afford something bigger..."

	I shook my head and told her not to worry, explaining that I thought that whilst it wasn't a safe space for kids to be in, I was a grown man and could handle the noise. Then I remembered the previous night in bed and commented that perhaps the walls between our bedrooms were even thinner.

	"They used to be that thin downstairs too, but I put some material in to help." She shrugged. "l don't mind knowing you are close. It's comforting." She said, looking at me.

	"How so?" I asked her.

	"Security. If scream for help, I believe you'll come running."

	"Of course."

	We walked with one trolley around the large supermarket, my stuff in the front, hers in the back. Of course, her outfit got us a lot of looks, and some youth boys even made a phwoar sound, but when she stared daggers at them, they immediately looked away and apologised. She had that sort of presence about her. It was clear that whilst men were attracted to her, they feared her, that rather than leer, they would sneak peaks, but otherwise tried to look away. Most women gave her hateful looks, though one or two knew what was what and smiled knowingly.

	At one point, one elderly lady walked the other way, just as Kimiko was reaching for something. "You should help your Mistress, otherwise you'll be getting a spanking." She said, winking at Kimiko, who smiled back at her.

	"He's not my submissive." Kimiko said without waiting for me. "He's just a friend."

	"Oh, I see. Well, still, manners mean a lot! Spank him anyway!"

	Kimiko smiled and gave me a cheeky look. "That is true Riley, good manners mean a lot. You shouldn't let a lady reach for something."[image: Image]

	We gave the old lady another smile, then as we walked away, I said to Kimiko, you're a few inches taller than me, which made her laugh. It was the first time I'd heard her laugh, but I what I really noticed was how smooth her voice sounded when she laughed. In fact, her whole voice was a sexy purr, deep and seductive, yet ultra-feminine at the same time, very breathy.

	When it came to checkout, I loaded my side, then loaded hers, but when it came to payment, I told the cashier I'd be paying for both. The smirk on the cashier suggested she thought it was a kink thing, until Kimiko said, "You don't need to get mine."

	"Nonsense. You cooked dinner last night, so this is on me." I shrugged. "You get the next one."[image: Image]

	Again, Kimiko smiled, a genuine, warm smile. "Deal, neighbour."

	On the drive back, she told me that she would invite me in for coffee, but only had a bit of time until her next client. In fact, she had three more clients that day, but told me to come over to her place at six for dinner. I promised I would. In fact, I very much looked forward to spending more time with her, even though in my heart, I knew nothing could come of it. The rest of the day, I spent cleaning the house and planning what I was going to paint the walls in which rooms. The entire upstairs bathroom would need to be gutted and redone, but I knew that when I bought the place.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Downstairs, my living room was filled with the sounds of a man getting arse-raped by Kimiko's dildo, so instead of sit [image: Image]there listening, I hopped in the car and headed to get some paint and see about a television. By the time I got back, I knew her next client was already there, but this time, I didn't hear them in her playroom, but rather heard her barking orders around the house.

	"l want to see that toilet shine!" She screamed. Get that tongue in there, you filthy sissy cunt!"

	Again, it all made me chuckle, but I had a more important focus, namely, painting my living room walls so that I could drill and hang the new 65-inch television I'd purchased. Usually, when it came to DIY, I often found myself procrastinating. I hated manual work, and even when I went out to get the things I needed, usually I would come home and just tell myself I'd do it later, getting around to it six-months later. However, two things drove me in this case.

	One, I wanted to one day soon invite Kimiko over to my place for dinner, to return the favour and also be a good neighbour. And two, listening to her from the other side of the wall scream, "work faster, you worm! You lazy little shit! Do I need to beat you just to get you working, you fucking scum?" Even though I knew it wasn't directed at me, still I pretended it was.

	Of course, I'm not going to lie, I was erect most of the time, and wanking off didn't seem to help. In fact, all it seemed to do was delay me in my work.

	Eventually, I was able to hang the television. Next door, I heard the final client arrive, and it seemed that too was a [image: Image]different experience. She spoke softly with the client, telling him what a pretty girl he made, and that with such a little cock, what more did he think he would ever be? But when she spoke, she did so like she spoke to me, in that sexy, seductive breathy voice.

	"l think the whole world should see what a pretty sissy you make, don't you?" She asked him.

	"Please Goddess. Please don't." The voice said, a male voice trying and failing to sound female.

	"Nonsense. Come on. Let's go, it's a lovely sunny day outside. Just let me get your leash." Leash? Outside?

	For a moment, I wondered if she was going to walk him in the garden out back, but then I heard the front door go, and there stepped the sissy, in a long curly blonde wig, an ultra-short ultra-frilly pink satin sissy dress which was shorter than most of my t[image: Image]shirts, exposed frilly pink satin panties, over a pink satin suspender-belt and pink stockings. From a hot-pink leather collar, was a matching leash. Holding onto that leash was Kimiko, who had changed into a latex crop-top, barely holding in her surgically enhanced E-cup boobs, and showing off two prominent piercings below, and a black latex mini-skirt over stockings held up by suspender-straps.

	I watched as the sissy tottered off in the ridiculously high-heels, which Kimiko striding elegantly behind.[image: Image]

	"l can't believe you did that." I laughed when I sat in her kitchen later, eating the amazing Japanese food she'd created. [image: Image]"Did anyone see?"

	"Lots of people. That was kind of the point." She explained. "If he didn't really want it, I wouldn't have done it."

	"How do you know he really wanted it?"

	What I didn't realise was that Kimiko interviewed all potential clients and found out their kinks. In this case, public humiliation was a big one. "He's some big-shot in the city, but around here, nobody would know him. Anyway, even if, he was made up and in a wig. Nobody would recognise him."

	As we ate, I told her about my day, what I had done. I had two weeks of holiday and within that time I needed to get a lot done, but I hated doing it so much. The idea of getting a company in had occurred to me, but honestly, I didn't really want to throw money at a company when I knew I could do it myself.

	When I told her about the living room, I found myself chuckling as I remembered her barking orders through the wall. She didn't look up at me, but I caught her grin. "Got you working did it?" She asked. "So should I come over tomorrow with a crop?”

	"Ha, thanks, but I think I can manage without the pain."

	"Huh, well, I think you'd probably work much faster with a strong and powerful Mistress watching over you."

	I couldn't resist the comeback. "Don't you mean Goddess?"

	"Mm, true." Then she looked up at me. "Do you want to see the playroom?"

	For a moment, I wondered if that was an invitation to become her submissive, but then I remembered how professional she was. This was just about seeing the place. "Sure."

	She led me down a corridor and then opened up a black door, revealing a large black room, lit by dull overhead lighting. In it were chains, crosses, dildos of various types on shelves, a rack with whips, crops, canes, and more. She led me through to another door, into a small tiled room, complete with a strange toilet and a gynaecologist's chair. Medical devices and piercing kits sat on shelves. "This is the medical fetish room." She explained.

	One more room, and this one was pink, with a small metal bed in the middle. It looked extremely girlie, and one side of the wall was lined with dresses like the man had worn earlier. A make-up table was on another side, along with dummies, bibs, and other ageplay items. "This is the sissy room. Most sissies don't have an ageplay fetish, some do." She explained.

	"I'm not a fan of ageplay, but its usually just a coping mechanism for most."

	"I've heard that term before, by the way." I explained.

	"Which?" She asked, looking right at me suddenly.

	"Sissy." I said. "When I found my wife in bed with those ten guys. Her girlfriend was there. She threw a nightie at me and called me a sissy. Told me to put it on. When I refused, she tried to force me to suck a cock."

	"Did you ever give her any suggestion you might be into that? You or your wife?" Kimiko asked me.

	“No, never.” I replied.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Then they are both cunts who should be locked up. BDSM is about consent. I would do exactly that to you, if you ever suggested to me that you want to be forced. But without consent, it is rape, it is torture. There is a very fine line, which is why I studied what I do. I learned. I met with others and I studied from the best." She led me out of the room, back to the [image: Image]dungeon part, picking up a crop. "There are many safety aspects to consider. Physically, this one whip, used incorrectly, can end up causing internal bleeding. So I studied anatomy. That benefits me in two ways. One, I know where to hit and [image: Image]where not to. Two, I know where to press to cause pain and incapacitate someone."

	I smirked at that. "You're suggesting with one finger, you can cause someone debilitating pain?"

	"Yep."

	"Show me then." I smiled.

	Grinning, she stepped forward, her face right in front of mine, then pressed her thumb into the left side of my buttock.

	Instantly, my whole leg and lower back was thrown into a spasm of pain, forcing me to collapse to the ground.[image: Image]

	"Holy fuck!" I laughed, getting up and panting.

	"There are worse points, but I don't want to really hurt you. I also know how to do something else." She said with a grin. "Sit on that bench and give me a foot." I did, and she pulled the sock off. Then she used the back of the crop and pushed into the centre of the sole. Pain shot through me for a moment, but then something bizarre happened. I became erect. "It's [image: Image]a known trigger point and helps people with erectile dysfunction."

	"Wow!" I gasped, moving to cover my crotch. "Erm, you mentioned physical safety. I assume there is a psychological part to this too?"

	"Definitely." She said. "Look, many people, hell, most people, have some sort of trauma in their life. Baggage. Sexuality and kink can sometimes be a coping mechanism for it, a way to process trauma. There's nothing wrong with that, but used incorrectly can cause the trauma to worsen. It's my job to understand what my clients need and help them. I love all my submissives and slaves. They are good to me, and I try to be good to them. I'm not in this for the money, I make more on porn. I'm in it because I'm good at it, I like it, and I like them."

	I nodded, looking at the room. I had to admit, it was interesting and I had a profound respect for what she did, but at the end of the day, she was going to bed alone, and whilst that maybe okay for her, for me it was saddening.

	"Don't you get lonely?" I asked her.

	She gave me the briefest of smiles. "I did, sometimes."

	It was getting late and quite honestly, I was shattered from the work that day. I asked Kimiko if she had plans for the evening the following day, to which she said she didn't. "I'll cook dinner tomorrow. I should have the kitchen functional by then."

	"Deal." She smiled, leading me to the door.

	Once again that night, I showered and headed to bed, where I wanked off thinking about Kimiko. This time, I was fully engaged with her dominant self, but for some reason, I was brought back to the sissy dresses and the word sissy. Much as I didn't want it to, I remembered Alexis and Christy, and the moment Christy tried to make me wear the nightie, but this time, I allowed it to happen, this time, I allowed her to force me to suck the cock, as I saw Alexis' face, the joy. "Yes sissy! You're my sissy! I'm going to fuck all these men, and you're going to watch, like a good sissy!" My wife told me. I came and immediately felt disgusted in myself. After wiping myself off, I turned to try to fall asleep.

	"Are you okay?" I heard, a soft voice through the wall. My spirits raised and I smiled.

	"Yeah, I'm fine." I told her.

	"You sound angry."

	I chuckled. "What does an angry turn over in the bed sound like?"

	A second later, I heard her slam into the pillow and sigh, much as I did just a moment before. "Like that."

	"Aha. These walls really are thin, aren't they?" I laughed. "Sorry about that."[image: Image]

	"What caused it?"

	"Thinking about my wife." I said.

	"You were thinking about your wife whilst masturbating?" She asked, surprise in her voice.

	I was more surprised that she knew I was masturbating. "Oh god." I moaned, feeling blood rush to my cheeks.

	"Don't be embarrassed. I masturbate a lot. You just didn't hear me last night because you fell asleep so fast."

	She was so fucking direct, but I loved it. However, at that moment, much as I wanted to talk to her, I felt my muscles ache and my voice straining. "Can we pick this up tomorrow?" I asked her.

	"Sure Riley. Good night."

	"Good night Kimiko."


Two

	I awoke to the sound of knocking through the wall. For a moment, I had to get my bearings, I'd slept so solidly. Again, the knock, knock, knock came through the wall. Kimiko. "Hello?" I asked, to which she told me that breakfast was ready. I didn't even know I had agreed to breakfast, but to be honest, it was a lovely way to wake up.

	It was nearly nine, way later than I had planned to sleep. After cleaning my teeth, I threw on a robe and walked over to her place, where she too was wearing a robe, though very different to mine. Whereas I was in a long grey towel robe, she was in a short dark blue lace-trim silk robe, over a matching little nightie. Her pierced nipples stood out through the thin material.

	"Did those hurt?" I asked her.

	"No. None of my piercings really hurt. Some stung, but I have a high pain tolerance." She said, handing me a plate of a small, folded omelette, a small soup of some sort, some pickled vegetables, and some sort of fish. With that, some mango juice and a coffee.

	"How many piercings do you have?" I asked her.

	"Ears, obviously." She had a few in each ear. "Nipples," she said, pulling down one side of her nightgown to reveal a [image: Image]gorgeous breast, and making me stop eating mid-bite. "Navel and clit." She said, pulling up her gown to reveal her muscular, firm, flat belly, with a dangling little piercing, and then her silky-smooth tight slit, which she pulled apart to reveal a small piercing in the hood above her clit. Then she dropped the gown, leaving me speechless.

	"Erm...right." I mumbled.

	The thing was, none of what she did seemed deliberate. It was like she had zero problem showing off her body, that she didn't see anything sexual with what she did. She was that comfortable with her body.

	"You? No piercings?" She asked.

	"Nope. I'm quite surprised you don't have any tattoos." I pointed out.[image: Image]

	"I'm Japanese." She reminded me, but I didn't get the connection, so she explained that it was frowned upon because of the connection to the Yakuza. "My mum tolerates what I do, but she wouldn't accept a tattoo."

	"Interesting." I noted.

	[image: Image][image: Image]There was a reason for bringing me over for breakfast, an agenda. She wanted to know what I was thinking about when I masturbated. "I assume you were thinking about me initially, right?" She said without a hint of arrogance, but before I could make a joke, she said, "I'm well aware I work in a highly sexualised business, and the way I dress, even to non-submissive men, is attractive. I would be lying if I said you didn't play a part of my sexual fantasies. When you are with someone new for an amount of time, they invade your thoughts. However, I would hope that since your divorce your wife would have left your fantasies."

	I saw what she was getting at, but unfortunately, it wasn't that simple. "Let's just say my thoughts of you drifted into...that experience..."

	"You put the nightie on?" She asked.

	"Yes. It was odd."

	"And you felt embarrassed after you came, right?" She nodded.

	"Right."

	"It's fine. That's your libido. It's called post-nut clarity, and it is linked to guilt. What are you feeling guilty about?" She asked me.

	That was a good question. I didn't really feel guilty about anything. I felt let down by the event with my wife, I felt like she had ignored everything that I asked for.

	"My advice, try to think about it, then once you realise it, you'll feel better. Just know that around me, there is no shame, nothing to be embarrassed about."

	We ate in silence for a moment. She really knew how to make me feel better about myself. That she thought about me when she masturbated was quite the insight, but from the way she had described it, it was mainly connected to the psychology of meeting someone.

	"When is your first client?" I asked her.

	"After twelve. Not really a client, just doing some content for OnlyFans."[image: Image]

	I thanked her for the breakfast and helped her wash up, before heading home and readying myself for the day. However, my morning spent with her got me horny, so rather than going straight in the shower, I lay in bed and remembered seeing her gorgeous body and the piercings.

	As I began wanking, I heard the slight sound of moist skin moving, then I heard, "Oh..." She was right, I could hear her masturbating.

	I began moving faster, picturing her, listening. My hand moved with her, but it was too much, I wasn't going to last.

	"Riley, slow down." She said. "Take a moment and breathe."

	"Okay..." I panted, pausing as I listened to her continue.

	"Mmm, oh god, Riley." She moaned. Fuck! This was mental. She was my neighbour, my new friend, and now, clearly, my masturbation partner. "Are you thinking about me, Riley?"

	"Yes." I panted.

	"Are you thinking about my pussy?"

	"Fuck, yes, Kimiko, yes!"

	"Tell me about what you were thinking about last night? Tell me what you did when she threw the nightie at you."

	"I...I put it on."

	"Describe it."

	I thought back. "Short, shiny pink, satin, lace on all the edges."

	"lt felt soft, right?" She asked. "Soft and sexy."

	"Yes."

	"It felt good on your body, you felt submissive and ready for anything."

	"Oh god, yes."

	She sensed I was getting close again. "Slow down, Riley." She said firmly. "Now tell me, what did your wife say to you, in your fantasy?"

	I paused, unsure if I wanted to tell her, embarrassed, but then I gave in, remembering how open she was. "Yes sissy![image: Image] You're my sissy! I'm going to fuck all these men, and you're going to watch, like a good sissy!"

	"Good." She said. "Wank again, Riley, picture it all again, but who is there?"

	I tried to think about it, to picture my wife, but my wife's face and body melded and morphed, until I could only see Kimiko. "You Kimiko. Only you with the men."

	"Now cum for me Riley."

	I came hard and loud, and the moment I did, I heard her orgasm too. It was one of the most intensely erotic experiences of my life.

	After we both calmed, I heard her say, "You won't picture your wife anymore. You'll only think of me. You're welcome."

	It was all deliberate. I was hurting, my wife was invading my thoughts, and Kimiko was determined to help me get out of my funk. It wasn't that she was just okay with showing off her body, but she showed it off with purpose. This was her idea of therapy, and my god, it worked. But it also had a knock-on effect. I was falling in love with her.

	At around eleven, the doorbell went. I opened it to find Kimiko in a black latex catsuit, with some sort of leather harness around her waist, holding an O-ring around her crotch. It was clear what that was for. "My partner for the shoot will be an hour late, so I have a couple of hours to kill." She explained. "What are you working on?"

	"l was thinking about painting the upstairs hall, or begin smashing the upstairs bathroom. Then I found my Xbox..."

	She nodded slowly. "What are you playing?" She asked softly reaching for the controller I put down.

	"Um, NHL." I said.

	"Nice, nice." Then she took both controllers. "I'll be back in a second."

	I watched as she walked out of my house, and then it clicked what had just happened. Rather than get upset with her, I [image: Image]chuckled and waited until she returned. "Bravo." I laughed.

	"If you're a good boy, you'll get them back at the end of the day." She said firmly. "Now, upstairs and begin dismantling the bathroom."

	"Yes Goddess." I joked, but she returned it with a stern look.[image: Image]

	"Don't you dare make fun of me." She snapped firmly.

	"Sorry." I said softly.

	"l don't like it. If you are going to call me Goddess, it is because you see me as such, not because you think it's funny. Don't do that again."

	She was right. Her career choice was not a joke, and neither was her lifestyle. "I'm genuinely sorry. It was stupid."

	"Fine. Sorted, up, work. I'll watch."

	She stood in the doorway, watching as I began chipping away at tiles. I offered to make her a drink, but she declined. Instead asking me more about my guilt towards my thoughts, trying to push me towards an answer to the problem. She knew I knew the answer deep inside, I just needed to find it.

	It made me think about the reaction when I pushed Christy away, when I screamed at Alexis. She seemed so surprised by my reaction, so did Christy, both telling me to calm down, that it was all just a bit of fun.

	"Did it feel like fun to you?" Asked Kimiko.

	"No. I felt hurt. I felt like she had stabbed me in the back."

	"Why did it feel like that?"

	“She had asked to fulfil Christy's fantasy, so that she could see it. She promised me everything I wanted, anything and everything, and I'd said no. I didn't feel comfortable with men fucking my wife.”

	"Why not?" Asked Kimiko.

	Why not indeed. I tried to put myself in that moment, remember what I felt, and I realised that it was stupid. "l thought she'd fall in love with another man."

	Kimiko looked confused. "Who is she with now?"

	"Christy." I nodded.

	"So really, she'd already fallen in love with another woman. She must've known that by then, but did she ever hint that your marriage was about to end?"

	"No."

	Recognition sparked on her face, she'd found the answer. It took me a moment, and then I'd found it too. "I'm feeling guilty for ending our marriage when all she wanted to do was spice it up."

	Kimiko didn't nod, just blinked once slowly. "You realise though, that your guilt is misplaced. You did nothing wrong. You reacted very much in the correct way. She'd asked you for a variation of this kink and you said no. Rather than discuss [image: Image]it further, she trusted someone who ultimately probably wanted to hurt your marriage. That said, I don't know if you are one hundred percent against what happened to you, which makes what happened even worse. She hurt your chances of enjoying something great."

	This girl deserved more credit than probably anyone ever gave her. She was clearly a very intelligent individual, but she also had a compassion that her tough exterior didn't give away.

	Kimiko's assessment was correct. When I looked at it from her point of view, I felt a weight lift from me, but it was quickly replaced by another. "Should I go back to her?" I asked.

	Something flickered across Kimiko's face, a momentary look of sadness. "I'm not the right person to answer that question."

	"Why not?" I asked.

	"Because I like your company. I don't want you to go." She said. "As a friend."

	"Then it's decided. I won't go."

	"That's stupid, Riley. You need to do what is right for you. All I will say is, this woman doesn't know what she's doing, and Christy especially doesn't. If you do decide to talk to them, then you need to make it clear that their stupidity and ignorance led to your departure." She said, but then she pursed her lips. "I have a counter question for you."

	"Okay."

	There was a momentary pause before a sharp intake of breath, then she asked, "Is that what you want? To submit to her?”

	To be honest, I didn't know. I didn't know what any of this meant, I didn't understand submission. "l don't know. I just don't want to be alone."

	She was about to say something else when her phone rang. After a quick chat, she turned back to me. "I need to go. I'll be back at four. I want all the tiles off the walls and this room cleared up by then." She paused. "If you don't have it done by then, do I have your consent to punish you in a manner I deem fit?"

	Holy fuck! What the hell did that mean? Did that mean I'd be whipped? Fucked up the arse with a strap-on? I just knew that I wanted to find out. "Yes...Goddess." I replied. This time there was not a hint of humour.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Good. Have it done by then, but don't test me. I would prefer to come back and find you don't need punishment. I don't want to have to punish you, Riley, you understand that right?"

	I knew she meant it. This was her way of preventing my procrastination, which meant that any punishment she gave me would indeed be punitive, and certainly not play.

	As I worked that afternoon, I tried to ignore the screams of the man coming from next door. I tried to ignore the barking orders and the humiliating insults from Kimiko as she dominated the actor. And yet, I couldn't help myself. I spent the next half-hour searching for Kimiko online, until I found her Instagram, looking at gorgeous photos of her in latex, or dominating men and sissies. It seemed she had plenty of people paying her money online too, because she had a huge following, and a number of payment links.

	[image: Image]Eventually, I found her OnlyFans account and signed up, paying the ten euros per month subscription. There, I found multiple videos of her dominating men, women and sissies. Just an hour ago, she posted a photo of her in the outfit I had seen her in, except here she had a huge black dildo in place, and was holding some sort of long metal clamp in her hand.

	Somebody's gonna lose their balls right after I fuck his ass! She wrote.

	"Holy shit!" I gasped, whipping out my cock and rubbing one out in the bathroom. I was done fast, flushed and then closed the phone, continuing my work.[image: Image]

	At four o'clock precisely, the doorbell rang. The work was done, but I hadn't completely cleaned up. I opened the door for her and she stepped inside, carrying just her handbag. She was out of the catsuit, now in a black PVC skater-skirt and a lacy satin corset top. Without a word, she walked in and up the stairs. She nodded as she looked at the mess.

	"l got it all off the wall." I pointed out. She didn't say anything, just nodded. "I'm almost done with the cleaning."[image: Image]

	"Almost." She said quietly, a soft breath. "You signed up to my OnlyFans."

	"Yes." I gulped.

	"So instead of working, you were pleasuring yourself." She said. "What did we agree?"

	Again, I gulped. "That I would have it cleaned up by the time of your arrival."

	"Or face punishment."

	She nodded, and then turned to look at me. There was a neutrality to her emotions that scared me more than I ever thought a woman could scare me. "What sort of punishment would fit this crime, Riley?"

	"I...I, erm, well, erm, spanking?" I asked.

	"You think hitting you will be a benefit? Would you hit a child for not cleaning their room?"

	Her tone made me look away in embarrassment. "No Goddess."

	"Look at me when I talk to you." She said, and I looked up. "Hitting you will teach you nothing." She sighed. "It's a shame really, because I enjoyed our masturbation session." She reached into her handbag and pulled out a tiny metal device. "Pants down, show me your cock, do not get erect."

	My eyes widened, my hands trembled. I dropped my trousers and boxer shorts, trying to think of anything to avoid getting hard. Her hands moved quickly, and thankfully, before my dick realised what was going on, it was caged and locked.

	[image: Image]"The cage will stay on for a week." She told me. "Don't worry, I promise nothing will happen to your dick. It may feel uncomfortable when you get morning wood, but eventually it'll go down. If you have an emergency and it needs to come off, tell me and I'll take it off."

	"Yes Goddess."

	"Now. As you haven't finished your work, I'll give you some time to finish, but given it's a bit late to cook, then I think we should go for dinner, as friends, not as Goddess and slave."

	I smiled at her, then nodded. "Thanks Kimiko."

	"Get dressed, get to work, come get me when you're done." Then she looked at me. "You're paying."


Three

	I awoke the next morning feeling very unrested. Wearing the cage made me wake up every hour with the need to check [image: Image]it, to make sure my balls weren't turning blue. Then there was morning wood, which also woke me up. But none of that compared to the moment before I went to sleep, the moment I had to listen to Kimiko masturbate next door, vocally talking about the dildo she was using, the lingerie she was wearing.

	Dinner with her was really nice, a little Italian place. During dinner she told me about what to expect from the cage, what I would feel, what it would do psychologically. Then she told me about what she did with the actor, how she dressed him up as a girl and fucked him with a ten-inch dildo, how she pretended to castrate him for camera.

	"But you have castrated someone." I pointed out, remembering the visitor.

	"How did you know?" She asked with a wry smile. "That was a guy in Dubai who flew me over. Paid me a fortune to do it."

	"Wait but what about the guy the other day?" I asked her. "You threatened to take his other ball."

	Recognition flooded her face as she chewed her food. "Yeah, him. He lost one of his testicles in an accident. Nothing to do with me, I'm afraid."

	"And the guy in Dubai?"

	"Paid me three-hundred thousand dollars. Hence why I have this house. For that, I dominated him for three days almost non-stop. Turned him into a girl, then at the end, before I left, I severed the connection to his balls and turned him into a eunuch." She shrugged. "Fulfilled a fantasy, got paid for it."

	"Holy shit." I gasped. "How did it make you feel?"

	A darkness spread over her face and she grinned naughtily. "Fucking amazing. I loved it. I'd do it again if I could. His screams, his begging that he changed his mind, please stop, that shit."

	"Why didn't you?" I asked her, shocked that a woman who told me consent was pivotal would do such a thing.

	She shrugged. "He didn't say his safe word."

	"Safe word?" I asked, confused.

	"Saying stop or I've changed my mind plays to the game, but if he had genuinely changed his mind, he would have said his safe word. The truth is, I still see him online, he has invited me back and he's fine."

	"Oh, so he has his balls?" I asked.

	She laughed with a dark sadism that made me realise that he did not. "No, they're gone, but he takes hormones now."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Hormones." I noted.

	"Female...and some male." She said. "He's a femboy sissy now."

	"In Dubai?" I asked.

	The smile on her face told me enough. "There's more than enough there. You'd be surprised."

	That she would go so far for her clients to get herself into trouble shocked me, but there was clearly so much I didn't know about this lifestyle, and yet, it interested me so much too. I always considered myself very vanilla, I liked sex, dick in pussy, nothing else really sprang to mind, but then again, I wasn't exactly imaginative...until now.

	Kimiko made we want to know more, made me feel like I had been missing out on so much. Perhaps that was why Alexis needed more, perhaps I was boring.

	"Are you not scared of getting into trouble?" I asked. "l mean, surely castrating someone is against the law?"

	Again, she gave me that smile, the one that suggested I was completely out of my depth. I probably was, but I still wanted to know more. "Okay, so there's so much that is against the law that if we were to follow the letter of the law, nobody would have fun. Consent is key. A child cannot give consent, so they are out."

	"From what age?" I asked.

	"Touche. That's a good question. But the lines blur too much that someone needs to draw a nice big thick one. So let's say eighteen for most things, but really dangerous stuff, older. Now, if you were to come to me and say you want to be castrated, I'd say no."

	"Why?" I asked.

	"Because I know you don't know what the hell you are talking about."

	"But the guy in Dubai?"

	"Knew. I decided I wanted to do it after three years of dominating him online and over the phone. I knew. That said, I like to believe I understand most people. If you came to me and said you wanted to sniff and wear my dirty panties, then yes, I would encourage it, because in this short time I've known you, I think it would be something that helps you.”

	"So, breaking the law? Yes. How far would I go? Mmm, pretty far. I don't like anything to do with shit. I do like blood. I probably would enjoy amputating someone's fingers or a limb, but given that I'm not a surgeon and don't know what I'm doing, I would never do it. I would never kill someone, even though I could imagine how sexy it would be to strangle someone to death whilst riding them, but it would be done and done, so no, I wouldn't risk it."

	My mouth hung wide open. This was the most fucked up monologue I'd heard in my life, and yet god, I was hard listening to it. So yeah, dinner was...interesting.

	The doorbell went at one. Kimiko had told me that she would be at a modelling job shooting some latex promotion, so I spent my time gutting the bathroom. The skip had arrived that morning anyway, so I threw in yesterday's tiles, and that was quickly followed by the sink, toilet and bathtub. The horrid vinyl floor was ripped up and dumped, and soon enough the place was clean and ready for plastering, and that was when the doorbell went.

	Kimiko walked in wearing a shiny red satin and lace dress that could easily have been mistaken for a nightie. The lack of a bra was proven by the visible piercings. Honestly, I was reaching a point where I was desperate to see her, but dressed like that, that was painful, because I didn't know what I could have with her. Could I be her submissive? Would she love me?

	Would it me right for me to ask her to give up the virginity she'd kept for so long.

	Without a word to me, Kimiko headed upstairs and checked out the bathroom, then turned around and smiled at me.

	"See? See what a little punishment does for you?" She asked.

	"Kimiko..." I said softly. "l don't think I can keep doing this. I'm too old. I need to go out and meet someone."[image: Image]

	She couldn't look me in the eye. "So go, if you feel you need to. Do you want me to unlock the cage?"

	I sighed. "No. l... Fuck, you have to know that no-one will ever match up to you, right?"

	Her breath caught in her throat. "I know Riley." She snapped, looking right at me. Then her face looked down and she gulped, anger on her face. "You do not have permission to see anyone else." She said in a seething quietness.

	"Pardon me?"

	"You heard."

	I nodded, "Yes Goddess."

	"You will never have me, not like that." She said. "You are my friend. I want you so much as my fucking friend!" She panted, then I saw her hand slap something off her face, a tear. "l don't have any friends." She cried. "l don't..." 

	She began hyperventilating. I ran to her, pulling her in my arms. "I'm sorry."

	"No, I am." I felt stupid. How dare I assume something more than I could?

	We held each other tight, then I looked up at her and apologised again. Before I could say anything further, I felt her lips on mine, and her tongue snake into my mouth. I wanted to tell her she didn't need to do that, but she grabbed my head and held it, refusing to release me.

	Eventually, she let me go. "Do you want me to unlock the cage?" She asked one more time.

	"No Goddess." I said.

	With a strong push on my chest, I fell back onto the floor. She stepped forward and put her shoe on my mouth. She inhaled, staring down at me. Beneath the dress, I saw her sweet pussy, exposed and pierced, no panties.

	"l just want to be a good friend." She said softly. Then she lowered herself down, placing that pussy on my mouth. "A very good friend." She purred, rubbing my hair. I licked, tasting her sweet nectar, sucking on her piercing, feeling it go be[image: Image]tween the gap in my front teeth. "Such a good friend." She whispered, and I licked deeper as she twisted her hips in a circular motion. "My best friend." She purred. I felt her legs tremble, and then she came, screaming as she clawed at my hair. Without a word, she stood and walked out of the house, slamming the door behind her. Once she entered the house, I heard her scream at the top of her lungs, "FUCK!"

	The whole situation was so confusing, but from what I could make out, she'd let me lick her pussy as consolation for saying no to me as her boyfriend. Essentially, she felt she had to pay me off, which made me feel horrible.

	She had a client in the afternoon, and boy, did she make him suffer. I could tell she was putting in additional effort to hurt him. Whilst that was going on, I roasted a chicken and made a salad to eat with it. At around six, once it was done, and I was sure that she was alone, I went to knock on her door. She opened it with a scowl, her puffy red eyes a symbol that she'd been crying.

	"l cooked dinner." I told her.

	The air thickened, she didn't move or say anything, just stood there in that red satin dress, then she grabbed her keys and followed me over to my place where I portioned up the food and handed it to her. She put the first piece into her mouth and sighed, nodding.

	"It's lovely." She said, her voice barely more than a whisper.

	"I'm sorry." I replied. "I'm sorry for putting you in this position."[image: Image]

	"No, it's not your fault. You can't help who you fall in love with." She admitted with a sigh. "But I can't be the woman you want. It's selfish of me to believe I can have you as my friend, plaything, I don't know what else, and then continue to live my life the way I did."

	"No, no." I shook my head. "We only just met..."

	"Oh come on, Riley, you know that's bullshit just as I do."

	Then I didn't understand what her problem was. I didn't ask her to stop being her, to stop being a dominatrix. I just wanted to be with her. But even as I thought that, I knew I was being just as hypocritical. What did that even mean? Perhaps she was right, perhaps there was no way to make any sort of relationship work. "You are right." I said quietly, pushing food around my plate.

	"Huh?”

	“You're right."

	She looked away. "You're pretty good, erm, with your mouth."

	"Thanks." It was a hollow victory.

	"l mean..." She shrugged innocently, and I realised it was a moment of vulnerability, something she was giving me. "I'd like it again."

	"When?" I asked.

	She shrugged. "Whenever I want it? Without ever asking, to just make you do it."

	I had to bite my lip from laughing, vulnerability clearly came with a rulebook, in her case, but I'd take it. "Of course, Goddess, my mouth is yours."

	"Thank you." She replied, blushing. "Then get to work." She said in a hush, spreading her legs.

	When she said whenever she wanted, she wasn't joking. She didn't go home that night, instead, she used my mouth and [image: Image]tongue to ten large orgasms, and then fell asleep in my arms. It was a wild night where nothing happened for me, and everything happened for her, but it was still one of the nicest and most unexpected of nights.

	It was weekend and she didn't have any clients. Aside from some basic posts on OnlyFans and writing with loyal online slaves, she spent the day lounging in my place, watching me work. When I say lounging, she didn't bother with clothes. She made me turn up the heat, then sat there naked, or followed me around. It took some time for me to realise that she was torturing me, because in the cage, seeing her perfect body over and over, was making me feel sick with desire.

	And yet, I could converse with her. There was always something to talk about, science, religion, politics, nothing was taboo, we covered it all, and surprisingly, our opinions aligned almost completely. We could laugh and joke, and yes, she had a dark sense of humour, but when she laughed, my god, it was the sexiest laugh I'd ever heard.

	As I worked, she ordered food and drinks to be delivered, and too my shock, had no hesitation in opening the door to the delivery driver stark naked. The guy looked like his eyes would explode when he saw her, after all, she was the perfect specimen of womanhood.

	That night, as I showered after working, she popped off home only to come back carrying a toothbrush and a black strap-on cock. I stared at it wide-eyed and told her I wasn't sure I could do it.

	"This isn't for you, dummy." She laughed. "It's for you to wear. I want you to fuck me."

	For a moment, I looked at the key around her neck, the one I knew belonged to my cage and thought about telling her that I had a real cock ready to go, but I decided not to press. Though I did wonder about the whole virginity thing, but I got her meaning really; she was a male on female virgin, but her hymen was long gone.

	"l lost my hymen horse riding when I was a kid." She told me.[image: Image]

	Okay, I'm going to be honest, I wasn't sure what to expect when she told me she wanted me to fuck her with the dildo, but I certain wasn't expecting her to be so hands on. She kissed me, not once, but almost constantly, riding me, holding me tight, touching me. Our sweat combined, her breasts streaking on my body. "Oh fuck me Riley, fuck me." She moaned, "Oh sweetie, oh so good, fuck, yes Riley, baby, yes!"

	Like everything else with her, I felt like there was a plan behind this. One, I think she wanted me to experience what I couldn't have, psychological torture, if you like, pushing me to see that she was capable, she just wasn't going to let me really experience it. Two, she wanted me to have the pain and discomfort from the cage.

	And yet, even after the strap-on came off, we held each other, kissed, then watched a movie holding each other like lovers. It scared me how much I was falling for this woman, scared me so much that I realised that I couldn't keep torturing myself with what I couldn't have. I needed to go back to what I could have...if she'd take me.

	 


Four

	The waitress finally left us alone and I sat face to face with the sexy blonde socialite. Her normally sparkling blue eyes were [image: Image]tinged with sadness and I knew it was because of me. Initially, she was hesitant to see me again, stating it would be too hard, and now we were sat together, perhaps she was right, but certainly not as hard as seeing my beautiful dominatrix neighbour and realising nothing would ever come of it.[image: Image]

	"You look well." She told me. "I heard you bought a new house."

	"That's right. Just a semi, but..."

	"No, it's good. The housing market is a good investment, especially now. King's Hill, right?"

	"Yeah." 

	"Up and coming area. It'll double in value when they extend the tram there."

	"l know."

	She smiled sweetly. "You always were savvy."

	An awkward silence followed, neither of us knowing what to say next. 

	"How's Christy?"

	"Fine." She replied, not wanting to delve deeper into it, clearly, afraid of what I might say.

	"Um, so, I have this neighbour." I began. "She's a dominatrix."

	Alexis blushed, smiling in that way that women did when they were about to get some gossip. "Oh, ah, well, kinky." 

	"Yes." I chuckled nervously. "But she's really, erm, intelligent. She opened my eyes to some things. Look, what you did, well, it was wrong. It was..."

	"Stupid." She said softly.

	"Rushed." I said instead, making her look up at me curiously. "Christy introduced you to something that she herself didn't understand. Or maybe, I don't know, maybe she knew what she was doing, maybe she got what she wanted..." I [image: Image]muttered.

	Alexis face turned sad again, she sat upright, visibly uncomfortable. "Riley..."

	I held up my hands apologetically. "Sorry. Sorry. Look, maybe if we had talked about the idea of cuckolding and sissification, and well, BDSM, then maybe we could have done more. If we didn't rush, maybe we would still be together."

	"l know. I'm stupid."

	"It was a mistake." I told her. "But one, I think, probably can be fixed."

	[image: Image][image: Image]The hope of a rekindling of our relationship brought the conversation alive. Suddenly, Alexis was asking more about it all, about what I had learned from Kimiko. I explained everything that I had learned in the past few days, right down to the fact that Kimiko had put me in chastity in order to prevent my procrastination.

	"l wish I thought of that a while ago!" Alexis laughed. "Oh Riley, of course, if we could make this work, I'm sure Christy [image: Image]will want to take you back too."

	Suddenly, it hit me like a tonne of bricks. If I went back, I wouldn't be the partner anymore, I'd be the lover. I'd be second-fiddle to Christy. "Christy?"

	"Yeah, I'll talk to her tonight and if she agrees then..."

	"Sorry..." I laughed at the incredulity of what she was saying. "l thought you'd want us together. Why do you need Christy's permission?"

	"Riley, you left me. She's all I have now."

	I nodded, downed my coffee. "You were right. This was a mistake." I said, throwing money for the coffee on the table. "Good luck Alexis."

	"Riley!" She called after me, but I couldn't do it. I was stupid for even considering going back to her, of course I was the other guy now.

	When I arrived home, I dashed inside my house and began sobbing. I'd thrown everything away, and I was destined to be alone. The doorbell went and I knew Kimiko had heard me crying, but she was the last person I needed to see at that moment, so I just ignored her and went upstairs, and curled up in bed.

	"You went to see her, didn't you?" I heard Kimiko say through the wall.

	"Go away please Kimiko. I'm not in the mood."

	She was silent for about a minute, then she said, "Get up, come here."

	"Kimiko..."

	"Now, slave. Now!"

	Sighing, I stood and stomped through the house pointedly. I slammed my front door so hard that the post lid rang out.

	The door to her place was already open, she I pushed it open to find her stood there, naked. "Get undressed." She whispered.

	"Kimiko, please!" I sobbed.

	"Get undressed." She repeated.

	With another sigh, I took off all my clothes, then watched as she removed the key from her necklace and unlocked the cage. I instantly became erect, made harder by the fact that she was rubbing me. I told her to stop, but she ignored me, she just stared in my eyes, then kissed me, pushing me back against the now closed front door, moving my dick towards her pussy.

	"Kimiko, stop!" I begged. "Please, don't do this."

	Her body shock, moving over me, still kissing me.[image: Image]

	"Please Kimiko, please don't. Not like this. Please."

	"You're just making me wetter begging me not to do this." She told me. And then she plunged down, taking me inside her all at once, holding my shoulders and smiling at me. "Now you are my first. At least I can say, my first is a man I truly love."

	A tear ran down my cheek. "You love me?"

	"Of course I fucking do, you asshole."

	She rode me slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. She grinned and purred, biting her lip, moaning. I looked down at her legs, seeing accentuated muscles shifting and changing as she gathered pace. Suddenly she was bouncing, her mouth on my neck, moans getting louder, until she let out a high-pitched squeak I hadn't heard before. Below me, something trickled down my leg.

	"I've cum." She giggled, climbing off me. "Come to bed," she said, pulling me by the hand and literally running up to her room. It was dark, black, with a black bed, red silk sheets. She threw me onto the soft bed and climbed back on me, riding me like a cowgirl, bucking back and forth, until she squeaked again. "Promise me you'll never see Alexis again, and I'll let you cum inside me. Promise me."

	"l promise." I smiled, panting.

	She grinned, riding me some more, then she said, "You can cum now." And as if by magic, I came, flooding her with days of pent-up cum.

	We kissed, sighing and holding each other. She pulled back and stared into my eyes and I could see them smiling, it had [image: Image]been a positive experience for her, something I had worried it wouldn't be.

	"l enjoyed it more than I thought I would." She said. "l built up this idea in my head that it would be over fast, that I wouldn't feel anything, that it would be one-sided. It wasn't any of those things."

	"I'll be honest, I can't promise it will always be that good, but I'll try my best to make sure it is."

	I held her to me, rubbing her back and enjoying her scent. I never expected to ever have sex with her, let alone be her first, but I was so happy that she wasn't put off by the experience, and from the way she touched me, I had a feeling it wouldn't be the last. But what did this all mean? Was she my girlfriend now? What were the expectations?

	One thing I needed to make certain of, was to let her know that nothing would change. I would not interfere in her life[image: Image]style. I would not become a jealous idiot.

	[image: Image]"Why did you do it?" She asked me suddenly. For a moment, I thought she was talking about sex with her, but then I realised she meant Alexis.

	"Because I love you. I've fallen for you in ways I don't understand, and I honestly believed you didn't feel the same way."

	She laughed, indicating how stupid I was. "Do you think I'd spend this much time with you if I just liked you?"[image: Image]

	"But you said you just want to be friends?"

	Another sigh and a nod. "Yes, because I couldn't come to terms with it in my head either. But I am honest, Riley, and right now, I can say I love you. I've never loved a man like this before, so it is new, and hard. I'm scared that the life as I know it is on a timer now, that eventually, you will want kids and a normal wife, and I will then either have to give up everything, or we give each other up."

	"l won't force you to be someone else. I fell in love with you because of who you are." I told her. "As to Alexis, well, I talked, told her what we discussed, but I immediately recognised my mistake."

	Kimiko looked up at me. "Which is?"

	"I'm not the partner now. I would be the guy on the side, which I don't want. It wouldn't be the same."

	Her hand rubbed my firm belly, moving down to my dick, gently cupping and tugging it. Her porcelain skin was such a contrast to my own, but at the same time, I found myself wondering how she kept herself so smooth, so soft, and yet so muscular at the same time. I hadn't seen her exercise, even though I knew she did.

	When I asked, she explained that she was a black belt in karate, a black belt in jujitsu, and also was a gymnast as a child. "But I still go to train. You are usually still asleep when I go." She smiled. "l can do a backflip over you, spin in the air and then kick you in the back, and you wouldn't know it until you felt it."

	"You can kill me with one finger!" I joked.

	"Actually, I could if I wanted to."

	I decided not to joke anymore. Instead, we kissed and she climbed back on my erection. We made love, softly this time, long, slow, savouring our bodies. Our movements were fluid, our bodies in tune with our desires and with each other. I loved this woman, more than I ever loved Alexis. I would do anything for her, which was why she was a goddess, but not any goddess, my Goddess.

	"l love you, Goddess." I whispered.

	"l love you, slave." She giggled, kissing me again. "I love you so much."

	We were so in tune with each other, that our climaxes coincided with one another, her body shaking with the last thrusts inside her, and then I decided to something I felt she would want her slave boyfriend to do. I slid down her body and began licking her, earning a whoop and a long moan of gratitude from her.

	"Oh, you are proving me so right for wanting to do this." She gasped, as I brought her to another orgasm.

	We showered together, then I made her a coffee, both still naked as we shared a tender moment of silence together. Her smile was warm, radiating from her eyes as well as her mouth. When I met her just a week previously, she was dark, hesitant to smile, but now, she had come alive.

	"I'll need to go to the chemist." She said softly.

	"How come?" I asked, worried something was wrong.

	She shifted nervously. "Erm, if you don't want me becoming pregnant, then I'll need to go get a pill."

	"Oh, shit, I'm sorry." I gasped, but she quickly shook her head.

	"No, I wanted it like this. First time and with a condom, kind of defeats the purpose. Don't worry, I'll talk to my gynaecologist about options for the long term." Again she looked away, something on her mind. "l have a client this afternoon." She told me softly.

	"Great." I smiled. "Can I ask you a favour please?"[image: Image]

	"Of course." She said, though there was a hint of nervousness about her response, as if she predicted trouble.

	"Will you lock me back up in chastity?"

	Tears welled up in her eyes and she bit her lip as she gasped. "Yes, yes I will. But for how long?"

	"Let's agree," I began, placing my mug down and walking to her, then dropping to my knees in front of her. "That I am your boyfriend, servant, lover, slave, submissive-in-training, and that I am to stay locked up until I am needed."[image: Image]

	Her hands stroked my hair and a tear fell to the ground. Then she reached for my hands and pulled me up. "Submissive in-training? I like that." She purred, lips wet. "Come with me." She said.

	The cage was placed back on my penis as I sat on the side of the bed in the sissy room. I knew why I was there, and it made me nervous. I didn't know if I would like the feeling, I didn't know if humiliation was my thing, all I knew was, I [image: Image]wanted to do it for her.

	Thankfully, all she wanted was for me to wear pink satin panties, complete with thick white lace trim. When I put them on though, I knew that I would be wearing them again. The material was so soft, so comfortable, that I knew that this was one kink I could get on board with.

	"You look wonderful." She whispered. "But the hair needs to go."

	"I'll do it tonight."

	"I'll help." She said. "Anyway, you don't have a bath, remember. You can use mine."

	When she went to the chemist, I decided to go with her. After she picked up the morning-after pill and took it, I asked her to come with me to another shop to help me pick out some clothes for the week. She seemed confused until I led her into an Ann Summers lingerie store and asked her to pick out a week's worth of underwear for a sissy like me.

	Rather than just saying sure, she pounced on me and told me how much she loved me. This horrible day turned into the best day of my life.

	Over the following week, whenever we weren't working, her on her job, me on the house, we were fucking. She had fallen into sex like a duck to water and it made her insatiable. In fact, she would have a client, get all horny, run over in her latex, then fuck me senseless, before running back for her next client. All of which was fine by me, obviously.

	Wearing panties everyday was pretty good too. The material was simply better, more comfortable, and quite honestly, I was beginning to wonder if I ever wanted to wear male underwear again. It also had the add-on effect of making Kimiko extremely horny, especially when I wore it around the house and she came in to fuck me.

	Yeah, Kimiko and I exchanged keys, although I told her I wasn't going to enter her house without her permission, even though she told me that I could.

	The bathroom was coming along nicely and the new bath was installed, as was the sink, bidet shower, and toilet. All that was left now was tiling. On the weekend before my holiday was due to end, Kimiko helped me finish the tiling. It was so bizarre to have this powerful dominatrix there with me, cutting tiles, mixing glue, but it was also such a cool feeling to be around someone who constantly had something to talk about with me. We were just so right together, it all worked.

	It also made me wonder why she hadn't tried to dominate me yet. Part of me didn't want to push, after all, she spent most of her working time dominating someone, perhaps she didn't want to do it in the evening with me, but at the same time, I worried the real reason was because she was scared of what I might think of it.

	It turned out I was right. "Kimiko...Goddess?"

	"Yes?" She asked, a questioning eyebrow raised.

	"Why have you not dominated me yet? Or better, why have you not introduced me to BDSM?"

	She looked down and blushed. "Do you want it?"

	"Yes. Of course, I want to be a part of your life, all of it."

	"You won't hate me?"

	"Wh..." I downed tools and walked to her, holding her arms. "Goddess, I have seen your videos, I know what you do, and I know it hurts. But I want to experience it, and I can then tell you after what I liked and didn't like. But I will never hate you."

	She licked her lips and looked at me, then a darkness filled her eyes. "Let's get this finished, have a nice night together, then tomorrow, I will introduce you to my world."

	"Thank you, Goddess."

	"Don't..." She stopped and looked away. "Don't thank me yet. Just...don't."

	I had seen videos of her beating a man, kicking him in the balls with her booted feet, punching a man's balls. I'd seen both her fists up a man's anus as she laughed at him. I'd seen a video of her putting needles through a man's cock. I knew this woman was a sadist, and I knew I was about to enter a world of pain...but I trusted her. I trusted her not to kill or maim me. If I would come out of it alive, what was there to worry about?

	However, over dinner, Kimiko explained the rules. She gave me a safe word and told me to memorise it, stating that she would be checking I remembered it before beginning tomorrow. Then she asked me what I had found interesting from her videos. The panties had made me wonder about the sissy dresses, but I decided to be direct and honest, as she had been with me.

	"l love when you seem caring, loving, but then humiliate and belittle. I love when you project power, and take pleasure from inflicting pain. I love how powerful you make yourself." I told her. "In fact, I could live with that person twentyfour-seven. In terms of pain, yes, I want to feel it, and I don't want you to hold back because you love me, but I will remember the safe word."

	"When it comes to pain," she said, "don't be so quick to use the safe word. You will find that after a certain amount of time, the pain transforms, and if you want a very special high, then try to fight through. If it really gets to your limit, then say red, or yellow if you are almost at your limit." 

	"Okay." I nodded. "But I want you to sissify me tomorrow."

	She smiled. "l think that will be perfect for you."

	"I'm not sure about public humiliation, but I'm not going to lie, it's a turn on." I told her, earning a smile. "Humiliation in general, turns me on, in my head."

	"Interesting." She noted.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]It was as we were having this conversation that it finally clicked. This was the interview. She told me that she always interviewed clients before taking them on, and this was why she wanted a quiet night between us, because she wanted to interview me.

	"Most of all, Kimiko," I made a point of not saying Goddess, because I needed her to understand that this was coming from the heart. "l trust you to do what is best for me, and to give me the broadest introduction to this world. I am very much vanilla...but I want to try other flavours."

	She smiled but I could see it was a loaded smile, one carrying the weight of a million and one thoughts. In her mind, she was building a scenario, an idea, and I could tell I would both love and hate it.

	"Trust is a very broad word...or rather, a broad comprehension. It is good that you trust me, so in return, let me tell you this; I trust you not to use your safe word, no matter how much you want to use it. You want to get to know the real me, the things I like, right?"

	"Right."

	"Then let's agree that we do this scenario based on my dream scenario for you, not yours. At the end, you can then decide what you liked and disliked, and we can discuss. But I promise you, you will be very scared at times, so you need to decide if you honestly trust me in that moment or not. If you don't, I promise you, I will not hold it against you, nor will it change how I feel about you. It's not an easy position to be in, so I get it. Is that clear?"

	"Yes Kimiko."

	We went to bed that night and made love. It was a little harder for me to maintain the constitution not to cum so fast, given how hyped I was about the next day, but I somehow achieved it.

	When I awoke the next morning, I found the bed empty and a note in her place.

	"Slut, shower, shave and prepare yourself. Rub moisturiser all over your body, especially your face. I do not want to see a single body hair or beard hair on you. Then, on the cabinet, I have left lingerie for you. Put it all on, then go eat the breakfast I have prepared for you. Wash up, then come next door. I'll be waiting. Goddess K."

	It had begun.

	 


Five

	The bra was clearly designed for a sissy, flat, no cups, ultra-feminine pink satin with thick lace, as were the matching panties and suspender-belt. I then slipped on some pink stockings and fluffy pink slippers and went downstairs where I found a Japanese breakfast waiting for me. I followed her instructions to the letter, then considered one very large point.

	How did I get to her house, in the daytime, in the lingerie, without being seen? I took the key and took a deep breath, before opening the door and running to her place. I slid the key in the door only to find it blocked. Fuck! I stood there in the lingerie and rang the bell. From behind I could see movement but she wouldn't open the door. Why?

	It took me about a minute to remember. I dropped to me knees and waited, knowing that someone must have seen me. Eventually, the door opened and I was allowed inside.

	Kimiko was stood there in a tight black latex mini-dress. Her hair was pulled up high into a ponytail, and her make-up was dark, black lips, smoky eyes. She look stern, yet neutral, like she honestly couldn't care less about me. It was all an act, I knew, but it was desperately sexy.

	I dropped to my knees in front of her and bowed my head.

	"Safe word?" She asked.[image: Image]

	"Avocado."

	"Very good." In her right hand was a black leather riding crop. As she walked away, she tapped it on her boot and I followed. She led me through the dungeon towards the sissy room, where she told me to remain standing. Opening a drawer, she pulled out a black latex butt-plug. It was short but seemed quite fat at the base. "Bend over and grab the bed rail."

	I felt my panties drop and then a smooth, cool gel hit my anus, followed by her latex gloved finger. I moaned a little but she told me to shut the fuck up, so I did. A second finger was inserted and again, I almost moaned, but bit my tongue and held myself. Eventually, the fingers were removed, replaced by rubber of the butt-plug. The device made me hiss with pain until finally, with a slip, it slid inside.[image: Image]

	"Stand up, pull up your knickers." She snapped softly, walking to the row of dresses and picking out a light pink short satin one and laying it on the bed. "Put that on." She said, then went over to look at the wigs.

	I unzipped the dress and pulled it over my head, noting it came down to about an inch above the waist of my panties. It was ridiculous and humiliating. When I looked back, I could see it didn't even come close to covering my ruched cheeky panties.

	Her hands zipped me up, then she looked right at me as she placed a very curly blonde shoulder-length wig on my head. Then, she sat me down at the make-up table and went through what she was applying to me item by item, showing me how she would transform me into what turned out to be a very pretty woman. By the time she was done, I hardly recognised myself.

	Then, she pulled out a thin pink leather dog collar and clipped it around my neck. "l would appreciate it if you wore this collar permanently, however, if you can't because of work, I'll understand. Life has to come first."[image: Image]

	"Yes Goddess." I nodded, then followed up with, "l think I can, Goddess. Worst case they tell me to take it off."

	She smiled at me, a momentary reminder that she loved me. "I'm not going to make you wear heels today. Much as I would like you to, I also don't want to run you to the hospital. I'll train you on that another day. For now..." She clipped a leash on me. "Follow me. No need to crawl, just walk."

	We walked to the front door where she stopped turned and looked at me. "We're going to walk around the block. I want to walk you. It's a ten-minute walk."

	I gulped, then nodded. "Yes Goddess." But my whole body shook with nerves.

	As we stepped outside, we walked into the quiet neighbourhood. I knew there would not be many people about, but cars from the main road on the other side would definitely see me, and for sure anyone looking from the window would. We walked for a couple of minutes, her three steps in front of me, before we came across a couple in their forties walking the other way. "Relax, you don't know them, they don't know you." Kimiko said softly.

	"Morning." The man said, trying not to laugh.

	"Morning." Kimiko replied, as the woman looked at her with an approving smile.

	"Been naughty has he?" The lady asked.

	"Just a bit." Smiled Kimiko.

	That was it. They were on their way, and so were we.[image: Image]

	From the main road, a couple of cars honked their horns, but other than that, it was a nice quiet walk and sure enough, a few minutes later, we were back and I was being bent over a pummelling horse and tied up.

	"For going to see Alexis, I'm going to give you two hundred strokes. A mix of the crop, a tawse, and a cane. You will thank me for each one. If you beg, scream too much, of soil yourself, then I will triple the punishment. Is that understood?"[image: Image]

	"Yes Goddess."

	Cool gloved hands pulled the knickers down to my knees. Then she proceeded to spank me on each buttock multiple times, before she picked up her crop again. I heard the thing whipping the air a few times, until finally it landed full force on my backside. I screamed out but quickly caught myself, remembering her words. Panting like I was in labour, I counted one and thanked her.[image: Image]

	By ten, I was crying. I couldn't understand why someone could like this, it was sheer pain. But then she turned and walked to me, bent over and smiled at me. "Give up sissy. You're too weak to handle this. Just admit to me that you're a prissy sissy pussy who can't take the pain. Do it. I still love you, just give up. Prove to me you're a loser sissy, go on."

	I looked away but the soft mocking words turned me on so much. The beating continued, but she now mixed it with [image: Image]insults, picking on my darkest negative thoughts and using them against me, taking things I'd told her in confidence, using them to force me further into submission.

	"You're going to piss yourself soon from the pain and humiliation, just like you did in front of class when you started secondary school. What a fucking joke. Go on pissy sissy, piss yourself. Go on! Fucking loser!" And then the beating happened again, but even though she was hitting harder now, I was feeling dizzy, there was a warmth from her hits, and suddenly, I felt like I was flying. She was saying something, hitting me one after the other, raining down hits, until finally, out of nowhere, I moaned and came.

	The beating stopped, and without a word, I was let loose. She walked me slowly to the sissy room, where I was told to lie down, tucked into pink silk sheets, and then she climbed behind me and simply held me tight.

	"l don't know wh..." My voice was drowsy.

	"Shhh." She said. "Sleep if you can, we'll continue in a bit. I'm here, I love you, don't worry. Everything is great and fine."

	My eyes closed and a drifted off to sleep. When I came to, I found I'd only been asleep twenty minutes but I was feeling better. My backside burned, but when I felt it, it was moist, like cream had been rubbed on it.

	Goddess Kimiko walked in with a smile on her face, but that wasn't all. Dangling from her crotch was a huge black strapon, bigger than my cock by far. "Feeling better sissy?" She sang.

	"Yes Goddess." I replied, unable to remove my eyes from the huge dildo.[image: Image]

	She climbed into bed with me, hugging me from behind, kissing my neck. "Such a good sissy, taking such a beating.Aren't you a good little sissy?"

	"Yes Goddess."

	"Tell me, you like being a sissy don't you, Riley?"

	Did l? Yes, I was enjoying this part a lot. "Yes, for sure, Goddess."

	"Riley's a girl's name, isn't it? But you are a pretty girl, aren't you? A pretty sissy girl. I want you to be my sissy forever, you'd like that, wouldn't you?"

	"Er...yes, Goddess." I replied, remember this was a one day game.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I felt her hands pulling on the butt-plug, and wincing, I felt it leave my body, only for the dildo to knock in its place. "Such a pretty sissy girl. But sissy girls need to get fucked, don't they? Well I'm taking this tight asshole whether you want it or not, sissy! You're my bitch, and I'm horny!" She snarled, forcing the cock into me. "Fucking whore! Take my cock, you [image: Image]skank! Fucking cunt!"

	"Oh, oh, oh, Goddess, oh fuck! Yes! Fuck me!" I began moaning. It felt too good to ignore, the more she used me, the more I wanted it.

	"Admit you're really a sissy whore, admit it!"

	"l admit it! I love this!" I cried out.

	"I'm going to fuck you when I want. I'm going to fucking rape this ass!" She said, now on me fully, holding her hands on my back and pumping in and out of me. "Fuck it, I think you want to be my sissy girl forever, right?"

	"Yes! Yes Goddess! Forever!"

	"Then you don't need balls. Honestly, if I got rid of your balls, we could fuck and never worry about getting me pregnant. Tell me Riley, tell me to castrate you. Tell me I can."

	Fuck! This girl was turning me on like crazy, but how can you tell the difference between fantasy and reality? She really did castrate a guy, it was what he wanted, and in the fantasy, I wanted to say yes, I wanted the fear because it was a turn on, but I didn't want her to really do it.

	"l...erm, yes Goddess, castrate me. I'll dedicate myself to you."[image: Image]

	"Yes baby! Yes!"

	She fucked me harder and deeper, with me moaning, and my head bouncing back and forth, until finally, my dick leaked [image: Image]cum all over the sheets. She pulled out of me, laughing and calling me a disgusting filthy sissy whore, then spat on me and walked out of the room. "Go to the toilet, clean up, then come to the living room."

	Feeling a little silly, I walked to the toilet where I checked to make sure I was okay, then wiped clean. I flushed and was about to leave after washing, when Kimiko burst in and told me there was a change of plans. She pushed me to the floor, slapped my face, and told me to open my mouth. When I did, she dribbled a globule of spit into my mouth, but then positioned her bare pussy over me. For a moment, I thought she was going to let me lick her, but then I realised what was really about to happen, and I began to panic.

	The moment the acrid yellow fluid hit my tongue, my stomach lurched, but I was determined to let her do it, after all, there was nothing dangerous about it. Again, once I swallowed all her piss, she stood, slapped my face again, then spat on me. I felt so ashamed, but for some reason, that shame, the fact that the woman I love was doing this to me, just served to [image: Image]turn me on more.

	In the living room, I was told to go clean the house from top to bottom like a good little maid. For the next hour, I vacuumed, scrubbed and polished, feeling quite proud of myself. However, upon inspection, she found plenty of things wrong, right down to a poorly cleaned toilet rim. Suddenly, my mind was brought back to how she made the other slave lick a toilet, and again, my stomach lurched.

	"Back in the playroom." She told me, and I felt immense relief. "Clearly you have no idea how to serve me, so time to punish you properly. Those balls clearly need to go."

	The X I was tied to was at an angle, such that I was leaning backwards. She had taken the cage off me, not that I could touch my cock, as I was tied up, but I took that she had removed the cage to be a bad thing, rather than good.

	"Do you know what this is?" She asked, hold some sort of weird metal device.

	"No Goddess."

	"This is an elastrator." She told me. "It places a tight elastic over the scrotum and eventually, your balls fall off and die.

	In about an hour it will become very painful, but I will help you manage the pain with ice, okay?"

	Was she serious? I couldn't tell. Did she really thing I wanted this? My heart pulsed as I saw her go over to some boxes.

	[image: Image]On the right was a box of green bands; she ignored that and took a red one, pulling it over the device.

	"Ready?" She asked softly. "Are you sure you agree to this, sissy? Are you ready to become my sissy forever?"

	She must have seen the fear in my eyes, but I remembered her words, I trusted her. I nodded. "Yes Goddess. Anything for you."

	"Good girl." She purred, and then she forced the elastic on my balls.

	Strangely, it didn't feel all that tight. It didn't feel like anything, but when I looked down, there it was, all pulled together tight. She reviewed her work with a smile and a hum, then punch me squarely in the balls, making me gasp in pain.

	Then she stood and kicked me there.

	I gave her a look of shock, but she shrugged. "They'll be dead soon, so I want to play with them now." She laughed, kicking again and again, making me scream, but not once did I say avocado.

	Then, I watched her go to a box and retrieve some sort of small kit. She pulled down my dress and bra, exposing my nipples, and rubbing alcohol all over them. Then using syringes, began to pierce my nipples. I hissed as these things entered me, but when she was done, I was left with two bars in each, on horizontally, one vertically. Next, my belly button.

	That one hurt the most, even more than the four rings she put in my scrotum.

	Once she was done with her piercings, she grabbed my erect cock and smiled, wanking me. "How does it feel, Riley? Knowing you're about to become a eunuch?" I think she felt how it felt, my cock got harder in her hands. "Thanks for trusting me to know what is best for you. Jesus Riley, you know a crazy girl for a week and you're gonna let her castrate you, wow, mental!"

	My heart was pulsing, but still I trusted her, I honestly believed in her. But then I watched her put some sort of clear latex gloves on over the black ones, then slather each hand in thick lubricant. "This is really gonna hurt."

	Fisting was never something I had considered in the past. Heck, before I saw her do it on the video, I didn't realise the human backside could accommodated a human hand and arm. And yet, after fighting for ten minutes to get her hand in me past the knuckles, she was soon pushing her whole wrist and forearm inside me, interchanging with the other hand, until she decided I needed both inside me.

	For the next four hours, she subjected me to torture beyond which I never knew could exist. She used forceps to hold my tongue out whilst she pushed a thirty-centimetre-long needle through it. She tied me up in bondage which shouldn't have forced my limbs the way it did, but she did it. Heck, she even hung me from her ceiling using hooks in my back, something I knew would scar.

	But the day ended with me chained to her bed upstairs, as she rode my cock. On my face was a mask, completely plastic, completely sealed, except for a valve on the mouth, which she closed part way through. She held her hands tight around my throat for good measure as she continued to ride me. The more I thrashed about, trying to say my safe word, trying to do something to tell her I was about to die, the louder her panting became, until finally, just as she came, she opened the valve fully, and I had the biggest orgasm I'd ever experienced in my life.

	The hood was ripped from my head and then her lips were on mine. We kissed for several minutes, before she reached for some nail scissors and cut the red band off my balls.

	"It didn't hurt." I told her.

	She laughed, untying me from the bed. "Of course it didn't." She said. "The red band is the fake one. The green band is the real one. I told you to trust me." She kissed me. "And you did."

	I laughed. "Is it over now?"

	"Mmm, there is one more thing I wanted to do, but maybe another time." She mused.

	"No, what? Tell me."

	She licked her lips. "I have my name in Kanji, on a branding iron. Not big. I'd like to brand you on your backside."

	That was going to hurt, for sure, but why not? I wanted it. "Do it."

	"Really?" Her face lit up as she ran to heat up the special device, then she cleaned the skin but I stopped her.

	"Can we do it on my arm? Say, bicep?"

	"Why there?" She asked.

	"So I can show you off."

	Again, she grinned, cleaned the right bicep, and then handed me a pillow. "Bite on that." She said, and as I did, she pressed the metal down hard. I screamed. Of all the pain today, that was the worst, but after it was done, she quickly disinfected it, and covered it with a plaster.

	"Now we are done." She said. "So, how much do you hate me?"

	The day was a mixture of experiences. I think in one day I discovered more about myself than I knew in an entire lifetime, but I loved all of it for different reasons. Okay, there was one thing I didn't enjoy. "The hooks in the back, not really my thing." I said.[image: Image]

	"That's a show thing really. I wanted you to experience everything to an extent."

	My biggest turn-on from everything I had expected to be humiliation, but it was really fear. Whenever I was truly scared, I felt myself becoming excruciatingly erect. It was quite bizarre, but the feeling that she would really hurt me, that turned me on to the point where my brain was actually hoping she would.

	"Fear causes a rush of endorphins." Explained Kimiko. "Knowing how to use those for pleasure is a powerful tool." [image: Image]The ultimate truth was though, I found myself fearing myself more. "When I was begging you to castrate me, I was really hoping you would do it. I even felt a pinch of sadness when I found out it was play."

	"There is nothing to fear from listening to what turns you on. Even if we one day really do castrate you, then drugs and hormones can help you after. A burdizzo can make things go quickly, a couple of quick snips and your balls will die and be absorbed into your body. But the elastrator, that hurts so much that I would need to control your pain for a few hours." 

	"What did you use on him, the guy?"

	"The burdizzo. It was the quickest and most effective way. The elastrator would not work because if he changed his mind, it would become a problem. Once this was done, it was done."

	"So how do you know about the elastic band?"

	She blushed, no, it was a frown. "Let's just say I know." She said, lying down next to me.

	"Would you want to do it to me?" I asked her.

	"Yes and no." She shrugged. "Both come from reasons of love. Yes, because I know how much pleasure you would get from it, and no because I know how much you would despise me after."[image: Image]

	We kissed again, and then I felt her pull my cock inside her once more. "l love this dress on you." She told me.

	I couldn't lie. I loved being a sissy. I loved the humiliation of it. "Can we keep doing this? Would you mind having a sissy boyfriend?"

	The light almost radiated from her face. "Are you kidding?" She grinned.


Six

	Whilst we didn't repeat that long Sunday after for the next few weeks, it did not mean we didn't take anything from it. The closer Kimiko and I became, the more BDSM became part of our rhythm. For example, if I disappointed Kimiko in some way, usually by procrastinating on the house renovations in my spare time, then she made me go to the playroom, where she beat me with the whip, and not playfully either. She would sometimes become dominant during sex, in which case she would tease me and insult me. Every couple of days, she would barge in on me in the bathroom and piss on me. And every couple of days, the burdizzo and the elastrator would show up during sex.

	There was something quite terrifying, yet erotic, about this sexy Asian woman riding me reverse cowgirl, whilst teasing my balls with the burdizzo, tight on one, telling me to beg her to really do it, to just kill one of them. Or watching her take the green elastic band with the elastrator and push it over my balls where it could easily fall off the device, making it difficult to remove. And yet I loved that she incorporated the best of her sadism into our lovemaking, I loved that she teased me the way she did. I loved her.

	Sissification was now a permanent feature in my life. Full lingerie was the minimum, even under work clothes. It was [image: Image]something she asked me to do, and I accepted it. Weekends, I dressed up in sissy dresses for her, no matter what and I even learned to do my make-up and style my wigs. And whilst we did walk around the block like that, we never went further...

	Until today.

	"It's time you try going to the supermarket as a sissy." She told me.

	I couldn't agree more. I'd been building myself up so long now, but I needed her push, and she knew it. Thankfully, the dress she chose for me was long, down to my ankles, hot-pink and black lace, and very puffy. With my make-up, I looked like a woman in an extravagant dress, and really, only people who knew it was a sissy dress, would really pay me any real attention.

	The trip to the supermarket went so well, I asked if she wanted to go grab lunch and a drink, and that became a trip to the pictures and a walk around town. I felt pretty good about myself, but I also knew that next time I would not be so lucky [image: Image]as to wear a long dress.

	Then, on Sunday she had a client come over for a two-hour session. She explained that he was a very good client, also a sissy, and she knew that he would enjoy having a sissy plaything there. "You don't need to do it, but I would like you to come over and join." She explained.

	"What would I need to do?" I asked her.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Clean with him, then hold each other whilst you're both punished, and then kiss and cuddle together. I'd like to record this one and put it on my OnlyFans."

	That scared me the most, but Kimiko quickly reminded me that only subscribers could see it, which meant people who were into that sort of thing. "Is he caged?" I asked.

	There was a hesitation, then she shook her head. "No."

	"So he might end up..."

	"If you want, you can suck him, or let him fuck you. But he will not do anything we don't agree on here and now." She told me. Then she held my hand. "I won't think less of you either way."

	This was so hard, because on the one hand, I wanted to try anything new, anything different, but on the other, this just felt like a step too far.

	"l can't, I'm sorry. I'll join in, but no gay stuff, except maybe kissing and cuddling." I said.

	"That's more than enough. Thank you."[image: Image]

	The rules were explained to the man, who was a little older than me, muscular, but slim. His name was Daniel, but went by Dani when dressed. Like me, he put on a excessively short babydoll dress, make-up and blonde wig, and we both set off to work whilst Kimiko recorded us, screaming and kicking us to work harder.

	Obviously, we didn't do a good enough job. What surprised me though, was when Kimiko pushed Dani to the ground and pissed on his face, before rubbing her pussy all over him. I never thought she actually allowed other men to touch her pussy, but mixed in with the jealousy at her doing that, was a strange arousal, and I found myself moan a little, which made [image: Image]Kimiko look over at me. The smile on her face made me acutely aware that she knew exactly what was going on.

	"Mmm, Dani, lick my pussy." She purred, looking at me. "Do you like my pussy, Dani? Does it turn you on?" She asked, and as she did so, she reached back, put her hand in his panties and pulled out his erect cock, pumping it. "Wow Dani, you're all hard. No wonder you aren't locked up. You're not a small sissy, are you?"

	"No Goddess." He said, but his eyes flicked to me, checking if I was okay with this.

	In my cage, my cock was in dire straits. It needed release, but it wasn't going anywhere. When Alexis fucked another man, I hated her for it, but now, somehow, I wanted Kimiko to do it, I wanted her to cuckold me.

	Her eyes pierced my soul, urging me on, urging me to do something, say something; so I did the best I could, "ohhh..." I moaned.

	As she moved down his body, her eyes were on me, but now they were questioning me. "Do you remember your safe word, sissy Riley?" She asked me.

	"Yes Goddess." I breathed. 

	"And do you wish to use it?" 

	"No Goddess." I said immediately.

	Now her eyes were on him, looking as she manoeuvred her pussy over his cock. She blinked at him, and he blinked back. Are you okay with this? Yes, I'm okay. It wasn't normal for a mistress to fuck her slave, but clearly this wasn't for him, this was a game for me. She'd given me an out, and if I said avocado, she'd stop, but I wanted her to do it. I wanted to see if I[image: Image] was really over Alexis the way I thought I was.

	The moment that cock entered her, I knew I was better, that I was over Alexis. "He's so much bigger than you." Kimiko said to me. "Fuck, he's such a better fuck! Had I known, Riley, had I known! Fuck, I don't think I'll ever fuck you again!" She gasped, riding him harder and faster, as he held her bucking hips. “So much better. You're such a useless sissy slut! I wish you were never my first! You fucking loser!" And just like that, she came, and then climbed off him, leaving his cock jutting up painfully.

	He didn't see the wink she gave me, but it told me everything I needed. None of what she said was true.

	But Kimiko had done something for me, now it was time for me to do something for her. She bent down and whispered [image: Image]in my ear. "Finish him off. I don't care how, but you finish him, deal?"

	I gulped, but fair was fair. "Yes Goddess." I said, then crawled over, bent down and took him in my mouth before I could back out. In my peripheral vision, I saw her, smiling proudly as I did something so far outside my comfort zone, but breaking down barriers within me.

	The sissy came inside my mouth and I swallowed as fast as I could. I wanted to say it was a disgusting experience, but actually, I enjoyed it. The feeling of sucking a cock was quite pleasant, but it was made all that much better by Kimiko forcing me.

	"Would you do it again?" She asked me later.

	"Yes, I would."

	"l love you, Riley. I don't think I could ever love another person like this, but you make me a much better woman, and I don't know if I can ever live without you again. So..." For a moment, I thought she was going to propose, but what she proposed, made better sense. "If you are renovating your house, then why don't we get someone in to join them properly, and make one big house?"

	It was a fantastic idea. It also meant, we would be together, officially. "l love it." I smiled. "I'll call a company this week." Life was going great. The company was able to do the work do merge the houses fast, and soon enough, we were officially living together.

	"Your birthday is coming up," Kimiko noted, "I'll get you a present, obviously, but there is something special I want to do for you."

	"You really don't need to..."

	"No, I do." She took a deep breath. "l want to cuckold you. Properly, this time, not like with Dani."

	This was the moment, the defining moment. I told Alexis know all that time ago, but now I had the chance to do it with Kimiko, and somehow, I saw no reason to say no. The trust I felt for her was so strong that I believed everything would be fine. "Yes please. Humiliate me, and...will you film it?"

	"If you want?" She smiled.

	It was going to be a wild night, and the best present she could give me. But at the same time, I still couldn't shake the feeling that I was a bit of a hypocrite for not giving Alexis the same option. Kimiko would argue the circumstances and reasons were different, but Alexis' naivety caused the issue, not that there was any real malice.[image: Image]

	I asked Kimiko who she would cuckold me with, and she mentioned that she had already spoken to another dominatrix [image: Image]in London who knew a guy who would be willing to help. He was dominant himself, meaning there would be zero connection between the two of them, emotionally.

	"What if you discover sex is better with him than with me?" I asked her.[image: Image]

	"I'm sure it will be, sissy." She giggled. "But I'm not with you for your cock, that's just a bonus." She purred, kissing me.

	Eventually, my birthday came around and Kimiko gave me my first gift, a brand new very plush lingerie peignoir set; pretty baby pink and lashings of lace. Of course, I was given a new sissy dress, pink tulle with thick heavy ruffles all around the incredibly short dress. Finally, one more gift before the main event that night, a new Xbox Series X to replace my old [image: Image]one because Kimiko was awesome.

	"Do you know how hard it is for me to choose an Xbox over a Playstation?" She asked me, laughing. "I'm Japanese!"

	"I'm just glad you didn't get me a Nintendo." I laughed back.

	"Stupid sissy!"[image: Image]

	It was as we were setting up the console in the living room, that the doorbell rang. We shared a look, because neither of us were expecting anyone until the evening, so like the dutiful sissy I was, I got up to answer the door, shocked to find my ex-wife stood there, holding a bag.

	"Oh, erm, hi." She stuttered, "I'm here to..." She stopped, then her mouth dropped open. "Holy shit! Riley?" She gasped, looking at me in the little pink dress, my face made up and my wig styled. [image: Image]

	"Alexis, what are you doing here?" I asked her.

	"l came to wish you a happy birthday..." Her voice tailed off and moved behind me. I turned to find Kimiko stood there. She too must have been quite the sight for Alexis, in her tiny black buckle-up PVC mini-dress, black choker, and thigh-high shiny black PVC boots.

	"Alexis." Kimiko said. "l've heard a lot about you. Come in, please."

	Gulping, Alexis nodded and said thanks softly, then walked into our home.

	"Tea, coffee?" Asked Kimiko.

	"Um, no, I won't stay long." Alexis replied, but her voice sounded dejected, like the wind had been taken from her sails.

	"Here." She said, passing me the small bag.

	"Thanks." I said, opening it up to find a McLaren F1 t-shirt.

	"l was at Silverstone the other week and remembered you support them." She shrugged.

	"Wow, thanks. How did you blag tickets to that?"

	"Daddy bought a new Aston, so..."

	"Ah, yes." I forgot that her dad knew the Strolls. "This is my girlfriend, Kimiko." I said, finally formally introducing them.

	She looked at the sexy Asian, perched on the arm of the sofa by my side. "Girlfriend. Nice to meet you Kimiko." Then Alexis paused and the memory of our last conversation came back to her. "The dominatrix neigh..." It clicked. "You joined houses? Oh, very nice."[image: Image]

	The smile on Kimiko's face told me that she probably knew more about Alexis' visit than I did. This was proven when she asked Alexis where Christy was. Suddenly, tears began to pour from Alexis' eyes and she stood to leave.[image: Image]

	"Sit down, Alexis." Said Kimiko firmly. "What's happened?"

	Sniffing, Alexis sat back down and said that Christy left her. Apparently, Christy was using her for her money and didn't really care for her. The first step was getting rid of me, the second was convincing Alexis to transfer a sizable amount of money to her. When that happened, Christy was in the wind, leaving Alexis alone.

	We were silent for a moment, then Kimiko asked a question I never imagined would ever come out of her mouth, at least, not to a stranger. "Are you an idiot?" Even my eyes widened when she asked that, but Alexis gasped, visibly shocked and hurt. Kimiko continued. "One, you transferred money to a woman who spent near two years manipulating you. Surely, you must have noticed something, but you didn't. Two, I doubt this is a case for the police because it's a partner thing, not really anything illegal. Three, what have you done to recover your cash?" Alexis looked away. "Yeah, nothing. Probably haven't told daddy, because he'll call you what?" 

	"An idiot." Mumbled Alexis.

	"What did he call you when Riley left you?"

	"An idiot." She admitted.

	"So she's left somewhere, but you don't know where. Is all your money gone?"[image: Image]

	"No."

	[image: Image]"Good. Hire a private detective to track the bitch down, then torture her until you get your cash back." Then Kimiko stood. "Come with me."

	We followed her to the playroom which had been significantly expanded since the joining of the houses, and Kimiko then proceeded to explain to Alexis how it was possible to hurt someone without them ever being able to prove it. She then told me to strip to my lingerie and get on the cross, which I did without hesitation, watching Alexis lick her lips at seeing me in pink sissy lingerie.

	For the next hour, Kimiko demonstrated ways to torture someone using only fingers. It was excruciating pain, but I suffered through it so that she could give Alexis the full overview.

	"Once you have your money back, come back here and I will teach you how to be a proper dominatrix, and how not to fuck up relationships by breaking the fundamental principles of BDSM." Kimiko said. "And you will learn by being my submissive. Do you agree?"

	Alexis gulped, then nodded. "Yes Mistress."[image: Image]

	"Goddess." Kimiko noted, "Not Mistress, I'm a Goddess."

	"Yes Goddess."

	Kimiko then explained that we had plans and told Alexis not to come back until she had fixed her situation. Once she had left, she turned to me and said that she seemed nice but very dim. I explained that she was clever in many ways, but lacked experiences of real life because her rich dad had kept her insulated from the real world.

	"Do you think she'll get the money back?" I asked her.

	"l think she will. It sounds to me like Christy probably didn't want to rip her off at first, but decided to take the opportunity. If she finds her, then she'll get most back."

	The mood after Alexis' visit was not the sexually charged build-up to a night of kink that I had hoped for, and from the look on Kimiko's face, I could see she was not up for it either. Alexis had taken the wind out of our sails and quite frankly, what I wanted most was a nice night with my love, alone. As I opened my mouth to suggest just that, Kimiko spoke and suggested the same. She said there was still time to cancel, and I told her we should.

	"I'm sorry." I told her.

	"No, it's fine." Smiled Kimiko. "To be honest, I was nervous about tonight anyway, so I'm kind of glad to have a reason to cancel."

	"Kimiko, you don't need to fuck anyone else for me, you know that right?" I told her. "l don't need anyone else in our lives."

	"Really?" She asked, her beautiful Asian eyes softening, the crystal-sparkle of a tear forming in the corners of her eyes.

	"Really sweetie. I love you for you, and I don't need to be a cuckold to know that I am your servant."

	For Kimiko, penetrative sex with a man was still new, and not the high point of any sexual experience for her. Her intelligence needed more than the physical act to make her interested, she needed the build-up, the narrative. Maybe cuckolding would eventually create a good enough narrative, but for now, all she needed was me.


Seven

	Alexis disappeared from our lives for about a month, and whilst I did wonder what had happened to her, I wasn't tempted to reach out and ask. Frankly, I hardly understood why she showed up in the first place. Don't get me wrong, if there was a way she could be a friend without messing up my life, I'd welcome it, but up until that point, I hadn't seen evidence of that.

	For Kimiko, the cuckolding idea was an on again, off again affair. She was scared of it, for a multitude of reasons, not only because of her inexperience, but more about how I would react to her after. I think Alexis showing up at our door reminded her of how easily things could break, and it was for that reason exactly that I decided we needed to rip the Band-Aid off and just do it. Eventually, I just came out and said I wanted to do it, so we did.

	Devon Adams was the guy chosen in the end. Tall, black, shy, which was a benefit. Yes, he conveyed sexual dominance, but not enough to make either of us feel threatened. I was the one who arranged it this time, and I made sure that he understood our situation, especially given that Kimiko was inexperienced in that direction.

	"What do you want out of this?" Devon asked me on the phone.

	"I'm submissive. I want to see Kimiko satisfied in ways I can't, and I want her to leave this experience realising that sex with third-parties can enhance the overall experience, as a dominant." I explained.

	He understood the mission. I knelt watching, Kimiko dressed in sexy black lace lingerie, as Devon took her, slowly, passionately, moving so that she appreciate him fully, without worrying about losing control. He encouraged her to speak, to tell him and me, what was going on, what she was feeling in her body. After an initial nervousness, she finally let go and spoke, telling me how his huge, fat eight-inch cock was stretching her in ways I never could, that every thrust into her made her body explode with electric shocks of pleasure, that she felt owned for the first time in her life.

	Yet as she spoke to me, whispering humiliating taunts of how much better Devon was as a lover, I still saw worry in her eyes, a reminder of just how concerned she was about losing me. I needed to satisfy her, relieve that stress.

	"You look so beautiful with him." I told her, watching her body move with him. "l could watch you like this forever." I smiled.

	"Maybe you will." She replied, a test of the water, but also that little bit of steam released from the boiling pressure cooker of concern that was her body at that moment.

	"Promise me you will. Promise me we'll do this again." I begged.

	"Yes! I promise. Oh, yes, Devon, you can fuck me harder now." She gasped, her eyes fluttering shut. It was working, it was happening.

	[image: Image]He knew how to work her body, touching, moving and kissing in ways that played her like an expert pianist in front of a Steinway. The more she let go, the closer she came to absolute pleasure. But if he knew how to play her, I knew how to properly tune her. I leaned forward and said the thing which I knew would completely the narrative. "Next time, maybe you could use the green elastic on my balls, because if you have a lover, you don't need me for sex anymore."

	"Oh fuck!" She gasped, her eyes bursting open followed quickly by her mouth, and she let out a roar, a long guttural throw of passion as her climax hit. "Yes sissy!" She gasped.

	If she told me at that second that she wanted to do it, I would have said yes. I would give up my manhood for her, I'd do it all for her, but she didn't want to tell me to do it, she wanted me to ask for it, and I still wasn't there yet. There was so much finality to the concept, even though in my mind, I replayed it so many times, telling myself how much of a perfect gift it would be.[image: Image]

	When Devon finally came inside her, I didn't hesitate. I'd already prepared myself for the expected and without worrying about what this man thought of me, I dived between her legs and licked, sucked, pulling out the man's seed from my girlfriend's hot cunt.

	"Can you go again?" I asked Devon.

	"Give me a few minutes, sure." He smiled, his deep voice confident and reassuring. There was no arrogance to him, he just wanted to help fulfil a fantasy.

	"You want more?" I asked Kimiko as she lay there on her back panting.

	"Yes please." She replied, for the first time sounding like the cute Asian girl that she was inside, a slight inflection to her voice which lost that dominant poisonous edge.

	Round two was better still. Gone was all concern and worry, replaced by an urge to play the dominant hotwife, the callous bitch who wanted to teach me a lesson for being such a poor lover. And I took the abuse with the same amount of pleasure as I took her whip, with gusto, with glee. If I thought she was letting out the cute Asian girl a moment ago, then I was sorely mistaken.

	"Fucking sissy, your cock is useless to me!" She snarled, spitting in my face, riding that cock hard now, determined to get the most from it. "l fucking love big black cock now! You'll never touch me with that filthy instrument again!"

	Devon spent the night, mainly because after fucking Kimiko until four in the morning, it made little sense for him to leave. When they awoke the next morning, they fucked once more and he left, leaving us to reflect on a very unique experience for us both. And yet, it was our experience, something for us to remember and enjoy, and one we would definitely want to revisit.[image: Image]

	"You don't hate me?" She asked, the fear returning to her beautiful eyes.

	"l couldn't hate you if I tried." I told her.

	After that night, Devon returned once a week. He didn't live far, thankfully, and when we weren't all playing, he was a nice guy to talk to. He was a website designer, worked from home, and liked people in general. Eventually, Kimiko convinced him to do an OnlyFans video with her, one where I would be cuckolded and on full display. For Kimiko, it was her way to bring me more into her online world and away from my job.

	This was something which we had been discussing for some time. I worked, though I didn't enjoy it. In fact, I was pretty much fed-up, but the biggest issue was, it kept me separate from Kimiko, who had her porn life during the day, a life she wanted to share with me.

	"l want you to be my official slave, online too. I want people to see I'm in a committed relationship." She had told me, and she was right, of course. I had accepted her life fully, so theoretically, it made sense for me to be a part of it. Bringing [image: Image]myself to do it, without a mask, was difficult.

	Fate, it seemed, would play its hand.

	The week I did the OnlyFans video with Devon and Kimiko, was the week when my employer decided to downsize. I was laid off, my services no longer needed, and that was it. Sure, I could find a new client in a heartbeat, but I didn't want to anymore. The video with Devon and Kimiko was fun, and I wanted to do more.

	"What if we were to create a full story about our life?" I asked. "Document it completely?"

	"l would love that!" Kimiko gasped.

	And so, not only did we expand her OnlyFans account, but we also began our own Pornhub account, posting excerpts from our lives publicly, to grow our fanbase. Daily, people were exposed to my new life as a full-time sissy. I would give [image: Image]make-up tips for other sissies, show what lingerie I was wearing, what chores I had. Kimiko filmed me on shopping runs, or out for walks, where I was on full display to the public, posting reactions, positive and negative. And, of course, daily pun[image: Image][image: Image]ishment routines were introduced, whippings and more, in order to show me off as the submissive sissy that I was. To top it all off, daily pegging, which began with strap-ons, and grew to extreme items such as ridiculous tentacles or fist-shaped dildos.

	Our fanbase grew significantly, but so did the comments and messages from my friends and relatives. Uncles, cousins and aunts cut me out of their lives. People I thought were friends decided that maybe we weren't friends to begin with. I'm not going to say it didn't affect me, because that would be a lie. No matter what people say to you, to know that most of the people you thought highly of would abandon you in such a way is heartbreaking. Strangely, the one person who stood by me was my mother. She called to say that whatever I chose to do with my life was up to me, and I should dress however I wanted. Somehow, that calmed me.

	[image: Image]However, ultimately, the person who made me feel the most comfortable with my new self, was the one person I hadn't met until that moment. Kimiko's mother, Mai. Once our life began to become very public, Mai was on our doorstep, having invited herself to stay with us for a week to get to know the man in her daughter's life. So happy was she that Kimiko was [image: Image]in love, that she really couldn't care less how I dressed, nor how I lived my life.

	Mai was every bit as pretty as her daughter, although showing slight signs of age, she still looked younger than her sixty years. But she held the wisdom of someone far older, quick to inject insight into my own troubles. When I said I had lost nearly all my friends, she reminded me that I had used the word nearly.

	"Not everyone is afforded the opportunity to pan for gold amongst ones acquaintances," she noted sagely, "but when one is, you must appreciate the value of the gold, even if just one or two pieces."

	I was left with two friends who said they couldn't care less about how I dressed, even told me it was cool that I was having so much fun. It was true, I was upset over losing contact with people I hardly knew, rather than revelling in the fact that I had two friends who I could say for certain they were genuine.

	One thing was certain though, Mai loved her daughter. "Show me how to use a whip." Mai asked her daughter, but then turned to me. "If you are willing to be my subject?"

	"Of course, um," I didn't know how to address her. "Um, Kimiko is my Goddess."

	Mai smiled, and Kimiko giggled behind her hand as she did sometimes. "Mistress Mai is acceptable." The elder woman stated with a wry smirk.

	"Of course, Mistress Mai." I said, curtseying.

	Mistress Mai took to domination like a duck to water. She wielded the crop with expert precision, and even enjoyed the feeling of her daughter's sissy boyfriend waiting on her hand and foot. When she saw how Kimiko bullied me, and how I enjoyed it, she too joined in the fun, publicly reprimanding me as being a "stupid little sissy" when I spilled a little of her coffee in Starbucks.

	Then on the final night of her stay, she asked Kimiko for one favour, to try the one thing she couldn't understand how Kimiko got pleasure from. She wanted to peg me. That was a little bizarre, I'll admit, but when that latex cock entered me, I took it as I was expected to do. Kimiko watched on as her mother, dressed in just a black bra and panties, wearing the harness, slammed in and out of my backside.

	"Oh, it feels very powerful!" Mai gasped. "l think I understand what you are feeling. It isn't sexual pleasure, is it? It's control and dominance, that is the turn on."[image: Image]

	"Yes mother." Smiled Kimiko.

	She fucked me for a half-hour, panting and moaning the more she got into it, changing positions so she could see my locked up cock and slap my balls, as Kimiko had instructed her to do. That this woman might one day be my mother-in-law never really occurred to them, but it had definitely occurred to me...

	"l want to ask you one question." I said to Mai the day she was due to leave. We were alone, and this was the opportunity I had been waiting for. "l know you probably expected a big strong man to marry your daughter, but I would love to ask your permission to propose."

	Mai smiled sweetly, then nodded. "I never expected a big strong man to marry Kimiko. I never expected any man to marry Kimiko. I thought she hated men, but that was because I didn't understand this. I think I do now, and I think I like it." She said, thoughtfully. "But I like you, Riley, I like you a lot. I also like to believe you ask me for my daughter's hand not because I am her mother, but as your Mistress."

	I chuckled. "Indeed, Mistress Mai."

	"Good sissy." She said, stroking my face as I knelt before her. "Of course, you have it. And I hope she says yes."

	Finding the ideal time and place to propose to Kimiko wouldn't be easy. I had the ring, that wasn't the problem, but I needed the occasion to be special, to be ours. It would not be on camera, and I needed it to be on level ground, emotionally. The opportunity came when my friends Justin and Yvonne invited us both to a small get-together they were having in a forest near their house. It was a chance for me to dress up in female clothes, as a woman, rather than a sissy. Of course, I let my friends know that I wanted to use their location to propose, which they thought was wonderful.

	Under the stars in an opening in the woods, Justin and Yvonne had setup tables, provided food, and lit up the area with old-fashioned style bulbs. The occasion was for others to hear Justin's band play their music, and given the style which was very similar to the band Astronauts, it was the perfect mood for the proposal.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"I'm going to play Out Worlds," Justin told me. "When I do, the lights will change colour to pink. That's your cue. Everyone is prepared."

	"Seriously?" I asked him.

	"Yep." He smiled, kissing my cheek and hugging me. "I'm proud of you, Riley, and I'm proud of the hot girl you've become."

	When I got down on both knees in front of Kimiko that night, everything was perfect. "When I met you, I thought you were the most beautiful and yet most unattainable woman I'd ever met. Never in my life did I imagine that I'd be grateful for a semi-detached house, but now, I want to meet the inventor and kiss them. You mean the world to me. I worship you in so many different ways, you don't even know a fraction. Everything I am, is thanks to you, and I never want to lose that feeling. I don't want you to ever change who you are, what you do, or a single thing. You are perfect. I love you, Goddess Kimiko, and I wish to serve you until the day I die. Will you accept me as your husband, devoted submissive, and loyal sissy

	The starlight and pale pink of the bulbs sparkled off the tears in Kimiko's eyes. Rather than just say yes, she knelt down in front of me and took me in her arms. "Of course yes! A thousand times yes! You are the best thing to ever come into my life, of course I'll marry you, Riley!"

	The audience erupted in rapturous applause and my heart finally calmed. The nerves I had felt up to that point may have taken years off my life, but it was worth it. Everything about my life had come full circle, and I wouldn't change a thing.

	Which is why when we returned home and found Alexis sat in her car outside our house, neither of us were unhappy to see her. We not only wanted to share our good news, we wanted to hear hers, and thankfully for her, it was indeed good news.

	 


Eight

	"l got most of it back." She said, sipping on the green tea I'd made for her. "You were right, it wasn't hard to track her down. Christy left me because I kept talking about you, about the talk we had. We argued a lot after that. You two, you came together, whereas we fell apart. She took the money out of spite."

	Apparently, that took about a week to sort, which made me wonder where she had been for the three weeks after. Alexis explained that for a while, she tried to detach herself from me, to believe that she didn't need any involvement in this life, and yet, the more she saw of Kimiko and I online, the more she couldn't ignore the desperation she felt in her loins.[image: Image]

	"Please, Goddess Kimiko, please teach me by allowing me to serve you." Alexis stated, dropping to her knees.

	Kimiko circled my ex-wife, nodding and staring in a scrutinising manner. She gathered Alexis' long blonde hair and pulled it up gently, looking at her soft narrow neck. "Can you take time off work?" Kimiko finally asked.

	"Yes Goddess. Two weeks at least."

	"Do it. For now, strip naked, completely, then kneel again."

	I watched, not daring to move from my spot, but Kimiko's eyes caught mine and she clicked her fingers, pointing at the corner of the room. I understood immediately, turning and patiently standing facing the corner.

	Behind me, Kimiko played with Alexis' small breasts, tweaking her nipples. "l will pierce you." She told my ex, "and I will brand you, just like him."[image: Image]

	"Yes Goddess."

	"You will live here with us for the next two weeks..." Kimiko stated, then I felt her eyes burn into my back. "Or longer, if it works out for us all."

	"Of course, Goddess!"

	Then Kimiko walked over to me and looked me square in the eyes. "Will you fulfil one last fantasy for me?" She asked.

	"Anything, you know that." I replied.

	"Fuck her for me. Fuck her in front of me."

	My eyes widened. "Are you sure?" I asked. "l will, if you want me to, of course, but why?"

	"l want to watch you together, making love. Make it last long, soft, sensuous. I want to masturbate whilst you both perform for me." She turned and grinned towards a rather confused looking Alexis. "Do you agree, slut?" She called to Alexis. "l do, Goddess." Said Alexis softly, her voice barely a breath as her mind tried to comprehend what was going on. Join the club, I thought, but I was not one to shame my Goddess.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Making love to Alexis after all this time was extremely uncomfortable at first. We were so nervous around each other, we spent more time apologising than actually fucking. But after some minutes together, touching, kissing, and feeling [image: Image]each other, we remembered who we were and what we had. Soon, the room belonged to us, just for a moment, and in an instant, that cherry blossom smell of the Korean moisturiser she used came back to me. The smell of the expensive custom made perfume, the smoothness of her crotch, she carefully lasered. It all came flooding back, and I realised just how much I missed it all.

	Our eyes never closed. We stared at each other, just barely aware of my fiancée sat in the corner masturbating, as we [image: Image]made together, as one, slowly, carefully. My lips found hers again and she moaned, and whispered, "l missed you." I didn't [image: Image]dare answer the same, but of course, I did.

	She climaxed after ten minutes of slow fucking, and I came thereafter. After kissing once more, Kimiko was by our side, pushing me away, before she went down on my ex-wife and licked her clean, a task usually reserved for me.

	"l want you both to fuck every day." Kimiko said. "l want you both to remember what you once had and why you fell in love. I want you to repair your karma. Then I want you to remember who I am to you both, and by the end of these two weeks, you will both need to make a decision."

	"What decision?" I asked, confused.

	"You will know at the time." She told us. Then she turned to me. "Clean up in here, then prepare dinner. I will be with this slut in the playroom."[image: Image]

	For the next two hours, I listened to the screams coming from the playroom. Kimiko wasn't messing around when she told Alexis that she would learn by experiencing, and this was definitely the case now. The slaps of the whip, the cracks of the crop, all so hard that Kimiko was definitely not holding back. This was punishment in the truest form, but soon after, those sounds died down, the screams of pain soon became screams of pleasure. Now Kimiko was doing something else to Alexis, and I so desperately wanted to watch, to see my fiancée making love to my ex, but I was too busy being the working bitch that I was.

	Over the two weeks Alexis spent with us, I watched her morph and change as a person. Those first couple of days, she was shy, embarrassed and meek, but then she became familiar, relaxed, and that was when her attitude changed. Soon, she was becoming tougher, more resilient to Kimiko's beatings, begging for more, harder, until finally, Kimiko deemed it time for her to hand the crop over to Alexis and told me to get in the playroom.[image: Image]

	Seeing my ex-wife dressed in latex, a stern, arrogant look on her face, ready to make me her bitch, it sent me into overdrive. Never had I seen her look as sexy as she did right then, a goddess in black, ready to deliver her message in pain. Alexis proved that she had not only learnt how to use a range of whips, crops, and switches, but as where to press and prod to exact hidden pain too. She had no issue wrapping her hand up in a latex glove and fisting me, nor did she shy away from needle and knife play, all things she herself had experienced under the tutelage of my sexy fiancée.

	The two weeks were rapidly ending and I was now a servant to Goddess Kimiko, and Mistress Alexis. Two weeks, and that was it, almost time for Alexis to leave. Two weeks we'd spent together, all three, making love, laughing together, cry[image: Image]ing together. Two weeks...

	"l don't want to leave." Alexis told me privately.

	"l don't want you to leave." I admitted. "l missed you. I love you."

	"l love you too! I've been so stupid." Cried Alexis.

	Kimiko saw us together, holding each other and crying, and she smiled. She told us we would have a decision to make, and now I understood what that decision was. Together, hand in hand, we turned to our Goddess. "We want to live together, with you, serving you, loving you." We said in unison.

	Smiling, Kimiko nodded, "l had hoped." She said softly, stepping forward, her heels clacking on the tiled floor. "l have requirements." She told us.

	"Of course..." I said, but she held up her hand.

	"You and I will marry, Riley, that is not in doubt." Then she turned to Alexis. "l want Riley to impregnate you." Both our eyes widened, surprised that Kimiko wanted a child in this house, especially a child which was not her own. However, she then explained that in time, she would want her own with me, but for now, she wanted Alexis to be at our wedding, pregnant with my baby. "That will be our commitment to you." She told the blonde, reaching to take her hands.

	[image: Image]Tears formed in the corners of Alexis' eyes, and then she nodded quickly, spluttering out a laugh. "Yes, yes of course! Oh my god, three times yes!" She gushed, grabbing Kimiko and hugging her tight.

	Still, I found the whole thing a little strange, after all, Kimiko didn't really know Alexis that well, this was a huge commitment for someone she might not like long-term. I raised that with Kimiko, but she just laughed and shook her head.

	"How long did it take for you to fall in love with me?" She asked, and I frowned, knowing it was instant. "About as long as it took for me to fall in love with you. I don't fall in love easily, so the person has to be pretty special for that to happen. I have fallen terribly for you both, and I know you always loved Alexis, that what happened with her left you heartbroken, but deep down, you know that it wasn't her fault. I know enough to know that this is fulfilling my dream, and that's all that matters."

	She was right, of course, she was always right, that's what made her a goddess. I had come away from my marriage a broken man, living under the illusion that I had lost everything, regardless of the monetary win. Really though, what I had won was time. Time to settle, to meet Kimiko, to forgive Alexis, and for her to enter my life once again.

	"Can I have one request though?" Alexis asked.

	"Sure!" Kimiko and I both said.

	"Can we live in my estate, rather than this house? Nice as it is, I think the mansion is better." She said, embarrassed for even suggesting it.

	"What about the playroom?" Kimiko asked her.

	Alexis perked up and grinned. "Oh, I have a huge old cellar that can be converted into a functioning dungeon. And yes, [image: Image]in that mansion, I know of plenty of rich men who'd like a jolly good spanking...if you don't mind a comtesse helping out from time to time?"

	Grinning, Kimiko pulled Alexis to her and kissed her deeply. "Mind? I demand it, slut."

	 


Epilogue

	Selling the house was not going to be easy, we knew that from the start. Sure, it was huge now, and looked pretty damned good, but the huge dungeon in the middle of the house took some explaining, and like it or not, most people were put off by it. The estate agent suggested we have it removed, made up, but Kimiko wouldn't hear of it, and neither would Alexis.

	As far as they were concerned, we had time, no need to rush to sell, and the right person would come along.

	I generally didn't attend showings, but this time, the agent asked me to come by as this was a young couple's second viewing. Given that I was permanently in sissy dresses, I asked Sandra, the agent, if that would be wise. "I think this time it might be." She said, a hint of mischief in her voice.

	Of course, her tone got me thinking that this was some sort of dominatrix and her slave, and that we had finally found the right couple. However, when I arrived to find a shy-looking red-head and her skinny young husband stood there, I wondered what Sandra was playing at.

	"l just had to meet you." Said Michael, the young man. "My wife and I are experimenting with BDSM and cuckolding, and well, when we saw this house, we realised it might be the catalyst we need to take it full-time."

	"Oh wow, that's quite a step." I smiled.

	Katie smiled back nervously. "How is it, being a full-time sissy?"

	"l love it, but mainly because I'm with people I love very much. I wouldn't go back." I told her. "But pardon me for saying so, you don't seem, erm, the dominant type."

	Again, Katie blushed. "Oh, I'm shy, yes, but I so love bullying him." She giggled almost childishly. "And I already have him in permanent chastity, so feminising him really is the next step. We both want it."[image: Image]

	"Then this house is perfect for you. It's where I became a sissy." I told them.

	They said yes on the spot, well, with some negotiating on the price, of course. But honestly, I didn't mind coming down a bit, and I knew Kimiko wouldn't either. It was worth it to know there were good people in the house. On top of that, they would probably become good friends, play friends.

	"How do you feel about submitting to a powerful goddess?" I asked Katie.

	Again, she blushed, swinging her hips, then giggled. "Sounds like fun!" She squeaked.

	[image: Image][image: Image]When I returned home, the house was quiet. Too quiet. I walked around the huge mansion, bumping into Jessica, our new live-in trans-female maid, a young American who lost her job in the US during a DEI purge who we took pity on and flew over to be with us. Yes she was working for us as a maid, but we were actually paying for her university so that she [image: Image]could find a proper job over here, and obviously, it was someone for me to play with occasionally.

	Eventually, I found Alexis on the bed, her huge pregnant belly protruding out as she slept. She was close now, any day and I'd be a dad. It was funny really, how I dreamed of one day being a parent with Alexis, and then that dream was shattered, but now, here we were. At Kimiko and my wedding, Alexis was a few months along and already showing heavily. At first, some members of the family we unsure as to who was the father, until I announced that I was, much to some surprise. I quite enjoyed that shock on people faces, and the look of confusion after I was told I could now kiss the bride, and all three of us kissed.

	"Oh, hey, how did it go?" Alexis asked sleepily as I lay down next to her.

	"House sold." I smiled, stroking her hair.

	"Yeah? Fantastic!" She said, the groaning as she tried to sit up and failing.

	I explained all about the couple, about their kinks, and Alexis smiled, saying she looked forward to being able to play with them, as and when she was able to play full-stop. But that would be soon, I was sure of it.

	"Bollocks." She gasped.

	"What?" I asked.

	"Dunno. I think I wet myself." She sighed. "Probably the baby lying on my bladder."

	I looked down, seeing the strange slimy fluid, then shook my head. I guess I was right. It was indeed soon . "Your water broke."

	"Oh." She said, now able to sit bolt upright.

	"Don't worry. Don't panic. Whatever you do, do not panic!" I said getting increasingly louder.

	She smirked and cocked her head. "Yeah, kinda sounds like you're panicking, but okay. Go get Kimiko."

	"Where is she?" I asked, jumping off the bed in my satin dress, kung-fu-stylee.

	"Dungeon with a client. I'm going to get my go-bag."

	I ran across the huge mansion, cursing the size of it, and reaching the damned winding stone staircase to the dungeon about three minutes later. Running in heels, not easy. Taking an ancient stone winding staircase in heels, whilst running, downright stupid, but somehow, I survived, save for a few hair-raising moments.

	I wasn't allowed into the dungeon without knocking and waiting. Yeah, screw that, my wife...well, ex-wife, was in labour. I smashed the door open, finding Kimiko mid-thrust with a huge dildo inside a rather overweight bald man in a bra and tutu. Immediately, Kimiko gave me a dark look like she was about to kill me. I spoke fast.

	"Her water broke!" I gasped, panting from running so fast.

	Instantly, Kimiko's expression changed. She withdrew from the man's arse so fast, he gave a yelp of surprise. "Sorry[image: Image] Nigel, need to end early. No need to pay me. Sorry about that. My wife's in labour." Huh, even she did it.

	"No problem Goddess. Good luck! And mazel tov!" Nigel said. 

	"You're not Jewish." She said. "You wear a bloody cross."

	"Yeah, but...you know, it's something you say."

	I felt the need to interject, now not being the time to discuss semantics. I telephoned Jessica and asked her to come take care of Nigel, show him out, whilst Kimiko ran in her high-heeled boots and the little latex bra and zip-up hotpants with the strap-on harness still on, now sans-dildo. I grabbed Alexis' go-bag, whilst Kimiko helped Alexis down to the car. [image: Image]I jumped in the front and took off for the hospital, getting there in fifteen minutes, and just as Alexis' contractions really began to hit. [image: Image]

	It turned out that there was no need to rush. In fact, my daughter Rina, was born nearly two days later. Yep, it took that long. But thankfully, the hospital took great care of Alexis, albeit they were more than shocked by how not only I was dressed, but the outfit Kimiko had on. But Kimiko being Kimiko, she didn't care. "I'm a dominatrix." She told them. "He's my sissy husband."

	"Fair enough." Said the nurse. "And how are you related to the patient?"[image: Image]

	"I'm the father, she's my ex-wife, now our partner." I said.

	The young nurse looked at all three of us to see if we were joking, then sighed and said, "They don't pay me enough to care."

	The first time I got to hold Rina, I looked at her gorgeous eyes, and I could see myself in her. It's funny how babies look like their fathers when they are born, but thankfully, I knew that would go, and that she would look like her gorgeous mother. As I held that sleeping little creature, Kimiko stepped over to me. She had been feeling sick, and I thought it was because she couldn't handle the birth, but then she kissed my neck and held something up, something which had two lines on it.

	"Ready for round two?" She asked with a giggle.

	"Are you serious?" I laughed.

	"Uh-huh. Rina's going to have a little brother or sister." She giggled.

	"Or whatever they want to be."

	And then we walked back to Alexis, and broke the good news. She hugged and kissed us both, but then she turned to Kimiko and said, "Remember when I said the pain of you whipping me was the worst thing I'd ever felt?"

	"l was wrong. There is nothing you can do as a dominatrix to replicate this pain."

	Kimiko's face paled for a moment, but then she got a wicked idea. "When you're better, why don't you test that theory on Riley? I'm sure he would love to know what it feels like to give birth!"

	The dark smile that spread over Alexis' face told me what she thought of that idea...and all I could do was gulp.[image: Image]

	 

	THE END
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