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God I hated the sun. Really, I was more at home with a nice light drizzle outside, and being curled up in front of a nice open fire. Of course, Vanessa loved the hot weather, any excuse to put on a tight crop top and a mini-skirt, to show off her firm flat stomach and big E-cup enhanced boobs.

Of course, she worked hard for the stomach, exercising constantly, but what else did she have. Once a powerful news columnist, she lost her job when the paper went under, and finding a new job in the same branch wasn’t easy these days. Today, she writes fluff pieces for online sites like Ladbible, but on the whole, she doesn’t do much. Not that she needs to, I earn more than enough as an executive in an IT company.

Vanessa, now in her early forties, looked far younger. With long jet-black hair, soft skin, a nice tan, and a firm body, she could pull anyone younger than me. She had originally wanted kids, but now she was glad she hadn’t had any, as we spent our free time travelling and enjoying life. Still, I felt guilty for not being able to give her kids. My sperm and her uterus didn’t go well together.  Such is life. 

Our marriage, now about to enter its twentieth year, had its ups and downs, like any other, but I’m happy to say that we survived all obstacles thrown at us.

Me? Well, I’m Sam Price, CTO of Wilson Cash Systems, or WCS as it has been known for about thirty years.  I’m a year Vanessa’s senior at forty-four. We met at university, where we began dating. I fell in love with her the moment I saw her, with those wide, dark green eyes, the high cheekbones and the cheeky smile.  If I was to describe her, I would say she looked similar to Olivia Munn, just slimmer.

We lived in London, in a house which cost me a little over three million pounds. We didn’t need a house, really, but I was a fan of the privacy over apartments, and Vanessa had numerous hobbies, so it was good for her to have her own private gym, sauna, painting room, and so forth.

Damn, I almost stepped in front of a bloody Routemaster. Bloody hybrid, couldn’t hear the damn thing.

That’s the problem with the sun in London; it’s never half-measures. Bloody hot or bloody cold, and today, it was bloody hot and the sun was blinding me.

As I stepped back onto the pavement, glad not to be in the Evening Standard later as a casualty, I decided not to go to my usual coffee stop, and instead go to a Starbucks. That meant going in a different direction than I normally would. I’m glad that I did, because if I hadn’t, I wouldn’t have seen Vanessa walking at the end of the narrow side street.

I was going to call out to her, when I saw someone else step into view, my best friend Derek.  What the hell was Vanessa doing with Derek?

Derek was someone I’d known since school. Tall, black, muscular, he was an investment banker who worked over in the City, so what was he doing in this part of London? And why with Vanessa? It wasn’t as if they were close. She always said he was a letch and she didn’t know why I put up with him. She said he was more like a bully than a friend, but that was just Derek’s style. He had a weird sense of humour which meant he would say things like, “I still can’t believe this ugly motherfucker bagged a hottie like you!” Or, “Give me a go. It wouldn’t be the first of Sam’s girls who dumped him after going black.”

Okay, that was true. He had a habit of taking my girlfriends when I was younger. But, admittedly, I stole one of his too.

I was going to chase after them, say hi, find out why she was laughing and joking with him, of all people, but they turned the corner, and I was quite far away. I could’ve called, but I decided to skip it. I’d ask her later.

And yet, I spent the whole afternoon thinking about what I had seen a lunchtime. Was my wife having an affair? No, surely not? We had always been faithful. Well, she was at home alone all day. She had her friends, the group of women she drank wine with, and even holidayed with, but other than that, she always told me she was satisfied. Heck, we had sex on a daily basis, something I knew others our age didn’t. Okay, was it the most satisfying sex for her? Probably not; I don’t last long. But I always go down on her first, bringing her off with my mouth.

Fuck, my wife was unsatisfied, that was why she was hanging with Derek. Just like every other girlfriend I had, he was taking my wife now.  Fuck, I’m so dumb!

No, I can’t let myself fall into this funk. There had to be a reasonable explanation.

I picked up the phone and called my wife. Best to clear this up now.

“Hey babe.” She gasped into the phone, panting as she did. Oh my god, he was fucking her right at that moment.  “What’s up?”

“Erm, what are you up to?” I asked her, knowing I was probably weeks, if not days away from a messy divorce.

“Just got done on the treadmill.” She said. “Now will do some weights. How’s work?”

“Same old, same old.  What did you do for lunch?”

“Erm, just grabbed a sandwich from a deli. Nothing in particular.”

“Oh right. Meet anyone?”

“Me?” She practically squeaked as she panted. “No. Just a quick bite. Will you be home late?”

She lied to me. That was it, she lied to me, and I was sure she was lying to me right then. He was probably with her right at that moment.

I said I’d be home on time, then I called Derek. I wanted to see if he’d come clean. After all, he was always very honest and upfront about the times he’d taken my partners, why should this time be any different.

“Mate! What’s going on? Bit busy right now.” He said, but he too sounded out of breath. Of course, he would, given he was fucking my wife right at that moment.

“Beer this week?” I asked, seeing if he would bite.

“Fuckin’ slammed this week, Sam. Next week would be better.” He said, and behind I heard a woman’s voice, telling him to come back to bed.  It sounded suspiciously like Vanessa.

“Alright mate. I’ll catch you later.”

I ended the call, seething. My wife checking when I’ll be home, panting, and my best friend not telling me he’s in the middle of banging someone?  He always told me he was too busy because he was fucking.  This was the first time he hadn’t bragged, which meant only one thing.

Slamming my laptop closed, I left my office and told my PA, Yvonne, that I was going home early.

“You were going to meet with the R&D guys later.” She told me. Bollocks, but it was an internal meeting. 

“Reschedule it please Yvonne. Thanks.”

“Sure thing boss.” The young woman smiled. 

This being London, I never drove to work. It was faster to take the tube. And yet, as I sat on the damned Piccadilly Line train, listening to the train’s driver tell us that there was a delay due to someone jumping on the track, I couldn’t help but feel like everything was going against me.

Finally though, I made it home to Kensington, where I ran inside my house, expecting to find the couple in bed together. I ran upstairs, where I heard the shower running in our en-suite bathroom, knowing I would find them in the shower together. I burst into the bathroom, just as my wife was stepping out and reaching for a towel.

Her screaming was followed quickly by a severe whipping of me by said towel.  “What the fuck, Sam?” She screamed. “Are you trying to give me a heart attack?  Fuck!  I thought you’re at work.”

I looked around. There was no visible evidence that Derek was there. In fact, what was lying on the floor by the shower was her workout gear.  Thinking about it, the bed was made when I ran past it.  Errr…

“I wanted to surprise you. I left early.” I smiled, sweetly.

“Jesus Sam. You surprised me alright.” She panted, but then she settled. “Well, seeing as you’re here and I’m naked.” She purred, smiling as she walked over to me seductively. I looked down her smooth, silky body, seeing the sexy slit of her shaved pussy, and my cock rose to the occasion.

“Yes please.”

“Yeah, that’s why you left early, you horny fucker. You got hard awfully fast.” She said, stripping off my shirt and tie and pulling me to the bedroom by my belt.  Then trousers off, socks off, underpants off, my four-and-a-half-inch cock was inside her wet pussy in milliseconds.

“Don’t you want me to lick you?” I asked her.

“No, I had a couple of orgasms today already, I’m good.” She smiled.

“Oh? Who gave you the orgasms?”

A curious smile on her face, she said, “Oh, you know? A handsome guy stopped by and banged me.”

“Really?” I asked, pumping my cock in her. Immediately, I was picturing Derek fucking her.

“Yeah, he really worked me over. Slamming his big hard cock in me.”

“Anyone I know?” I asked.

“Maybe.” She replied, coyly. “I’ll never tell.”

“Oh fuck!” I came.  Yes, I cum quickly, but never that fast.

“Oh my! Someone was turned on!” She giggled.

“Did someone really come over and fuck you?” I asked her, rolling onto my back.

She quickly ran to the bathroom, trying to avoid cum to drip out of her.  “What?” She laughed. “No! Do you honestly believe I’d cheat on you?”

“Who gave you the orgasms then?” My brain hadn’t put two and two together, obviously.

“Erm, my fingers.” She replied, and then she reappeared with a confused smile on her face. “You’re such a dope sometimes.”

Of course, I felt stupid for a moment, until I remembered that I had seen her with Derek, and she’d lied to me. But the more I thought about it, the more I began to question if it wasn’t a figment of my imagination. I’d had my retinas burned by the sun, was almost hit by a bloody double-decker bus, and then saw them in the distance. It might not have been them, just similar people.

By late evening, as we were readying for bed, I was firmly of the belief that I was imagining things, and that Vanessa was almost certainly not having an affair. Our evening had been lovely, we’d had sex one more time, and everything seemed perfect.  In less than a week, we’d celebrate our twentieth wedding anniversary.  I was being an idiot, I was sure of it.

The next day was just a sunny as the day before, and the tube journey in the morning was a welcome relief to the heat outside. My workday was busy, meetings, decisions, and such, and the events of the day before were firmly out of my head.

At lunchtime, I even headed to the same location as the day before, no sign of my wife or Derek; so no problem.

It was about four in the afternoon when I received the electronic copy of the credit card bills for that month. Mine was standard, nothing to write home about, but Vanessa’s seemed a little high. I ran my eyes down it. She liked to buy herself nice things, I knew that, but I couldn’t understand why she’d shopped at Agent Provocateur three times this month.  I hadn’t seen any new lingerie on her this month.  And then I saw a charge from last week, a huge amount at Claridge’s – Room Preauthorisation. What the fuck?

She was definitely having an affair, and not only that, but she was the one paying for the fucking room! I was just a provider, just a money slave to her whilst she fucked around. 

The last meeting of the day was the one moved from previously, discussing changes in research and development for this year, and yet, I hardly concentrated, thinking about how Derek and Vanessa were probably laughing at me as they fucked, spending my money and fucking, probably laughing about what a loser I was. He’ll probably get her pregnant, given she wasn’t on birth control, and I’d be left to raise a little black baby, and everyone will know my sexy wife cuckolded me.

Fuck. I was leaning back in my chair at the head of the long mahogany conference table and my cock was solid as rock inside my pants, and leaking pre-cum.  If I wasn’t careful, people would see, and now it was become clear that this meeting was close to wrapping up.  I needed to stall.

“What about the technical debt left over from version three-nine?” I asked, knowing that this would end up a huge debate between the three departments responsible for the solution.

Thankfully, by the time they were done, my erection had subsided. Worried that it might come back, I ran to collect my things, and then hailed a taxi, skipping the underground that evening. Sure, the journey in traffic wasn’t great, but it was better than getting a spontaneous erection on a tube packed with people.

I arrived home to find my wife in the back garden sunning herself in a tiny little multi-coloured bikini.  I bikini I’d never seen before.

“Where’d you get that? It’s very strappy.” I noted.

“Agent Provocateur this month. Nice huh? I actually went back there twice because first my sister wanted one, then my mom.” She giggled. Okay, that explained that shop, but the hotel was my bigger concern.

My mind wasn’t playing tricks on me, she was having an affair, I was sure of it. I was sure of it too when I fucked her moments later, imagining her laughing at me with Derek.

And, bollocks, shot fast again.
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“I’m going out tonight.” Vanessa told me on Thursday morning.

“Oh yeah, who with?” I asked. I never normally asked, so my question raised an eyebrow from her.

Since the other day, I had noticed little things which made me certain she was cheating on me. Frequent messages on her phone, or walking into another room to take a call. That she was going out was nothing special, but in my state of suspicion it concerned me.

The other issue was I was suffering from two further problems; hyperarousal, and quick ejaculation. I didn’t understand it, but for some reason, the thought of those two laughing at me and going at it got me so turned on, that I was unable think about anything else.

“Just the girls.” She told me.

“Cool. Well, enjoy it.”

During the day, I decided that if she was going out, then I would too. Obviously, Derek was my go-to for the pub, but when I called him, he said he had plans that night. Of course he had, he was probably going to be with my wife. Instead, I found Martin, another friend, and he said he would be happy to meet at a wine bar Notting Hill.

When I arrived home that evening, I found Vanessa dressed in a little red A-line skirt, and a loose-fitting lacy white silk cami-top. As she walked around the house, preparing for her night out, I caught glimpse of her legs, and as the skirt danced in the air, I saw the lacy tops of her black stockings, held up by a suspender-belt. She wouldn’t wear such a thing for a girl’s night out.  No, this was something sexy for Derek.

I was very subdued during my night out with Martin. The moustached man had his own problems, having recently divorced, and honestly, I think he appreciated the quiet night of contemplation. 

Around ten, Tara and Marcela, Vanessa’s friends, two of the girls who should have been out with my wife that night, came into the wine-bar, laughing and joking. When they saw me, they ran over, arms stretched.

“Hello you! What are you doing here?” Tara asked, a little sloshed already.

“I was going to ask you the same thing. Shouldn’t you be out with Vanessa tonight?”

Recognition fell on their faces, realising they had forgotten that they were meant to be out with her, or at least, forgotten the agreed story.

“It’s okay.” I sighed. “I know she’s having an affair with Derek.”

“She’s not!” Marcela cried out. “She’d never!”

“She is. I saw them the other day, and she lied about it. She’s been texting someone constantly. And I know that she’s been paying for hotel rooms.”

The women shared a look of horror, then turned back to me. “Honey, we promise she’s not having an affair.  It’s not like that.”

“Then what is she doing?” I asked them.

“We can’t tell you.” Tara said quickly.

They were covering for her infidelity, but I’d come to terms with the fact that she was cheating on me. I just didn’t want to lose her. “Just tell me she’s not leaving me.” I said.

“What?” Marcela squeaked.

“Promise me she won’t leave me, no matter what.”

Tara looked confused. “Wait! You’re worried Van is cheating on you with your best friend, and your biggest concern is that she will leave you?”

“Yes. I don’t care that she’s fucking someone else.” I told her. The alcohol in me had lubricated my social interaction a bit too much, because I followed that up with, “If anything, it’s made me so horny knowing she’s cheating on me, laughing at me. I think I’ve discovered a new fetish I never knew I had.”

The girls shared a look of shock, then turned to me grinning. “Babe, she is not going to leave you.”

“Good. Then I’m happy.”

Both girls sat with us, sharing a bottle of white with us until midnight. Marcela, recently single, decided to chat with Martin, and before long, the two were making out like teenagers. Tara though, wanted to know more about me and my feelings, so I told her about how horny I’ve been, and the dreams I’ve been having. She’d given up trying to convince me that Vanessa wasn’t having an affair, instead telling me how awesome it was that I would let my wife have the freedom to fuck whoever she wanted.

“My husband would never allow that!” She told me.

“I guess if you asked me last week, I wouldn’t either.” I shrugged.

“Good point.”

“Listen, don’t tell her about this. I need to have this conversation on my own terms.”

She looked sceptical. “Hon, she’s my best friend.”

“Tara, she’s my wife. If I don’t handle this right, then I could end up destroying her, or our marriage.”

“Fine. But sort if fast, because I don’t like keeping secrets.”

When I arrived home that night, I found Vanessa already in bed, reading something on her phone. We talked about our nights, but as she told me stories that Tara and Marcela allegedly told her, I decided to play along and not tell her that I knew she was lying.

In the bathroom, I checked the clothes hamper, finding the little black silky thong she’d had on.  There was no sign of male cum, but they were very wet.  Perhaps he’d worn a condom; well, he had to, given she was not on birth control.

Why did that disappoint me?  Why was I disappointed that he wasn’t breeding her?

I climbed into bed, then slid under the covers and under the silky little nighties she had on. She giggled in complaint, though she didn’t stop me as my mouth made contact with he silky smooth cunt. As I licked away at her juice pussy, I imagined I was sucking a used pussy, filled with the black man’s cum.

My cock was rigid. There was no way I could make her cum fast enough that I would be able to last. I had to fuck her now, I could lick her after.

“Oh!” She whined, as I climbed up her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be quick, then I’ll go down on you after.”

She giggled and said, “Sure you’ll be quick. You always are lately, but I’ll be dirty after.”

“I don’t care. I’ll lick you clean of cum, no matter whose.”

“Oh, naughty boy! Very kinky. Yes, you can lick my lover’s cum from me.” She grinned. There, she’d said it, she has a lover. And of course, I came instantly when she said that. I was inside her for all of twenty seconds.

Immediately, I dropped down to her sopping twat and sucked, draining my cum from her, imagining it was Derek’s.  In my head, I pictured Derek watching, the two of them laughing as she told me I would need to clean his cock next.  Holy shit! I’d never had a gay thought in my life, and here I was imagining myself becoming a cocksucker.

Even after I licked her clean, I continued. I could feel her shaking, as she did when she was close to climax but holding off.  I was always amazed that she could do that, but I couldn’t.  Still, as I serviced her, the fantasy of her cuckolding me, humiliating me, forcing me to take Derek’s huge black cock, played on. I pictured her angry, sadistic laugh as she held my hair and chin tight, forcing me up and down the cock.

“One day I’ll make him fuck you with it, and you’re gonna love it!” She snarled.

“Oh fuck, I need to fuck you again.” I said, climbing up and shoving my shaft inside her.

“Wow! What’s gotten into you today?”

“You make me so horny; your fantasy, your cheating on me, it’s making me horny.”

“Gosh, if I’d known you like roleplaying this much, I would’ve done it sooner. Yes baby, imagine me on my back, taking that huge cock inside me.  Mmmm, my lover’s cock. Can you see it?”

“Yes, it’s huge and black.”

“Mmm, black, yes, it is, how did you know?”

“I just do. I love it. I love that he’s fucking you, and you’re making me watch.”

“I am? Well, that’s a turn-up for the books.  You want to watch me with my lover?  Well, I’ll need to ask him, but I suppose he won’t care, given you are no challenge for him.”

“No, I’m not. I have a tiny cock compared to him.”

“Mmm, most men, baby, most men.”

“Oh fuck, I’m coming again!” And again, I flooded her pussy.

Once more, I sucked the cum out of her, and this time, the pulled me tight against her pussy as she climaxed quickly.

We lay there, panting, my heart racing. Of course, in the heat of the moment, I felt a lot differently to after climaxing. Now I felt like shit, like my life was over. She would leave me, she pretty said my cock was tiny compared to everyone.  I looked over at her, half expecting her to tell me that was the last time, but she was smiling, happy, satisfied.

“That was amazing.” She breathed. “So much fun. I love you so much. I love that we can play like this after all this time.  Twenty years on tomorrow, love.” She laughed.

“Tomorrow?” I asked her.

“It’s after midnight. It’s Friday already. Saturday is our anniversary.” She giggled, then kissed me before running to the bathroom.

I lay there feeling all kinds of confused. She said she loved me, that she had fun, and yet she was still having an affair. Was she just playing with him? Was she just a nymphomaniac? Or was she just a really good liar? 

The next day, I retrieved the present I bought for our anniversary. It was a huge box I’d stored at my office, along with a smaller box. Funnily enough, the big box was not the main present, expensive as it was. It was a crocodile skin Birkin 25 handbag which cost me an absolute fortune, and on top of that, I had to order it over a year previously and wait to see if they would even allow me to have one!

The main present was actually the smaller box. When I first proposed to Vanessa, I was poor. My family were blue-collar workers, and I was the first from my family to go to university. Vanessa came from a rich family, but I never once used her money; instead, I worked my arse off to reach the top, and was savvy with my investments. However, when I first proposed, I couldn’t afford a proper ring. I promised her that one day, I would get one for her. That day was coming. A multiple, blue-cut diamond ring which cost me over a million pounds.

When we discussed our anniversary weeks before, she told me that she wanted to celebrate with a longer holiday. “Can we just do a nice meal on the day though?” She asked.

“Sure. If that’s what you want?”

“It is. Tell you what! Why don’t you plan the holiday for later this year, and I’ll book a restaurant?”

“Seems like you got off lightly.” I laughed.

Saturday arrived and I handed her the Birkin but not the ring. She was over the moon with the bag and thought it was too much as it was.  My present from her arrived during the day; and to my surprise, she bought me a new car; a Jaguar F-Type R. A car I had wanted but she said was not practical for London.  This woman was amazing!

Later, as we prepared for dinner, I watched her slip on a black corset, to which she attached seamed stockings, and over that, she slid on a little lacy black thong, and a tight black latex pencil skirt. I helped shine it up for her, and then watched as she put on her make-up and jewellery, before doing her hair.

For me, getting dressed was a little easier, throwing on a black shirt, a charcoal Dior suit, and doing my hair.  She took far longer, but she looked the picture of perfection.

“Tonight you’re going to get an even better present than your car.” She winked.

My stomach did somersaults. Maybe she was going to invite Derek back. Maybe she wanted to fulfil the fantasy we had acted out two nights in a row now.

I wanted to drive my new car to the restaurant, but she had arranged a limo to take us there. I thought it was a bit much for a West End restaurant, and sure enough, I was right, because we were going somewhere else.

The car pulled up outside Claridge’s and suddenly my head began spinning. Maybe she was skipping the dinner and going straight to the dessert. Maybe Derek was in there already, waiting to fuck my wife in front of me. 

This was it. She was going to give me the fantasy I never knew I had, and I really wasn’t sure I was ready for it.
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“Surprise!” Everyone in the huge room shouted. About a hundred friends and family all gathered under a banner which said Happy 20th Anniversary.

“Oh my god!” I laughed, “How did you manage this?”

“A lot of work.” Vanessa admitted. “Thankfully, this man right here did most of it.”

My best friend stepped forward and pulled me in for a long hug. “Happy anniversary mate.” Derek smiled. “You cannot believe how difficult it was keeping this from you.”

“I’ll bet!” I laughed again, now feeling silly but also a very deflated as I realised Vanessa wasn’t actually having an affair with Derek.  I also felt very guilty for even thinking this gorgeous woman would cheat one me.

We mingled with the room, trying to find time to talk and thank everyone. I saw Marcela had arrived with Martin, which I assumed meant they were dating. That was a moment of pride for me, that these two came together.

About an hour into the party, I made a toast, talking about the best twenty years of my life, and the many more to come, and then I began to talk about how we started, the hard work, the cheap engagement ring.

“Which is why, I have one more promise yet to fulfil.” I told the crowd. Then turning to my gorgeous, sexy, faithful wife, I said, “It’s about time you had a real engagement ring.” I got down on one knee and opened the box to reveal the ring.

“Oh my fucking god!” Vanessa cried, gasping at the ring. “You’re fucking crazy!” She whispered, taking the ring and sliding it on her finger. “Oh baby, thank you so much!” She wrapped her arms around me as the room erupted in applause.

Everyone went back to chatting as Vanessa and I descended the stairs.  Tara, Derek and others ran over to slap me on the back and gush at the ring. 

“See!” Said Tara to me. “I told you she wasn’t cheating on you with Derek!”

Vanessa’s eyes went wide as she stared at her friend. “W-what?” She stuttered.

“Oh, on Thursday night Marcela and I ran into Sam out with Martin. He told me he thought you and Derek were having an affair because he saw you two together and you lied about it. Obviously, I didn’t want to give away the surprise.”

With a sigh of relief, Vanessa looked up at me, and smiled, although somewhat nervously, and said, “Well thank god you didn’t! Right Derek?”

“Right.” He nodded slowly.

“Why didn’t you just ask me?” Vanessa said. “Why didn’t you say you saw me and Derek together?”

I shrugged, about to say something, anything, but Tara, a little drunk already, spoke for me. “Oh he didn’t mind. In fact, he was horny because of it.” She giggled.

Again, Vanessa’s eyes widened. “Oh my god, is that why we’ve been fucking so much?”

“You two have been fucking a lot?” Derek asked. I gave him a curious look, because it was not a question I would expect him to ask.

“Yes,” I said to my wife. “Sorry.”

“No, no, I’m sorry. Guess I’ve ruined your fantasy now.” She laughed.

“Guess so!” I desperately wanted to change the subject now.

As the night wore on, Vanessa never left my side. The later time became, the more people began to straggle out. With just a dozen or so people left, Vanessa left me to go to the toilet. I decided to use the opportunity to relieve myself too.

“Oh fuck yeah, fuck me with that big black cock!” Said a woman’s voice, almost like Vanessa’s albeit a little deeper. I chuckled realising that someone was fucking in there, most likely Derek with someone.

I quickly used the urinal, washed my hands to the sound of flesh on flesh. A few hours ago, I would’ve thought it was Derek and my wife, but now I was sure it wasn’t. How disappointing.

When I arrived back at the table with Tara and the rest of my friends, I noticed that both Derek and Vanessa were still absent. Derek I knew was in the toilet fucking someone, and I assumed Vanessa was still not back from the ladies.  I needn’t have worried; a minute later, Vanessa was back, make-up freshly applied. Then soon after, Derek returned, and a little after him a rather flushed-looking friend of Vanessa’s.  She had to be the one fucked in the bathroom. Classy.

The night ended, and once again, we took the limo home. “Thank you honey, for a lovely present.” I told my wife.

“Oh honey, I’m so happy you enjoyed it.” She smiled. “Did you really think I was cheating?”

“Yes.” I chuckled.

“But you were so horny! Why didn’t you get angry?”

“I was confused at first.”

“Tara told me you were scared I was going to leave you, that was your main concern.”

“It was.”

“That’s crazy.” She said, stroking my face. “I promise you, no matter what, I’m not going to leave you.”

We were quiet for a moment. Then I chuckled again and said, “You know what is funny?”

“What darling?”

“When you went to the toilet just before, I went too a little after, and Derek was in a cubicle fucking someone.”

“You went to the toilet? Oh, I didn’t know.”

“Yeah, so I heard Derek fucking another girl, and, well, I guess I was disappointed it wasn’t you.”

She turned to look at me, eyes wide. “You were disappointed?  Why?”

“Because, I don’t know, I’ve been so horny.”

“But what made you horny? Thinking about me being fucked by a big black cock?” She asked seductively.

“Can we talk about this at home?” I asked, nervous about the driver hearing.

She grinned, then nodded.

Once home though, I watched her strip off the skirt, carefully pealing it off, and then there she stood in the tight-laced corset and lingerie, the picture of eroticism.

“Tell me then. What made you horny?” She asked me.

“It wasn’t just that you were fucking Derek, but I kept picturing you humiliating me, both of you making fun of me, laughing at what a wimp I am.” I told her, glad I had been plied with alcohol to make this conversation easier.

Her smile extended across her cheeks naughtily. “Oh, right. You want me to be bitchy. Nice, I can be bitchy. Get undressed pussy, then kneel in front of me.”

“Yes Mistress.”

The cringed. “I don’t like Mistress. Mmm, goddess? Nah. Queen? Still doesn’t feel right. Then she clicked her fingers. Mommy. Yes, Mommy is good.”

“Yes Mommy.” Interesting that she should select Mommy, given that she wasn’t one. I wasn’t about to point out my biggest failing though.

“Now, lick my pussy.” She said, sitting on the side of the bed and spreading her legs. “Imagine that Derek fucked me tonight, in the bathroom. Maybe it was him, did you consider that? Maybe I’ve been fucking him this whole time. After all, mommy needs proper cock too, not your useless clit.”

“Mmm.” I moaned.

“Maybe you can taste the condom? Can you taste it honey?” She asked.

“No mommy.” I replied. “I can taste his cum.” I said, engaging the fantasy I wanted.

“Oh! You want him to cum in me?”

“Yes.”

“But I’m not on birth control.”

“I know.”

I looked up as I licked and saw an evil grin on her face. “Shame he used a condom tonight then. I’m really surprised you can’t taste it, because he really did fuck me tonight.”

“Mmm.” I moaned. Fuck, she knew how to roleplay. “But I heard the voice and it was deeper than yours.”

“Oh, no, that’s just because how big he is. Whenever he fucks me, he makes my voice go.” She laughed. “Oh, yeah, Derek, fuck me.” She said in a deep voice, and I had to admit, it sounded similar, but not exact. Still, it turned me on. She knew what she was doing.

She closed her eyes and leaned back, placing a hand in my hair, massaging my scalp as I licked.

“Oh Derek. Oh I love your big black cock.” She moaned. “Oh yeah Derek.” Then I felt her grab my hair, pulling me tight. “I’m gonna cum!”

After her climax, she lay there, panting. “Go on then little dick, fuck me. It’ll be over in seconds anyway.”

I pushed inside her, and as I did, she looked right into my eyes and said, “It really was me in the toilets when Derek was fucking. We really have been fucking for a while, and yes, we think it’s so fucking funny that you don’t know. You think I really want to fuck you, when I can have huge black dick?  Well now you know that I am, I guess I can tell Derek to stop with the condoms. He can breed me. Finally a really man who can put a baby in me!”

“I’m coming!” I screamed, just as she began laughing.

“Too easy!” She chuckled. “Now are you gonna lick me clean and imagine it’s Derek’s?”

“Yes!”

“Good wimp.”

I licked her to one more orgasm, then she pulled me up and kissed me. “Did you really fuck Derek?” I asked her.

“Did you want me to?”

“I don’t know. Yes.”

“Well, I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I’ve actually been faithful to you our whole marriage.” She told me, kissing my lips. “But good to know that I have the freedom to cheat if I want.”

“Of course you do.”

“I wouldn’t though.”

I made a sulking look, which made her roll her eyes. “We can still roleplay though, right?”

“Yes, for sure. I love this fantasy too.” She told me. “Maybe I should learn a little bit more about it.”

I decided to change the subject to avoid focusing on it too much. Instead, I thanked her again for the car, saying that I was shocked not to have seen it on any bills. She explained that her dad actually helped with that, and she took it out of her trust fund. 

“But you went a bit crazy didn’t you?” She gushed, looking at the ring again. “This must have cost you a fortune!”

I honestly didn’t know much about rings and gems, but Vanessa, coming from a rich family, knew more. She recognised the value immediately.

“I don’t think I’ll wear it much.” She told me. “I don’t want anyone to chop my hand off for million quid ring!”

“That’s true.”

We held each other, reflecting on the nice night. As we gossiped and talked, I thought back to Derek fucking in the toilet. I tried to remember the voice, but it was fading now, blending into Vanessa’s voice. Again, my cock began to get hard, and it tented the sheet.

“Thinking about Derek fucking me again, huh?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“Hehe.” She grinned. “If I’d known about this fetish years ago.” She mused as she massaged my cock. “Can I ask you something seriously though?”

“Sure.”

“Fetish and fantasy aside, you really wouldn’t be jealous if I fucked Derek?”

“I would, but it seems to turn me on.”

“So, if I was to say it really was me in the toilets, like seriously, and we’d been fucking for this past week because it just sort of happened, you wouldn’t be angry?”

“I promise, I wouldn’t be angry.” I told her, her hand gently moving up and down my dick.

“Interesting.”

“Honey, did you really fuck Derek? You did, didn’t you?” I asked.

She was quiet a moment. “Can you really handle the truth?” She whispered.

“Yes, I promise.”

“You think you can handle hearing that his huge black cock banged me harder and better than you ever could? You think you can handle how we were planning your party, and he just kissed me and I went with it? You think you can handle how I’m a slave for his cock now, how I can’t get enough of it, how I want more of it?”

“Yes! Yes!  Yes to all of it! Keep fucking him! Let him breed you! Make me lick you clean! Make me suck his cock!”

“Oh my! What a wonderful thought!” She said suddenly, lowering her mouth to my dick, just as I spurt my cum in her mouth. In a quick move, she moved her mouth to mine, and force-fed me the mouthful of warm sticky cum. “Shame I didn’t really cheat on you.”

“Shame!”
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Things kind of returned to normal after the party. For a few days, we roleplayed, but the fantasy kind of wore thin. The car was amazing; noisy as fuck with that five-litre supercharged engine, but amazing fun.

Work became a priority for me, and I kind of forgot about my new fetish. Then I needed to travel to the US for two weeks. Normally, Vanessa went with me, but this time she chose to stay home.

The business trip proved to be a welcome revitalisation to our fantasy, as she used the opportunity to send me naughty texts, about how Derek was texting her, wanting to fuck her now that she had permission.

“Should I do it honey?” She wrote. “I deserve it, a proper cock, rather than your little dickie, right?”

“Yes! Do it!” I wrote back.

“But if I do it, what if I won’t want you to fuck me anymore?”

“I’ll lick you. I don’t mind. I don’t deserve your pussy, Derek does.”

“Mmm, should I tell him that he can take me from you? Maybe I can make you my little pussy slave.”

“Yes!  Yes please! Do it!”

“I’m not sure baby. He keeps writing and calling. What should I tell him?”

“Tell him you are his! Tell him I’ll just be your pussy licker!”

Fuck, she knew how to spin a story. And the story continued the longer the weeks went on. Next it became that she went on a date with him, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it.

“I wanted to accept his offer, but I don’t know if I can really cheat on you.  Tell me what to do honey? I want his big cock so much!”

“You have to do it! Please fuck him.”

“But I won’t want your tiny dick at all.”

“Good! Fuck him!”

“Maybe…”

The next day, I got texts that she saw him again, and this time she went home with him. According to her, they didn’t fuck, but she sucked his cock.

“Baby, it’s massive! Nine inches, and wide! I couldn’t properly get my lips around it. It’s the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.” She wrote.

I asked why she didn’t fuck him, but she said he didn’t have enough time and wanted to make it special. God, part of me didn’t want to go home because then this roleplaying would end.

The next day, she wrote that he’d finally fucked her. “He used a condom, even though I wanted him to breed me. We agreed that we would wait until we fuck in front of you so until then, he’ll use a condom. But baby, I’m so stretched! He’s huge! He said he knows from your other girlfriends that you are small, and boy, was he right! Honestly, I really don’t know if you and I can fuck anymore.”

“Really?! Did you really fuck him?” I wrote.

“You tell me…you want it, right?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“I fucked him babe. So good. Amazing! I’m tired though. We fucked all night.”

Every night, she sent me new texts, telling me how he was wining and dining her, how I was a true cuckold now. The night before I flew home, she wrote about how life would be different for me now, how I was just a pussy slave, that she realised how useless as a lover I really was. “I’ve been reading a lot about this. Maybe I should put you in chastity?”

“Yes! Yes, do it!” I begged.

“And put you in panties, hmm?”

“Oh my god! You’re evil!”

“I am!” She said, with an evil grinning smiley. “And you love it!”

Finally, I arrived home, landing at Heathrow, and there waiting was my lovely wife. I literally ran to her, and pulled her to me. “I missed you so much.” I told her.

“Hmm, wish I could say the same.” She said dreamily.

“Was what you wrote true?” I asked her hopefully, and she grinned at me.

“Sorry babe, nope. Well, most of it.”

“Most of it?” I asked, as we walked to the car park.

“Um, promise you won’t do anything silly.” She said carefully.

“Of course.”

“Derek is flirting with me over text a lot. I mean, he always did flirt, but lately, he’s doing it a lot.”

“Do you reply to him?”

“Yes, definitely. I don’t mind flirting.”

I put my cases in the boot of the car. “Have you thought about doing more than flirting?” I asked once we were on the road.

“Oh, I thought about it. Maybe, one day.” She told me.  “Next business trip, perhaps.” She grinned.

“You’re killing me.” I whined, feeling my cock swell.

“I’ve been reading a lot about this, and I know how to push your buttons. But Sam, the fantasy is great, but it really shouldn’t be more than that. I don’t want to lose you, and you know something like that could happen.”

“You wouldn’t lose me.” I reassured her.

“You don’t know that.”

For the next two weeks, the fantasy was part of our sex play once again, but again, as I realised it wouldn’t be more than fantasy, it tapered off, losing its value. Of course, Vanessa saw that and realised she needed to inject something into it. The easiest way for her to do that was to buy a chastity cage; not a metal one, just a basic plastic one to try.

The moment she put it on me that evening, I knew I would enjoy it. With the cage on, I licked her for half the night, then made me sleep in it. I struggled to fall asleep with racing thoughts. Once I did fall asleep, I kept waking up with painful erections. By morning, I began to worry that the cage would do damage.

When I told Vanessa the next morning, she also began to worry, so immediately took it off me. It was a little disappointing to be honest, but still better than losing my cock.

It was quite bizarre really, but it seemed the fetish was beginning to drive a wedge between us. I was beginning to think about it so constantly that I felt like work was suffering. Eventually, it reached a point where I checked her phone whilst she was in the shower, any small piece that would keep me going.  I did not expect to find what I found.

Derek: “I want to see you again.”

Vanessa: “It was a mistake Derek. You saw how uncomfortable I was. I can’t cheat on him.”

Derek: “But you have cheated on him already. We fucked already, so why stop?”

Vanessa: “Because I feel horrible.”

Derek: “He wants it too!”

Vanessa: “He doesn’t know what he wants. If he finds out we really did this, then he’ll change his mind and our marriage will be over. Just stop hounding me on this.”

This was around the time I was on business, so she really did fuck him. My cock got hard just reading those texts. Of course, Derek’s texts didn’t stop. Then Vanessa began to get interested again.

From yesterday:

Vanessa: “I keep dreaming about your cock. Fuck, I want it so much.”

Derek: “You know where it is.”

Vanessa: “I’m so close baby.”

Derek: “What’s stopping you?”

Vanessa: “What if he ends up hating me?  What if I end up hating him?”

Derek: “I think that’s a risk you’re going to need to take.”

The messages stopped there. I realised that me being around was what was holding her back. Me coming home every night was a reminder of what we had together, what there was to lose, whereas me being away made her lonely and wanting.

Being the CTO of a major corporation meant that if I wanted to visit an office somewhere, I could, at the drop of a hat. I even had access to the corporate jets anytime I needed, though I rarely used them as I wanted to set a good example of being green. I decided that it was time for me to travel again.

We had a major office that serviced most of the world for support in Belgrade. I needed to go there at some point anyway, so I decided now was a good time.

“Hon, I need to fly to Belgrade this Sunday night.” I told my wife.

“Oh, for how long?” She knew about the Belgrade office, because we spent a fortune on the new skyscraper there.

“About a week. Back Saturday morning.”

She gave me a curious look, as if wondering whether I had orchestrated this or not. I wasn’t going to admit that I had, but I also knew she was fully aware of how things worked in our company, and the position I held.  I decided there was only one way to try to reassure her, and that was to invite her along. The only issue with that was that whenever I invited her along, she almost always said yes, with the exception of Atlanta, which she hated with a passion. I knew she loved Belgrade.

“Why don’t you come with me?” I asked her.

Again, she held a curious look, trying to read me, then she smiled naughtily. “No thanks. I think I’ll stay here, have some fun of my own.” She purred softly.

My cock swelled in my pants. “I bet you will.” I chuckled. “Shame I can’t wear the chastity cage.”

“About that.” She began, stepping closer to me and running a finger down the t-shirt over my chest. “I’ve been reading about what you were feeling in that cage, and it’s not uncommon or dangerous.”

“No?” I asked, suddenly feeling excited about the prospect of wearing the cage again.

“No. The only issue is, it’s plastic and quite covered. If you wear it for a week, will you be able to keep clean?”

There was a large slit at the front, and holes on the side. If I remained soft, then water could flow through it without problem. I’d just have to sit to pee, but not a huge issue. “I can manage. The only thing that scares me is the lock. It’s metal, what if it goes off through the scanner?”

“It shouldn’t. It’s small and plastic coated. If it does, then you can say you have body jewellery. Is anyone going with you?” She asked.

“No.”

“Should be fine then.” Then she became serious. “Are we agreed then? I need to know we are good.”

I thought about how best to respond, without giving away that I read her texts. “I’m working under the assumption that you have already tried things with someone; I doubt it’s Derek because he would’ve bragged about it to me by now. You’re nervous about my reaction.”

“I haven’t.” She lied. “What let’s say I had, hypothetically, how do you feel about it?”

“You have, I can tell.”

“Really?” She said, suddenly visibly nervous.

“Really.” I smiled, pulling her to me. “And I think it’s absolutely awesome.”

We held each other tight, neither looking at one-another. Then pulling apart, she said, “It’s Friday night. Sunday you fly. My suggestion would be you put the cage on now, wear it until Sunday. On Sunday we take it off you and clean you up, then put it back on. Should you have any problems, we’ll see it then.”

“Good idea, Mommy.”

“Good boy.” She smiled, but her smile was forced, and her fingers trembled nervously. She knew full well that I knew, and knew that it was Derek.

Later that night, I had chance to see her phone again.

Vanessa: “He knows about us. And I think he knows it’s you.”

Derek: “And?”

Vanessa: “He says he’s fine, but I don’t know. I’ve put him in chastity. He’s going away for a week again on Sunday.”

Derek: “And us?”

Vanessa: “You might as well come over Sunday night.”

Derek: “Condoms?”

Vanessa: “Definitely Derek! I’m not going to get myself knocked up over a kink that we don’t know has a future!”

The chastity cage felt more comfortable than it did previously, probably because I knew what it was connected to, the fact that we were venturing into serious territory now, but also probably because of my wife’s reassurances.

Saturday, I spent the day licking my wife’s pussy. She was incredibly horny, as was I, but on her it showed that she was excited for where things were going, if not a little apprehensive. 

When I wasn’t licking her, I was teasing her. Telling her how she’s going to enjoy Derek’s cock being back in her again, that she’s going to become addicted. “Fuck him as much as possible, so you can’t stop.” I told her.

“I will, I promise.” She purred.

“Let him breed you.” I said.

“No baby, not yet.”

“I don’t mind. I want you to get the full experience.”

“Oh honey, I want to but it’s risky.”

Sunday, she removed the cage so I could shower properly, then she checked my cock, made sure it could get hard. “Fuck me! One last fuck before this pussy is ruined for your cock forever.” She told me.

I entered her easily, given how wet and horny she was constantly. “Promise me you will really cuckold me.”

“I will! I promise.  This time, I definitely will.” She said. In the heat of the moment, she’d said that before, and hadn’t, except for that one time. This time felt different though, and that was reinforced by what she said after I climaxed and licked her clean.

After putting the cage back on me, she sat me down and held my hands. “Promise me we will be okay.” She told me.

“I promise.”

“This is a serious step. It could destroy us.”

“I know. But we’ve been through some tough times and we have survived. We don’t have kids, and well, we have our bodies. It’s just fun and games.”

“Until it isn’t.”

“Yes. Well if it becomes serious then we will need to work around that.”

She cocked her head. “What do you mean, if it becomes serious? You mean, if I fall in love?”

“Yes. If you fall in love, well, we’ll need to decide what to do next. My preference, of course, would be to stay together and become polyamorous if we have to.”

“You’d tolerate that?”

“Of course. I love you no matter what.”

She smiled softly, then shook her head. “I won’t fall in love. I can barely stand being around Derek.”

“That’s what all my previous girlfriends said, right before they suddenly had a fling behind my back and turned around and said they fell in love with him.”

“I’m not your previous girlfriends. Anyway, I resisted his advances in the past, they didn’t.”

“True!”

She drove me to Heathrow that evening, and wished me luck. At first, I thought she was wishing me luck with the trip, but then I realised it was actually that I would have to make it through security with the device on.

As I reached security, I suddenly saw a huge potential problem; 3D body scanners. At Heathrow, you first go through a standard scanner, then an additional scanner of some sort, and finally, if you beep with any of the two normal scanners, they put you in the 3D scanner.

In order to ensure no mistakes and no beeps, I took off anything slightly metallic and threw it into the tray. Then, feeling sweat starting to form in my armpits, I stepped into the queue, and then into the first scanner. No beep. So far so good. Next, the second scanner.

No beep.

Thank fuck for that! That airport is busy even at the best of times, so that would have been a difficult conversation.

I found my way to the lounge and once settled, I texted Vanessa that all was okay. She’d still be on her way home, so likely wouldn’t reply until then.

One thing I knew for certain, was that my wife would be fucking my best friend that night, and probably most nights after. The knowledge that it was definitely going to happen made my dick swell within its confines, but also my stomach churn.

“Great!” The text came. “So we know for next time. I’m going to shower and get ready now. Last chance to call this off.”

“Love you babe, have fun.” I wrote.

“I will! Safe flight. I love you too!”

That was it. I would be boarding shortly, and by the time I landed, his huge cock would already be inside her. Was I doing the right thing? Probably not, but I was too far gone to stop it. The better question now was, where would this all lead?

Vanessa had done a lot of research, and I know she downloaded a tonne of cuckolding and femdom books on Kindle to read. Over the past weeks she had read at least one a day, sometimes more, and I knew they made her incredibly horny. I had read one of the books she bought, one she had favourited and given five-stars. It was called A Change in Our Marriage, by Sara Desmarais, and whilst the book made me very excited, it also scared me a lot.

I asked Vanessa what she liked about the book. “It builds up. It’s edgy and not rushed. I like that. I like the feeling that things are happening like evolution, rather than from one minute to the next.”

“Okay, but what about the book in terms of the kinks?”

“Oh! Well, I guess all of it really.”

Yeah, that boy got sissified. I can’t see that happening to me. I work as the CTO of a company which is in the NYSE top one hundred. Can you imagine the scandal? Hell, I was one of the guys who stood next to the CEO, Mike Jarrod and pushed the button to ring the bell on the floor of Wall Street. Not sure he’d allow me to do that in a pink satin maid’s dress.

Not that I needed to work anymore. We had more than enough to retire comfortably, but I like my work and wouldn’t want to lose it.

Still, I needed to discreetly find out from Erica Jackson, the CHRO, what our policy was on people coming out as trans. I know we have one, and we talk about how wonderfully diverse we are, but there is a certain amount of washing that goes into such statements. Playing to the crowd.

The two and bit hour flight landed in Belgrade, and I switched off airplane mode on my iPhone, waiting for the signal to connect. It was took ages for my phone to find a roaming partner, whilst everyone else’s seemed to be beeping instantly. Finally though, as the jetty began to attach to the plane, I heard the pings of texts arriving on my phone.

The first texts were obviously to inform me that I was roaming and such, but then an iMessage appeared. One picture from my wife, of a condom wrapped black cock entering her pussy, with the word, “Proof,” written underneath.

My hands began shaking as I held the phone, jealousy, fear and excitement all rolled into one. “Amazing!” I texted back, but the message remained delivered and unread.

The taxi to the hotel was uneventful, and my that I mean no answer to my text. It was only when I was checking in that I received a message back, or rather, an additional message, only this was not from Vanessa. Derek had sent me a short video, and from the looks of the preview, it was very not safe for work.

I decided to wait until I got to my room to watch it.

Unfortunately, the moment I decided that, everything else seemed to slow down. The woman in front of me was taking ages to check in, the other desk decided to go on break, and on top of that the computers were on the fritz. Oh, and my god, were these the world’s slowest elevators? I think so!

Finally, far too long later, I entered my room, shut my door and immediately watched.

“Fuck, Derek, yes, fuck me, fuck me. God, I fucking adore your cock!” Vanessa was screaming.

“Better that hubby’s?” Derek chuckled as he thrust in her from behind.

“Yes, fuck yes! You go on forever, and it’s huge!  Fuck me with that big black cock!”

“Mmm, maybe I should make you get a tattoo, I heart BBC?”

“Anything! I’ll do anything for you, just don’t stop!”

“So I can take the condom off?” He asked.

“Oh god, no. Not unless Sam says it’s okay.”

The camera then turned to Derek’s face and he grinned arrogantly, before ending the video.

I wrote back. “Screw the condoms! Fill her up!” I was so horny that I really didn’t give a damn about the consequences.

He sent a thumbs up back.  Ten minutes later, another video arrived. Vanessa on her back, legs spread with a satisfied, naughty grin on her face, and cum pouring from her red, swollen cunt. “Be careful what you wish for honey.” She said to the camera. “There’s gonna be a lot more going into to me this week. I’m sure to get pregnant.”

Holy shit! I instinctively reached down to my cock, but found I was blocked by my plastic prison. I could probably break it off fairly easily, but I genuinely didn’t want to cheat at this.

The videos kept coming until about midnight UK time, when they finally ended with her getting fucked from behind, but facing the camera.

“You got your kink, and so did I.” She told me. “I’m glad we’re doing this. It’s so much fun with you involved. I need to confess, I did fuck Derek once before, as a test, and it didn’t feel right, maybe because I was going behind your back. This time, it feels perfect, and I really hope you like it too, because I don’t want to stop this. Good luck tomorrow honey, and remember, I love you. Night night.”

“Night night baby. Thank you for the lovely videos. I love you.”
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I knew I would have to get public transport home from Heathrow that Saturday morning. My flight landed at seven forty-five, and besides, Derek spent the night, the same as every other night. The whole week had been sexual torture for me, because I desperately needed to wank, but couldn’t.

Every night, and some days, I received photos and videos of my wife and my best friend fucking. On the few moments Vanessa was alone, I found myself too busy to talk. Only once did we have a proper conversation, and that was Wednesday afternoon.

“How are you feeling?” She asked me, nervousness in her voice.

“These have been the best and worst days of my life.” I laughed. “Honestly, this is such a rush, but this damned cage…”

“Yeah, I imagine you’re struggling a bit, but that’s good. I’m glad you haven’t broken it off. So no regrets so far?”

“None.  You?”

“Definitely none. Derek’s an amazing lover, and the fact that I’m cuckolding you is such a turn on. Hey, but listen, in all seriousness now, Derek hasn’t been using a condom, and I’m fertile. On Monday morning, I took a morning after pill, and since then I’ve been using spermicide, but you and I need to seriously discuss what we do if I become pregnant.”

“Well, what’s Derek’s view?”

She chuckled. “He thinks knocking me up would be cool, but he made me sign a contract on Tuesday stating that if I get pregnant with his baby, that he doesn’t need to pay us anything, or be responsible for the baby.”

“Yeah, that sounds like Derek.”

“And you were worried about me falling in love with him? His cock, sure, but that’s about it. Anyway, yeah, I signed the contract.”

“Do you want a baby?”

She went quiet, then said, “You know it’s my dream.”

“So what’s the problem? Think of him as a sperm donor.”

“You don’t care about…”

“Babe, since when has that ever mattered to me. Anyone asks, we say the sperm donor was black. Our close family know we can’t have kids together.”

“Fine. I’ll stop with the spermicide once it runs out. It’s only a small tube, and it doesn’t need to be effective.”

So now I was on my way home. What was I on my way home to?  Who knew?

I slid the key into the lock and let myself in. The house was quiet, and I didn’t want to call out for fear of waking Vanessa. Instead, I crept upstairs to our bedroom, where I saw the door to our room open. There, in the crumped ivory satin sheets, slept my wife, in the muscular arms of Derek.

Seeing them together like that instantly made my cock swell inside the cage. I stood there watching, until I felt a bit like a creep, so quietly made my way back downstairs to the kitchen, where I made myself a coffee.

The sound of the coffee machine woke Vanessa, and it was as I was putting milk in my coffee that she crept into the kitchen, her lovely hair all tangled up. She was wrapping a thin white silk robe around herself, tying it at the front, her stiff nipples pressing through the fabric.

“Hello baby, sorry I didn’t realise the time!” She whispered, walking over to me and wrapping her arms around my neck. “How was the flight?”

“Good. Early though. I’ll need to close my eyes later.” I told her. “Derek still asleep?”

She bit her bottom lip and looked up at me as she swung her hips like a naughty girl. “We had a late night, again.” She told me. “Um, you okay?”

“Got pretty hard in my cage when I saw you two together in bed, just now.” I grinned.

“Don’t worry. Just a few more hours and we’ll unlock it.” She told me. I could see the key dangling from a chain around her neck. It was so close, but she was still hanging on.

“Can’t take it off now?” I asked her.

“No. After he goes. You don’t get to cum until then.” She grinned naughtily, almost sadistically. “I get your first cum after a week.”

I couldn’t argue with that, and I actually laughed. She was so sweet, standing there, head slightly down as she looked up at me like someone caught doing something very bad. “So you’ve had a good week?”

Again, that sweet but naughty grin. “Oh yeah. It’s been fucking amazing. And just think, I get to have that cock whenever I like. Mmm, your friends come over to watch footie?  You’ll be with the rest, whilst I take Derek upstairs and he bangs me senseless, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

“Oh yeah, that’s fucking hot. But you’re so loud on the videos, what if the others find out?”

“Well, they might just have to come join in, and you can watch as every single one of them shafts me. A cock in my mouth, my arse, my cunt. And you won’t be able to do a single thing to stop me, because I’m your cuckold mommy, aren’t I?”

“Yes mommy!”

“Damned right.” She said, her lips right by my ear. “So make yourself some breakfast, relax, because I’m due a morning fuck, and it’s not from you. If you’re a good boy, maybe Derek will leave you a little protein snack afterwards. A nice cream-pie.”

Her hips swayed seductively as she walked away. One last grin at me, a challenge, try to stop me, but I wasn’t about to stop her. It was all an act, of course. I knew my wife and I could see that she was roleplaying, but at the same time, I so wished this was the real her, and I had a feeling she did too. One day, perhaps, she would become this confident around me, this dominant, but for now, I settled for the game.

There were no sounds at all for the next five minutes. I was too excited to eat anything, so instead, sat at that breakfast bar, sipping coffee and intently listening for any sign of lovemaking. Then I heard it, a quiver of a moan, his cock probably entering her. Sheets rustled, lips smacking, likely kissing. Then another moan, “Oh Derek, yes.” Soft, wanton, needy. “Fuck me.” Getting more urgent now from her, as the sound of skin-on-skin rhythmic slapping indicated her was in the groove.

I couldn’t just sit there listening. She’d left the door open and it was still my house. I could watch, right? I mean, that wasn’t weird, was it?

Rising from my chair, I carefully climbed the staircase, careful not to let a single one creak. I knew that from the second or third-to-last step, I’d be able to see directly into my bedroom, so long as she had left the door open a crack. Thankfully, she’d left the door open wide, and there she was, riding him, bouncing up and down his huge cock, as her massive tits hung free.  From my vantage point, I couldn’t see his face, but as if sensing my presence, she turned and looked straight at me, her face grinning when she saw me.

After saying something to Derek, she climbed off and then got on all fours, facing me. She stared into my eyes as he entered her from behind, slamming his cock home and making her squeal in delight.  “Fuck me with your gorgeous sexy cock.” She practically shouted to him, her eyes never leaving mine.

“Who owns this pussy?” Derek asked.

“You do, Daddy.” She replied, grinning. “It’s all yours.”

“Are you gonna let your pussy husband fuck you again?”

“Not without your permission, Daddy.”

“What if I never give you permission?”

Again, she grinned at me, a sadistic, dirty smile. “Then he’ll never fuck me again. He’ll stay in chastity forever.”

My head was spinning from the adrenaline coursing through me. I so wanted to tell her to do it, so lost was I in my lust. After a week of no climaxes, I would have promised the world.

The fantasy was having a desired effect on Vanessa too, as her mouth opened, panting with each thrust, her eyes glazing over as her orgasm approached. Unlike me, she actually had a sexy orgasm face. I looked like a retarded owl when I came, but she maintained her femininity. 

Derek clearly wasn’t looking to keep going for too long in the morning, for as she came, he let out a deep roar, thrusting hard inside her, and holding there.

“Better get up here fast, Sam.” Vanessa called out to me. “Gonna have to start cleaning me. No spermicide today.” She told me.

Feeling a little sick with nerves, I walked upstairs. My best friend was going to see something truly humiliating, me licking his cum from my wife’s pussy. But there was no way I would say no, not in my current state.

“Told you I’d get her one day.” My friend smiled to me, still buried inside her.

“Climb under me and get ready.” Vanessa told me.

I slid under her face, my nose grazing her boobs as I shuffled lower. I then watched as Derek slid out his cock from her swollen pussy. It dropped with a flop, slapping me on the forehead, before disappearing as he got off the bed.

Immediately, Vanessa raised herself and sat down on my mouth. The cum flowed out of her and dropped straight into my open mouth. I heard Derek chuckle as my wife moaned words of encouragement.

“That’s it pussyslave, get my cunt nice and clean. Lick out all that yummy cum and swallow it. Get used to that taste, because you’ll be eating a lot of it from now on.” She practically snarled. “Yeah, bitch, lick it all. Mmm, your new favourite meal of the day.”

Then I heard kissing above me. She was moaning into his mouth as the lovers made out.  “Want me to hang around, or need some time with him?” Derek asked her.

“I think you can stay for a bit.  He can watch you fuck me again.”

“Sounds good.  Then get sucking, bring it back to life.” He told her.

Above me, after several minutes of licking by me, I began to hear her moan, and suddenly her pussy clamped down on my tongue as she screamed out around the huge cock in her mouth.

“Bend over.” He told her.

As she bent over, I began to shift, but she told me to stay still. “You get a front-row seat to the action.” She laughed.

The cock was huge. Fat, wide, long, it was a nice cock, I had to admit. Watching her stretch around it made me think about what she had to be feeling, and I realised that whilst the human body could easily adapt and return to size, she would still be disappointed by my cock after something this big.  The pleasure that thing had to give!

I felt her hands undoing my trousers, giving her access to my locked dick. For a moment, I thought she would unlock me, but no such luck. Instead, she grabbed and pulled at my balls painfully, a reminder that I was the cuckold, and she the mistress. Above me, juices were dropping on my head, precum and her lust all mixed into one.

She began screaming for him to fuck her faster, harder, whilst at the same time hurling insults at me for not being a better lover.

“If you knew how to satisfy me, then maybe you wouldn’t have a wife who engaged this crazy fantasy of yours. Now you’re just a cum-eating cuckold. Twenty years of marriage has come to this, your sexy best friend besting you once again, taking what’s yours. And now what? You will wear this cage and just be a pussy-licker. Maybe you should suck your friend’s cock, huh? Show him who’s in charge now.” She snarled at me, grabbing and pulling my sack. My cock jumped in the cage when she suggested I suck his cock, and she jumped at the opportunity to point that out. “Oh, someone likes that idea. His cock tried to get hard at the thought.”

“Told you.” Derek said. Out of nowhere, I saw his cock slide out of her pussy and drop to my mouth.

Vanessa must’ve been looking, because she said, “Go on honey, you know you want to. Accept it and we’ll all have fun.”

Again, lost in my lust, I opened my mouth and accepted it, letting him fuck my mouth for a minute, until he finally pulled out and went back into her pussy.  Ten or eleven strokes and he was out again and into my mouth.  After doing this a few times though, he continued to plough her, bringing her to three more climaxes, until finally he came inside her. However, instead of leaving his cock there, he pulled out, still spraying sperm, slamming it into my mouth where I sucked down the rest, my tongue working his slit.

With his cock out of my mouth, Vanessa immediately dropped her sopping cunt on my mouth and I gladly slurped down the warm semen in her pussy. When she finally let me up, I found us alone, Derek in the shower.

“That was amazing.” She told me.

“Hell yes!”

“I wanna keep doing this. I loved every second of it. And I’m gonna keep making you suck his cock.” She purred. “My little cock sucking, cum-eating pussy.”

Later, Derek and I were alone in the kitchen, as I prepared breakfast for them both. Vanessa was in the shower.

“Are we alright?” He asked. “I mean, this is good and everything, but I wouldn’t want our friendship to be hurt.”

I laughed. “Never stopped you in the past.”

“Ah, the past is the past man. You know it was always about sex. Those other girls, they were young and stupid, thinking they could tame me. Vanessa is clever enough to know this is all fun and games.”

“I know. Which is why I’m actually comfortable with it being you.” Then I remembered that I’d sucked his cock. “Um, is what we did…”

“Dude! I’m cool with that. All part of the scene. I don’t read too much into that and neither should you.”

“So you’ve done this before?”

“Had a guy suck me off? Loads of times. It’s all good.”

Derek left after breakfast. I told him he could stay if he wanted, but he said that I should have a night with my wife to reflect and just be alone. If I still felt good about everything tomorrow, then he’d be happy to come over again.

Finally alone, Vanessa and I sat down together and just stared at each other. There were no words for now, just a reminder of how much we loved each other. She’d slipped on a little red cotton dress, something she wore on warmer days at home, not being a fan of sweatpants or jeans so much.

“Part of me wants to rip that cage off you and fuck.” She said finally. “And part of me wants to glue the lock shut. Is that weird?”

I gave her a sheepish grin. I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t been thinking the same thing. “I know. But after a week of wearing this damned thing, I want to at least clean myself properly. The plastic one is not ideal. Or rather, this plastic one.”

“I’ve been looking at alternatives. Metal is better, but not great for your travel.”

“No, that would be difficult.”

“There’s one other. Also plastic, or composite actually, and more a cage. I think it would be better.”

“Okay, that sounds much better.”

“Um, I don’t think you’ll like it too much.”

My face dropped. “Why?”

She pulled out her phone, immediately finding the page she was looking at. Then, pointing the phone display at me, I saw why. It was called the Nano Nub. Black and yes, a cage, it was designed to pull the penis back and inside, to make it look more like a clitoris. In my current device, I could already feel my cock swell at the thought of being in such torture.

“Is it safe?” I asked.

“Yes. I read about people who wear them permanently. No issues.” She told me. “Truthfully, I’ve already ordered it, and it should arrive on Monday.  I want you to wear this one from now on.”

“I understand.” I nodded. “Obviously, I have my reservations, but you are in charge.”

“Well, that’s something I wanted to discuss with you. I have been reading about female-led relationships. I think that is a good starting point for us. More like the fifties-style marriage, but with the roles reversed somewhat.”

“Indeed. Sounds like a plan.”

“Which means, on the whole, we’ll be a normal, happily married couple, but with some kinks. I will introduce discipline, spankings, that sort of thing, and then once we are comfortable in our new roles, we should think about what next.”

It was logical. We were enjoying ourselves, but this was a completely new world for us. Fantasy was great, but reality could be different. So far, everything was going great, but it didn’t need to continue that way. This would be a good way to put the toe deeper into the water.

As yet, she hadn’t mentioned panty-training or sissification, and for that I was glad. Whilst the thought of her humiliating me in such a way was exciting, it made me sick with fear. This world, progressive as things were, was polarised, and things could easily go the wrong way.

“Tell me now, how did you feel this week?” She asked, her tone firmer, more confident.

“I felt excruciatingly jealous, but in a good way. I was constantly on edge, waiting for more. I loved every second of it.” I explained.

“And today?”

“Far better than I ever imagined. Involving me like that, even pushing my limits, it felt natural. What about you?”

“Sunday was difficult, at first. I was nervous. I hesitated to send you the picture because I wondered if you might change your mind. When you replied, it gave me confidence, so I asked Derek to send you a video. After that, I realised that these games made it way more fun, and actually increased my overall sexual excitement. The rest of the week felt natural, as if I’d been doing this for years.”

She paused, looking away to think, but a smile crept on her lips. “This morning was unexpected, to be honest.” She said. “But I’m glad we did it. I’m glad you sucked his cock. It makes me realise that I can do more with you. This feeling of control that I have on you is far more exhilarating than I knew, and just knowing that I could tell you to do something and you’d do it, makes my knickers soaked. I’m being very careful not to rush, but it’s so hard. My brain is like it’s in overdrive, and that’s a little scary.”

“For me too!”

“Oh it should be. But thankfully, I’m grounded by the fact that I love you and I’d never want to hurt you for real. That doesn’t mean I won’t hurt you though.” She laughed. “Anyway, regarding Derek, I think we’re in a good place. Who knows, maybe I’ll get pregnant and have a kid will change our priorities.”

“True.  But I don’t want you to ever stop cuckolding me.”

“I won’t. Don’t you worry about that. I’m never going back now.”

“Good.” I told her, feeling the thrill of knowing my wife was forever a cheating wife.
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Sunday noon, Derek returned to our house and immediately made us both get on our knees and orally service his cock. We each took turns getting it hard, before he bent my wife over the arm of the sofa and began pounding her pussy. Once he came, I cleaned his cock before licking her pussy clean.

“Have you done this before?” I asked Derek, as we sat down to watch the Sunday Formula One race, each with beer in hand.

“Cuckolding?” He asked back. Then he chuckled. “I’m black and yeah, that’s one cliché I can get on board with.  I’ve done it a few times, been to a few swingers parties. Never thought I’d do it with you though, but you know me, I’m all for a good time.”

“And I’m having a good time.” I told him.

“Which raises another question.” He said. “How do you want me to behave around you? Like, I get when we’re out as pals, yeah? But here at home?”

“How do you mean?”

“Right well, with some of the couples I’ve been with, they want me to be the master at home, to dominate them both.” He explained.

That wasn’t something I had really thought of, but strangely, thought excited me. We had agreed with Vanessa that I would continue to wear the current chastity cage until the new one arrived, and only then would we fuck.  What that meant was I was still in a heightened state of arousal.

“What do you prefer?” I asked him softly.

He grinned. “I prefer being the man of the house.”

“Then, that’s it then.”

“Good. In that case, whilst Vanessa is out at the shop, you can suck my dick.” He told me, pulling his cock out and waggling it in the air.

I gulped. Doing this in front of Vanessa as a couple was play; this was gay.  Still, I found myself sliding off the sofa and onto my knees, taking the heavy shaft in my hand and closing my eyes as my mouth slid over it. He was in no hurry to cum, rather just enjoying the feeling of a mouth working him as he watched the race. 

Thirty minutes on, I was still sucking and he still hadn’t cum.  I heard the keys go in the door and was about to lift off, but his hand found my head and told me to keep going.

“Well look at this!” Chuckled Vanessa. “I see you really made yourself at home.” She told her lover, leaning over and kissing him.

“We agreed that whilst I am in this house, then I’m in charge. He’s just a worthless slave.”

“Mmm, I like that idea.” She purred. “Have you cum yet?”

“Nope. Wanna ride it?”

“I do, and I don’t. I kind of want to see you cum in his mouth.”

“I can do that, and fuck you after.”

“The joys of a super-cock.” She laughed, and then once again, I heard them kissing.

Eventually, he began to groan, and the knowledge that I was going to make him cum seemed to drive me. I began putting in extra effort, making sure he enjoyed it, being a good little cocksucker.  Finally, his hands grabbed my head and held me as his cock jutted down my throat, shooting strand after strand of hot gooey cum inside my mouth.

“Show me.” Vanessa said, sternly. I opened my mouth to show her the huge pool of cum. “Very good, now swallow and show me.” I did. “Perfect. You’re going to make a perfect slave.”

We played for the rest of the day and most of the evening, with Vanessa dressing up in a sexy lacy red teddy and stockings.  Unfortunately, Derek couldn’t stay the night because he had work the following day, but he did say he could come over in the evening again.

“Work out how often you want me here, because unless you say otherwise, I’m gonna be here a lot.” He laughed.

After he left, Vanessa asked me exactly that, to which I told her, if she wanted to fuck him every night, she could.

“Whilst that is great, I think we should set aside one night just for us.” She explained. “I’m not saying we should have sex, but I think we should have couples time together.”

“I agree.” I told her, albeit for some reason, I felt slightly disappointed, like I wanted her to block me altogether.  But I realised the danger in giving in every night, so I forced myself to accept it.

The problem is, Vanessa is very perceptive, and she could tell something was up. “Unless you have a different view?” She said with a cock of the head.

I frowned, not wanting to appear dismissive of her affection. “No, it’s not that.  It’s just a weird feeling of disappointment, that you don’t want him here all the time.”

Vanessa actually laughed, and then stroked my face. “I get it, and one day, it’ll be just like that I suppose. But we’re just beginning. I think we both have a lot to learn about what we like and don’t like, so let’s take it one day at a time.”

When I returned home from work on Monday, Vanessa was waiting for me in her latex skirt, a new black latex bra, latex opera gloves, and high-heeled boots. In her hand, she held a riding crop, also brand new.

“Down to your knees.” She told me. “Kiss my boots and stay there.”

I did as she asked, carefully planting my lips on her gleaming boots.  Instantly, she stood her foot on my head. “Today, things change. Your new chastity cage arrived. With it, a couple of surprises. One, I got you a collar. You will wear it permanently, except at work. You’ll see the other surprise in a few minutes.”

She told me to get undressed, which I did, and watched as she undid my cage. With a prepared bucket of soapy cold water, she washed and dried my cock and balls, before taking the little black cage and pushing my dick inside it. She then locked it up, leaving a flat cage where my cock once was, with two testicles dangling from it.

“That’s so cute.” She giggled.

“I thought we’d fuck before you put the new one on.”

With a maniacal laugh, she said, “Oh babe, Derek is on his way. Why would I want to fuck you when I can fuck him?” Then she calmed, smiling as she looked at me. “Collar time.” She said, pulling out a thick pink leather collar.

“Pink?” I asked her.

Without hesitation, she smashed the crop down on my naked backside. Three more strikes and I was almost in tears. “Fuck!” I cried.

“You do not speak without permission!” She screamed, hitting me again.

“Yes Mommy, sorry Mommy.”

Once more, she calmed and then began to put the collar around my neck. Across the front was the word, SLUT-SLAVE. Then she clipped a pink leash to the collar and pulled on it. “Crawl.”

My knees rubbed on the cold floor as I followed behind her. Occasionally, she told me to bark like a puppy, which I did.

“Get on the bed, on your hands and knees, and wait there.” She ordered.

The doorbell went and I heard her shoes clicking as she went to answer it. My body shivered, even though it wasn’t cold in our house. Being like this on the bed made me feel vulnerable, and I was right to be concerned.

Derek was naked when he walked in, and my wife followed behind. My eyes widened as I saw my second surprise, a huge black strap-on dong dangling from her crotch.

“Get ready babe.” My wife told me. “We’re gonna fuck.” She giggled.

She presented the dildo to my mouth and instinctively, I opened it accepting the latex dick. The two laughed as I tried to deep-throat her.  When she said it was enough, she pulled out, then taking a tub of anal lubricant, she pushed her fingers inside me, getting me nice and slick.

“It’ll hurt at first, but you’ll get used to it.” She said.  Then I felt the pressure against my hole.

As the dick tried to find its way inside me, Derek pressed his real one to my lips. I had to admit, the feel and taste of the real thing far outweighed the plastic one. But I didn’t have too long to think about that, as the head of the strap-on slid into me, creating a painful burning sensation from my ring-piece.  She held for a moment, as I panted around the huge cock in my mouth, and slowly, the burning began to subside. Sensing I was calmer, she pressed on.

Less than a minute later, not only was she fully inside me, but she was already retracting and pushing in again. With the pain gone, the feeling of fullness and of the dick rubbing my prostate was overwhelming.  What was this feeling? This pleasure I never expected to experience.

“Do you like it?” Vanessa asked.

I let my lips leave Derek for a moment to answer. “God yes! Fuck me Mommy!  Fuck me!”

The both chuckled as I sucked on Derek’s mega-dong enthusiastically. I was spit-roast by these two, a couple who just ten days ago I wondered if would ever fuck. Now I was their simpering pussy, collared and taking cock both ends. I wondered if they would swap, if I would feel what a real cock was like, but Vanessa didn’t want to rush me.

Instead, something amazing happened. From my cage, cum began to drizzle out from me. Her fucking me was making me cum, and I didn’t lose my libido in the slightest.

“Hmm, well seeing as you came, you don’t need to cum for another week.” She chuckled. Then, surprising me, or maybe playing to my need from yesterday, she said to Derek. “Might as well fuck me every night this week, baby. Breed me.”

“Gladly.” He laughed.

She pushed me to the bed, the cock still lodged inside me, as Derek entered her.  With each thrust he made, I felt her slamming inside me. Every moan from her was a moan from me.

“Fucking slut taking cock up your slutty arsehole, aren’t you?” She spat into my ear, pulling on my hair.  “Yeah? Tell me. Tell me you love being fucked up your tight little backside.”

“I fucking love it. I love being fucked up my tight little backside.” I replied.

“Mmm, and I love fucking it. I feel powerful. We’re going to keep doing this. But now we have the pink collar it’s time to start thinking about your wardrobe.”

And here it was; the inevitable. She was going to put me in knickers.

“A pretty thing like you should wear a pretty nightie, maybe stockings when we fuck.” She told me. “So, I think we should start getting some nice lingerie for you, that way we can make our sex sessions a little more romantic.”

Okay, so she wasn’t talking regular sissification, just occasional; I could tolerate that.

The next evening, Derek was with us again, and the night after that, but I was not fucked with the dildo, nor did Vanessa follow-up with the plan to put me in lingerie. I was given preventative beatings, however, twenty whips, hard.

On Wednesday, I had expected more of the same, but instead, Vanessa told me that she was going out to a dinner with Derek’s clients, and then going back to his place after. “I hope that’s okay?” She asked, nervous that maybe she was taking things too far.

“Of course it is.”

“Wanna help me dress?”

As I helped her with her sexy black lace underwear, and black silk wrap-around kimono dress, she reminded me that we had a party to go to on Saturday.

“What party?” I didn’t remember having a party planned.

She turned to me. “Joanna and Marcus.” I rolled my eyes. Original Chelsea mob. I’d forgotten that they were having a get-together.

“Can’t we get out of this?”

“Nope.”

“Fuck.” Then I looked up. “Wait! It’s not one of Darren’s parties is it?”

“It’s Joanna and Marcus. Of course, Darren is throwing it for them.”

“Jo’s birthday.” I sighed.

Joanna, Marcus and Darren, them and others had been a group at school. I hated them, but unfortunately, their parents were friends of Vanessa’s parents, and basically that made us family.  Well, there was no getting out of it.

That night, after Vanessa left, I called Martin and asked if he was free. We agreed to meet at our usual haunt.

“Martin, can I let you into a secret?” I asked him.

“Sure.” He shrugged.

“You can’t tell Marcela.”

He made a zipping motion over his mouth.

“Derek’s fucking Vanessa.” I told him.

“Oh that.” He said, nodding. “Yeah, we already know.”

“What?” I asked, my head dropping.

“Don’t worry. I haven’t told anyone, neither have Marcela or Tara.”

“How did you find out?”

Martin blinked. “From Marcela.”

I rolled my eyes, frustrated that he was not getting it. “No, dipshit, how did you all find out?”

“Oh, Vanessa went for lunch with the girls and told them. But it’s like a swinging thing, right? Like, you’re in on it?”

The fact that we were in some kinky sexcapade didn’t seem to faze him, which I was glad about. I spent the next half hour telling him everything, right down to the detail that I was in chastity. He didn’t judge, instead he said that he was glad I was having fun, and that was what mattered.

“By the way,” Martin said. “Are you going to Jo’s do this weekend?”

“Urgh. Yes. Unfortunately.”

“Quite. But maybe not a bad idea. Legend has it Jo dated a guy into the same thing as you. Czech kid, some years ago. Might be worth chatting to her about it.”

“Yeah, somehow I don’t see myself chatting to Jo about this. Can you imagine?  The whole fucking party will find out.”

He nodded quickly. “Yes, then Darren will try to bumfuck you.”

“As Darren does.”

“How are things going with Marcela?”

“Very well actually. Though she’s been wondering if I’d ever be interested in a similar relationship to yours.  Seems it’s rubbed off.”

I cringed. “Sorry about that.”

“No worries. I’m all for a little kink, but you know me.” Martin was the quiet type, shy, not one to rock the boat. I could quite imagine that he was having a panic attack just thinking about exposing himself in such a way.

Whilst we were chatting, Marcela called to say that she was done with work and wanted to meet. She was working late so rather than go home wanted to join us.  She also mentioned that Tara would join us.  Did I really want two more people knowing my secret coming by? Well, my cock said that I did.

A half hour later, the girls were giggling away, questioning me about what was going on. I told them the truth, right from the chastity cage, all the way to sucking Derek’s cock, which they found hilarious.  Of course, they wanted to see the cage.

“Girls, I can’t. Vanessa won’t like it.” I told them.

“Bollocks!” Tara laughed. “She’d love it. And you’re in a cage, it’s not as if you will fuck us.”

The sexy girl made a point. “Fine. Where?”

“Men’s bathroom.” She said, getting up. Marcela followed, and then Martin began to stand too.

“Where the hell are you going?” I asked my friend.

“I wanna see too.” He whined. “Come on, you suck Derek’s cock but you can’t show me a little device?”

“Fine.” I sighed.

The good news was that two men and two women going into a toilet cubicle together in London was not unusual, after all, those bankers did like their cocaine.  I dropped my pants, glad to not be in knickers.

When the girls saw the nub device, they gasped before giggling. “Oh my god, your cock is gone!” Tara said.

“Looks like it, right?” Marcela nodded, crouching down and pulling at my balls to look. “But it’s hot.” Then she looked up at Martin and grinned, an unspoken message being shared between them.

“Are you all done with the show?” I asked.

“If you must.” Tara sighed animatedly, before grinning naughtily.

I told them all they could leave as I wanted to urinate anyway, and I needed to do that sitting down. Tara waited for the others to leave, then shut the door and turned to face me.  “I wanna watch.” She purred.

“Are you kidding?” I asked, confused. “Why?”

She smiled, then pushed me aside, lifting her black office skirt, exposing the lace tops of her self-holding stockings. I watched her pull down the shiny black panties, to reveal a clean-shaven, pierced pussy.  Her eyes were glued to me as she placed a cover over the seat, then sat down, spreading her legs so I could see. Still with eyes glued on me, she let a stream of piss go, white wine coloured.

“Clean me.” She said in the tiniest of voices.

I don’t know why I felt guilty, but I did. Still, without a word, I dropped to my knees as she slid forward, and I placed my mouth over her pussy. It was a trick. She wasn’t yet done, and again, she let her piss go, filling my mouth.  Not wanting to spill it over my clothes, I swallowed on instinct.

Whilst I should have been angry, I wasn’t, instead turned on by this unusual turn of event.

“She won’t be angry, I’m sure. You should tell her.” Tara told me, as I continued to lick her.

“Would you like an orgasm?”

“Yes please.” She replied sweetly, her tongue in her cheek as she smiled.

Thankfully, she didn’t take long to climax. Then she stood and allowed me the chance to sit. Her fingers gently worked her exposed clit as she leaned on the door, watching me hold the tiny cage down, aiming the best I could into the toilet.

Tara’s hands slid until the lacy cami she was wearing, exposing her small breasts. Given her pussy and navel were pierced, I shouldn’t have been surprised to see her nipples were pierced too. She twisted the left one as her other hand played with her pussy.

“This turns you on?” I asked her.

“It wouldn’t if it was a dick.” She told me. “But seeing you in that, trapped, under Vanessa’s control, and forced to urinate like that, yeah, it turns me on.” Then a thought occurred to her. “If I text Vanessa and ask her if I can fuck you, do you think she’ll let me?”

“What?  No, I don’t think she will. Anyway, she has the keys to the cage on her person.”

She burst out laughing and then I realised what she meant. “Yeah silly, I meant the strap-on. I wanna peg you all night.”

I thought about it. “Yeah, she’ll probably let you do that.”

“And you?”

“I mean…”

“Got it. I’ll text her.”

I took a piece of toilet paper and dried the cage, before standing and flushing. Tara grabbed me, pulling her lips to mine, her pierced tongue dancing with mine. Then she began biting my bottom lip, before letting go and grinning at me.

“You two took your time!” Marcela noted.

“I wanted to watch him piss.” Tara replied nonchalantly.

“Come again?” Said Martin.

Tara was busy typing on her phone, as we continued to talk about the fascination people had with bodily functions, such as pissing. I hadn’t ever thought about doing such a thing, especially not with Tara, but I had to admit that it was pretty fucking awesome.

“Sam and I are leaving.” Tara said suddenly. She showed me the display of her phone. She had permission.

“So soon?” Martin asked.

“Wait, you’re leaving together.” Marcela noted. “Why?”

“Oh, we’re going to fuck.” Grinned Tara. “Or rather, I’m going to fuck him. Van says I can use her strap-on.”

“Well I want to come too!” Whined Marcela.

“Whoa! Hold on!” I began to say, but they were having none of it. Martin said nothing, just dragging his feet quietly as we left. I had a feeling he wanted to come too but didn’t want to draw attention to himself.

A half-hour later, we were home and both girls were stripping in my bedroom. I realised there was no getting out of this. Instead, I popped open a bottle of champagne, collected four glasses and headed upstairs. Martin was stood nervously in the hallway.

“You coming?” I asked him.

“Should I?”

“Might as well, right?”

He shrugged, but then followed me upstairs, where we found body girls lying in my bed. Tara with her black stockings, and Marcela’s slim porcelain body stark naked. We stood there, watching, as Tara smiled at us, dragging the tip of her left index finger along Marcela’s body, up to her breast.

“Oh.” Marcela gasped, but she was grinning at us both too.  Something told me these two had played before, and it was confirmed when Marcela wrapped an arm behind Tara’s head and the two met for a long deep kiss.  I began to wonder if they only played together, or if Vanessa was somehow part of this tryst.

“Get naked.” Tara said, then going back to kissing. I stripped down and they broke again. “Both of you.” She said and I realised Martin was still dressed.

It took a moment for him to build up his confidence, but eventually, he stripped down naked.

“Now where is her strap-on?” Tara purred.

I stepped over to our new play drawer and opened it. Tara stood and walked over, seeing the pink collar. “Yours?” She asked.

“Yes. I’m meant to wear it at all times when home.” I told her.

“So?”

I reached in, taking it and putting it on. She smiled approvingly, then pulled out the riding crop, throwing it at Marcela. Then, taking the big black cock, she slipped the straps over her hips and tightened the straps, then grabbing the large tub of lubricant.

Marcela was kneeling on the bed, tapping Martin’s backside with the crop. I climbed on to be near her, taking her nipple in my mouth. Marcela grabbed my head, holding me, forcing me to suck harder. Behind me, cold lubricant was being applied to my anus, fingers entering me.

I felt the dildo enter, feeling the familiar sting. Tara didn’t hold but she didn’t rush either. She’d also used a lot more lubricant.

In front of me, Marcela let go of my head. She then stood, exchanging a few words with Martin. Then Martin gulped and nodded. I knew what was coming.

Martin slid onto the bed. I reached out, grabbing his erection. It wasn’t the biggest, but it was average. Without hesitation, I slipped the penis into my mouth and began sucking.

“Fuck, that’s hot.” Marcela breathed.

“Suck my tits Marci.” Tara panted.

Now Martin was getting into this, holding my head, moaning. I had a feeling he would be a quick-spurt, like me, but I didn’t mind. Tara was slamming in and out of me now, enjoying the feeling of power over me.

“I want to have a go too.” Marcela told Tara.

“In a bit.”

Martin was panting hard now. “I can’t hold on.” He said.

“Come here.” Tara gasped, slipping out of my anus.

Martin ran around the bed and instantly slammed his much smaller cock into my anus. My male-on-male virginity taken, but I was actually quite glad it was Martin first. He’s a nice guy. The girls took videos as he thrust multiple times in and out of me, me panting, begging him to fuck me harder.

“Please Martin, take me, fuck me!” I was gasping. It was hard to do anything else, the pleasure was too great.

“I’m coming!” He screamed, and for the first time in my life, I felt the sensation of hot cum spraying inside me, and I knew it was dangerous, because it was another event that I fucking adored.

Martin pulled out, this time replaced by Marcela wearing the dildo. In front of me now, I had Tara, her pierced cunt ready to be licked. I dived in without hesitation.

By the time Tara came in my mouth, Marcela’s legs were aching and she needed a break. Martin had been sat in a corner chair, watching, working his cock back to life. Without prompting, he stepped up and re-entered me, taking over from Marcela.

Having already cum once, Martin now had a bit more stamina. I reached back, running my hand on his hairy leg, trying desperately to get him to feed more of his warm shaft into my anus.

“Fuck him sweetie!” Marcela encouraged her new boyfriend.

In front of me, the two girls were now locked in a sixty-nine, furiously munching on each other’s pussies, whilst their eyes were trained towards the gay-male action beside them.

“My legs hurt.” Martin said, slowing down.

I pulled off him, pushing him on his back, then climbed over him face first, lowering my anus onto him. I held onto his chest as I rode him. Tara saw this and yelped with glee.

“Fuck, I can’t believe we’re doing this.” Martin gasped. In response, I leaned over and kissed him passionately, still riding him as best I could.  If we were gonna fuck, then we might as well kiss, I thought. “God, you feel so good.”

“You do.” I moaned. “Fuck, I love your cock in me.”

Tara decided it was time for Martin to discover what I was feeling. She told me to lie on my front and let Martin fuck me that way.

“Will it hurt?” Martin asked, feeling Tara rubbed the gel on his anus.

“Yes.” I told him. “But not for long. Tara, once the head goes in, hold until he says it’s okay.”

“Sure.” She replied.

Martin’s cock paused as she entered him, then I heard him his and moan in pain.  His cock lost a little firmness inside me, but he held still. A minute later, he was moving in tandem with her, and his moans were different now.

“Fuck, that feels amazing.” He said.

“Told you.” I breathed. “Now keep fucking me. I want you to cum in me again.”

“Oh god. Fuck me Tara, fuck me!” He gasped. “Honey, we need to get one of these at home.” He told Marcela.

“Hell yes!” She replied, enthusiastically.

We fucked all night, getting done at four am. All of us called in sick to work, and decided to make use of our time together. Martin fucked my five times in total, and we fell asleep in each other’s arms. It was truly a night to remember.
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It was quite funny really. Of all the people to be doing the most cheating, it was actually Vanessa who was jealous of me. Or rather, she was jealous that she wasn’t here to see me lose my homosexual virginity. As payback, she arranged for Derek to fuck me on Friday night. Now, getting fucked by Martin didn’t hurt, and whilst the dildo was big, it still wasn’t as big as Derek. Being penetrated by his huge cock felt like someone shoving an arm inside me.

Of course, it needed to be special for Derek. So Vanessa made sure to put make-up on me, and dressed me in an old pink chiffon nightie of hers. I didn’t mind. I was actually quite looking forward to feeling Derek’s dick in me.

Upon entry, he was careful, allowing my anus time to stretch and relax.

“Fuck he’s tight.” Derek noted, one hand on my shoulder, another on my hip.

“I can’t believe this is happening.” Clapped Vanessa excitedly. “I love it!”

Bit by bit, he moved forwards, inching into me. He was so big, I was sweating taking in this huge piece of man. This was my best friend, now my wife’s lover, and well, now my lover, taking me, making me his gay fucktoy. The simple thought of that made my cock swelled painfully, only to shrink down upon failure.

“You’re so big.” I panted.

“Yeah I am.” Chuckled Derek.

Finally inside, he held still. It felt like my intestines were moving to try to accommodate the intrusion. Then he pulled back and slammed forward. “Uh!” I grunted. Fuck, this thing was massive! Would I survive this fucking?

Derek rocked inside of me, pumping, slamming home, increasing his pace. I had been on my hands and knees but I simply couldn’t anymore, I needed to drop my head down onto the pillow.

Vanessa was getting increasing turned on by the spectacle. “Fuck him baby! Fuck his sissy arse! Make him addicted to your cock, just like I am!” She snarled. “Fucking turn him out! Make him gay!” I had to admit that her words were making this even more special, and I found myself agreeing with her, also encouraging the same things.

“He’s so tight, I don’t know how long I’ll last.” He said, and honestly, I was glad. Yes, I was loving this feeling, but I also worried if intestinal bruising was a thing.

Moments later, I felt his cock swell inside me, as his breathing became laboured. Vanessa was telling him to breed me now, to fill me with his cum, to make me a cumdump, and I was loving it. The hot sticky cum flooded my rectum, filling my man-pussy with his seed. I found myself climaxing too, drips of useless cum pouring out of my cage.

He only fucked me the one time that night. Instead, I spent the rest of the night in make-up and the nightie, watching the lovers make love, and performing clean-up duties in between. He did get to watch Vanessa fuck me, and then he got to watch her do something new.

When I told Vanessa about the events in the toilet cubicle, she found the whole thing hilarious, but at the same time, she stated that she never considered urination as anything other than a normal bodily function. She certainly didn’t know her friend had such a fetish, so of course, she wanted to see what all the fuss was about.

She put me in the bath, that morning, and stood over me, hoping to piss on me, but she couldn’t.  It wasn’t that she didn’t need it, but rather in that random situation, she felt a little silly.

Now in the midst of our sexual escapades, and with Derek there to watch, she hoped it would work for her. Once again, I was instructed to take the nightie off and lie in the tub, and she climbed over me. With her finger just about her clitoris, she began aiming. She closed her eyes and bit her bottom lip. After a brief pause, I felt two hot drips land on my chest, closely followed by a hot stream. Finally, she opened her eyes and it flowed rather naturally.

The grin on her face showed me that not only was she happy that it finally worked, but also that it was more exciting for her than she had imagined. I opened my mouth, catching the light yellow fluid, allowing it to pool and spill over, before swallowing it.

Derek stood by the tub watching, his hand slowly jacking his semi-flaccid dick, but then he stepped forward, aimed at me, and also let a flow of piss go.  I turned my head, determined to catch his too, looking at him as I swallowed it.

“This is actually more erotic that I thought it was gonna be.” Derek said.

“It’s hot!” Vanessa gasped, trying to force a little more out of herself and failing.  Instead, she dropped herself down to me, kissing my lips as Derek continued, now covering both of us.  She turned her head and caught some, looking at me before swallowing. “Fuck, this is hot!”

Both dripping in piss, Vanessa kissed passionately, feeling the acrid fluid in our mouths and on our skin.  It seemed we’d found a new kink on our journey of discovery.

After showering and cleaning up, I slipped the nightie back on. “You don’t need to wear that if you don’t want to.” Vanessa told me, but I could see she wanted me to, and quite honestly, in that situation, I just felt right in the humiliating outfit. I did wonder though if it made sense for us to start talking about sissification, but maybe setting some guidelines so that my work didn’t suffer.

“I think I should, don’t you?” I told her. “I’m the slave, and I also am used for sex now. I don’t think Derek wants to see me as a man, do you Derek?”

Derek gave me a curious look, and I could see the gears working in his head. I was passing the book for my own fetish, so that I didn’t voluntarily give up control. He began smiling. “Of course, a sissy like you should be dressed appropriately in my presence.”

Suddenly, Vanessa began giggling and clapping, jumping up and down excitedly. “Does that mean I can start to feminise him?”

“I think it does!” Derek smiled.

“But my work…” I said, trying to play scared.

“Don’t worry.” Vanessa told me. “You’re not going to show your knickers to the office, are you?”

“True.”

“See!”

The next day though, I put on boxer shorts and normal clothes, and she never said a word. Derek hung out with us until about one in the afternoon, before heading home to change for the party. I should’ve known Derek would be invited too, seeing as we all knew each other.

I had put the idea of knickers out of my mind since the conversation, so I was a little surprised when I came out of the shower as we both changed for the party, to find a pair of silky pink Brazilian cut panties, complete with lace trim, a matching suspender belt, and black stockings, waiting on the bed.

“Those are for you for tonight.” Vanessa told me as she applied mascara.

“F-for me?”

“You didn’t think I forgot our conversation, did you?” She asked.

“I thought we would start with knickers.”

“Well you thought wrong. Don’t worry, you can wear socks over the stockings if you like. Just be glad I gave you black stockings and not the pink ones that match.  You can keep those for yourself now, by the way.”

She continued to work on herself in the mirror, but made sideways glances to check on me. With nervous fingers, I picked up the silky knickers and looked at them. They felt soft to the touch. I slid them up my legs and felt a shiver run through me. As the soft material stretched around my balls, I swallowed, realising this feeling would be hard to give up if I ever needed to.

“Very nice, but the panties go on last.” She told me.

“Really? I always thought the straps cover the knickers?” I asked, remembering the pictures from when I was younger.

“Only in the bedroom honey. Otherwise, always over the straps. Toilet breaks are easier that way.”

“Ah, good point!”

The knickers were dropped to the floor, and I then picked up the suspender belt. It took me a moment to work out how to get it on, but eventually, I had it in place, and was now carefully rolling the stockings up my legs, fearful that I might put a run in the thin silky material.

Clipping in the first, front straps was easy enough. The side ones were a little harder, but the back ones were impossible. Thankfully, Vanessa took pity on me and walked over, helping me with the last ones. Happy, I slipped on my panties, and revelled in this unusual but amazing feeling.

Vanessa looked at me for a moment, seeing me smiling. “I have the matching bra, if you like?”

I gulped. Could I hide a bra under a shirt? Unlikely. “I think I don’t have the breasts.” I laughed. Admittedly, she had huge tits, so any bra would just hang.

“Good point.” She smiled, returning to the make-up desk.

From the cupboard, I pulled out a dark blue shirt, buttoning it up but leaving the top two buttons undone. Over that, I slipped on my charcoal Brioni suit. Rather than formal dress shoes, I put on my black suede spiky Louboutin loafers, and I was ready to party.

I watched as Vanessa put on a very lacy, thin black suspender belt, lace-top stockings, and a tiny matching thong. Then for a top, she put on a sheer black polka-dot and diamond lined corset, which had one very sheer shoulder covering on the left. The skirt was long, but matched the top, looking like a wrap, but had a small train in the same sheer material.  Everything underneath was visible, including her nipples. Finally, she put on some matching tiny lace gloves, and a pearl necklace.

“Your boobs are visible.” I told her.

“They’re meant to be. It’s fashion now.”

“It’s fashion to be essentially naked?”

“Check out how people dress for the Oscars or Met.”

I looked online, and realised she was right. It was now fashion to go out with exposed breasts. That was finally fashion I could get on board with!

She put on some five-inch high black suede Dior shoes, and then with a clutch Hermes bag in her hand, she smiled and asked, “How do I look?”

“Like a queen.”

“Thank you, baby.” She gave me a big kiss on the lips and said, “Let’s go.”

It wasn’t until we were in the taxi to Joanna’s apartment that Vanessa pointed something out to me, a faux pas that she had ample opportunity to point out to me when we were still home.

“You forgot to put socks on.” She giggled softly.

My eyes widened as I looked down at my ankles. The sheer material, though black, were clearly women’s stockings. I was absolutely mortified. Everyone would see, I’d be a laughing stock.

“Oh calm down.” She said. “One, when you’re stood, as you will be most of the time, your trousers cover your ankles. Two, people aren’t going to be studying your ankles. And finally, even if anyone noticed, in today’s world where there are one-hundred million genders, and everyone is afraid of being cancelled, do you honestly believe anyone will say anything? If anything, you’ll be called cool and brave.”

I had to admit, she wasn’t wrong. If Sam Smith could perform and dress as he, erm, they, did, then I could too.  I certainly didn’t want to be referred to as they/them though. It would make me feel like I have split personality disorder. Oh wait…can’t call it that anymore either. Dissociative identity disorder.

The Chelsea mob, as I called them, were all the worst people you could imagine. If you want a great example of what they’re like, watch season four of You on Netflix. I mean, Jesus fucking Christ, could these people be anymore up their own arses? And Joanna was one of the worst. Arrogant, focused on money, and the way she looked down on everyone. And her husband Marcus! Talk about over the top!

It’s funny really, because I get the feeling that everyone knows Marcus is gay, except Joanna. We don’t talk about it, but we all agreed that the only reason Marcus never came out of the closet was because his father put a clause in his trust fund stating he had to get married to a woman. In other words, his dad knew his son was gay, but decided to try to force him to be heterosexual using financial blackmail. Got to love it.

“Mwuah, mwuah, darlings!” Jo said, pretentiously upon our arrival. “I must say, Vanessa, you look absolutely radiant. Sorry I couldn’t make it to your bash the other week.” Was she invited? I wondered. “Who are you wearing?”

“Tori Usher.” Smiled Vanessa.

“Oh, that must have cost you an arm and a leg. She’s in demand right now.”

“It was designed and made for me.” Vanessa replied, proudly. I already knew, because I paid the twenty-eight thousand dollars for it.

“And you? That looks like House of Adere?”

Jo waved her hand. “You know I love her stuff. Anyway, I get early access to her collection, being a close personal friend.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I used to date her husband, before they were an item.”

Vanessa was about to ask something else, but others arrived and we needed to move on. Servants were waiting with trays of champagne. We each took a flute and then moved into the group.

Inside the main hall of the apartment, if you could call it an apartment, given the size of it, over fifty or so men, women, and other, were gathered, chatting away. I noticed one or two celebrities in the mix too, but I wasn’t much for getting excited about such things.

“Looking good guys!” Tara purred as she stepped close, kissing us on our cheeks. She also looked amazing, in her tight red PVC dress, the top of which was a sheer red corset.

“Thanks babe.” Vanessa told her friend. “By the way, you should see what Sam has under his trousers.” She whispered.

I leaned in, knowing this would make Tara wet with excitement. “Pink panties and suspenders.”

“Oh, don’t do this to me. I’ve been masturbating ever since Thursday night. Fuck, that was a good night! Please tell me we can do that again.” Tara gushed.

Vanessa grinned. “Let’s see how this night progresses. But sure, after this?”

“Can we leave now?”

“Haha. I wish.”

As the evening progressed, we were joined by Marcela and Martin, and later Derek too. Of course, Derek hung around my wife most of the time, and that, in itself, didn’t go unnoticed by Darren, Jo’s gay party planner and best friend.

“I knew a boy who was into all that too.” Darren told me as I watched Derek and Vanessa dancing from a distance.

“All what?” I asked her.

“Submission, cuckolding, feminisation.”

I turned to face him and raised an eyebrow. “How did you know?”

The man with the dyed blue hair chuckled. “Okay, so let’s break down what I have observed tonight. The way Van plays with her hair around him, the giggling, the innocent touches, that made me thing that she was cheating on you. But then you want to the bathroom the same time I did, and you didn’t use the urinal; you did use the toilet but only to urinate. Why would you do that? Lots of reasons, but my guess is that you’re in chastity. My guess was pretty much supported by the fact that you’re wearing pink panties, which you can see because your shirt came lose at the side, and you’re wearing stockings.”

“Oh.”

“So, my guess is that you and Vanessa are experimenting with that, and Derek is the bull.”

“Anyone else noticed?” I asked him.

“Doubt it, but I told Jo and Marcus.”

“Erm, why?”

He shrugged. “Gossip?  Anyway, don’t worry about it. As I said, I had a friend who was into that.”

“Jo’s ex?” I asked, remembering what I had been told.

Darren was impressed. “Well done. Yes, coincidentally, his name was Joe. Jo and Joe. And by the way, his name is now Joanna too. She put him on hormones and feminised him completely.”

“Shit! Bit extreme.” I noted, but at the same time, my cock jerked a bit in my cage.

“Each to their own. They love each other, married now.”

Strangely, I was very interested in learning more about this couple, because if they had been together all this time, they were obviously doing something right. I decided to press for information.

“You still speak to them?” I asked.

“Sometimes. Not as often as I’d like, but I try to see them once a year. That I get to fuck Jo is good.” He chuckled.

“Where do they live?”

“Prague. So, little secret; the designer of Joanna’s dress is the wife in this relationship.”

“Wait, the Countess Adere?  I’ve read about her.  That’s so cool!”

“Yep.  Anyway, just wanted to let you know, if you ever want to bring me in on the fun and games, I’m always willing to be third, fourth, fifth.” He purred, running a finger down my chest.

“I’ll keep that in mind.” I smiled, though I had no intention of bringing Darren in on our fun and games.

The room was quite loud by now, and I had no idea where Vanessa had disappeared to. Looking around, she was no longer on the dance floor with Derek; in fact, Derek wasn’t around either.

Whilst this huge apartment belonged to Jo and Marcus, I knew that as the organiser, Darren would have designated playrooms. I walked around the place, trying to find where they might have gone. A winding staircase took me to a long corridor upstairs, and as I opened the first door, I found a gay couple fucking. I said my apologies, and left, continuing.

I eventually found the room Vanessa was in, being fucked by Derek as she licked Tara’s pussy. Both Derek and Tara acknowledged me with a smile and told me to come in. Feeling over dressed, I stripped down to my lingerie, no longer caring about who found out.

“There’s some coke over there.” Tara told me, nodding at a side cabinet.

“Darren’s thought of everything.” I said, rolling my eyes, but then picking up the tube and snorting a couple of lines.

Climbing on the bed, I’m not sure what came over me, but I found myself moving between Derek’s arse and licking his anus. He moaned as my tongue flicked and pushed, a hand reaching behind and stroking my hair, encouraging more.

A knock on the door, followed by the creak of the handle, signalled visitors. Thankfully it was only Marcela and Martin, who had seen me going up. Giggling in excitement, the couple began stripping, revealing Martin was in a cage like mine too. But Marcela was more flexible about his release, using the key around her neck to unlock him, so that he could play with me.

The couple helped themselves to the free coke, and then joined us on the bed, with Marcela immediately climbing over Tara and lowering her pussy on to the brunette’s mouth.

Behind me, Martin spat on my anus, then pushed his dick inside me. I moaned into Derek’s arse as I was penetrated.

It was as Martin was thrusting in and out of me, that the door suddenly opened, and Darren, Jo and Marcus stumbled inside, drunk and carrying champagne bottles.

“Oh! Looks like the party’s up here!” Jo cried out, then began whooping.  The throuple began to strip down, and I knew that we were in for a long night.

Darren was quick to present his long cock to my mouth and I decided to care less about the consequences, and more about my pleasure. It slid inside my mouth and throat comfortably, as I was becoming quite the adept cock-sucker now. 

“Woo! Look at Sam go!” Jo screamed, “I thought you were mister straight-laced businessman.”

“No, he’s a cuckold. He’s like Juliette’s sissies.” Darren told her.

“Oh! We should introduce them to Juliette.” Jo gasped. “That would be so much fun!”

Unfortunately, their loud, drunken antics meant others heard her, and soon, half the party from downstairs was now upstairs, high on coke, molly and god knows what else, and were all making out in one big huge orgy. As I licked Derek’s cum out of Vanessa’s pussy, Darren pounding my arse now, I gave Vanessa a look. But she simply shrugged, sucking on some random cock.

I felt a tap on my shoulder, and was confronted by a long black cock. It wasn’t Derek, he was busy getting blown by Marcela. In for a penny, I shrugged and took the cock in my mouth, just as Darren unloaded into a condom. At least he knew better than to fuck me raw. Still, not everyone thought the same way, and soon enough, a bareback cock of a stranger replaced him.

This was meant to be a game between me, Vanessa and Derek. Since when did I become some gay slut to be passed around?

After the guy pulled out and came on my back, Vanessa rescued me from the next man waiting to put his dick up me.  She pulled me aside. “Wanna bail or want to stay and play?” She asked me. “I’m having fun, but I don’t want you to feel obligated to stay or do any of this.”

“I don’t mind, it’s just sex,” I told her. “But I’m a little worried about diseases.”

“So one thing I can’t fault Jo on, is that the company she keeps all get themselves checked and such. I wouldn’t worry too much. But if you’re nervous, tell them to wear a condom.”

“Hm, okay, thanks.”

She smiled, stroked my face, and then kissed me lightly. “Come on, let’s go have fun.”
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We slept in most of next day. The orgy ended up going on until three in the morning, and then Tara, Marcela, Martin and Derek joined us home, and we continued until sunrise. It was fun to watch Vanessa with the girls, and get double-teamed by Derek and Martin, while I was not allowed to have my cage removed.

Sunday afternoon, Marcela, Tara and Vanessa took Martin and I out shopping. It was as we were taken to the lingerie store that Martin and I shared an apprehensive look, after all, could we trust these ladies to be discreet?  The answer?  No.  No we could not.

“These would look great on you honey!” Vanessa called out across the store, holding up a pink satin corset and a matching pair of ruffled panties.

“Oh my god, Martin, this nightie would be perfect for when you see me get fucked by my lover!” Said Marcela, loud enough for everyone to hear.

I would like to point out here that the store was far from empty, and this all led to a lot of giggles from the public and staff.

“Can I help?” Asked a young lady staff member.

“Yes.” Vanessa began. “Oh slaves here, will be begin panty-training today. We need to replace their male underwear with some female stuff. As feminine as possible. Pinks, pastels, red, black.”

The lady smiled, trying to remain professional, but at the same time, she was holding back her laughter. “Of course.” She looked us up and down.  “Small or medium, I’d guess.”

She began picking out lacy items which she felt would stretch over our cock and balls. Of course, the girls informed her that we were caged, and our cocks were retracted so far back that they looked like clits. She sniggered, but then regained composure.

“Okay, but some stretch is probably needed.” The girl noted. “Oh, and there is a lovely bralette with this pair, half-off.”

“Oh, he doesn’t need breasts for that?” Vanessa asked.

“No, it’ll pull over and cup whatever he had nicely.”

“Wonderful! More like that. And also some suspender-belts and stockings.”

“Of course.” The girl smirked.

After shopping, Marcela and Martin headed home, whilst Tara joined us home. Derek had already left, leaving the three of us alone. The girls stripped naked and lay next to each other on the bed, whilst I was made to do a fashion show.  The other show I needed to do was to bag all my male underwear, throwing it into a black plastic bag in order to replace it with my new pretty panties.

As the girls watched, they each reached over and began playing with each other’s pussies, their faces pressed up against each other excitedly. Then Tara whispered something in Vanessa’s ear, to which Vanessa smiled and nodded. She reached over to the play drawer and pulled out the strap-on dildo.  For a moment, as I put on my ruffly satin bra-top, I thought she was planning to fuck me with it, but in fact, she was about to fuck Vanessa.

It was interesting watching the love of my life being fucked by her best friend, but it was a very erotic sight. There was something natural, soft about their sapphic adventure. Their touches, the way they smiled and looked at each other, and the longing expression on Vanessa’s face as Tara took her.

“I love you.” Tara whispered.

“What?” Vanessa smiled, surprised by the sudden admission.

“I love you.” Tara said again. “Like, I love you, love you.”

“Oh sweetie. I love you too. You want us to be lovers?”

“Yes!  Yes please!”

“You’ll be Derek’s lover too though.”

“Anything.”

The two kissed passionately. “You wanna live here with us? Share my sissy slave?”

“Fuck yes!”

That I would be sharing a bedroom with two hot women was beyond my wildest imagination, but it just went to show how far Vanessa was suddenly willing to go with what started out as just a game. I made a mental note to ask Vanessa about the future, because if I was to start changing my life, I needed to make plans.

Unfortunately, the rest of the day was spent fucking, so I couldn’t do much.

Over the next few days, I began wearing panties and suspenders every single day. At first, I was nervous about being found out at the office, but soon I realised that nobody was paying any attention to what I was wearing.

I had another trip upcoming, this one to the US again, and whilst Vanessa would not be joining me, my PA, Yvonne, would. Before the trip to the US, I finally had the chance to sit down and talk to Vanessa. She had been so obsessed by Tara coming to live with us, it was next to impossible to be alone with her, after all, she was also seeing Derek regularly.

“Babe, I need to know where this is going?” I told her when were finally alone. “I like it all, don’t get me wrong, but there is a finality about Tara moving in, and I want to see if we are on the same wavelength.”

She looked away and breathed in nervously, rubbing her legs a moment. “I hope we are on the same wavelength.” She chuckled. “Erm, well, I like the way this is moving, and I feel like Tara moving in adds a new dimension to our relationship. My preference would be to progress your feminisation a little more, but in private.” She paused, and I felt like she wanted to add something but changed her mind.

“What?” I asked.

“No, nothing.”

“No, say it.”

“For now.”

“For now.” I repeated, nodding. “My work…”

She nodded with me. “You don’t need to work anymore. We have enough.”

“I know that, but my work is who I am.”

“No. You are good at your job, but it isn’t what defines you. If we progress this, and I sissify you the way I read about in the stories, then you will have a different job, won’t you?”

“Yes Mommy.”

With a smile, she leaned over and kissed my forehead. “By the way, that reminds me. I’m late.”

It took me a moment to work out what she was saying, but then realisation dawned on me. “Wait, you’re pregnant?” I gasped.

“I’m late. I’ve been late before.” She told me, essentially telling me to calm down. “I’ll do a test tomorrow.”

“But, that means Derek would be the father.”

“No, you would be the father, and nanny. Derek will be my lover.” She kissed me again. “Go on your trip. I’ll let you know the results of the test as soon as I can.”

The next morning, I was at Heathrow early, joined by my pretty young, blonde and leggy PA, Yvonne.  She was someone who was my right hand. Not a secretary in any way shape or form, nor someone to get me coffee, she was a person who ran my calendar, took notes, and even took over certain grunt work from me. She was skilled in creating presentations, and I relied on her more than anyone else in the office. I also knew I was the main reason why she couldn’t hold down a relationship, because she was always working.

At over six-feet, she had been offered the chance to be a model, which she took at a young age, only to be molested by the talent agent. Disillusioned by the world, she quit and trained to be a teacher. When she finally became a teacher, she realised that the money was awful and wasn’t enough to survive, especially during COVID. She started an Onlyfans account, doing tasteful stuff at first, but also doing financial domination a little too. One of the parents of the kids became a subscriber, and when she refused to fuck him, he reported her to the school. She was fired on the spot.

In the interview, she was dead honest with me, so I hired her. If anyone could be that honest from the outset, then she would be honest forever.

It was funny really, because had one person not fucked her over as a kid, then she could’ve been famous by now. She had true supermodel looks, tall, very slim, long blonde hair, high cheekbones, stunning blue eyes, thin but curvy lips. She was truly special, but everyone just kept fucking her over. I would never do that to her.

And yet, our working relationship was about to be put to the test in the most bizarre way possible.

Under my travel jeans, shirt, and sweater, I was wearing a red and black satin and lace thong, matching waspie suspender-belt, and red stockings.  None of which would be visible unless the shirt was pulled up, and in this case, it was a long shirt, so shouldn’t have been a problem.

As I went through the security scanner, I did so knowing that with the previous cage, it wasn’t detected by the scanner, so I felt confident. Yvonne was right behind me in the queue. Of course, it beeped immediately, and I was sent through the second scanner, which beeped too. My heart raced as I realised I was about to have some explaining to do.

I stepped into the 3D scanner, arms raised as per the image, and watched as the scanner did its work. The security team told me to step out just as Yvonne passed through the scanner.

“Okay, so we have boxes here, and here.” The guard noted, pointing at the screen. One was of my crotch, and the others were exactly where the corset bones of the waspie were. “Do you have any sort of jewellery down there?”

I sighed. “I have, yes.” This earned me a raised eyebrow from Yvonne, as she collected her things.

“I see. And these?”

Again, I sighed. “Can we talk about this somewhere more private?”

The guard nodded, then said something to another guard, before leading me to a small booth. Rather than saying what it was, I raised the shirt to show the sexy waspie. I then was about to undo the trousers when the guard stopped me. “I’m going to assume that you’ve got a chastity cage down there?” He asked, dead serious.

“I have.” I admitted.

“Then we’re good to go. Thank you.”

And with that, I was off collecting my things. Yvonne was stood waiting and said nothing as we walked off in the direction of the lounge.  But once we finally sat down, she asked, “What was that?”

“Erm, a piercing?” I said, though without much conviction.

She leaned forward and smirked. “Sam, has Vanessa put you in chastity?”

I felt my face turn beetroot red. “Yes.” I said quietly.

“And the other boxes?” She asked. I gently raised my sweater and shirt a little, making sure nobody could see, allowing her to see the waspie. “Very sexy! So, sissification, chastity, I assume cuckolding?”

“Yes.”

“Very cool! I really didn’t know you had a kinky side. I’m honestly really impressed. I do this sometimes on Onlyfans with my slaves.”

I cocked my head, as I didn’t realise she had continued that. “You still do that?”

“Of course! I love dominating sissy men.”

This was news to me, but what did click with me was that maybe I finally had someone to talk to about all this, someone who would understand. Rather than feel nervous around her, I suddenly felt a huge weight lift of my chest.

“So I can talk to you about this stuff?” I asked her.

“Oh my god, yes! Of course you can.”

“No running to HR?” I laughed.

She gave that some thought. “Mmm, I make no promises. You realise I own you now, at work?”

I gulped. “Yeah.”

“Good. So yes, no running to HR. Tell me.”

“Well, I’m not a hundred percent sure how long I’ll be at work anyway.”

“How so?” She asked, though I seemed to notice a little sadness in her eyes when I said that.

“Vanessa has embraced this lifestyle fully, and feels that eventually I will need to live this lifestyle full-time. That means I’ll need to quit.”

“That sucks for me, obviously, but I think it’s mega cool.” Then she took a sip of her coffee. “Look, you look like you’re nervous about this. You need to decide whether or not you feel comfortable with where this is going and if you trust your wife. I mean, she’s having sex with other men, right?”

I nodded. “Yeah, well, she has a lover.”

“And has she left you for him?”

“No. She keeps me involved.”

“Okay, so I think you can trust her. If you don’t want to be a full-time sissy, then you need to tell her. It’s okay to stop. But, on the other hand, if you want this but you’re just scared, then you need to grow the fuck up and accept what you are.”

It was a good point. First I needed to decide what I really wanted before dismissing all of this, or accepting it. When I began all this, it was because my dick was leading me, but now it was also my heart. In the few days that I was wearing lingerie, I found I didn’t miss male underwear, and looked forward to the feeling of the soft nylon rolling up my shaved legs. 

Silence surrounded me as I tried to picture my life in the pink puffy sissy dresses I had seen online, and I began to consider what they might feel like on my body.

“Have you ever been with a sissy, in real life?” I asked her.

“Of course!” She shrugged.

“Were they in the typical dresses?  Like, those shiny puffy ones?”

“A couple, yes. They’re massively extravagant for a reason. If that’s what you are nervous about, then just wear satin blouses and pencil skirts.”

It wasn’t what I was nervous about, more I cared about how good I would feel in the extravagant dresses. If I was going to do this, I wanted to go whole hog. When I explained this to Yvonne, she told me that she knew of a shop in Vegas, where we were flying, that sold sissy dresses.

“We can pick one up there and see how you feel in it.” She said.

“You don’t mind?” I asked, not wanting to make her feel weird about this.

She actually laughed. “Sam, I’ve worked for you for three years. You’ve never judged me, never wanted anything extra from me, and you’ve treated me with respect. You didn’t need to hire me, you could’ve hired someone more qualified, but you hired me because I was honest and was close to giving up. Yeah, I just joked about owning you.” She paused, looked away. “Well, I say joked, but only semi-joked. Of course, I wouldn’t do anything you didn’t agree with, but I have a feeling you’d be okay with the kinky dominant secretary fetish.”

“One problem with that.” I laughed. “You’re not my secretary.”

“Ha! And there’s the other thing. When I applied for this job, I was expecting exactly that. Instead, you have me making decisions, speaking on your behalf, and grooming me for leadership.”

“I do realise that’s the point of an executive assistant, right?”

“Well I do now! Anyway, you’ve given me more than I ever imagined. If I can help you with your kinky life, and get something from it too, then why not?” She said, placing her hand on mine. “Now, I have a question for you too.”

“Go on.”

“On this trip, I want to be your Mistress. Will you be okay with that?” She asked in all seriousness.

I was about to say yes, but then I stopped myself. Instead, I said, “Call Vanessa and ask her.”

“Good answer.” She said, pulling out her phone.

Minutes later, I was also a submissive to my PA. This was less cut and dry though. Vanessa had concerns, obviously, given that she was naturally jealous of this young, gorgeous girl. In fact, the moment I hired Yvonne, Vanessa had her concerns, but over time, she became grateful for the flexibility of my PA.

After assurances were given and promises made, Vanessa finally caved, but not without a warning text to me, stating that she could easily lose the key to my cage.

“How did you get into all this?” I asked Yvonne.

“Pretty much the moment a pretty girl puts her face on Instagram, she gets creeps reaching out. Once you go on Onlyfans, you can sieve through the creeps and the fakes, and what you end up with are the pervs. Then you find the pervs with money and the need to spend it. I was just selling pictures of myself in lingerie, then it became a few with my boobs out, nothing spectacular, especially given that I’m not exactly endowed in that area.” She sighed as she looked down at her perky A-cups. “But, every product has a buyer, and I found mine. Of course, the pervs started offering me money to serve me, asking me to put them in panties. I thought, why not?”

“How did you know what you were doing?”

“I didn’t!” She laughed. “But, thankfully, the internet has enough information to learn.”

“So, you did this for money?”

“At first, but I actually enjoyed it, otherwise I wouldn’t have met anyone in person, nor would I have spent money on a home dungeon. I love domination now.”

I nodded. “I never imagined any of this.”

“Yeah, I never imagined you doing it.”

For the next half hour, I went through the detail of how we got into all this. To my surprise, she was actually shocked by how far we had gone in such a short time. That Vanessa might be pregnant with her lover’s baby was doubly surprising for her.

“Don’t get me wrong,” she said, “I fucking love what you are doing, but Jesus! What are you doing worrying about a fucking dress? It sounds like you jumped in at the deep end. Listen, I know a couple of guys in Vegas. Gay, dominant, nice guys. I’m gonna call them when we get in. I want to watch them take you, but at the same time, they know how to get you in the sissy mindset. It will be fun, I promise.”

Rather than try to stop her, I simply nodded and thanked her. After everything I had gone through, the last thing I would do would be to stop her setting up some sort of kinky adventure for me, especially in Vegas of all places.

“Don’t thank me yet.” She laughed. “They will fuck you six ways from Sunday, and I’ll be there to watch the whole thing. Speaking of which, bathrooms, now.” She said, snapping her fingers.

“Yes Mistress.” I said, automatically.

I knew what was coming. The moment we stepped into the private cubicle, I began stripping down.  She looked me up and down, and then sighed, shaking her head. “No bra?” She asked.

“I have them at home, but only for home, for now.” I explained.

“That won’t do. I take it you didn’t pack any?”

“I actually did, but they’re headed under the plane.”

“You need to be wearing one now.” She said. “Get dressed again. We’ll go to Victoria’s Secret.”

Ten minutes later, she was holding bras against my chest, trying to determine which one would work best for me. I had assumed that she was going to go with a bralette, but in the end, she selected a slightly tighter A-cup push-bra, in glossy red satin and trimmed with lashings of black lace. It wasn’t a carbon copy of what I had on, but it was close enough.

“Can he put it on?” She asked the assistant.

“Of course!” The happy young lady responded. “I’ll show your husband to the changing rooms.”

“Oh, he’s my boss. I’m his secretary. Well,” Yvonne giggled. “I’m actually making him the secretary now.” For some reason, the assistant loved that, and giggled along with my blonde PA.

As we headed to our gate, I looked down at my chest, seeing the two mounds there. I looked like a guy with gynecomastia.

“Stop looking at them, otherwise people will also look.” Yvonne told me. “Listen, when we are airborne, I want you to open up your laptop and write me a love-letter. I expect a long, well thought out letter about why I’m such a perfect queen, and why you deserve punishment for being a nothing compared to me. If I like it, I’ll let you lick my pussy. If I don’t like it, then I will spank you in front of the entire business class.”

“I upgraded us.” I told her.

“Excuse me?”

“Yeah, we’re not flying business. We’re in first.”

“Oh, wow!  Then I’ll spank you first class.”

“I think you’re allowed to spank your partners in first.” I mused.

Once we were settled in our seats, she told me to take off my sweater. Given we were up the front of the huge jet, it was less of an issue, but for sure, a steward or stewardess would see the outline, or the actual bra if the shirt opened.

As soon as I could, I began writing the letter. Initially, I wrote what I thought she wanted to hear, generic stuff, but then as I read it back to myself, I realised that it was recycled garbage. This girl deserved so much more than that.

On three A4 pages, I described how this woman had been let down by the people around her, how when she arrived, I didn’t see a person who needed pity, but rather someone who needed understanding and respect.

“What makes you a Queen, is not just that you are beautiful inside and out, nor that you are a hard worker, but rather that are a beacon of strength, unmatched by anyone in your vicinity. You are deserving of my awe. In your presence, I am but a speck of dirt.”

I handed her the laptop and watched as she read it. At first, she tried to appear neutral, uninterested; but then her mouth twitched, smiling, even a tear at one point.

Finally, she closed the laptop and said, “Send that to me when we get to the hotel. Now,” she picked up a blanket, then raised the privacy wall. “Get over here and under my skirt. You might as well get used to it now, because we won’t be needing that second room.”

Of course, her clit was pierced, as were her labia. Strangely, she tasted of strawberries. I’d find out later that she had put strawberry pussy crème on herself. Apparently, she had hoped to meet a man on the plane, but didn’t plan on me. It was a very pleasant experience.

“You’re a very skilled pussy licker.” She told me after, recovering from her climax. “Now, open your shirt enough so your bra is almost visible. The ladies are about to serve breakfast.”

I didn’t have any fight in me, or I just wanted the humiliation, I wasn’t sure which, but I did as she asked, such that the little rose in the plunge of the bra was visible. She smirked but didn’t say anything.

As the older stewardess walked up with the drinks cart, her eyes kept glancing at the bra, clearly visible through the shirt. Professional as she was, she still couldn’t hide the fact that it was unusual to see such things. I gave her an apologetic look and she smiled, an unspoken exchange. Then as she was about to walk away, she stopped and bent down.

“We’ve had all sorts here, love. Pop stars half naked and worse. Live and let live. Enjoy the flight.” She said, tapping my arm.

This was certainly the beginning of a very interesting two weeks.
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For the first two nights, when not working, I was made-up and dressed as a woman, not a sissy. Yvonne took me out for dinner every night, and whilst I was nervous about being out in public, I had to admit that Yvonne made me look very passable. Anyway, we were in Las Vegas, if there was anywhere good to dress up, Vegas was the place.

On the second night, we visited a large superstore which was filled with sex toys, erotic items, and an entire section dedicated to crossdressing and sissification. Yvonne explained that dressing up as I was at that moment was just crossdressing. Essentially, it was what people hoping to transition later would do. She explained that was not me.

“I only dressed you like this to keep you comfortable with being out.” She explained. “Now you’ll see what you’ll look like as a sissy.  It’s a very different style which is designed to humiliate you as much as possible. The first step? Breasts.”

We were stood by the silicone breast forms. Different sizes and tones all lined up next to each other. After matching my skin tone, she pulled off a heavy G-cup pair. They were fucking huge.

“Deliberate.” She explained, handing them to me.

Next, we walked to the lingerie area, where she pulled down a satin pair of panties, pink, trimmed with white lace, with the words Please fuck this cumdump etched on the backside, above a hole for the anus. She then found a matching satin pull-over bra, and suspender-belt. After grabbing a couple of packs of white stockings, she led me over to the dresses. After looking at the huge selection, she picked a short very ruffled dress called Prissy Sissy Jessica, in my size.

After grabbing a few accessories and a cute brown wig, she led me to a changing room. “Try on the dress with the forms. Tell me how you feel.” Said Yvonne.

The forms were more fiddly than I expected, but once on and seated correctly, the weight actually felt good. Next came the dress. I slid that on but wasn’t able to zip it up. Thankfully, Yvonne was right outside and helped me. The dress fit perfectly, albeit it revealed my panties.

“How does it feel?” She asked.

How did it feel? I thought. If I put my arms to my sides, the multiple layers of the puffy dress squashed down. It felt really good, really comfortable. When I walked, each swish felt like heaven. I stepped out of the changing room and walked into the store, where several people stopped to look at me. One gave a chuckle, a woman, and I realised I felt humiliated, but it felt awesome.

“I need this dress.” I told Yvonne. “I need this.”

“Yes, you do.” She laughed. “Come on. You’ll be buying a lot more, now we have your size.”

The Prissy Sissy Gemima dress, Virginia, Serenity Sissy Dress, Supreme Holographic Sissy Maid, all in pink. The Jessica Sissy Dress in black, Mimi Satin Long Prom Dress in pink, Alice in Wonderland Long Sissy Dress in baby blue. Then to sleep in, the Daisy Prissy Petticoat in pink with polka-dots, Barbi Luxury Petticoat, Daisy Bedtime Dolly, and the Itsy Bitsy Bedtime Dolly. Finally, a lot more panties, pink, black, white, full cut, all satin, and lacy, lots of different colour stockings, long satin sissy gloves, bonnets, collars of different styles, and shoes, such as the four-inch Lockable Sissy Prissie Shoes in pink, complete with white lace, pink bows, and jingle bells.

We continued to look around, before selecting a few more fuck-panties, a necklace that said Cumbucket, a leather head and mouth harness, ankle chain which said Sissy, and a sissy handbag.

“I’m going to need a new suitcase.” I chuckled.

“Mmm, I wouldn’t worry. Most of your male clothes will be binned.”

I paid for the goods, the total coming to over four thousand dollars, but honestly, I couldn’t wait to wear it all.

The moment we were back at the hotel, I put on a fashion show for Yvonne. As she watched me, she took out a vibrator from her case and then stripped down, masturbating. “You’re so hot.” She gasped. “I fucking wish I could have you forever.”

“Thank you for doing this for me.”

“Tomorrow, you’ll go out dressed up as a sissy. I will take you to a club where my friends will be waiting for you. You will film a video there.” She explained, pulling out her phone and going to Pornhub. There, she found a video from what looked like the corner of a nightclub where a group of six men fucked three sissies, front and back, over and over. Faces were not hidden, nor was the video behind a pay wall. “I know what you’re thinking, but there is no use worrying. As you know, there will come a point when you’ll need to come out and quit anyway, so this won’t make much difference. Besides, if anyone finds this under the gay porn section, then they would need to explain why, and that’s if anyone recognises you.”

No, I didn’t care about any of that, if anything, I was looking forward to it. I just wanted to be a sissy, just to be dressed up and fucked. This was the change I had been expecting, and rather than fearing it, I was looking forward to it.

After sleeping in the puffy short nightie, I woke up feeling girlie and wonderful. Before doing anything, I licked Yvonne to her morning orgasm.

My day at the tradeshow dragged on. I so desperately wanted it to end, and Yvonne could sense my excitement. By the afternoon, I decided to simply leave early, after all, I was CTO and didn’t have any meetings.

Yvonne giggled as we walked out of the building, heading for some food before going back to the hotel, and dressing me up in the shorts of the extravagant sissy dresses, the cute fuck-panties with the text, with all the trimmings, lingerie, collars, bonnet, gloves and jewellery. 

For the next hour, Yvonne made me up to look less passable, more like a drag queen. I had to admit, I liked myself better like a this, than as a woman, it just felt right.

“You like this, don’t you?” She smiled.

“I love it. I wish I could always be like that.”

“You will be.”

Yvonne took out her phone and Facetimed my wife. It was late in the UK, but the Vanessa was, in bed with Derek and Tara. Immediately, Yvonne turned the camera to face me, standing there with my little pink satin and lace handbag, in my locked shoes.

“Oh my god!” Vanessa gasped. “She’s wonderful!”

“And she’s got something to tell you.” Yvonne said into the device. “Go on sissy.”

“Mommy. I want to be like this forever. I love being dressed like this. I just want to be a sissy forever.” I begged, swinging my hips femininely.

“Oh baby! Yes darling, yes!” Vanessa gushed. “I have something to tell you baby.  I’m pregnant for sure. I’m going to have Derek’s baby.”

Rather than be sad, upset, scared or angry, instead I felt happy. “Oh honey! That’s wonderful news!” Then I told her my plans for the evening. Of course, she wanted me to send the link as soon as it was online.

“In the meantime, would you like to watch Tara, Derek and I together?” Vanessa asked me.

“Can I watch too?” Yvonne asked my wife.

“Of course baby! I plan to fuck you too when you come back, if you’ll have me?”

“Fuck yeah!” Purred Yvonne.

For the next hour, we watched my wife fuck her best friend, and my best friend. I fingered Yvonne for the first fifteen minutes, before she made me grab her vibrator and fuck her with it. 

Still, exciting as this was, it was just a stop-gap until the main event later that night. Once the call ended, my belly began to rumble and churn. The nerves were hitting. Yvonne could hear the noise from my gut.

“Nervous huh?” She asked.

“Little.” I admitted.  “How many men will be fucking me?”

“The plan is for you to be there for five hours. Each video is forty-five minutes long, with a fifteen-minute break between them. Five videos. Each video will have several different people fucking you. In the club, there will be about a hundred men and dominant transgender women, who will take turns fucking different men in different rooms.”

“With condoms?” I asked her.

“No. These are all bareback videos, but I have the results of your latest company physical, including your blood tests, and STD panel.” I rolled my eyes. I had to do an STD panel as part of my physical, due to my C-level role in the company. “I forwarded them on. They were within the allowed timescale.  They will do an HIV quick test when we get there.”

“So I’ll be safe?” I said, feeling a bit more relieved.

“Should be.” She said. “But I have picked up something which will relax you a little bit.  First though, I need you to go to the bathroom and bend over the bathtub. I need to clean you.”

“Clean me?” I asked, confused.

“Yep. Your arse needs to be very empty and clean. I’ll take care of that.”

Ten minutes embarrassing minutes later, I was empty and clean. Next, she pulled out a large pill from a baggie.

“This is a very special pill. It is a little heroin, tempered with meth, and a couple of other drugs. It’s been wrapped in a slow-release capsule, so you won’t feel the effects so heavily at first. Then in about an hour, it will hit hard, about the time you first get fucked. It’s a ride.”

I gulped. “Is it addictive?” I noticed she had a number of the pills in the baggie, so I assumed I would be taking more.

“Highly.” She grinned. “Don’t worry. You can’t get them in the UK, for now. Anyway, I think you’ll like it. Now open wide.” And with that, she fed me the pill.

I thought we would be taking a taxi to the club, but she told me it was only a twenty-minute walk. Walking down the Las Vegas strip on a leash, being led by my sexy blonde PA in her shiny black latex dress and high-heeled boots, was a thrill. Rather than people booing me or throwing insults, they were whooping and taking pictures. They loved the theatre of what we were doing.

The drug was slowly kicking in, making me feel very relaxed and horny. I found myself grinning and swaying my bottom for the cameras. With the text visible for anyone who wanted to read it, some men cat-called me, offering their services. I blew them kisses, stuck my tongue out, even kissed one hot one, which earned a whoop from Yvonne. Still, we had somewhere to be, so I promised them I’d be out again another time.

When we arrived at the club, I was introduced to Yvonne’s friend, then listened to them discuss payment for my services. The man gave Yvonne ten thousand dollars in cash, much to my surprise.

Whilst that was going on, another man ran a quick test on me, and it came up negative. Immediately, I was led into the small club, where men, sissies, transvestites and transsexuals were chatting and dancing. I was offered a drink, which I accepted, tequila. The drug was hitting hard now, I was horny and desperate, whilst at the same time compliant, feeling euphoric.

I had the shot which seemed to intensify the drug. Another man offered me a small pipe to smoke, but the first man held out his hand and shook his head. “Later.” He said.

The man led me into a curtained room. A large mattress was on the ground, and other sissies were smoking and chatting. One of them offered me a cigarette but I declined it. “Honey, sissy sluts smoke.” Said the tranny. So with a gulp, I accepted the cigarette, not that I ever smoked in the past.

Three cameramen were preparing. Soon enough, men started walking in from the club. I thought that these would be top-class male models, but that wasn’t the case. Some were fat, some were old. All had large cocks.

“Rolling.” Someone said, and sure enough, one of the men was dancing with me. Sure, I could dance. The drug was working, so as I danced, I worked the man’s cock with my hands.

Enough dancing, I thought, dropping to my knees and taking the cock in my mouth.

Behind me, another man was watching, stroking his erection. Then, crouching, he lined up his dick with the hole in my panties, and pressed forward.  Rather than feeling pain, like usual, the drug made me so horny that all I felt was sheer pleasure. 

“Oh fuck me, yeah!” I moaned, before moving my mouth back to the cock.

For the next five hours, I was fucked over and over. My short breaks allowed me just enough time to use the bathroom, redo my make-up, and go back again. But five hours was not enough. I was still high, and still very horny.  Cum had stained my panties, but thankfully, Yvonne had a back-up pair with her for me. 

“How did you enjoy that?” She asked.

“I wanna stay!” I begged.

“It’s different content after this, sorry.” She told me, much to my disappointment. “But let’s see who we can pick-up on the way back to the hotel.  Would you like another pill?”

“Yes please!”

“Then open wide, sissy slut.” And she placed the large capsule on my tongue. I swallowed it obediently.

Of course, on the strip, I was very flirty, and finding gay guys who wanted to play with a sissy wasn’t difficult. In the end, we brought back ten people to our room, where we had our own private orgy. Some were bisexual, so even Yvonne found some personal pleasure.

The moment the first stranger’s cock entered me, I knew I had found heaven. Yvonne had introduced me to a new world of submission and humiliation; she had turned a straight, experimental, nervous businessman, into a gay slut whore, and I loved every bit of it. There was no going back now.  This was the way I would be forever.

“Cum in me.” I told the stranger, riding his unsheathed cock. “Fill me with your juice.”

“Oh, I will honey.” The man said. “I see the necklace. Cumdump huh? Well I’m sure these guys are gonna love filling you up.”

Cum. Lots of cum.  I needed it.

“You got work tomorrow?” He asked.

“Yeah.”

“I think you’re gonna miss it.”

Just as he said that, another pill was placed in my mouth by Yvonne. It hadn’t been two hours since the last, but I decided not to worry about overdosing. I was sure she knew best.

A half-hour later, the room spinning and my eyes fluttering open and closed, my head resting on the pillow, I had a huge smile on my face, as each thrust slammed the top of my head into the headboard. I couldn’t move. I was just a fuck doll.  Someone was calling friends, a black guy with a bandana. Apparently more were coming.  It wouldn’t end, nor did I want it to.

I was still going by the time Vanessa awoke.  She called by Facetime and Yvonne picked up.  When Vanessa saw the room full of men, fucking and using me, my face buried and my arse in the air, she asked what the hell was going on.

“How do you know this is safe?” She asked Yvonne.

“We don’t, but he’s having fun.” Yvonne laughed.

“Please, you need to stop this. I still love him. I don’t want him to get hurt or sick.”

“He’ll be fine Van, stop worrying.”

“He looks spaced out. Did he take something?”

“I gave him a pill. Don’t worry. He’ll be okay. I promise.”

Finally, Vanessa gave in, though she frowned as the call ended. I didn’t know about the call until later.

During the day, people kept coming and going, fucking me, filling me and leaving. What I didn’t know was, Yvonne was screening who was fucking me, doing a quick test, and then letting them. I would still need testing, but she was looking out for me somewhat.

“What about work?” I slurred later, my body jutting as I lay on my back with my legs in the air, another cock fucking my now bleeding rectum.

“I called in sick. Said you had food poisoning.” She smiled, handing me another pill. “Don’t worry. Tomorrow you can sleep all day. Just one more night of this. You need the full experience to understand what you are.”

“We are here for two weeks.” I told her.

“I know. You will be fucked a lot more than this. This is what I do to sissies. You need to enjoy this, because later, you will just be a slave to your wife, and won’t have this luxury again unless you ask for it. I’m giving it to you so that you know just how happy you would be as a whore working for me, like other sissies.”

“I wanna be fucked like this forever.”

“I know sweetie.” She said, smiling, before picking up her phone and calling her friend, asking for more men to come to our room.

In my mind, I knew I had gone too far, I knew Vanessa was worried and angry, but Yvonne was right. I needed to know all sides of being a sissy, before deciding on who I wanted to be. What scared me more was that I was loving this, and really had no interest in fucking Yvonne, I just wanted men to fuck me. Did that make me gay? You can’t just become gay, it has to be in you from the start. Had I suppressed my own homosexuality for so long that it had become this?

By the time I was on the plane back to the UK, I had become a gay fucking machine. I’d filmed several more porn films, all available online now, and every single night, I had a lover or more in my room with me. As I left Vegas, I did so with a yearning to stay, a yearning to continue being the sissy slut I was meant to be, but at the same time, I just wanted to be home with my wife.

“You’ll go home after this, and you’ll be a slave to Vanessa.” Yvonne told me on the plane. “The saying what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas, is important to remember. We had fun, but you love your wife, and she loves you. Now though, you know your sexuality and you know that if needed, you can become a slut. Just know that once you leave the company to pursue this life, you’ll never be bored.”

It had been her plan from the beginning, to open up the slut inside me, and for me to learn more about myself. I knew I had a lot ahead of me, that lots would change, and I also knew I had a lot of blood tests awaiting me, but still, I was happy to be a sissy, and I was looking forward to it.

As I sat on the plane, flying back as a transgender passenger, as opposed to the man I had arrived as, I realised that this was it for me. I would need to inform HR as soon as possible that I would be transitioning, and that I could most likely no longer continue as CTO. And do you know what? I didn’t mind.
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In the month that followed the Vegas trip, things around the house revolved more around Vanessa’s pregnancy, than my concerns about work. Life continued as normal for me, with the notable exception that at home, I was dressed as a sissy full-time and serving as a sissy maid. Derek didn’t allow any interaction with him sexually until such time that the second negative result would come back from my blood test, and for that, we would need to wait a couple more months.

I had begun to wear bras daily now. To work, I wore them under my shirt, but given I wore a suit most of the time, nobody other than Yvonne noticed.

Vanessa forgave Yvonne, and eventually, even thanked her for breaking me out of my shell. I was no longer nervous about things, no longer concerned about my future with Vanessa. Yvonne had restored my trust fully and now I was embracing my life more.

Of course, Yvonne had begun to fixture more in our lives, stopping by regularly and even getting fucked by Derek in front of me.  Where Vanessa and Tara were more the psychological dominatrices around me, Yvonne was definitely more hands-on, more physical. She knew how to cause pain, and she enjoyed doing it. At first, I found myself fighting the sadistic side of her, but like all things, she eventually broke me. Nipple clamps and play piercing became the norm, and that meant that I began to have actual piercings around my body.

Then came the time when I knew things would change. Yvonne broached the idea of making me wear women’s clothing to work, and Vanessa agreed it was time. Before I could do that, I knew a talk with HR was needed.

Erica Jackson, a tall, slightly larger build, attractive woman from Atlanta, represented HR at the top level, alongside me in the executive team. She lived in the UK now, and whilst we weren’t exactly close, we didn’t have a bad relationship.

I decided not to talk about this with her in the office, but rather sit down with her privately after hours.  As such, I made an appointment with her to meet after work in a wine bar, a few streets from our office.

“What’s up Sam?” She asked immediately. “I hope not a sexual harassment case?”

Those were the bane of her existence, especially from leadership.

“No, nothing like that.” I said. Then, building up confidence in myself, I removed my suit jacket, and let her eyes focus on the visible outline of the lacy bralette under my shirt. 

For a long moment, she just stared and then took a sip of her wine and nodded. “How long?”

“A few months.” I told her, putting my jacket back on as to not make her uncomfortable in the bar.

“And your wife? She okay with this?”

“My wife has been very, erm, supportive, shall we say?”

She smirked. “Okay, so your wife got you started, clear.” Erica nodded again, then sighed. “I’m guessing you wanna dress up for work too?”

“Look, I’m under no illusions that things are about to change for me, and whilst this is a changing world, I’m not sure it has changed that much to allow me to continue in the position I’m in. So, yes, I will begin to dress up, appropriately, to work, and help with moving tasks to my potential successor.”

Again, she chuckled, and then shook her head. “Okay, so first things first. It will be up to Mike to decide what happens to you. Mike and the board.” She explained. “But I agree, we are in a changing world, and quite honestly, the idea of a transgender CTO or even CEO is not out of the realm of possibilities. For sure, I wouldn’t fire you or accept your resignation, just because you have decided you want to become a woman. If anything, it could be good publicity for us, and I’m sure Mike will see it the same way. My advice, begin dressing up for work as of tomorrow. I will talk to Mike tonight, and I’ll draft an internal email for the staff which you can review. Then, based on the outcome of the call with Mike, we can work on the PR stuff after.”

I don’t know if I felt relieved or disappointed. Part of me wanted them to say go, so I could be a full-time sissy, but at the same time, to be able to dress full-time and do the job I loved, would be a dream come true.

“Thank you Erica.” I said, sincerely.

“No problem.” She smiled. “By the way, do you have a photo of yourself dressed?”

I only had sissy photos of myself on my phone, but I decided to zoom one to show my face made up and in the wig at least.  I turned the phone to her, but she unexpectedly took it out of my hand and zoomed out. A smile appeared on her face.

“Please tell me you won’t be dressed as a sissy to work.” She laughed.

“Er, no.”

“Good.  So I was right though? Your wife started you on this journey.”

“Correct.” I decided not to let her know that Yvonne also paved the way to my femininity, as that would be problematic.

“I know a little bit about this stuff.” She nodded. “I’m gonna let you into a secret. You know my husband and I came from bad neighbourhoods in Atlanta?” I nodded I did. “Well, Tyler worked hard in school, put himself into college, which was where we met. But his parents weren’t paying for college, so he needed to make money. He was doing stuff like cleaning places, serving fast food and shit. But some nights, he had a side hustle as a gigolo to rich white women. Most of those were married, some were into the whole black lover, sissy-ass husband shit. He used to show me photos of these sissies, so yeah, seen those dresses before. Funny shit. I like it.”

“Maybe a cliché, but my wife’s lover is my best friend Derek. Black.  And now she’s pregnant with his baby.”

She tilted her head and smiled appreciatively. “Furthering the cause is the way I see it. Good for her. All white women should be so lucky.” Erica said, but gave me a wink after to signal she was kidding.

Later that evening, Erica called me to let me know she spoke to Mike, the CEO. Of course, he saw the marketing value of keeping me on. She let me know that she would draft an email to the staff immediately, and then get started on a press release.  One way or another, I was coming out.

“I guess that means you are done with male clothing now.” Tara noted.

“Seems so.” I smiled, happy to be rid of the stuff.

The sissy dresses were my favourite though. There was something so special about the feeling of such puffy, extravagant clothing around my body, and I knew it would be my go-to where possible. I had begun wearing it to the shops, albeit the longer dresses, rather than the short ones, and whilst I received some looks and insults, I didn’t care. I loved who I was now.

At home, I was now the one who did the clothes washing, the cooking, and the cleaning. Tara and Vanessa helped out on weekdays, but on the weekends, it was all me. At first, Vanessa was against that, but I highlighted the fact that she was pregnant, and being a sissy slave, it was my job to be the maid.

My first day at work as a trans-woman felt strange. Everyone was looking at me, judging if I was passable, feminine, or just a joke. Nobody dared say anything negative, though many people called me brave. I didn’t dress up as a sissy, instead adopting a more professional persona, tight black pencil skirt, white blouse over the G-cup breast forms.

It was the breast forms that did it though.  Those who know, know.  The looks, the murmurs, people knew I wasn’t trans, that I was actually a sissy. 

Three weeks after the news broke of my transition, I received a phone call from Darren, Jo’s friend. I hardly spoke to him, so I was a little surprised to receive a call directly from him.

“I saw the news.” He said. “Congrats girlfriend! I’m proud of you.”

“Er, thanks.” I replied, not that I wanted validation from him.

“Listen, I’m throwing a little shin-dig and I want you and the posse to come. The Countess and her wife are flying over, and I told her all about you.  They really wanna meet.”

“When?” I asked, wondering if I really wanted to meet friends of Darren.

“This Saturday.  Please say you’ll come.”

“Obviously, I’ll need to check with Vanessa, Derek and Tara, but I guess yes.”

“Wonderful! Let me know asap. Oh, and babe, any chance you can come as a sissy rather than en femme?”

“Sure.” I replied, rolling my eyes.

When I let the others know about the party, I was met with an eye-roll, but they said it would be easier just to attend. Anyway, the last party ended up being pretty fucking cool, so this one would hopefully end the same way.

“Can I come too?” Yvonne asked.

“Don’t see why not.” I told her. “I’ll let them know.”

On the day of the party, I spent over an hour getting ready. After putting on my pretty pink sissy lingerie, and a spectacularly short prissy sissy dress, styling my blonde wig, I then spent a long time doing my make-up, putting it on in the extravagant, whorish fashion which made me look more like a drag queen, just as Yvonne taught me.

Vanessa wore a black PVC dress which was loose enough as to not bother the slight bulge of her pregnant belly, whereas Tara wore a red latex mini-skirt, red latex corset, crop-top, and black fishnet stockings. Yvonne looked spectacular in a black, silk, lace-trim mini-dress, with a leather under-bust corset across her midriff.

The party was in an old warehouse under the arches near London Bridge. I was expecting this to be a smaller affair, but in typical Darren style, it was go big or go home. Thankfully, our dress-style was appropriate, as many were in crossdress or fetish outfits.

“Oh my god, you look stunning!” Darren gushed when he saw me, hugging the layers of soft satin and lace I had on. “Gorgeous! I could fuck you right here and now.”

“Well, I’m game if you are!” I told him.

He stroked his hand up and down my body. “Grrr, don’t tempt me! I need to be a good host for now. Speaking of which, I must introduce you to Juliette. Come, come!”

We followed him through the throng to a small roped off VIP area. There, we found the gorgeous Juliette de Marche, her striking good looks framed by her shiny, long black hair. She looked stern, evil, nasty, but so goddamned sexy, like a young Salma Hayek, but by now, she was in her late forties. She was surrounded by sissies, all connected to a leash, except one; one which was allowed to be a little higher up than the others. Joe.

Her gorgeous lips curled up into a smile when she saw me, and immediately, she stood and walked over. “Well, well, well.” She purred with a hint of a luscious French accent. “I’ve been reading about you in the news. First transgender CTO. No mention of you being a sissy though. So disappointing.”

“Ms de Marche, a pleasure to meet you.” I told her, offering a curtsey. “May I introduce my wife, Vanessa?”

The two women kissed on either cheek, but immediately Juliette returned to me, not interested in small talk with the wife. “Please, may I have a moment with your sissy?” She told Vanessa, and then without waiting for a response, took me by the elbow and led me to the sofa where she sat previously. “Joe.” She said, tapping her thigh.

The sissy stood and nodded at her politely, then turned to me and held out her hand. Joe’s breasts were huge, and clearly implants, rather than a pull-on affair like mine. “Lovely to meet you Sam.” Joe said, a softer voice than I had been expecting. “As you know, my wife’s clothing chain is now present in fifty-six countries, and she has a net worth of just over fifty billion euros.”

“Yes, I’m aware. It’s quite the achievement, especially given how secretive your lifestyle is.” I said, smiling at them both.

“Indeed.” Juliette replied. “I’m not going to lie. It was not Darren who arranged this meeting, but I.  I find what you have achieved with your current employer spectacular, taking a company on the brink of bankruptcy to a soaring IT powerhouse. Many will place the success with the CEO, but I know that it was your vision for the future, for the transformation of that business, that drove the success. That you have come out as trans in your world is seen as admirable but I know it is a public relations dream for a corporation such as your own. I feel though, that your responsibilities may have become somewhat diminished as of late, correct?”

Since coming out, my presence in technology and strategy meetings was no longer required. In place of that, I was hanging out with the diversity much more, and making statements about how great it was to work for the company. I was the Linkedin face for the company, but Juliette was right, I was no longer really seen as fit for the job.

Joe continued for Juliette. “We are about to make a purchase of a large chain of lingerie and sex shops in Europe. The stores, whilst under many brands, were once seen as a pinnacle of sexual freedom, but now online shopping has made them largely an irrelevance. We want to transform these stores into something better, rather than a shop, we want them to become an experience.”

“The chain will need leadership.” Juliette said. “So, if you are interested, then consider this an interview.”

For a moment, I was lost in what I was being told, after all, I came here, as a sissy, for a party, and here I was being interviewed for a job that I knew nothing about, and didn’t really fully understand anyway.

“Let me wind things back for moment.” I said slowly. “You would like me to be what exactly?”

Juliette smiled, then nodded. “Well, you would be CEO, reporting to me.”

“CEO?”

“Indeed. Of course, your pay would be vastly increased, benefits, and so forth.”

“Okay, wow. CEO.  That’s quite the leap.” I nodded. I had dreamed of becoming CEO but over time, I began to see that becoming a distant opportunity, and lately, to a non-existent one. “What about, erm, this?” I said, waving my hands over my sissy dress.

Again, Juliette grinned. “Well, it is my hope that you will be the world’s first sissy CEO. Not transgender, but a sissy, in sissy regale. I would hope that you attend events with your wife and Mistress, on a leash, and in my presence, you will show me the respect that other sissies show me. I want to use you as a springboard to make my life public, finally.”

Nodding slowly, I considered what she was telling me. It was certainly a big step away from what I was considering previously, but at the same time, I couldn’t help but feel excited by the opportunity. I turned to look around, hoping to find Vanessa or the others there, but only one stood by me, listening; Yvonne.

As I stared into my PA’s face, I could see what she was communicating. If I was leaving the company, then she wanted to come with me. This was a woman who had worked as my right-hand for nearly three years; who understood my vision, and even added her own. She understood the technology, and understood where the industry was going. She was no PA, not anymore.

I turned back to Juliette. “Only if I can bring Yvonne here on as my CTO.” I said. Then looked back at Yvonne to see her eyes go wide.

“You can hire who you like.” Juliette stated. “You’d be CEO. But humour me. I don’t think we have been introduced?”

Yvonne stepped forward and introduced herself, explaining her current role and background.

“And you still have an Onlyfans account?” Juliette asked.

“Yes. I hope that wouldn’t be a problem?” Said Yvonne.

With a smile, Juliette shook her head. “On the contrary, I believe it will be perfect.” Then turning back to me. “So Sam, what you say we have a bit of a chat, and get to know one-another. After all, we need to make sure that we can work together.”

Juliette, Joe and I spent over two hours chatting. The conversation began with how I got into the lifestyle, then about my feelings towards it. I learned about Joe, his religious upbringing, and the death of his father. At the end of that two hours, I felt like things went well enough that the job was mine, but Juliette had one final test for me.

Standing, she held out her hand. “Let’s see how well you handle a thorough beating, shall we?”

I was led through a door in the VIP area, to a large dungeon play-area.  There, I was undressed down to my lingerie, and then cuffed into a contraption that forced my hands into the air, as I was hoisted higher.

Juliette swished a crop through the air menacingly, though her wrist work was spectacular, a clear professional. She had been doing this for decades, but still, I had to admired everything about her, her stance, presence, movement.

When the first hit landed, I had expected to scream, but it was light, just a warm feeling in my buttock. She did this on both sides, then used a gloved hand to spank me a few times, getting increasingly harder and more painful. Still though, it was all very pleasant.

When Vanessa or Tara whipped me in the past, or even Yvonne for that matter, they usually went straight at it, but not Juliette. She was careful to run her fingers on various parts of my body, checking me out. She even asked me about my health, blood pressure and such, and then she warmed me up and told me about the traffic light system.  I would later find out she did that to prevent scarring, something I had never considered before.

The first real hit was noticeable. Very noticeable. In fact, it was one of the most painful experiences of my life. Again, after my scream died down, she reminded me of the traffic lights. I nodded, panting, and then told her green. So she continued, intensity increasing. Tears rolled down my cheeks, and I seriously struggled as I gasped green, but I certainly wasn’t going to let an opportunity like this run away just because of a little pain.

She lay into me even harder, and for a moment, the pain became so high, that a little vomit climbed my throat, and a little urine escaped my bladder. As the stream of piss trickled down my stocking, Juliette shared a look with Joe.

“You know that it’s okay to yellow or red, right?” Joe said to me.

“This is why he’s a sissy, and not a woman.” Juliette said. “Macho pride will never leave him.”

“Yellow?” I said.

“Was that a question?” Juliette chuckled. “Mmm, no, green.” And she hit me again, harder. “Go on, piss yourself properly. Then I’ll piss on you.”

Finally though, I was let down, and after drinking her urine, she let me know the outcome.

“Yeah, you had the job a while ago, before the beating.” She laughed. “But now I know you can take a beating, we can have fun at our regular meetings. Still want the job?”

“More than ever.” I laughed.

After getting dressed, I was led out to my wife where finally Juliette could chat with her. When she heard the news that I would be CEO of the new company, and as a sissy at that, she was ecstatic.

This certainly was a change for me, but becoming a sissy was the best decision I ever made.


Epilogue

It was so odd to have a personal driver, especially one as good looking as Hank, but Madame Juliette wouldn’t have it any other way. Whilst I was CEO of the organisation, I still was a sissy, which meant there were rules, and one of those was that sissies were to be in spiked high-heals at all times, and another meant that sissies were not allowed to drive cars.

Part of the package for joining Carrigan’s Kinks, was that I had to agree to the rules set out by Juliette. Some of those, I had to run by Vanessa, of course, but she thought they were wonderful, especially the point about all my wages going to Vanessa and not me, after all, sissy slaves don’t earn for themselves.

The other thing I needed to get used to was not having Yvonne as my PA anymore. However, Juliette was kind enough to hire a friend of hers who she deemed and SA – Sissy Assistant. A retired dominatrix, Miss Sasha was a woman a little older than me, slightly overweight, dressed in very classy yet strict clothes. She was an expert PA, yes, and was extremely good at her job, but that wasn’t what else she was good at.

One of the rules of the job was that I was to be plugged at all times. If I needed the toilet, I needed to ask Miss Sasha’s permission, and then she would remove the plug. Miss Sasha would monitor my performance, and administer punishment if I was not on time to meetings, or missed any of my key performance indicators, which meant I would be whipped right there in my office.

Even though I was the boss in the office, I still had to remain subservient within the office, which meant that I had to refer to women as Miss, Mistress or Goddess, and males as Sir or Master.  The only time when I did not need to was during performance reviews or if I absolutely had to reprimand someone regarding performance at work.

The office had a strict sexual harassment policy. The only people that did not apply to were official sissies, like myself, then it was perfectly acceptable for other employees to pinch our bums, slap us, or request oral or anal services. Now, they could request it, and if we said no, then no, that was it. But, if we flirted back and said yes, then we were fair game.

Sex in the office was allowed in designated areas. In other words, we had to remember this was a workplace, so such activities had to take place behind closed doors and in approved areas, and consent had to be given and signed for.

About six months into the job, at a company party, I had the chance to sit down and talk with Joe. Believe it or not, whilst I regularly interacted with Juliette, I hardly spoke to Joe, so I appreciated the chance to speak to him.

“So, how did you get breasts?” I asked him.

“Hormones for a bit, then implants.” He explained. “It was one of the best decisions I ever made. You should do it.”

“What about libido? Don’t hormones fuck that up?”

“Not necessarily. The ones I was on actually made me hornier.”

Then there was my Vegas experience, which I hadn’t yet repeated, but wanted to. I wanted to know if he also had a similar experience. When I told him about it, he laughed and nodded.

“Yeah, lots of times, but these days I have a group of guys I hang out with and we fuck about once a week. There are also other ways for sissies to have fun.” He told me, pulling me in for a kiss. “We can make love like women.”

He led me to a private room, where we stripped down to our lingerie, then sat on a sofa, making out passionately. Then she pushed me backwards, pulling the panties to one side and pushing his tongue into my cage, tickling my cockhead, before moving down to my balls, sucking on them. However, that wasn’t got things going for me. His tongue moved down to my anus, pushing inside me, twisting and rimming. Fuck, this felt amazing!

Weirdly, after just a few minutes I found myself having an orgasm, and yet, I didn’t cum.  It was such a bizarre reaction. Immediately, I desperately wanted to return the favour. I don’t think I’d ever want to lick a man’s anus, but a sissy’s arse just felt different.

“And that is how sissies make love.” Joe told me. “And given I live with twenty sissies, we have a lot of opportunity to make love.” He laughed.

A month and bit later, my wife gave birth to our daughter, Kristy. I was present at the birth, as was Derek. Of course, Derek had said he didn’t want to be a father, that he would not be involved, he was too much of a player; and yet, the moment he held Kristy in his hands, all that changed. Suddenly, not only did he want to be her father, but he wanted to settle down and raise her.

My divorce with Vanessa happened a few months later, not that it would change anything in terms of our relationship. I still slept with her, Derek and Tara, well, I slept in the same room as them. I was even in the room the night Derek impregnated Tara.

It was an honour to walk down the aisle with Vanessa at her wedding to Derek, and to give her away. It was the ultimate humiliation, but it felt great.

So that’s my story. Sissy Samantha, Sissy CEO.

THE END
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