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Author's Note

	This book contains themes of castration. For a long time, I assumed castration to be an ultimate taboo, something that in real life doesn't happen in femdom marriages. I thought it such a taboo fantasy of mine, that I didn't bring it up with my husband for fear I'd scare the living shit out of him. Right up until two years ago, when he bought me a Burdizzo. "Is this what you want?" I asked him, confused by my own feelings holding this instrument of extreme torture in my hands. "Yes, no, maybe, definitely, definitely not, just do it to me, please!" You know how a sissy's mind works.

	We played with it but that's all. Even at his most horny moments, when he begged for me to really do it, I restrained myself — hard as that was to do, when you are hypersexual femdom mistress, like I am.

	Fast forward to a few weeks ago, and he gets me another present. An elastrator. This time, he has purchased two types of band, red and green. Strangely, the red ones are for practicing and, well, play in our case. The green ones are the tight snug ones which will destroy your balls in less than an hour. I've had the green band on his balls for about two minutes, before we both came back to reality and I snipped it off with nail scissors. It is hard though, when we are both horny.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He says that he wants me to do it one day. He even wrote and signed a document asking me to do it, but much as I'd like to, much as he no longer needs his balls, I don't want him to hate me later on when he realises what we've done. Fuck...but I so want to.

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

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

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

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.


Prologue

	GREG

	I packed my last box into the transit van and slammed the door shut. With sad eyes I looked at the little, white-washed cottage I'd saved up so long to buy and sighed. So many memories, all gone. My ex-wife Silvia stood there in her tight little black dress, her long black hair cascading over her pale skin. I could see her disappointment in me, but it was time to end it. She stepped forward, taking my hands and looking up at the brooding sky, dark clouds threatening to unleash a torrent of rain upon us. "For the last time, Greg, you don't need to leave. You can stay with us."[image: Image]

	I looked down at her, her thin frame on the 170cm body. She was so beautiful. Her dark Italian eyes that I always found so evil yet sexy almost convinced me to stay, but I couldn't. I needed to find myself. None of what I was doing was healthy.

	"I'm sorry Silvia. I'm sorry I'm like this."

	"But I said I'll end things with Craig if you want. I want to be with you, what don't you understand."

	"Will you have an abortion?" I asked her for the fifteenth time.

	"No, of course not."

	"Then go be with the father of your child."[image: Image]

	The fact became bitter again, disappointment mixed with anger. "You're such a fucking cunt." She said neutrally. [image: Image]

	"l know."

	"Fuck off."

	"Sure."

	And that was it. I had single-handedly destroyed a four-year marriage, and how? Well that's a good question. You see, you may be looking at this and saying, well she clearly fucked this Craig character, married to you, and knocked herself up, so what the fuck did she expect? And you'd be right. That's exactly what happened. She fucked him regularly and got herself knocked up.

	Except, nothing is black and white.

	Silvia started fucking Craig six years ago. I began dating her...six years ago. So what's the deal? Well, I was a student, [image: Image]and Craig was my best friend. We did everything together; we partied, we did drugs, we studied, we had a fucking awe[image: Image]some time, and yes, we knew each other well.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]I dated a dominatrix...a professional dominatrix...named Chrissie, or Crystal for her work. Craig knew the very next day. When Chrissie decided she wanted to punish me, she did so in front of my roommate and best friend...Craig. When Chrissie pegged me for the first time, she did so in front of Craig.

	Craig was awesome...until he wasn't.

	As I delved into submission, Craig delved into domination. My increased submission opened up ideas for him. It gave him an idea. But the problem was, Craig was a man with ideas but little influence.

	In stepped Francis.

	Francis was a rich blonde kid, a spoiled brat with money, and with money came influence. Remember that episode of the Young Ones? Alexei Sayle and the sketch about public schools? Bambi? Yeah, slam my dick in the door Sir Gyles or whatever? Yeah, that was Francis. Utter cunt.

	And so, Craig presented his idea to Chrissie, and both went to Francis. What if we could take women with submissive husbands and give them a stable of hot dominant men with big cocks to play with. Not just hot, dominant, and endowed, but rich too. Sugar daddies who were honestly capable of becoming the daddy.

	Of course, I hated it...Nah, that's bollocks. I'm a submissive, I loved it. Chrissie immediately fell in love with it.

	The app was born. A specialised service where background checks were run, including an honest assessment by trained [image: Image]personnel of not only penis size, but also stamina and constitution. A varietal DnD assessment of fuck partners.

	Chrissie didn't understand the rules. She left me soon after for some guy named Dean, via the app. Dean was banned, of course, but too little too late.

	“I’ll fix it for you." Craig promised.[image: Image]

	Suddenly, I'm being introduced to Silvia, a hot goth chick from my university. She was exactly my type, sharp smoky eyed, evil looking, and dominant. Our first date? Me being tied up, beaten, pegged, pissed on, dressed in sissy clothes, and watching her fuck Craig. It was the best first date ever.

	In my time with Silvia, I never once fucked her. Right now, you're probably asking what the fuck was wrong with me, but yeah, that was the relationship we had. I slept with Silvia, we dated, we had a lovely time together, we holidayed together, but we never, ever fucked. Even on our wedding night, I watched Craig and seventeen...yes seventeen men fuck her.

	So clearly, after that long, I'm the idiot for leaving my wife for getting pregnant with Craig's baby, but here's the thing. I made an arrangement with Silvia. If and when you want to have kids, I get considered. Not for sure, but I get considered. In this case, she went, "mmm...no." And then laughed. For me, that was nail number one.

	Nail number two came when mom turned up at my house and found me dressed as a sissy. All this time of dressing for Silvia and Craig, not once did she find out, but this time, a day after Silvia told me she was pregnant with Craig's baby, my mom turns up. It was a sign.

	The final nail came in the form of Asma...

	This is where things become a little controversial. You see, I was working for a software company at the time I met

	Asma. I wasn't a virgin by any means, but I was a person who had been locked up in chastity for a long, long time. At the time things were falling apart for my wife and l, I had to travel to the UAE for the first time. I was a little unknowledgeable about the place, other than it had a bit of a reputation for locking up people who were a little kinky. Anyway, given that I didn't want to be arrested, I convinced Silvia to remove my cock cage, an idea that Craig agreed with, after all, he had also heard about people being arrested there for less.

	The reason I needed to go to Dubai was because our local partner had been over-committing and under-delivering on their projects, and a huge client was getting pissed off with us. As the leader of innovation and development, I was sent to try to find out what the hell was going on.

	The local partner team were very friendly. Made up of regional people, supported by Indian imports as project managers, everyone seemed to be great, so I needed to understand why the client was claiming a shambles.

	Before meeting the client, I was given some advice on how to deal with the locals, namely, don't shake hands with local women, don't stare, especially not the client head of IT, Asma. Asma Khalidi was a local Emirati who had more than enough money, apparently, but was bored, so got a job. She studied in Switzerland and the UK, and was highly intelligent.

	So, into the meeting we went, and immediately, I found two major issues.

	One — one of my Indian project managers had a major issue saying no to a customer. Can you deliver this three hundred man-day development project next week? Yes! Can you give me a ninety percent discount hardware? Sure! No Dinesh, that's not okay!

	Two — Asma... FUCK ME! This woman was beyond hot! Sure, she was in black robes and a black hijab, but my god, what a face! She was the most seductive creature I'd ever seen. Distinctly Arabic looks, combined with dark sexy make-up. Wow, [image: Image]stunning. Yeah, I tried not to stare, but at the same time, I couldn't stop sneaking looks, to the point that she noticed and began rearranging her shawl all the time and smirking.

	The second visit to Dubai was for a meeting with the same customer. We ended up walking to another location, this was in the Summer, in +50 degrees, in a black suit. Yeah, I was fucking dying!

	"You must be hot." Asma said to me privately in her sexy Arabic voice, that smooth yet authoritative voice, mixed with the Arabic lilt.

	"Why?" I asked, rather stupidly.

	"The suit, the tie, this heat."

	"Yeah, but you're in that black get-up..."

	[image: Image][image: Image]She looked around, then smiled and leaned in close and whispered, "Yes, but who says I have anything underneath it?" I stopped and she continued to walk on. "Oh come on!" I whined to no-one in particular, probably the universe.

	This continued for a year, casual bizarre flirting, until one night, the doorbell rang on my hotel suite, booked by the client, and in walked Asma. The door shut behind her as I stepped back. Not a single word was said, she simply pulled the shawl off to reveal beautiful long brown hair, and then pulled her black abaya off to reveal very sexy, expensive black lingerie. Silk, lace bra, thong panties, suspender-belt, stockings.

	"You are scared of me, aren't you?" She asked me.

	"A little." I admitted.

	"Why?" She smiled, walking towards me seductively as I backed up.

	"l don't want to upset anyone." I admitted. "l don't want to go to jail for breaking local laws."

	She grinned cheekily. "Am I not worth it?"

	"Fuck yeah you are." I gasped, stopping in my tracks, but when she caught up with me, she pushed me backwards, forcing me to keep backing up towards the bed.

	"Get undressed."

	"Yes Ma'am." I said, stripping down as fast as possible. [image: Image]As she watched me, she said, "You are married, yes?"

	"Erm, sort of."[image: Image]

	“Sort of?”

	"We're not doing well. I'm going to divorce."

	She pushed me back on the bed and climbed on top of my naked body. I was hard as a rock already, so she pulled her panties to the side and lowered her soft, shaven cunt onto me. "That's good." She said, and I wasn't sure if that was in response to what I said, or to my penis entering her.

	We fucked all night, changing positions, switching to oral, everything. It was a night of debauchery. Of course, I had time to chat to her and ask what would happen to me if we got caught, to which she told me that nothing good.

	For her, I found out that she was one of three sisters and four brothers, but her parents were actually quite liberal, in favour of the modernisation of the region, and so on. She told me that whilst she wore the shawl and abaya, she wasn't really orthodox, but rather needed to fit in with her peers. “I'm Emirati. I need to keep up appearances." She explained.

	"But I guess your family wouldn't be happy about you dating a white guy." I asked.

	She shrugged. "Well, they'd get over it. I think you being married is a bigger issue."

	When I left for home, I felt a sadness. I had to go home to a marriage where I wasn't sure of my future, with kinks I loved, or I could stay in Dubai and never legally be allowed to date this Arabic Goddess.

	And so, I made my decision. If I ever wanted to start a new life, then I needed to give up on the old one. Yes, I loved being a sissy. Yes, I loved being a cuckold. But there are times where you need to grow up and say, I can't do this anymore, I have to be responsible. This was one of those times.

	When I sat Silvia down and told her that I was done, she broke down. I had never seen this woman cry, but here she was, on her knees begging me not to leave her. Never had I seen the slightest emotion from her to show she was invested in me, and now she kept repeating, why? She seemed genuinely confused.

	Even Craig seemed shocked, as if not noticing my own state of confusion these past few months.

	“Is there someone else?" Craig asked me.

	"Do you mean a man or a woman?" After all, Craig regularly used my mouth and anus.

	"Either."

	[image: Image]"No." I lied. "Never been the chance."

	They nodded but that just made them even more sad. Even Francis called me to ask what the hell I was doing. His little [image: Image]society was doing well, the last thing he needed was for an out-of-control sissy-cuckold to suddenly grow a pair. But even he couldn't stop me.

	No. I filed for divorce, losing everything funnily enough, given Francis had friends in the judiciary, I still felt relief. The home I had inherited from my grandmother was lost to Craig and Silvia, my parents were more frustrated with me for the fact that I had given away the old cottage to Silvia, than the revelation in court that I was a cross-dressing, bi cocksucker. But still, I felt free.

	As I drove that white van away, seeing my sobbing ex-wife in the rear-view mirror collapse to her knees next to Craig, I felt my first twinge of remorse. But then I remembered who was on an Emirates flight to the UK. I remembered who was giving up everything to be with me.


One

	GREG

	"You don't need to wear your abaya here, you know that right?" I told her in the car from the airport. She'd walked out of the arrivals gate in her full traditional garb, including the burqa this time, such that I didn't know it was her given her face was covered. But as I stood there waiting, she walked around me, then pounced on my back.

	"Boo!" She said, pulling back the face covering to reveal her young smiling face. "Hello sexy." She grinned. Her actions earned a look of disgust from others, fellow country-folk of hers, and white locals of mine, but I really didn't care about the haters, because we were in love.

	"Jesus!" I cried out, putting her down and spanking her bum through the thin black material, earning a giggle from her. Another Arab man stepped forward, but I don't think he was from the UAE. "You should be ashamed young woman." He told her.

	Again, she pulled back the face covering which had fallen and smiled at him. "Fuck off wanker." She said, and then turned to me urgently, "Did I say that right?"

	"Yes. Perfect."

	"Excellent!"

	Anyway, we were in the car, and I mentioned the abaya. She laughed and then pulled the skirt part of it up and revealed the sexy lingerie. "Don't tell me this doesn't turn you on." She purred.

	"Fuck, you're insane!" I laughed. "Yes, it turns me on."

	"I'll still wear it sometimes. I want others to see me with you. I want to be the worm who turn?" She asked, unsure of herself.

	"The worm that turned, yes."

	"Cool."

	And so began my relationship with Asma, my Muslim girlfriend. Yes, I'm white, atheist, pretty much anti-religion, but I loved her. This was going to be a relationship I did right. For the first few weeks, we pretty much fucked like rabbits. It started with condoms, but when one broke and I came in her, we decided to just go with it. She didn't get pregnant; I assumed she was on the pill...she wasn't.[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]Obviously, her parents and family got worried that she quit her job and ran away, even though this was a twenty-eight year-old woman, and that worry became anger when they found out she was shacked up with me. But they did love her, and regardless of their hatred of me, the white-devil, they still Facetimed her regularly.[image: Image]

	Given that I didn't have any debts, with what I earned, it wasn't hard for me to save money. We lived in a nice village in Buckinghamshire, paying rent, and Asma didn't have a hard time finding a job in IT with her level of expertise, ending up in an up-and-coming EV charge-point operator. Combining our resources, we were quickly able to afford a mortgage, and when we found a nice fixer-upper cottage in the country, we were set.

	By the time we were half-way done with the house, things with her parents had begun to settle. Asma would regularly show them the progress on the house and showed me hard at work doing manual labour. Suddenly, I wasn't such a bad guy, and their daughter seemed so happy.

	The breakthrough came as I was fitting a radiator using Yorkshire fittings. Asma had me on the iPad on camera and her dad Hasim was watching. "l could send ten Indians over to do that for you." He said to his daughter.

	"Daddy! I don't want your money or help." She whined, rolling her eyes. "Anyway, Greg is doing a fine job."

	There was silence as I tightened the nut against the olive, and then I heard, "Greg, how are you doing that without it leaking?"

	I turned to face the iPad in surprise. Even Asma had a look of shock on her face. I decided to go with it. "Well sir," I began. "A Yorkshire fitting works that the nut tightens the metal olive on the copper pipe to the bracket. Basically, it creates a metal seal without the need for additional work or welding."

	"That's very clever. I thought you need to heat them up." Hasim stated.

	"That's a solder-filled joint. You push the copper pipe in the joint and then heat up the joint to cause the solder to melt.

	They're good, but this is more certain. If you do get a leak, then a quick tighten does the trick."

	"Hmm...that's some fine work there."

	It was ground-breaking. Sure, he hadn't said he accepted me, but it was a step forward. And after that, the steps kept coming. They found out I cooked, they found out I helped around the house, took their daughter on nice holidays. Gener[image: Image]ally, they found out I was a nice guy. Then one day, I wanted to surprise Asma with a dish from her home. She talked frequently about her mother's maqluba, but the recipes online seemed to differ from region to region.[image: Image]

	Going for broke, I called Abdulla, Asma's mother, for the first time. It came as such a surprise to the poor lady that she began to panic that something had happened to her daughter. However, once I calmed her down, I explained what I wanted to do. By that time, her husband, Hasim, had joined her.

	"That is very sweet of you Greg." Abdulla noted, though she didn't go further than that. She did demand that she stayed on to guide me through the process. Essentially, I had to move the iPad around so she could see every move I made as I prepared the dish before Asma got home from work.

	Of course, the iPad was on the charger, but the camera still on, for when Asma came home to see the dish I had prepared. Both Abdulla and Hasim were watching and then rejoicing when Asma burst into tears of joy.

	"You are a good man, Greg." Hasim said over the iPad. "We should not have been so quick to pass judgement."

	I had earned my way into their hearts, much as I had into Asma's. For me, everything was decided now. I wanted to be [image: Image]with this woman, no matter what. I proposed a week later, but not without asking Hasim's permission, and that was no easy discussion.

	Hasim explained how it was forbidden for me to marry Asma under the Islamic faith, that the Qur'an made no such provisions. However, after a lengthy explanation about all the problems she would face back home, he followed that up with another sentence. "And so you would need to marry over there in the UK. You are Christian?" "Erm, no sir, I'm atheist." I admitted.

	He sighed. "Of course you are." He sighed again. "Then you will marry how? Some legal person?"[image: Image]

	"Yes, something like that."

	"Hmm. Okay. We do this in the UK, but my wife and I fly over to help with the preparations. If we do this, then we hire a castle and we do not spare any expense. Rather than a Muslim wedding, we make a fairytale one. That's if she says yes!"

	My mouth opened and closed like a fish. "So that's an okay from you?"

	"Okay...do you not want to convert to be a Muslim?"

	“It would be a lie, sir."

	"Yes, true." He admitted and then sighed. "It is the future, I suppose. And she is happy. Good luck Greg. I hope she says yes."

	"You mean that don't you?" I said, surprised.

	"Of course." The man chuckled. "She loves you."

	The moment I got down on my knee in front of Asma, in front of the November fifth fireworks, I didn't need to say a [image: Image]thing. I couldn't if I tried. She pounced on me with her kisses immediately. It was a solid yes. But then when the excitement of the moment washed away, she realised that she had an ordeal in front of her. This was my next moment.

	“I spoke to your parents already and got their blessing." I told her. Instantly, tears of joy ran down her gorgeous face, the slightly dark skin shining in the moonlight. "They said they want to help plan the wedding. Your dad said that if it can't be a Muslim wedding, then it will be a fairytale one. He wants to hire a castle." Again, Asma pounced on me, pushing me onto the park grass, squealing like a teenager.

	[image: Image][image: Image]Of course, the wedding was crazy. My parents and family were like ducks out water surrounded by the huge Arabic contingent from the UAE and Saudi. I thought that not many would come, given who I was, but surprisingly, our small wedding turned into a massive affair, funded by Hasim and Abdulla.

	When Asma walked out inside the old palace Hasim had hired, and I saw her in her wedding dress for the first time, I gasped. Her long flowing dress was gold and white silk, with a huge gold train. Her arms were covered in a gold mesh, and on her head was a white silk hijab shawl, again, tinged with gold which fell and covered her shoulders. She looked stunning.

	It wasn't until after the ceremony when I finally got her back to our room to change into more comfortable clothing, that I saw what else she wore as a wedding outfit. The dress fell to the floor, leaving her in just the hijab, white silk stockings, held up by a white corset; no panties.

	"You know what to do." She grinned, lying back on the bed. I dived between her legs and licked for dear life. This woman was a true goddess. A Muslim goddess, and I would worship her for the rest of my life. I brought her to two orgasms, and then she sat up on her elbows, grinning at me. "l love that you are so good at that."

	“I love doing it." 

	[image: Image]"l know! I can tell." She giggled. "Wanna fuck me now before you get too drunk?"

	"Yes please!"

	I dropped my trousers and dived with my five-inch cock into her. I fucked her as hard and as long as I could, before climaxing about two minutes later. Sure, I was fast, but I was never usually that fast. However, she didn't want to hear my apologies, instead she took it as a compliment. "l must look pretty fucking hot." She giggled again.[image: Image]

	Still, I felt guilty. So I did something I hadn't done with her before. I went back down and licked.

	"Oh you dirty boy!" She gasped, letting her head drop to the bed again, but this time grabbing my head with both hands and making sure I didn't change my mind. "Oh I like this! Yes, eat your seed. Eat it all!" She sang.

	After another orgasm, she let me up and asked where that came from. I shrugged as if it was nothing, but I knew it was anything but. That was the old Greg, the Greg I didn't want Asma to meet.

	As I watched her change into another dress, this one red silk with a red and gold hijab, she turned to me and asked, "By the way, who is Craig?"

	"C...Craig?" I asked.

	"Yes. Your cousin say he was your old best man? In your first wedding, correct?"

	I sighed, closed my eyes and wished this conversation would go away. "Can we talk about this another time?"

	Sensing this was a sensitive issue, she ran over to me and kissed my lips. “Of course, honey. Let's enjoy our day."[image: Image]

	With some relief, I took my wife's hand and led her back out, ready for the party. However, in the back of my mind, I knew that at some point I would finally need to tell her the truth about how I lost Silvia. Up until that point, she hardly asked about her, and I assumed it was because she didn't want to know. I would later find out that she blamed herself for the ending of my first marriage, and I suppose I only have myself to blame for that. But I honestly believed that had I told her the truth, then she would have been on the first flight back to Dubai, faster than you can say female domination.[image: Image]



	



	Two

	GREG

	The first month of marriage felt so lovely, so secure. Asma and I fucked on a daily basis, and I truly felt like the luckiest man on Earth to end up with such a stunning, intelligent and great woman. I never did have that conversation about Craig with her, nor did I discuss my first marriage, and I was grateful for that, but at the same time, I knew that sooner or later it would come up.

	Asma's IT project manager job was unfulfilling for her, because she was so used to dealing with large projects, but the [image: Image]company for which she worked was quite small. However, her work did not go unnoticed, and she quickly found herself headhunted by Raine and Doverman, the consulting company. Presented with the chance to be outsourced to large corporations, Asma jumped at the chance. When Asma found herself outsourced to Inatech, the huge software house, she was overjoyed. The money was great, and it was running the type of project she had trained for. On top of that, she got to work with a great group of people, or they seemed to be from what she described.

	Now, I didn't know much about Inatech except the stuff you normal hear about such corporations. I certainly didn't know that it was owned by one Francis Montgomery, the one and the same Francis who made the app for finding men to cuckold husbands and boyfriends.[image: Image]

	"So, I've been looking at things Inatech are responsible for, you know, software assets." Asma explained one evening.

	"And I thought they just did ERP systems and such, right?"

	"Right." I agreed, not really knowing what Inatech did.

	"But, it seems they built lots of things, apps for people, and so on. And well, they own a dating app."

	"A dating app?" I chuckled. "Seems a stretch for a business IT company to have a dating app."

	"Yep. Nobody knows about it. I asked. Apparently it was something the founder had put together at the beginning and it still chugs along."

	"Huh. The more you know." I said. We were in bed, post-coitus, reading. I was only really semi paying attention, I know I really should have been, but the book I was reading was holding my attention.

	"Anyway, this owner of Inatech, this guy Francis, He holds all the main access to the source code. Nobody else can access [image: Image]it." She told me.[image: Image]

	"Huh." I said. "Seems someone's a bit over-protective." I mumbled, reading on. And then it clicked. "Wait." I turned to look at her. "Francis? Not Francis Montgomery?"

	[image: Image]"The one and only."

	"Ha! Not that fucking ponce. Jesus Christ, that guy is a twat." I laughed. "l wonder if that app is the same one my ex-girlfriend and a friend came up with." I mused.

	"What was the app for?"

	"Oh, just dating." I lied. "But it never really took off."

	I could see Asma thinking about what I was saying, putting together pieces of a jigsaw puzzle in her mind. Her face went through various stages of confusion, before reaching the obvious response. "Wait! You know the CEO of Inatech? Personally?" She practically screeched.[image: Image]

	"Erm, yeah." I mumbled, knowing this couldn't go anywhere good.

	"So you could connect us?" She was beginning to get excited. "Maybe he could hire me directly! Get myself promoted!"

	I needed to find a way out of this. "Wouldn't you prefer to get yourself promoted through hard work?"

	The snort of her laugh spoke volumes, and given how hard she worked to get to where she was currently, it surprised me. However, she saw things differently. "l got where I was in the Emirates because my family is rich. Now I'm starting from zero again, so anything I can do to get a leg up, I'd be very happy."

	There was no getting around this, I simply couldn't let her meet Francis, the guy was a piece of shit pervert and the moment he found out that Asma was my wife, he'd be on her like white on rice. The best way to prevent this would be to tell her the truth...about everything.

	I sat her down and poured myself a whiskey. "It's a shame you don't drink because you're going to need one." I said.

	"Francis was a friend of Craig's." I spat out.[image: Image]

	"Your old friend? The one you fell out with?"

	"Yes." I composed myself before saying what needed to be said. "Craig used to fuck my ex-wife and my ex-girlfriend. In fact, in all the time Silvia and I were together, we never once had sex."

	For a long time, Asma stared at me, hardly blinking, showing no emotion. It felt like forever, the silence was deafening.

	Finally, she said, “I'm not sure I understand. Why would you allow this to happen?"

	I inhaled, preparing myself. "My first girlfriend, Chrissie was a dominatrix, professionally."

	Instantly, Asma burst out laughing. In fact, she was snorting and trying to hold back tears. "My god Greg. What were you thinking?"

	"I'm submissive." I admitted. "l thought you already knew that."

	She smiled and cocked her sexy head; her dark hair cascading down as she smiled at me. "l never really thought about it. I just thought you white men were calmer than our hot-headed men."

	I didn't want to go there. Honestly, I needed to somehow explain where I was in my life to her so that I would be secure that Francis, Craig or anyone else would not destroy my marriage.

	"Honey," I sighed, "l have kinks, and I like dominant women. You look dominant, and yeah, you are naturally tough, dominant. I love you for everything, but let's be honest, your confidence and dominance are what drew me to you."

	She smiled warmly and pulled me to her. “Okay, dominant, fine, but what has this got to do fucking other men?" 

	“I was a cuckold. I got off on watching my partners fucking other men, humiliating me, and well, doing other stuff." I said, hoping the catch-all at the end would be good enough. It was.[image: Image]

	"You do not want this of me, correct?" She asked, her face scrunching up a bit.

	"No! No, no. No. No no."

	"No?" She smirked.

	"Yeah, no." Again, I sighed, embarrassed. "But that is why I don't want to talk to Francis. If I talk to Francis, I'll no doubt have to talk to Craig, and to be quite honest, the moment Francis finds out who you are, he will hit on you. The guy is an absolute perv."

	The recognition on her face signalled that I had reached her. She nodded with a frown. We agreed that we wouldn't use that route. For the next few minutes, she asked for details on my previous relationships. She couldn't understand how I could live in a sexless marriage, but at the same time, she didn't understand the psyche of the submissive male.

	"Tell me about being submissive." She said.

	"What's to say?" I shrugged. "l like it when I feel like I'm serving, that I'm making you feel like a queen."

	She smiled, her face radiating. “I like this too."

	"Yes, but, I like being punished when I don't meet your standards." 

	Her smiled changed into a smirk. "You want I should spank you?"

	"Yes." I said, barely audible.

	"l can do that." She giggled.

	Obviously, secretly I wanted her to do so much more to me. Panties again, whipping, humiliation, and cuckolding; but at the same time, I so desperately didn't want that either. I felt like such a fool for being in a marriage which was really just abusive from start to finish. And yet, what I didn't tell her was that I constantly remembered those times when we fucked.

	I remembered my first marriage when I masturbated. I was obsessed.

	ASMA

	[image: Image]I hadn't really seen anything about dominating men. I mean, I had seen stuff, obviously, but in Dubai, you didn't see it on television, and I didn't read too much pornography there. I knew about spanking, but the revelation that Greg watched his partners have sex with other men confused me. What could he get from that? How can that possibly make him happy? I think if I saw him with another woman, I'd cut off his balls.

	Still, after he told me about this, I began to read more about women dominating men. I'm not going to lie, seeing these attractive women in shiny latex, screaming at men, hitting them with horse-riding crops, it turned me on. Did I understand why the men did it? No, definitely not, but if this was what Greg wanted, I would give it to him. But I would not give my body to another man!

	On my way home from work, I stopped by at Honour, a shop for latex clothing. In the UK, I no longer wore my abaya or headscarf, opting for dresses, or jeans and t-shirts. However, as I walked around that store, I ended up finding a latex abaya and niqab in various colours. My first thought was that it was a little silly to sexualise the Muslim faith, but then I realised that I shouldn't be so quick to judge others. It was as I realised this, that something occurred to me. Greg fell for me when I wore my robes and headscarf. In bed, when we fucked in the past, he often asked me to keep it on.

	"Excuse me, Madam." I said to the girl. "May I try these on?"

	"Of course."

	Getting the latex robes and scarf on was harder than I expected, but once they were on and I could see myself in the mirror, I actually found my pussy throb in excitement. "Asf ya Allah." I said to myself, apologising to god, realising that I too had sexualised my garb.

	I took everything, as well as some nice dresses I found. I also bought a riding crop, wondering what it felt like to hit a man with it.

	When Greg arrived home to find me stood there in the black latex outfit, the abaya and niqab, only my heavily made-up eyes visible, and holding the crop, his eyes went wide. Instantly, he dropped to his knees and began kissing my feet. Looking down on him made me feel powerful, in charge. Suddenly, I wanted to do more.

	"You're such a naughty boy, aren't you?" I said softly. "Hiding things from me. Dirty things which Allah would not be happy about, would he?"

	"Yes Mistress." He said, sending a surge of power through my body.

	I swung the crop, smacking his backside with it, but I knew that through his pants it wouldn't be as fun. "Take off all your clothes! Now!" I screamed.

	"Yes Mistress!"

	For the next hour, I made him crawl and bark like a dog, whipping him to do it better. But eventually, my domination of him made me too horny, so under the skirt of my abaya he went between my legs with his mouth, bringing me to multiple orgasms.[image: Image]

	This continued for the next days too. In fact, I found myself thinking about it during the day. Perhaps there was something to all of this BDSM and femdom stuff. Perhaps I needed to research it more.[image: Image]

	Then on Friday, for the first time, I met Francis. From how Greg described him, I thought he'd be a skinny guy, a strange upper-class wimp. I did not expect a well-spoken, but very muscular, handsome man, his huge muscular chest stretching his white shirt which he had unbuttoned at the top. I didn't actually get to speak to him at first, simply sitting in the large executive room at the back, listening in. But as the meeting ended and the room full of people filed out, I found myself drawn to him, that I needed to tell him who I was.

	He was talking to someone, so I hovered, waiting for my moment. I'm not sure what I expected would happen, maybe that he might take a shining to me and offer me a full-time role, but I knew I needed to talk to him.

	Francis gave me a look as he talked to the man, his eyes looking me up and down in a lustful manner. Suddenly, his conversation was no longer so important, so he placed an arm on the man's shoulder and said something about taking it [image: Image]up in a meeting another time. Then Francis turned to me.

	"Well, hello!" Francis said in a smarmy posh voice, but for some reason, it was so smooth that I didn't feel offended by his obvious misogynistic view of me. "l don't think we've met."

	"No, erm, Francis." I said. "I'm Asma Maitland. My husband is Greg..."

	"Greg Maitland!" He gasped with a knowing grin. "Well, well. Greg's clearly been hiding the treasure! What are you doing here, Asma?"

	"Well, I work for you." I said, but felt I needed to correct myself. "Actually, for Raine and Doverman. I'm outsourced to you."

	“I see. What a small world!" He laughed.

	He asked my role so I explained it, and when he asked how I saw things one week in, I told him my initial ideas for improvement, hoping he would find them interesting enough to hire me outright. Unfortunately, he listened, but said very little, just nodding along.

	"Well, we should get the gang together, discuss it." He said with a smile. "Would be great to see Greg again."

	"By the way, the app you created..."

	"He told you about that huh?"

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Actually, I found it. But I don't know much about it, other than that it wasn't successful."

	Francis burst out laughing and placed a hand on my forearm. "Oh, the app is very successful, for the purpose for which it is designed. One day, maybe you'll want to use the app."

	"But what's it for?"

	"Maybe a question for Greg. He loved it the most." He smirked. "Let's do dinner altogether. Maybe Sunday? Ask Greg."

	"Sure."

	Francis winked at me and moved to leave, but then stopped. "Where are you from?"

	"I'm Emirati." I told him.

	"An Arab? Interesting. I didn't think you were allowed to marry outside of your culture."

	"We're not meant to. But love is love."

	"Interesting." He began to walk away. "Tell Greg to call me, we'll set up that dinner."[image: Image]

	As I walked out of the meeting room, I wondered why I didn't feel bad about talking to Francis, or even admitting that Greg was my husband. I knew that I was going to have to tell him, and I knew that he was going to be unhappy about the situation. However, he gave me the chance to be his dominant, and if that was what he wanted, that was what he was going to get.

	FRANCIS

	Once again, Greg has scored, he thought, looking at the Arabic goddess walk away from him in that tight black shoulderless dress. And to think that she fell onto his lap. He desperately wanted to call Craig and let him know, but as he began looking for the contact in his phone, he paused. No, not this time. Craig got Silvia last time. This time, Francis was determined to get this Emirati princess.[image: Image]Francis was not oblivious to what Asma wanted. If she worked for Raine and Doverman, then that meant that she was underpaid and overworked. It would be better for her to work direct, better for him, better for her, but such consultants didn't just fall onto a lap, hence why they needed RAND.

	He stared at her tight arse, waiting for the elevator. He knew there'd be no dinner on Sunday. Greg will freak, that much was for certain, but that didn't matter. If this young lady was the go-getter he thought she was, then he could manipulate her career to his advantage, and then she'd do whatever he wanted. Maybe at some point, he could use the threat of taking her away from Greg, to convince him to become his little sissy bitch. Yes, plans were already beginning to form.

	 


Three

	GREG

	My heart raced with anxiety. She'd not only spoken to Francis, but she also admitted she was married to me. I knew Francis well. Asma was not only beautiful, but also exotic, which was exactly his type. Obviously, I tried to reason with her, but she wouldn't hear it, telling me that I wanted her to be in charge, so she made the decisions. Thankfully, by the time I called time and begged her to listen, I was able to explain that BDSM was about consent and here, I wasn't sure I could consent.

	"Okay." She nodded. "You're right. On items of BDSM, consent is critical. I've read that too. But this is my career, not some game." Shit. Yeah, she was right. Francis was her boss, regardless. I had no right to ask her to sacrifice her career, but I also knew that was what Francis was counting on.

	"He's going to try to fuck you." I said quickly, relieved to get it out.

	"You know him better than me. If you think he will try, then he will try." But then she took my hands. "Do you trust me enough to say no?"

	I actually laughed. She didn't know. Francis, like Craig, had a superpower. Once he got his hooks in, he would win her over. I sighed and shook my head. "Yes, I do, but it won't matter. You see, Francis has a charm that no woman, or man, can say no to. I'm sorry. But fine, I trust you."[image: Image]

	She smiled at me but there was something about that smile that made me raise a questioning eyebrow. Up until that point, she was full of confidence, nobody could stop her, but right then, it seemed that she was less confident. No, has to be my own issue, my own anxiety.

	Obviously, there wouldn't be a dinner, no way...but, well, it could help her career. At least, that was what I thought when I was masturbating in the bath that night. Maybe he'd come over for dinner and she'll wear some sexy lingerie, and that little black dress she wears to clubs. Maybe he'll take her in his arms, kiss her. She'll resist at first, but then she'll melt into it, she'll want it. Her hands will trapse down his body and will grab his cock through his pants. She'll feel the size of it, the fact that it is slightly bent, fat, hard, long.

	"Babe?" I called out, squeezing the tip of my five-inch dick under the bubbles.

	"Yeah?" She said, walking into the bathroom. "You drowning?"

	"Er, no. I'm thinking that maybe we do the dinner. I trust you. If it helps your career, then let's do it." There was no stopping my hypersexuality. I needed to at least give her the chance to find out more about him, to discover how good cuckolding is.

	[image: Image][image: Image]For a long moment, Asma didn't say a word to me, just standing there watching. Then she stomped over to me and reached into the bath, grabbing my cock. Immediately, she began to wank me fast, grinning sadistically. It took me all of twenty seconds to cum, and then she pulled her hand out of the water.

	"We'll have dinner at a neutral location." She said, "But no, it will not be based on the fact that you are horny. Stop imagining me getting fucked by him, it's not going to happen."

	"l know."

	"Stop!" She snapped, and then slapped my face. Not hard, but enough to get my attention. "Stop this right now." She told me. "Look at me and tell me. You were thinking about me cuckolding you, weren't you?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	"And now you've cum, you don't want it, do you?"

	I did. I still fucking desperately did. "l...do."

	"You do? Really?"

	"Yes. I want it in my dick, but not in my brain." I explained. "I can't explain it, I'm sorry, but I dream about it, I think about it, but I know it's like an addiction. I have to fight it."[image: Image]

	Watching me for a moment, stroking my hair, she then picked up the shower and washed my hair, massaging my scalp as she did so. She didn't say a word to me, just washed me, stripping down every so often, until such time that she could climb into the bath with me. But then she took my hands, looked me in the eyes and said, "an addiction is usually something damaging. You can work. You function. You live, right?"

	"Yes." I admitted.

	"Then this is not an addiction, it's a sexual fetish." She explained. "It’s part of who you are. You can't help it, but overdosing on it will not harm you." She kissed me, then leaned back again. "But, just because it is your fetish, doesn't necessarily mean it is my fetish. So I hope you will appreciate if I don't want to do it."

	"Of course!" I told her, aghast at the idea that she might be feeling that I'm forcing her into something.

	With a smile and a kiss, she climbed back out of the bath. She hated the things, believing the longer she stayed in the more wrinkly she'd become. After drying off, she left the room, leaving me feeling relieved and happy. Doesn't necessarily mean it is my fetish. The words played back in my head. Necessarily. Hmmm. Was that just a language issue? Perhaps. Appreciate if I don't want to do it. If...if...

	ASMA

	It would be mean of me to dismiss his fetish outright. Was I going to demean myself enough to fuck another man in front of him? No, of course not, but at the same time, if it was something he needed, I was not going to rule it out completely. At some point, he might realise that I would not be able to provide him his needs and leave me. No, I needed him to feel that I could give it to him.

	Yet, that night, after we made love, he fell fast asleep and I opened my eReader to a book about the psychology of cuckolding.

	It's important to make the distinction between cuckolding and cheating. Cheating, by definition, is non-consensual.

	Somebody is sneaking around and doing something behind their partner's back. In cuckolding, everybody knows and agrees to what is happening.

	Interesting. So really, this was something that everyone was meant to enjoy and agree upon. Okay, makes sense. From what I read about BDSM, consent was key. But why would a woman want to do it? Why would a women in love want another man?

	When people feel that shame and guilt, it prevents them from talking to their partners about it and ultimately prevents them from getting what they want when it comes to sex. This creates a cycle; people are dissatisfied in their relationships because they're not getting what they want, but they don't feel like they can ask for it, because of that shame.

	Hmm. At some point, he might fall back into that cycle. I would need to make sure he didn't fall back into that cycle. I needed him to feel like he shouldn't be afraid to talk to me.

	For the woman, it is a realised sense of control. The ability to take ownership of her own body, setting free boundaries. It usually builds strength, confidence and improves body-image, make her feel attractive. If the marriage is on firm foundations, and both agree to cuckolding, then more often than not, cuckolding vastly improves relationships, and can be very sexually liberating for the woman.

	I never considered this. My upbringing taught me that men who felt the need to objectify a woman by staring at her beauty were perverts; I never thought it as power over them. Truly, a beautiful woman, with a strong personality, could control any beast, especially a man. Perhaps by allowing Francis to want me, by flirting and dressing up for him, I might be able to control him.

	My hand reached for my shaved pussy, playing with it. I had long masturbated, no matter what scripture said about such evils, self-pleasure was important to me. I pictured myself flirting with Francis, walking around in short skirts, tight clothes, and him wanting me. Yes, I felt so powerful! He'd promote me faster than ever! But in my mind, the pictures changed. His hands were on me now, and his penis was out, fat, huge, erect. No, this was too far; this wasn't what I wanted... And yet I continued to masturbate as I pictured him entering me, pounding me, making me...

	Oh fuck, yes. Yes. Maybe... Maybe I could.

	[image: Image][image: Image]No, I couldn't think this way. I would be faithful to the man I love, not matter what his perverted desires may ask of me. I would not succumb to the charms of another. I am stronger than that. However, as the weekend continued, things began to feel hotter in our household. For some reason, Greg was horny all-day Saturday, taking any opportunity possible to fuck me, which I enjoyed. But it was only in the evening, after he had texted Francis and after Francis had confirmed dinner, that things changed. Greg was so horny that he could barely last a minute before climaxing, and then for the second time ever, he did something that shocked yet intrigued me. He licked me out with his cum fresh inside me.

	Now, I should have been disgusted by that, but instead, I found myself purring like a kitten, telling him to get his tongue deeper, to clean me. And in a brazen act of perversion, I said, "Clean Francis' cum from me!" Just saying those words made my quiver from excitement. Never had I felt such lust in all my life.

	Still, even with this renewed vigour and desperate sense of desire, I knew that this was just a game. I would never, ever allow another man to take what belonged to my husband. Never.

	FRANCIS

	The grin on his face spoke volumes, a self-confident smirk which told the man sitting opposite him all he needed to know. That all this was happening on a perchance visit to Craig and Silvia's place was the icing on the cake. Obviously, neither of the couple were surprised that Greg was reverting back to his usual self so soon after getting married, but Francis had a sneaking suspicion that this time, Greg was less involved in the decision.

	Silvia was in her negligee, black chiffon. The baby was asleep, which was good, because frankly, Francis couldn't stand kids.

	"Are we doing this?" Silvia asked with a snap, causing Craig to cringe in embarrassment. Ever since Greg had left, she'd been indifferent to everything, and Craig knew that the only reason she stuck around was for the baby. And honestly, if it was up to him, he'd be gone already.

	Still, Francis stood and began stripping down, glad to test out the woman after she'd finally got her post-pregnancy weight off. She looked better than ever, so he hoped that her pussy still felt tight.

	As Francis entered her, he watched as Craig took her mouth, and he wondered if perhaps this time it wouldn't be more advantageous to keep Greg sexually involved too; at least at first. Not later, of course. Maybe making him feel like he was part of Asma's journey would make him less likely to baulk. He needed to fuck Asma though, the girl was like an Arabic supermodel. How the fuck Greg managed to bag such a hottie was beyond him, but great that he did. He hadn't fucked an Arab before, but he had always wondered what they were like.

	Ploughing away at Silvia's no longer tight pussy, he realised that he needed someone new in his life. Once Asma belonged to him, there'd be no talk of pregnancy or shit like that. How ridiculous of Craig to think that would keep Greg there. Idiot.

	Eventually, Francis came inside the woman and pulled out, telling Craig he could have sloppy seconds if he wanted. "Doubt you'll feel anything though." Francis said, "she's a wide as cheddar gorge in there. Fuck's sake woman, do more Kegel exercises." He snapped.

	"Fuck you, Francis." Silvia snapped back. "Get a bigger dick."

	“I don't think they make them that big." He said, before turning to Craig, "Make sure to punish her for that later."[image: Image]

	“I will." Craig assured him. "Twenty strokes."

	"No, please, I'm sorry Master." Begged Silvia as Craig pounded her pussy. “I'm sorry!"

	"Too late, you fucking bitch." Francis sneered. "Just cause you had a kid, doesn't mean you shouldn't fucking make yourself ready for your owners, does it?"

	"No, you're right. I'm sorry." She said, panting as she thought about the punishment she'd get later, climaxing on Craig's dick.

	Francis grabbed his things and told Craig he'd let him know if there was any progress after dinner. As he drove back to London, he wondered how quickly he'd win Asma over. Perhaps the best route would be via her job in the company, but also maybe he needed to start to grease up the gears with Greg too. Where was it he worked again? Oh yeah, Darelek Robotics. Small up and coming Al company...something which was missing from his portfolio currently.

	Pressing the touchscreen in the car, Francis called his lawyer, Erin Swanson. Erin had been his right-hand since college; a hot, tall black woman who not only knew about Francis' proclivities and encouraged them, but did an excellent job cleaning up any fall-out when things went wrong.

	"How was she?" Erin asked the moment she answered the phone.

	"You could fit both your fists in her pussy and she wouldn't know you were there." He laughed.

	"Ouch. You tell her that?"

	“I told her to do Kegel exercises."

	"Yeah, not sure they work as well as you're thinking, but good luck with that. Why are you calling? You know I have my stepson here."

	Francis stifled a laugh. Stepson. The kid was nineteen, and she was thirty. She'd married a rich white guy after convincing him to leave his wife. Basically findommed him and ruined his family, then ruined him, sissified him and took all his money. Now she was doing the same to her stepson, who was likely prancing around her house in lingerie and a sissy dress right at that moment. Why? Because she could.

	"What do we know about Darelek Robotics?" Francis asked. "What are the chances of acquiring it?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]”I know they're doing some awesome things around guidance systems for BAe, and if the new laser anti-ballistic missile thing works, then they stand to get rich. Why?"

	"Well, I want Al in my portfolio."

	"Obviously." She agreed.

	"And Greg works for them." He said, then heard the chuckle down the line.

	"Is this about the Muslim girl?"

	"Yeah."

	"She's hot. Seen her around. Don't know if she's a billion dollars hot though."

	"Think it'll be a billion?"

	"It's Al. You don't buy Al companies the same way you buy normal companies. Take the value you perceive it has and three x it, then maybe you're there." She explained, and he sighed, realising it was an expensive gamble to get Asma into his stable. However, Erin continued. "But, my feeling is the laser will work. I'm hearing rumours, and once it does, then a [image: Image]billion offer will be a joke."

	"You think it'll go up by that much?"[image: Image]

	She laughed. "Honey, you know how much these companies are worth? The US government has been trying to get their laser to work, as have the Israelis. None have been successful. If this one works, then pretty much all of NATO and her allies will snap it up. You could be looking at a hundred billion. It's only because the others never made it work that people are hesitant to buy the company."

	"So it is still a huge gamble." He told her.

	"What is a sure thing? My advice, let me do due diligence, but if it smells good, buy it."

	It made sense. And honestly, even if the laser failed, it didn't mean the Al would be the problem; it would be usable elsewhere. He nodded to himself, picturing the control he could have with that much money, not that he needed more. "Do it. I want a report by the end of day Monday."

	"You'll have it." She replied. "Now if you don't mind, I have a long tentacle strap-on on my crotch which is quite heavy when you can't hold it, and it belongs in this white sissy's arse."

	"Very good. Have fun Erin."

	"Oh I will."

	The call ended and he allowed himself a smile. If the plan worked it would be a win-win. And then there would be no escape for Greg; he wouldn't run away from a potential cash-cow, nor would he allow his professional career to be ruined.

	He'd be trapped.

	 


Four

	GREG

	Fuck! I thought she'd dress down, be more conservative for the dinner. I even proposed we meet him at a restaurant, just [image: Image]like she had said, a neutral location, but she had changed her mind since then. Why? In the end, this would be a homecooked meal, and she would dress up pretty for it. Pretty? Sure. Fucking sexy? Hell no! In her loose-fitting black silk minidress, her B-cup breasts braless underneath, the nipples poking through the thin material; when she moved, the short skirt floated around, revealing the lace tops of her self-holding stockings. No, this wasn't the conservative, morally acceptable outfit of a young Muslim lady, this was the sexy come fuck me look of a horny slut!

	Of course, Francis couldn't help but comment. Never one to hide his feelings towards a sexy woman, he kept quipping about how HR could be such a nuisance and asking me if I was the one doing the spanking at home. Obviously, before I could answer that one, Asma laughed humiliatingly at the question.

	"Somethings never change, do they Greg?" He said with a wink. I decided not to respond.

	Over dinner, Asma made a point of saying how much she would prefer to work directly for Inatech, rather than for Raine and Doverman, to which Francis agreed that it would have some benefits. However, he also reminded her that Inatech's contract with RAND specifically prohibited poaching. If he was caught, it could be devastating for the company. When Asma heard that, she seemed visibly deflated, the wind taken out of her sails. She hadn't considered the legal implications of her contract or the contract with Inatech.

	Seeing Asma's guard down, Francis struck. "Of course, I know one of the owners of Raine and Doverman; Hayes Doverman. He's a golfing buddy of mine. I could put in a private word, say that you and I have a more personal relationship with each other."

	Asma's eyes lit up. She just heard the positives and had failed to read between the lines. "Would you?" She gushed.

	"That would be amazing."[image: Image]

	"Obviously, I'd want you to work directly for me, so I could use you as needed."

	"Of course! That would be even better." She told him, and whilst I could definitely hear his double-entendres, I wondered if she did to, or if she was purposely ignoring them.

	As dinner went on, Asma continued to talk about everything she could achieve for the company if she was actually part of the team, but I could tell the Francis' mind was already elsewhere. "Did Greg tell you about how we met?" He asked loudly, interrupting her. I knew where this was going.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Yes, he did." She replied softly.

	"And what do you think, dear?" There was a fire in his eyes. I knew what he was suggesting and he clearly thought he [image: Image]had a moment to strike early, but I knew he was playing his hand too soon.

	"l think that I understand why he did the things he did, but I know that as a Muslim woman, albeit liberal, I could not do those things myself." She explained. It was clear that she had thought about her answer already, hoping that the use of her religion would be enough to silence any further discussion. She was wrong.

	“So, if it were not for your religion, you would try it?" He asked with a smirk.

	"l don't know." She said slowly. "l cannot begin to comprehend how I would be without my upbringing. I just know that being with more than one man during my marriage is counter to my ideals. I do not feel the need to indulge in such things, and I do not understand why I would want to."

	He inhaled, pulling his head back, and then nodded. "Then let me ask you another question. If Greg sucked a cock because you ordered him to, would that be cheating or would that be part of a game?"

	"Part of a game, because he would not want to do it, but rather would enjoy being forced."

	"What if he wanted to do it, wanted to be with another man, but also wanted to be with you?"

	She paused, looking at me, then looking away, thinking about the question, and then nodded. "l don't mind. If a man is bisexual, then it must be very hard to ignore such desires, in the same way that if I desired a woman sometimes, I would ask him to respect when I need to satisfy such desires. But I would be very unhappy if he sort consort of another woman because that would mean I'm not satisfying him at home. It would be an insult to me."

	Again, he nodded, this time with a knowing smirk. "Interesting. But then answer me this. Now that you know that he needs to see the people he loves in the arms of others, in the same way that a gay man needs a man, do you not feel that by not taking a lover, you are taking away a portion of his happiness?"

	Asma's mouth opened and closed but no sound came. She didn't have an answer for him. Instead, she changed the subject to talk about the app. Francis explained that it was an app for hot-wives to find lovers based on select criteria.

	"So you can find anyone you want to fuck you?" Asma asked. "You put your needs and tastes in, and they select you?" "You also have to input details about your husband, his likes and dislikes, limits, and your expectations of him." I told her. "It's pretty detailed."

	“It doesn't look like it has a lot of users." She said.

	Francis leaned forward. "We don't want a lot of users. You need to get invited to the app, but it's not a dating app like Tinder. You need to be a part of the group. You need to be vetted." He said. But then he said, "You and Greg are already pre-vetted. Your login is your initial and surname together, and your password is your Greg's sissy name."

	Asma burst out laughing. "You have a sissy name."

	My face began to burn, swelling with embarrassment. "Er...yeah."

	"What is it?"

	Really, I should have called time on this conversation, but my submissive nature wouldn't allow it. My dick was telling me to tell her, but my brain was saying keep it locked up. Given that my dick was not in chastity, my dick won. "Candy Cotton." I mumbled, only to be greeted by howls of laughter.

	"Oh my god, that really is a sissy name!" Asma laughed.

	"And he looked so perfect as a sissy." Said Francis. "You should ask him to show you his pictures, and read all the porn he's written."

	"Wait, wait, wait, wait! Photos? Porn? What? Where?" Asma asked, leaning forward and allowing the loose top of his dress to fall forward, exposing her dark brown nipples to both the men.

	"Erm, in the attic." I sighed. "On an external hard disk."

	"You need to show me later."

	The three of them chatted about other things, with Francis talking about Sylvia and Chrissie. He told her about Chrissie's part in the app and how she was still around. Then she told Asma about Sylvia's baby and how the only reason she got pregnant was because of Greg. That was only semi true. It was Sylvia's fantasy to do it, but she didn't want to at first, that she said she would have sex with him for the first time on his thirtieth birthday and she'd consider getting pregnant with him.

	"Yeah," Francis said, "But that wasn't what happened, right?"

	"No." Said Greg sadly.

	"No." Francis smiled. "You ended up begging her to get pregnant with Craig, to force you to raise his child. She didn't want to do it, but still, you pushed and pushed."[image: Image]

	“I know."

	"And so you ended up leaving her."

	I burst out laughing. Francis didn't know the whole story. Sylvia hadn't told anyone what she had planned to do.

	“Is that what she told you?" I asked him.

	"No, it's what Craig told me."

	Again, I laughed. "Of course. Except that wasn't it at all. You see, Sylvia planned to dump Craig. She wanted to end the cuckolding, to have a normal life. I would have been left to raise Craig's child, but without the benefits. She was going to abandon everything."

	[image: Image][image: Image]For the first time in my life, I actually saw Francis surprised. However, it was Asma's reaction that surprised me. "So why are you with me? Why didn't you find someone to dominate and cuckold you?"

	“I love you, that's why." I told her. "l didn't plan to meet you, I didn't plan to fall in love with you, but I'm glad I did. Honestly, I don't expect you to cuckold me, and to be honest, I don't know if I even want it because I'm so scared of losing you. Sylvia dated me because she wanted someone to cuckold. Chrissie was a dominatrix. You are neither."

	Smiling, Asma leaned forward and kissed her husband. "But I am your Mistress, aren't l?" She purred.

	"Yes Mistress." I gasped, feeling my cock harden in my pants.

	"I'm not going to cuckold you though."

	Realising that he wouldn't get any further, Francis stood and thanked us both for the dinner, saying he really needed to be on his way. We walked him to the door, with me shaking his hand, and then he moved to Asma, moving in to kiss her [image: Image]cheek. What she did shocked the hell out of me.

	She stepped close to him and then tilted her head, placing her lips on his and pulling him in for a long passionate kiss, one which saw his hand travel to her breasts, her arse, her pussy. As she panted, he pushed her against the wall, taking her hand and placing it on his huge cock. She gasped and kissed him once again, then she dropped to her knees and opened his pants, pulling out that huge cock and blowing him to a spectacular orgasm.

	Without a word, I watched her stand, walk over to me, and then kissed me, pushing a metric fuck-tonne of hot cum into my mouth, our tongues swimming in the bath of Francis' seed, before she pulled back to allow me to cum.

	"One and done." She said, mainly to me.

	"Of course." Francis replied.

	ASMA

	My fucking knickers were soaked. It was sheer determination on my part not to bed him, and if Francis didn't get out of that door soon, I was going to take that fucking mammoth cock and shove it up my cunt. Of course, the moment Francis was out I pounced on my husband. His dick was already hard, so I pulled down his trousers and sat on it, riding him at high speed to bring myself as fast as I could. We actually came at the same time, and I wasted zero time climbing off him and sitting on his face, feeling the cum leave my body and into his mouth. "Yeah Candy, eat all that lovely cum, suck it all down. God, I should've let him fuck me, shouldn't l?" I felt him nod vehemently underneath me.

	I'm not sure what came over me at that moment, but I needed to do something, I just felt it. The moment the urine left [image: Image]me, I felt such a huge sense of power that I simply couldn't stop. I knew I should have felt bad for pissing on my husband, but I needed him to see that I was in charge, that I would decide what we do, that I would decide if and when I fucked someone else.

	Standing, I didn't bother looking down at my urine-soaked husband. Instead, I walked upstairs, showered and changed into my long red silk robe. Greg followed me into the bathroom and once I was done, he stepped into the shower.

	"Thank you for doing that, Mistress." He said.

	"Shut up, Candy." I told him, pissed off. Bit by bit it was dawning on me that this one night told me more about my husband than all this time together, and it was bothering me. "Shower, get changed, and go to bed. We will talk tomorrow, but I'm pissed off with you."

	"I'm sorry, Mistress."

	I slapped him hard around the face. "l said, shut up!" He immediately shut his mouth. "Go to bed, Candy."[image: Image]

	Once I heard he'd gone to bed, I walked to the upstairs spare room and pulled down the hatch to the attic. Instantly, the light turned on and I climbed up. I hadn't been in the attic before, but there were a lot of moving boxes up there, some of which I knew were mine, old Arabic bedding and items from my old house in Dubai. However, behind those, I saw five large boxes which I knew to be Greg's.

	[image: Image][image: Image]The first box I opened was stacked full of pink, red and purple satin, lacy dresses. All were Greg's old sissy dresses. I pulled one out, holding it up and smiling, noting how short and kinky it was. The next box was filled with toys; whips, strap-on dildos, even a fucking huge tentacle of some sort, clamps, cuffs, ropes and chains. So many sex toys that I wondered if he hadn't robbed a sex shop or something. Under those toys was a box of CDs and a huge old external hard disk. Putting that small box aside, I continued through the other boxes. The next one was packed full of more sissy dresses, sissy outfits, tops, skirts, and more. Another box, lingerie, sissy lingerie. Finally, the last box...

	"Holy shit." I gasped.

	Bags and bags of latex clothing, all in size S, not his size. It had to be stuff for Sylvia, but why did he take it? For now it didn't matter. I grabbed the smaller box and headed down the hatch. I would deal with the rest of the stuff during the week.

	With the hard disk plugged in, I opened it up to find nearly five hundred gigabytes of videos, photos, and documents. I was blown away by how Greg looked as a sissy, the make-up, the extravagant dresses. There was a tiny metal cage on his [image: Image]cock, a chastity cage but one which made his dick disappear. It turned me on.

	I spent hours that night watching my husband suck cock, take a dildo up him, even that fucking tentacle! His stories were phenomenal though. Although graphic in nature, I found myself drawn in by the descriptions of the woman's psyche as she cuckolded the man. The feelings he described were very similar to the feelings I felt at the door with Francis.

	After reading for an hour, for the first time, I realised that perhaps I could cuckold Greg. Maybe, one day, in the right setting. But one thing was for certain, I wanted to play with him. I wanted to try being the boss bitch at home, I wanted him to want to suffer for me.

	 


Five

	ASMA

	The phone call from Raine and Doverman came at eleven, a notice that they'd reached an agreement with Inatech to transfer me over to take a full-time role with them. As such, I needed to stop by the RAND office to transfer my PC and phone, [image: Image]and sign a contract. Minutes after that, I received a request from Inatech HR for me to stop by and sign the contract of employment with them. I decided to do that first, before handing everything over to RAND.

	The position was for Tech and Solutions Counsel to Legal and the Office of the CEO, and the salary was double from the outset, something I hadn't been expecting. I signed the contract, then headed over to RAND to sign-in the equipment and terminate my relationship with them.

	My new office was on the tenth floor of the building, right next door to Francis, and our in-house lawyer, an imposing, very beautiful, tall black woman named Erin Swanson. She introduced herself to me as I was setting up my desk, telling me [image: Image]how much she looked forward to working with me.

	"By the way, I heard Francis had a lovely time with you yesterday." The woman smiled, winking at her. The look on my face must have told her everything she needed to know, so she placed a hand on my shoulder and said quietly, "Francis and I are similar. He tells me everything, so don't be afraid. Besides, if and when you decide to experiment further, maybe we can play too." Erin didn't wait for a reply from me, instead walking away, letting me focus on the sway of that sexy round behind in the tight black pencil skirt.

	Coming from the background I did, I never thought about another woman sexually, but if I was to be with a woman, then one which looked like Erin would be perfect. Still, I wasn't going to let myself get swayed. The dinner had served its purpose, I got myself promoted. I would need to thank Francis.

	Turning to the large wooden door leading to his office, I knocked and waited. Moments later, I heard, "Come!" I stepped inside the large office to find the attractive man sat behind a large modern wood desk. "Ah! Asma! As-salamu alaikum!" I smiled and bowed a little. "Wa-alaikum-salaam." And unto you peace. "l wanted to thank you for the new role and for arranging this."

	"No problem at all. Hayes fully understood the situation." He smiled. "Do you like your new office?"

	"It's perfect." I walked towards him, suddenly feeling a desire I knew I shouldn't have, but I felt so grateful, I knew that I needed to reward him. As if assuming what I wanted, he rolled his chair backwards slightly. "Really I am very grateful." I purred, dropping to my knees and reaching for his fly.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Why don't you show me how grateful you are, Asma?" He grinned, running a hand down the side of my face.

	My mouth found his shaft instantly, expertly taking it and enjoying the feeling of it growing inside me. I sucked him to full erection, and as I closed my eyes, I could see the images of Greg from the photos and videos, seeing him as a sissy, watching others take his ex-wife. I don't know what came over me right at that moment, but I stood and bent over the desk face forward, pulling up my skirt. Behind me, I heard the chair move and I found myself smiling. "Fuck me." I whispered.

	"l knew I'd get you, but I didn't imagine it would be so soon."[image: Image]

	"Greg cannot know." I told him. "l want this to be for me, not him."

	"l understand." He said, as he slid my little black lace thong down my legs.[image: Image]

	“I read his stories. There was a theme to all of them. A theme I never really considered when I thought about his fetish. "

	"Yes. It's what we all love about this lifestyle. It's a bit different than the normal cuckolding lifestyle." Francis told me as he teased my folds with that huge bulbous cockhead. Then he pushed forward, eliciting a hiss and a moan from me as that massive rod stretched me wider than any other penis in my life. "He likes to see people he loves, fall in love with others." "Why is that so incredibly exciting?" I asked, my eyes fluttering closed as I felt him continue to push inside me.

	"Because it is like a deep sense of ruin, of loss. It is not just about handing over control, but it's about losing it entirely."

	"l read, ungh...oh my god!" I could barely speak, his dick was that good. "l read and thought maybe one day I could do it. Then there was a story that broke me. The story of the man becoming the sissy slave forever, and the wife falling in such deep love with her lover, but getting to keep both. And I realised, this was what he wanted, but more importantly, I wanted it too."

	"Your pussy is so tight." Francis murmured. "I'm glad you want that, but I might not be the right lover to fulfil that for you."

	“I know. But you can get me hungry for it."

	"Indeed."

	For the next twenty minutes, he fucked me six ways from Sunday. Never had I had so many orgasms without the man coming. It awoke a lust in me I never knew I had in me, and whilst this was probably a mistake, probably too much of a change in one go, I knew I had to do it again, and again.

	"She looks fun." The female voice of Erin said. I hadn't heard the door open; I was on my back on the desk now, so I turned to look over to see the hot woman walk over with a seductive smile.

	"She was just thanking me for the new role." Explained Francis as he continued to pound me.

	"Excellent." Erin said, stroking my face. Then she undid her blouse and pulled her right breast from her black bra, before presenting the nipple to my mouth. Her moan as I suckled it was all the encouragement she needed, herself latching onto [image: Image]my breast. But then she backed away, all the way to the black leather sofa in the corner, hiking up her skirt to reveal a clean shaven cunt, no panties.

	"Up." Francis told me, and I jumped off the desk. "Crawl."

	I knew what he wanted from me, so I crawled over to Erin, my eyes glazed over in excitement. The moment I latched my mouth onto her pussy, I knew this was something I would enjoy. But no first should be alone, and the next first was about [image: Image]to happen, as I felt a cold liquid applied to my anus.

	"Ever had anyone fuck you here?" Francis asked, pushing a finger in and out of me.

	"No." I breathed as I licked.

	"Great. I get to take this from Greg." And then I felt him pushing into me. I hissed in pain but he was careful, slow, taking moments to allow me to get comfortable, and then eventually he was in. I felt so full, so stretched, but at the same time, I felt so dirty. There was no reason for me to love this so much, but I did. I screamed, begging for more, harder. As I licked pussy, I did so noisily, a harlot desperate for debauchery. This was me now. In less than twenty-four hours, I'd gone from a [image: Image]woman saying she would never cheat, to one wondering why I was ever so stupid to be vanilla.

	"I'm not going back." I breathed out loud. "I'm never going back."

	"Good girl." Erin purred.

	After all of us came, we talked about the plan for Greg. I told them that it would be very easy for me to come clean to Greg and I'm sure he would love it, but then he would question things. Francis agreed, stating he would need to set the wheels in motion to make sure Greg was fully on-board and thinking all of this was of his making. When I found out that he might be buying Francis' company, I felt another bout of warmth in my loins. It was so dark, so evil, but I wanted it to happen, I wanted Greg to want to become the person in the stories.

	“In the meantime, darling," Francis began, "I think it is time you downloaded the app and took a look at who your future partner might be."

	I grinned darkly. "l think so too."

	GREG

	That evening, Asma seemed different, more dominant yes, but also more distant, like she was hiding something from me. I knew she got the promotion and move she'd wanted, that Francis had come through for her, but in the back of my mind, she'd already begun sleeping with him. No, that was stupid; she was liberal, yes, but liberal from that background did not equate to liberal here.

	[image: Image]She was home before me, and as I usually did after a sweaty day in the office, I changed out of my shirt and trousers, showered, and then put on more comfortable clothes. Imagine my surprise when I went to my underwear drawer to find all my male underwear replaced by my old sissy underwear. Still wrapped up in the towel, I sat back on the bed and sighed. The problem was not that the underwear was there, not that she was getting dominant, but so far in my life, things in the BDSM sphere always seemed to fall apart for me. Asma did not come with the experience of BDSM, and honestly, it scared me a little because I felt she might let the power become too much for her.

	"Asma, honey? Can we talk?" I called out. A few minutes later, she was in the bedroom and she saw the open drawer and my demeanour.

	"Did I do something wrong?" She asked instantly, and I realised the fear on her face was genuine.

	"No, of course not." I sighed, then tapped the bed next to me. She sat down. "Look, I don't mind wearing this for you. I don't mind becoming Candy for you. I'd like that actually very much, I like, no love, female domination. But, handled incorrectly, it can destroy marriages."

	She tapped my leg with her hand and smiled. "Don't worry honey. I've been reading about it for weeks and I understand. I think we can have a lot of fun together, but I also understand how fragile the male ego is. What I will say is that I enjoy the idea that you would do something so humiliating as to destroy your masculinity and submit to me. I think it is one of the most romantic things you can do, and I encourage you to do it. I want you to do it. But if you don't love me enough..." 

	My eyes widened in horror at the blatant manipulation. She knew what she was doing, and I loved it. 

	"It's not about not loving you...You did it for your other partners, right?"

	"Well...yes, but..."

	"So you'll do it for me?"

	I gulped, and then in a resolute voice, I said, "Of course."

	"Of course, what?"[image: Image]

	"Of course, Mistress."

	"Good sissy. Put your girlie clothes on."

	She didn't go anywhere, just watched as I found pretty pink polka dot satin thong panties, the edges trimmed with lace. I slipped them on and was about to move to get a t-shirt, when she coughed purposefully, nodding towards the matching bra. I nodded nervously, and slid the bra on.

	Upon walking into the closet with my clothes, I found all my sissy dresses hanging there, neatly placed onto hangers.

	Next to my t-shirts were my sissy tops and crop-tops, and next to my trousers, I found my skirts.

	Now, you're probably thinking that now is the point where I go into the shower again and shave my body hair, but nahahah, I'm one step ahead of you. I had all my body hair removed years ago by electrolysis. It is quite funny that Asma never mentioned that though. I wonder if she thought that white people didn't have body hair or something.

	Anyway, I digress. I had a choice to make. She didn't specifically say I should put on the sissy clothes, just the lingerie, but looking at my old dresses and clothes there, I felt excited to be wearing it again.

	Before I did anything though, I opened a small drawer and retrieved an old metal box. From there, I took a small navel stud with a pink gem on it. I looked down at my skinny flat belly and slid the gem into the hole I had there. Next were the nipple piercings, the small stud in my left nostril, the plastic one in my tongue, and the two in each ear. I considered the Prince Albert too, but decided to leave that until later.

	The puffy hot-pink satin wench crop top felt good on my smooth body, a welcome reminder of who I really was. The matching satin and lace skater skirt felt so much more comfortable than any trousers. Then, I found the bag full of my old make-up and carried it into the bedroom and set it up on the dresser next to Asma's.

	Asma was still on the bed when I walked in, but when she saw me, she gasped and clapped with glee. She watched as I put out the make-up on the table, and asked if I was going to put some on. I did, of course, but not too much, just some eyeliner, shadow and lipstick.

	“I didn't know you were pierced." She giggled.

	"Do you like it?"

	“I love it!" However, then she stared at my mouth, allowing herself a chuckle. "Oh I need to try that." She said, pulling my head down to her crotch.

	For the next few days, dressing up at home became the norm, and in bed at night, I found myself in nighties again for the first time in ages. Not that I minded, but now Asma didn't bother calling me Greg anymore, choosing instead to stick with Candy. In fact, it became a bit of an issue, because on her regular phone call with her parents, she accidentally said that Candy was busy in the kitchen. They asked who Candy was, and she needed to quickly improvise. "The maid."

	"You finally have a maid!" Her mother stated. "Good for you!"

	It all came crashing down around me when Harry Jenkins, CEO and founder of Darelek Robotics, called us into a meeting room. Given the company only had thirty something people working for it, we all fit in nicely. Harry announced that he'd had an offer to purchase the company for eight hundred million pounds, and that he was going to take it. The room was aghast.

	"Please tell me it isn't Musk!" Someone cried out.

	[image: Image]"It is not Musk. It's a British company, and one which is really aligned with the way we work. There'll be no layoffs, and if anything, you will all be getting those raises you were due for sometime now."

	I raised my hand. "Erm, but we know the guidance system is going to work, as will the Al controlling the laser itself. We don't need the money, and the company will be worth far more once it releases."

	"The project is already behind schedule, Greg." He sighed. "Yeah, I trust you all, and believe in the product, but it's a huge gamble. A company like Inatech won't be in a position to purchase us after we go live with Project Arclight, and yeah, we might end up stuck with someone like Musk." I stood instantly. "Wait, wait, wait! Inatech?"

	"Yes, why?"

	"Francis fucking Montgomery?"

	"Yes, you know him?"

	"Oh I know him personally. My wife works for him, which has to be some sort of conflict of interest. The guy is a fucking pervert who bangs every woman in the office."

	"Your wife included?" Asked Max, one of the junior techs from the other department.

	I turned and gave him a dark, angry stare. "Probably. I wouldn't put it past him. He's a fucking lawsuit waiting to [image: Image]happen."

	"And yet his plans for Darelek are beyond our expectations." Harry stated. "I'm sorry Greg, whatever personal issues you [image: Image]have with Montgomery need to be put aside. I'm doing this deal. It's in the interest of the company."[image: Image]

	Without saying another word, I stomped out of the meeting room and called my wife. "Did you know about this?" I snapped.

	She knew exactly what I was talking about, which meant she was fully briefed. "Yes, but I couldn't talk about it."

	"It's an expensive way to manipulate me." I seethed.

	“I honestly don't know what you are talking about, Candy, but I don't like your tone. As to why we are buying the company, it is because it is a shrewd investment. You know it as well as we do. Darelek will be worth a fortune."

	Trying to calm myself, I looked at it from her point of view. Inatech was a growing British software powerhouse, but it would never be a great like Microsoft. But with a company like Darelek under its belt, it had the potential to be one of the biggest companies in the world, and it would open up huge potential for the Al. "Are you honestly telling me that the thought that you could manipulate me didn't enter yours or Francis' head?"

	The line was silent for a moment, and then she said, "Of course it did, Candy."

	There it was. My eyes closed and I nodded. "So you are fucking Francis already?"

	"Yes."

	I felt my cock stiffen in my panties. Rather than get angry or scared, I took a deep breath and asked, "Did you hide this from me because you were scared I would freak out, so wanted something to make sure I had no choice but to stick around?"

	"Clever sissy." She giggled. "Yes, of course. I love you sweetie and I want to make you happy. But I was scared my lack of experience would freak you out. I didn't want you to panic. I hope you are not too angry with me?"

	"Honey, Mistress, I'm anything but angry." I relaxed and finally found myself really getting horny. "Will I get to watch?"

	"l will discuss it with him. Perhaps yes."

	“I love you Asma. I love that you are doing these things for me."

	“I love you too Greg." She told me, saying my first name properly for the first time in nearly a week. "And I have to admit, I enjoy cuckolding you."

	That evening, I was home before Asma. I dressed up in a pretty pale blue satin maid's outfit, did my make-up, put on my high heels, and a long blonde wig, then tottered around the house cleaning and cooking. It was as I was working on the food that I got a text message from Asma.

	“I have a date tonight with a potential boyfriend, found via the app. Don't wait up, will go directly from the office."

	Fuck!


Six

	ASMA

	This was actually my second date with Hassan, not that I told my husband that. The first was a coffee during lunch hours on Thursday, with the promise to meet at his place to fuck on Friday. I call it a date because this was actually a test of how sexually compatible we were. A Muslim like me, Hassan was originally from Saudi but moved to the UK ten years prior. He was not orthodox, didn't pray, and liked to drink but only after dark. That said, like my husband, he liked to see women in the abaya. "l think it adds mystery." He said. I let him know that I didn't wear the abaya, burqa or niqab in the UK, but he was quite firm, stating that if we were to date, then he would want that, saying that he would expect me to be naked or in lingerie underneath, and ready to fuck.

	And so I changed in the office, putting on the robes I'd taken from home, and the niqab over my face, leaving just my [image: Image]eyes in view. Francis made a perverted comment about getting his dick under the niqab as I left.

	So how to describe Hassan? Tall, short dark hair, dark eyes, a short black beard, neatly trimmed and styled, huge muscles, and as I was to discover, a dick the size of a tree. Yes, if Francis' dick was big, then this thing was colossal.

	He didn't waste time when I arrived, slamming me against the door and feeling me up through the thin material. Soon I was on my knees and sucking that huge thing, taking it down my throat under my traditional mouth covering. When he finally threw me over the kitchen table and pulled up the skirt of the abaya, he finally commented, noting how sexy I was in the stockings and suspender-belt.

	The cock was huge, but boy did he know how to use it. The way he moved his hips made his dick feel bent, like it was touching places no other cock did. I screamed in delight, begging for more. Sweat poured from me, this was the best sex I'd ever had.

	We fucked for two straight hours before taking a break to drink water and talk about expectations.[image: Image]

	"If we do this, then I will expect you to put your sissy in chastity." He said.

	"l understand, and yes, I agree." I told him. "But I want him to service you too, from time to time. I'm not sure of your stance on that."

	“I don't fuck men." He said. "But a sissy is not a man. He is no man in my eyes."

	"Good. Of course, this will take time."

	"l understand that." He paused. "Did Francis explain the app properly?"[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He had, on Wednesday. The app was not just a dating app, but it was also used for Masters to share their slave girls with other Masters. It was not about money, no money was exchanged, but there was an expectation that I would need to attend parties and events where I would be used by other men. I was told I would not be able to meet any man from the app until

	I agreed to those terms.

	"So I'm kind of like a free whore?" I asked Francis.

	"Yes. It is up to your Master to decide when you work and how. We have a bar too, where you might be expected to dance or entertain people."

	I turned to Hassan. "Yes. It is up to you to decide how you want me to be used." "l expect you will be used a lot. But not by white dicks. Black or Arab only."

	"And Francis?"

	"He's the boss..." Hassan nodded, meaning there wasn't much Hassan could do about that. "Look, I'm looking for a girl who is open to all of that, playful, but will know who she wants to come home to. In a month, I'm hoping that you will wanna come home to me, not that shitty white sissy."

	"But I want to keep him." I said, worried that Hassan wanted me to get rid of him.

	"Oh hell yeah. But he'll be kept as our bitch, not anyone worth respecting."

	"Of course!"

	"He'll stay your husband in name only. But you will love me."

	"That's what I want too."

	It was gone midnight when I left his place. Given the distance, I had considered staying the night, it was what Hassan wanted, but I knew that Greg would be going out of his mind, and without a chastity cage on, I didn't want him getting worked up over nothing. There were multiple types of cage in the toy box, I would need to get them out and try each one on him.

	It was gone two when I got home and Greg was awake watching television, dressed in a puffy pink satin babydoll nightie, the outside of which was covered in a thick white lace. On his legs were white stocking socks, complete with pretty white bows on them.

	"Hello Mistress, did you have a nice night on your date?" He asked, dropping to his knees in submission.

	"Yes I did, Candy." I smiled, stroking his hair. "He fucked me hard all evening. His name is Hassan, I met him from the app, and the good news is that he is Arab like me."

	"That...that is good news." He said nervously. I knew what he was thinking, he was thinking that if I find an Arabic man, then I wouldn't want to be with him, but that wasn't the case. No, I wanted to play, and any man who tried to control me [image: Image]and put me in a corner would soon find himself out of my life.

	Still, the show must go on. "He came inside me. It maybe getting dry now, but if you like you can lick me clean."

	"Yes please!" He said, jumping to it.

	There was something so right about him licking me after being unfaithful. Much as I had promised myself just a week ago that I would never do it, I'd moved so fast, submerged myself in pleasures of the flesh, but to be honest, I didn't regret a second of it. Never had I felt such joy, such control over my own destiny.

	I felt something move inside me, something suddenly pour down. A gloop of cum slid out of me into his mouth. He swirled it in his mouth for a bit then swallowed, which made it even sexier for me.

	"Good sissy! Eat that cum!" I purred.

	The most important task was at hand though, to get him into chastity. After letting him lick me to climax, I left him covered in my juices and walked into the attic, taking the box of toys down and dumping it in front of him. Reaching in, I found the long heavy strap-on tentacle. With a laugh, I pulled it out and asked how the fuck it fit. "It's too long, it's too fat."

	"It's less than fifty centimetres." He told me. "Erm, I've had it all in me many times."

	"What?" I screeched. "How?"

	"Lots and lots of training."

	I wanted to try it. "Can I use it on you?"

	He shrugged. "Sure, but I need to guide you, otherwise you can do damage."

	"Of course."

	He reached into the box and pulled out a huge plastic jar of special lubricant, explaining that I would need a lot of this. Then he helped me put the harness on, before clipping on the heavy toy. I would need two hands to guide it in, but strangely it felt interesting.

	Stripping down to bare lingerie, panties off, he knelt down on the bed and began telling me to apply lots of lubricant, making sure to put fingers inside him. Once he was happy to allow me to enter him, he told me to push very slowly. The thin tip entered easily, so I moved in further. As it started to thicken to three fingers thickness, he told me pause. I held there as he breathed, then he told me to push in a millimetre at a time.

	By the time I was eighteen centimetres in, he told me to slow a little, then he raised himself on his arms and placed a hand on his belly to the left. He pressed a little then told me to push very, very slowly. Suddenly, he was panting, pressing with his belly. "Rock back and forth, just a little bit, but push as you go back in."[image: Image]

	I did as he asked, my mind completely blown by what a trained anal slut my husband was, but he was completely right; as I moved in, the tentacle moved further in, until suddenly, something happened and it moved forward faster.

	[image: Image]"Shit! Are you okay?" I asked him.

	He chuckled. "Yeah, it feels amazing. You can push in in a smooth way now."

	A minute later, I was fully inside him and I was blown away. I didn't think it was humanly possible, but a fifty-centimetre tentacle, twelve centimetres wide at the back, was all the way inside.

	"You can fuck me now." He moaned.

	"Sure." I gasped. Okay, so I was getting zero physical pleasure from this, in terms of penetration and such, but my god it felt so fucking awesome. "Oh yeah, oh you fucking slut!" I moaned, getting off on the simple act of raping my husband's [image: Image]anus with a ridiculous sex toy. Soon I was rocking in and out, not huge movements, but enough to have him screaming to be fucked, begging, pleading for more, about how good it was. He was so horny that he was lost in the world of female domination and cuckolding, telling me that he was my slave, my slut, my submissive, begging me to fuck Hassan more, to keep fucking him and Francis; and I was loving it too, telling him I would, telling him I would fall in love with Hassan and move in with him, making Candy my permanent sissy fuck toy. Yes! Yes! He loved it, he wanted it, please make it happen, [image: Image]please, promise, promise!! "Yes I promise slut, I promise!"

	He came without even touching his cock. The moment that happened, he told me to move out of me, slowly and carefully. I didn't want to hurt him, so followed his instructions.

	"Did you mean everything you said?" He asked me. I understood the libido, I understood that men changed after a climax, but I didn't realise that men who came from anal sex, from milking, didn't lose their libido.

	"Did you?" I asked him.

	"Every fucking word!" He panted with a huge smile.

	"Then I did too." I grinned. "l fucking love this! I love what you've introduced me to. But Greg, I love you the most. You have shown me life is a lot more fun when you let go."

	"l love you too, Mistress. I will serve you forever." His words ran through me like a flame, setting me alight with desire.

	With the tentacle lying on the floor, I needed just one thing from him...another orgasm from his pierced tongue.[image: Image]

	FRANCIS

	The office tour was as dull as Francis expected it to be, given that it was a software house, but ever the professional, he smiled and pretended to be impressed by titbits of information shared by the Darelek team. Then he was introduced to the group head of innovation, and for the first time, Francis' smile was genuine.

	"Greg!" He announced. "What a pleasant surprise."

	"Ah, yes, I understand you two know each other." Harry stated, shooting Greg a look which made Francis raise an eyebrow.

	"We do indeed." Greg said, holding out a hand to be shaken, hoping that Francis didn't say something to embarrass him.

	Francis took the hand and shook it.

	Greg was then asked to explain his role, and then the tour moved on. It wasn't until Francis was back in his Rolls Royce, being driven back to London, that he called Erin and filled her in on everything. However, that wasn't his reason for calling. "Obviously, in the interest of cost savings, it makes sense to move that entire office to our tower and end the lease, right?" He stated.

	"Indeed." She chuckled, knowing where he was going with this. "And Greg would be on our floor, obviously."

	"Obviously." He said smarmily. "l want that sissy on his knees servicing me. But, before we can achieve that, I think I'll set up a dinner with him, just him and me, get him on my side."[image: Image]

	"Don't scare him off." Erin warned.

	"Erin! What do you think of me? No, no, young lady, I plan to woo him, get him excited about being my little cocksucker.

	By the way, I understand Hassan has plans for Asma. I had rather hoped that Asma would be more of a representative for the club, but I think Hassan expects her to quit her job?"

	"No, don't worry. He expects her to quit this job, but to work for us at the club. He brings a lot of Middle Eastern people [image: Image]in, and you know how they love to spend."

	"Don't they prefer the blonde girls?"

	"Yes, sometimes, but they also like to see one of their own as a whore."

	"Will she go for it?"

	"She will, so long as we vet who will see her. Don't forget she's from Emirati high society. She can't afford to get recognised."

	Francis snorted. "That's what the burqa is for isn't it?" He sighed. "Okay. Good, I want her promoting the app in the Middle East circles too. I want more hot wives on there. I want that club filled with sluts who can't get enough cock."

	"What about the sissies? They'll get angst."

	"Why darling, the sissies will work as waitresses and cleaners."

	"Ah, good point."

	He ended the call and then dialled Greg. The man answered immediately, his voice a quiver with nervous excitement. Francis grinned, feeling the pull he had over him already. It was just a matter of time and the passion would be fully reignited in Greg, and soon enough, he'd be back where he had once been with Craig and Sylvia, this time without the bullshit around it.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Greg, great to see you today buddy!" Francis sang into the phone. "Listen, I understand your lovely wife has plans for tonight, so wanted to see if you were available for dinner? Some place nice, I'm paying."

	"Erm..." Hesitation. Francis knew that Greg desperately wanted to say yes, but being out of the game for so long had left him weak. "O...okay. When and where?"

	"How about Dorsia? Seven o'clock?"

	"Sounds good. See you then."[image: Image]

	Francis grinned and then made one more phone call. It was time to bring the old team back into the game. Whilst Erin made a good point about Hassan, he also knew how protective Hassan could be, and sometimes he wasn't a team player. [image: Image]The risk that Hassan might turn around and say no to the game in the long term was too high. Francis had to hedge his bets. One thing was for certain tonight, though, was that he needed to make sure Greg played ball.

	GREG

	When Francis made the rounds in our office, I could barely stand for fear I might randomly become erect. This man, a multi-billionaire, had not only just bought our company, but was also fucking my wife, and knew first hand that I liked to dress up as a sissy and be submissive. Part of me feared what he might say or do, but the other part of me wanted him to expose me for the sissy I was. However, when he later phoned me saying he wanted to talk over dinner, I began to question what he might want of me. In all honestly, never once did Francis really show an interest in me. Sylvia and Chrissie, sure, Craig definitely, but never me.

	Dorsia was one of those hip places. I could see it being popular for about five years, and then the head chef will end up going somewhere else and the place will disappear. For now though, I was glad that Francis was footing the bill, and not [image: Image]me. The prices were scandalous. I suppose they had to charge such prices to pay for the extravagant interior, the strange, almost Picasso-esque chandeliers, the gold plating, or the black marble flooring. The extravagance was over-the-top. "I'd recommend the gold-leaf soft-shell crab burger to start with, and then the fish-scale salad with fried spiced crickets." The waiter told us.

	Francis smiled at the man, and then said, "The Chilean porterhouse, medium rare. Surprise us with the sides, but no fucking insects."

	"As you wish, Sir." The waiter smiled, ever the professional. "From the wine menu, we have a very nice Le Petit Mouton..."

	"Fuck that. Bring me the 2014 Petrus."

	"It's five thousand pounds a bottle, sir." The waiter said, earning a glare from Francis. Such insolence to be told the price of a bottle as if he might struggle to afford it.

	"Well fuck me, really?" Francis screeched loudly, "Then fucking bring me three!"

	The waiter's eyes widened. “O...I didn...Yes sir, right away sir."

	As the waiter scurried away, Francis eyed him with disgust. "Fucking little shit. Does he think I'm just some Joe off the street? I have a standing reservation at this place. Got a good mind to speak to the owner."

	"He looks young. Probably new."

	Francis frowned. "Yeah. Still." He sighed, calming himself. "So, how are you getting on? You know, with all this?"

	My scared brain wanted to tell him how much I hated it, keep all the truth of my emotions to myself. However, obviously, the true was far more straightforward. "I'm enjoying myself. I love the change in Asma, the confidence in her, but obviously, I'm nervous."

	"What are you nervous about?"

	"It’s not what Sylvia did that makes me nervous, but what Chrissie did. She was young, didn't know what she wanted, didn't play by the rules, and I ended up alone. Asma isn't young, but she's inexperienced. I'm worried that she won't understand boundaries, and the fact that we all need to be happy."

	Nodding, Greg could see Francis processing all of this. "Yeah, I see your point." He mused slowly, before frowning. "l wonder if Hassan is the right guy for her. Don't get me wrong, he's a lovely bloke, and he gets the lifestyle, but I want to make sure he's willing to share."

	"I’ve never met him, but I'm trusting that after the incident with Dean, you have the app sorted so that people like him can't get on there."

	Francis shrugged. "We've made improvements, obviously, got financial penalties for those who break the rules, but at the end of the day, it is impossible to stop someone from leaving you. The best way to do that, is communication."

	He was right, of course, but it didn't settle my nerves. "You're still fucking her too, right?"

	"Yes. As is Erin." He told me, as if reassuring me that my wife was fucking more than just Hassan. "She's a great lay. I appreciate you sharing."

	"Erm, yeah, sure, no problem." I mumbled.

	"Which brings me to my next topic, you. I don't want this going wrong the way Sylvia and Craig fucked it up. At the same time, I am thinking about involving them. I want them to guide Asma, try to explain the rules to her."

	That was actually a good idea. Whilst Sylvia wanted to step out of the lifestyle for the sake of the kid, she did know it very well. If anyone could teach Asma right and wrong in femdom, then she would be perfect. "That's a very good idea, actually." I agreed.

	He smiled. "Right? But I also want you more involved this time. I want to be more, hands on, with you. Take you under my wing, per se. What do you say?"

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Erm, I guess thanks." I replied, unsure what that entailed. Did he want me involved with the app, or with his nightclub? Before I could think about his proposition too much, he changed the subject and began asking me about the company and my thoughts on Harry. I explained that Harry had a great vision for the Al within the company, but the moment it started to have military applications, he found himself lost. The truth was, Harry accidentally came up with a strong and powerful Al engine, he developed it into something so powerful that it makes ChatGPT look like clippy. The problem was he then didn't really know what to do with it. It wasn't until I spoke to Marc Ferman, of Lance and Ferman lasers, at a conference, that we put two and two together.

	"So it's really thanks to you we are where we are?" He asked.[image: Image]

	"Not really, no." I said, not wanting to seem like all the success was down to me. "Without Harry's Al, we wouldn't have anything."

	"And Harry still codes?" He asked.

	"Oh, no. We have a team for that now."

	"Would you say the team has improved the Al?"

	"Massively! The Al is maybe a little too powerful now. We spend more time building limitations into it than anything else."

	“Interesting. What did Harry want to do with the Al when you started?"

	"Fuel pricing." I told him. "He wanted to apply it to fuel pricing."

	"Doesn't someone already do that?" Francis asked, noting that Dow Jones had recently bought a company for just that.

	"Okay." Francis nodded. "But the company is profitable. You're already selling the Al, right?"

	"Yes, a version of it is used in cities for urban planning, waste management, route planning and so on. Then a sublicensed version is used by a company in Israel for the latest update to the Iron Dome. That's via Motorola, of all companies."

	"Holy shit."

	I grinned. "That was a big one. Ninety-eight million dollars."[image: Image]

	We talked as we ate, the conversation making me relaxed and comfortable. It was good talking with Francis about technology because he got it, it was his bread and butter. We skipped dessert, preferring a good single malt to settle the stomach.

	"Could we apply the Al to the app?" He asked. "See who is the best fit?"

	"l don't see why not? Heck, get access to a public database of personal data and you will be able to tell who is a closet sissy before they do." I joked, but he didn't see the funny side. If anything, I got him thinking. "But how would we do it ethically?" He mused.

	"We can't. I was joking."[image: Image]

	"Hmm... Let me talk to Erin about it. Maybe we can start small. We have a few thousand people in Inatech, maybe that would be a good test bed." Then he looked up and smiled. “So how did you and Asma meet?"

	I explained that we had a project with a company in Dubai that handled the distribution of goods to the official Emirati owned metro stores. Asma was one of the project managers.

	"Not often you can convince a local Arab lady to run off with an Englishman." He pointed out.

	"Love is love."

	"Indeed."

	He paid the astronomical amount for the food, then grabbed our things. I was there by train, so I asked him to have his [image: Image]driver drop me at the station, but he wouldn't hear of it. Instead, he instructed the driver to drive us both to my house, some hour and a bit away. When we arrived, I felt it my duty to invite him in for a nightcap. He agreed. Inside, I poured him a whiskey and handed it to him as he stood there. Then with a grin, he placed the glass onto a small table and placed his hands on my shoulders.

	"You know what to do, there's a good sissy." He said firmly.

	The situation overruled my senses, and without second thought, I nervously dropped to my knees and opened his trousers. Once his shiny boxers were down, his cock hung free. My hand reached up, massaging it to life, then I leaned forward and took it in my mouth, just as I had done on many occasions in the past.

	Above me, I heard the sound of photos being taken, but my training from the past taught me to never question anything whilst I was giving head. To be honest, it felt good to be sucking cock again, it was something which I always enjoyed doing. Yeah, I know that sounds gay, but I didn't find men attractive or want to fall in love with one, but when you first suck cock and you realise it isn't bad, you take on a different perspective on things.

	"Did Craig fuck you?" Francis asked.

	"Sometimes." I replied, taking the cock out of my mouth with a plop.

	"Hmm. Bend over the sofa." He said.

	I shuffled over to the sofa and dropped my trousers, bending over. He moved behind me and I heard him spit; his aim [image: Image]was perfect. Then without wasting any time, he pushed against my hole, forcing it apart. I knew what to expect and I knew how to react, pushing out to open up to him. The head slid in, causing that familiar sting. Given the abuse of the tentacle recently, I was still a little sore down there, but I didn't mind, I enjoyed the feeling.

	[image: Image]My chastity cage banged on the soft part of the sofa which was a little uncomfortable, but I dared not say anything. Francis wasn't wasting time with warm-up, he just slammed in and out of me, using me as a receptacle for his cock and cum. And cum he did. With a grunt of finality, he shoved himself forward, pressing my face into the sofa and then unloaded inside me.

	"Good lad." He snorted, pulling out of me and reaching for a tissue to wipe himself off. "Looking forward to getting that on a regular basis from you."

	Did I want this to become a regular thing? No, definitely not, or at least, I couldn't comprehend it in my mind.

	"Listen, I want you to encourage Asma to focus on me rather than on Hassan. It's my fault, I shouldn't have given her access to the app so soon, but we can fix that, right? I've taken a bit of a shining to her, and would like to take her out on the circuit, be seen in the limelight with her. A top billionaire CEO and his Arabic wife would make for good press."

	Wife? Did he say wife? "Wife?" I asked.

	"Well, obviously. But she was the one who ticked new husband, keeping sissy slave on the app. I think her plan has always been to divorce you and get a new husband."

	My eyes widened. No, unacceptable. The moment Francis left the house, I texted Asma, asking when she was coming home. She didn't reply, so I called her. After the tenth ring, she picked up, but she was panting and the sound of rhythmic slapping was coming down the line.

	"What?" She snapped. “I'm getting fucked, what do you need?"[image: Image]

	"Come home."

	"l will be home tomorrow evening, you know that."

	"Come home please, Asma."

	In the background, I heard whispering and the sex noise stopped. "What's the matter?" She asked, concern in her voice.

	"Did you click the new husband option in the app?" I asked her.

	"What?"

	I asked again. "Did you?"

	For a long moment, she was silent, then she said, "Yes I did." 

	"Why?"

	"Because if we do this, and you become our sissy maid, my parents will want to see a husband. A male husband. If you come out as a sissy to them, then they will disown me, or worse, they will come get me and take me home. If I tell them I left you because you were a sissy, but I married another, especially an Arab man, they won't mind." She explained. But then she sighed. "You were always part of the picture though. I never want to lose you." I sighed and shook my head. "Please come home." I told her.[image: Image]

	"If that's what you want." She said, with sadness in her voice. “Of course, I will."

	[image: Image]"Thank you." I said, and ended the call. It was late, but not so late that she couldn't get back here with time spare to talk. I needed to put an end to all this before I turned my life upside down. I had promised to get myself out of this cult-like behaviour, but just when I thought I was out... Yeah, I'm not going to breach some sort of copyright here. You get the gist.



	



	Seven

	ASMA

	I hated driving with tears in my eyes, but there was nothing I could do to stop the constant flow. At that moment, I felt stupid, that I rushed headfirst into something I didn't want in the first place, and now I was going to end up with nothing. Sure, Hassan was a good fuck, but there was a reason I fell in love with Greg and not another member of my community, it was the love and respect he showed for me, the fact that I felt like a free woman. Now I was going to throw all that away. I didn't even know what to say to him. It was all so confusing, because I wanted him to be my submissive, I wanted him to be my sissy, I wanted to take him further into submission, but how could I do that when my parents would visit, would ask, would know? They were liberal, yes, but not that liberal.

	"I'm sorry!" I cried, falling into Greg's arms as I stepped through the doorway. "I'm so sorry! I don't want to lose you." [image: Image]"Hey, hey. You're not going to lose me." He told me. "l just want to set boundaries. I don't want us to divorce. I don't want to lose the opportunity to be your husband."

	"But you are a sissy. I love that you are a sissy, I want that for you! It's so fun, and honestly, it makes me feel powerful.[image: Image] Can you imagine such a feeling of power for me, a woman who never thought I would experience such feelings?" I cried.

	Recognition flashed across Greg's face, and suddenly I saw him frown, but it wasn't a frown of anger but a frown of disappointment in himself. "l never thought of it that way." He mumbled. "But what good would all that be if we are divorced?"

	"You'd still be there."[image: Image]

	"As long as Hassan wants me there."

	"He would, but I'm not even sure if Hassan would be the one. It's all so new. I promise you this though, no new husband would take you away from me."

	Greg shook his head, clearly himself trying not to cry. "l think we need to stop this. I married you because I loved you for [image: Image]you. I'm happy to roleplay at home, but the cuckolding thing, it's too risky, it always was."

	My heart broke. He got me excited about this, he made me feel strong, capable, and now he was asking me to pull myself back. Of course, I loved him too much to say no, but in my heart, I knew I would miss it. “If you want me to stop, we'll stop. I'll end things with Hassan." I also knew I'd need to quit my job with Francis. There was no way he'd let me just stop.

	"And I'll quit Inatech."

	"You don't need to..."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Stop!" I said, holding up my hand. “I do. Francis and Erin have expectations of me, expectations I agreed to. If I stay, then I don't know if I can help myself. I need to quit."

	"I'm sorry." Greg said softly. I know I should have been angry with him for making me do this, but in the end, I made my bed. It was my blind ambition that led me to fuck Francis and Erin on that first day, when I could have said no. I started it. Yes, it was Greg's fantasy, but he never pushed me or forced me; if anything, he had tried to isolate me from it and I kept on digging.

	I sighed and shook my head. "You have nothing to apologise for. It's all my fault. You tried to keep this hidden from me, and I know why. It must be hard for you, and it will get even harder now that you've had a taste again. Look, sweetheart, if you decide you simply can't and you want to start this again, then we will have a proper talk about decide how best to do it, but for now, fine, I'm your Mistress at home, and we can have fun just by ourselves. If my parents visit then you go back to Greg. Deal?"

	He smiled, then pulled me in for a hug. "Deal."

	"That cage stays on though, until I decide to take it off."

	"Of course, Mistress."

	But as I said that, an evil thought crossed my mind. What if I could convince him to beg me to cuckold him? What if I could make him so desperate, that he would be the one begging me to divorce him and turn him into a full-time sissy slave? The hornier I became the more sadistic were my thoughts.

	No. I couldn't do it to him. No, I'd be strong.

	FRANCIS

	Of course, Francis wouldn't let her quit. He agreed to curtail the sex and keep it completely professional, but in the back of his mind, he knew that he would need to convince her, or more likely Greg to fix things. Still, it wasn't a terrible outcome. Asma had called things off with Hassan, which was good for Francis if he wanted her all to himself.

	Whilst Francis set strict standards for the app and for others not to separate couples, he held no such standards for himself. When he wanted something, he went for it, and in this case, he decided he wanted Asma, whether or not Greg hung around. Ideally though, he would keep Greg, but not in the same building; an occasional slave to do his bidding. He knew he was getting ahead of himself, and that Greg would need to come around first, and that would take time and patience...and maybe some outside assistance.

	"Hello Craig." Francis said into the phone. "How's life?"

	"Been better." Sighed Craig. "Never expected married life to be so dull. And I think Sylvia's having an affair."

	Francis held himself back from snorting a laugh. How funny that a bull like Craig could become a cuckold. Still, Francis couldn't help himself and allowed one dig. "Just start worrying when panties start appearing in your underwear drawer."

	"Haha, Frankie!" Craig sneered, using the nickname he used to bully Francis with in school. "What did you want [image: Image]anyway?"

	“I need a favour from Sylvia."[image: Image]

	"Why don't you ask her?"

	"Because I think you should tell her. I want her to run into Asma, Greg's wife, at the supermarket, get them chatting."

	"Bit of a stretch isn't it?" Craig noted. "Don't they live over in Woodrow Grove?"[image: Image]

	"Yes, but according to Erin, they shop at the big Tesco Extra near you."

	"We don't shop there. We shop in Waitrose." Craig said with no small amount of arrogance.

	"La-di-da, Craig. Start shopping in fucking Tesco. If you do, then I'll let you back on the app."

	"Wait." Suddenly Craig was interested. "Seriously?"

	"If you can orchestrate it so that Sylvia and Asma become friends then yes."

	"And what do you want out of this?"

	"l want Asma."

	"As a lover?"

	"No." Francis smiled. "As my wife."

	The phone was silent for a moment, and then Craig said what Francis assumed was coming. "Then we want Greg back. If you get Asma, we get Greg."

	“I think that can be arranged. But get those women together, no matter what."[image: Image]

	"On it." But then Craig had a question. "How will we know when they go shopping?"

	"Ha. I have access to their doorbell camera. If they leave the house on the weekend, I'll ping you. Be ready!"

	The call ended and Francis leaned back in his chair. He could easily have orchestrated a meet at the office, but he knew that would have looked way too fishy, but a meet up in the supermarket, that was pure coincidence. And getting Greg would be all the incentive Sylvia needed.

	GREG

	It had been a week since things had gone back to semi-normality, and whilst we had yet to have sex, I trusted Asma when she told me things had ended in the cuckolding space. It wasn't just about the trust, to be honest, I could see it on her, the lust, the sadness, and I could also feel it when she whipped me. Yes, she was taking her frustration out on me in our D/s lifestyle, but I had expected that.

	Of course, the sissification continued. I was expected to dress and wear make-up when home. However, when it came to our shopping trips, Asma was too nervous to be seen out with me in public as a sissy, and quite honestly, I was too nervous to go out dressed up, even though I had in my past life.

	"I've got an idea." Asma said on Saturday, the day we were meant to go shopping. I had my sissy clothes on, a pink satin puffy dress, with lashings of white lace. Laying on the bed was one of Asma's black abaya's and a niqab. "We do up your eyes, but you wear this out in public."

	To be fair, that wasn't a bad idea. Nobody would know, and generally, white people looked away rather than stared. However, before putting the headscarf and niqab on me, she had one more thing to do, strapping a penis-gag into my mouth, before covering me.

	"There. I can shop in silence." She giggled. But as I walked towards the door in my usual manly stride, she stopped me again. "No, that walk won't work." She said. "Bend over and wait."

	Asma disappeared only to return with a medium-sized butt-plug. With a little lubricant, she forced the fat red latex dong into my arse, before lowering the skirts.

	"Walk." She snapped. I moved in smaller steps because large strides with the plug felt uncomfortable. "Good. Well done." She grinned.

	It was quite strange being in Tesco in such an outfit. I could feel the looks of people who felt uncomfortable around Arabs, the judgement, and one or two felt the urge to say something but refrained when they saw I was with a sexy Arab woman walking around Tesco in a mini-skirt. It confused the people, and rather than insult me, I think they wondered if the woman under the robe wasn't hot like Asma.

	Asma talked to me, the usual shopping comments, that I could cook this or that. She mentioned that I could start to learn some more Arabic and Levantine cuisine so that I could treat her. Obviously, I couldn't reply, instead sucking on the largish cock in my mouth.

	It was as we were rounding the corner near the spices that my trolley collided with Sylvia's. My eyes widened as my ex-wife stood there apologising for not looking where she was going, and Asma began telling her it was quite alright and completely my fault, but I could say nothing, because I was firmly gagged. This couldn't be a coincidence could it? Was this arranged by Asma? Was there a plan here? And yet, looking at Asma's face, there wasn't a whiff of guilt or recognition. No, this genuinely was a coincidence.

	I felt some relief as we began to move away, but that was dashed as Sylvia stopped again. "I'm sorry, this is going to sound really bizarre, but do you know a guy called Greg?" Sylvia asked.

	Instantly, Asma's eyes moved to me automatically, but Sylvia's eyes followed hers and settled on the little bit of me that was visible, my eyes. Painted as they were should have hidden my features, but she knew me all too well. “Oh my god, Greg?" Sylvia gasped. "Holy shit!" She said softly, stepping forward. "Then you must be Asma?"

	Asma stared at the pretty brunette for a moment and then she recognised her for the photos and videos. "Sylvia?"

	"Yes! I'm Greg's ex. Wow! Fancy meeting you here!"

	"Such a surprise." Asma nodded.

	"And Greg, wow, so you're Candy again, huh?" Sylvia giggled. However, when I didn't respond but simply blinked, she stepped forward, checked we were alone, and then raised the niqab to see the gag. "Oh!" She laughed, then turning to Asma. "Clever girl!"

	"It makes shopping so much more tolerable." Admitted Asma.

	"Right? I left Craig at home. Too much like hard work."

	"Oh, yes, you have a child together, right?"

	"Yes we do. Any plans for children?" She asked.

	"No," said Asma. "l don't know about the future, but for now, we're having fun with this."[image: Image]

	"And I thought he'd given up on all this."

	"He had, but I found it all and kind of forced it out of him. For me, it is nice to feel power that I didn't know I had. What about you? Do you not miss this lifestyle? I assume Craig is not the sissy type?"

	"No, he's not." And the surface cracks began to appear, a sadness in Sylvia's eyes which told me everything I needed to know about how her life was going. I felt sorry for her, and guilty for leaving her the way I did. "Yes, of course I miss it. I miss Greg. Look, I'm sorry to say this about your husband, and I respect that he is yours now, but I know I messed up. If I could take it all back, I would. Don't screw this up like I did."

	"I'm trying not to." Asma told her, but her apologetic eyes found mine. “I kind of jumped headfirst into this and well, I guess I don't really know what I'm doing, but I'm learning and listening to Greg."

	The two women stared into distance for a moment, but then Sylvia said, "Hey, might be a tad weird, but how'd you like to grab a glass of wine one day?" But then Sylvia's eyes went wide. "Oh, or coffee, if something non-alcoholic if you don't drink?"

	Asma giggled. "l don't drink, but you can. I can have a non-alcoholic wine."

	"So, we can?" Asked Sylvia, hopefully.

	"Sure, why not? How about this evening?"

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Perfect!" The women exchanged numbers, and given Asma didn't drink, she would be the designated driver, so said she would pick Sylvia up from her place. Part of me wanted to try to stop them, to make a noise, but for some reason, I stopped myself, forced myself to let them go.

	Still, once we were home and I was ungagged, I made my feelings known. I told Asma that I didn't trust Sylvia and felt the whole thing was a setup. But ever the voice of reason, Asma simply laughed and asked how on Earth could Sylvia know which Tesco to be in, on which day, and at which exact time? She had a point. Not even Sylvia was crazy enough to hire someone to follow us.[image: Image]

	ASMA

	Sylvia was a lot of fun. Even though I didn't drink, she still managed to make me feel like I was part of the party, which was nice. And quite honestly, since my time with Erin, I had been noticing women in a different way. Sylvia, with her long dark hair and her smoky goth eyes, made me a little wet with desire.

	Of course, we talked about Greg, about the videos and the things they did together. I thought I'd be jealous but instead, I just wanted to know more, to learn more. I told her about Hassan and she told me she knew him. "You're best off away from him. He's quite controlling, I didn't like that." Sylvia told me. I had to agree, in fact, after ending things, he became rude and obnoxious, telling me that I was a disgusting slut, and that he could ruin me if he wanted to. Thankfully, Francis put a stop to it.

	"How are you getting on with Francis?" Sylvia asked.

	"Work-wise?" I asked.

	"Sure." She shrugged.

	"Fine. I mean, we only really began working together normally this week. Before that, we pretty much fucked all the time."

	Sylvia grinned. "He's a great lay isn't he?"[image: Image]

	I giggled. Yeah, he was a fantastic lay. "Yeah..." I said dreamily.

	"Missing it already?"

	"Yes."

	"Babe, he wants you to still do it." She told me. "Greg. He wants you to cuckold him. He just needs to know you're there with him."

	"So...you think I should still fuck Francis, but in front of Greg?"

	"Sometimes, sure. Look, if you convince Greg to come with you to Francis' place, for example, I promise you Greg will be the one telling you to fuck Francis. He can't help himself, it's an addiction."

	"Huh. . " It wasn't a bad idea. Maybe I could ease Greg into it again.

	“I tell you one thing he won't mind at all." She laughed.

	"What?"[image: Image]

	"If we fuck."

	I teased the back of my teeth with my tongue as I mused Sylvia's offer. I'd only met the girl that morning and here she was propositioning me, but at the same time, I felt like I'd known her all my life. "Come home with me?" I asked her.

	“I thought you'd never ask."


Eight

	GREG

	I never thought I'd see Asma with another woman, let alone my ex-wife, and yet here she was, her face buried in Sylvia's muff, both girls moaning loudly, encouraging each other. I really didn't care that I was kneeling on the hardwood floor in the humiliating pink little sissy dress, the tulle ruffles around my shoulders and waist, I just wanted to soak in this sexy lesbian play that was going on in front of me. Sweat poured from the girls because neither was content to stay in one position for long, both wanted to take time to kiss, and weirdly, for me it was the kissing that I found the most sexually satisfying to watch.

	But three orgasms each wasn't enough for these two. Now Asma was suggesting strap-ons and double-teaming me, each taking a turn on my anus. I was pulled up and both took the largest normal dildo they could find and whilst Sylvia took my anus, Asma took my mouth, calling me a stupid bimbo.

	Sylvia broke me though. Sylvia made me say what I didn't want to say, she had a way how to get everything out of me. "Beg her, Candy. Beg her to keep fucking Francis. Beg her to do everything that Francis wants." Sylvia hissed into my ear.[image: Image]

	"Beg her. Tell her the truth, tell her what you really want, really desire! Do it, do it now!"

	"Please Mistress Asma, please keep fucking Francis! I need it! I need you to keep cuckolding me!" I cried, not because I was embarrassed, but because I felt so weak, so addicted, I just couldn't stop myself. I was destined to be alone, in this horrible vicious circle.

	Surprisingly though, Asma said no. "No, sissy, no. I won't do that to you anymore." She replied firmly, and whilst that afforded me some relief, it also made me feel desperate and empty inside.

	Still Sylvia didn't give up, her incessant whisperings in my ear continuing as she pounded my arse. "Keep begging. Keep telling her what you really want!" Then loudly, "Tell her what you really want her to do to you!"

	"l want you to fall in love with another man and ruin me, dispose me as the fucking useless trash that I am, expose me for who I am, then laugh in my face when you don't want me anymore!"

	Asma bent down and looked me in the eyes, a dark smile on her face. Her hands held my head, then she kissed me before slapping me. "Good sissy. Finally we got the truth."

	As I felt the dildo leave my backside, Sylvia once again bent down to me, then grabbed me by the hair, forcing me to look at my wife, then telling me to reassure her that it was the truth. "Tell her. Tell her it is the truth."

	"It's the truth."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Tell her that you want her to divorce you to find a better husband."

	I began to sob. I didn't her to divorce me, I didn't want to lose the woman I loved so much, but more than that, I wanted her to humiliate me in ways so brutal that there would be no choice but to divorce me, and I told her all of that. Again, my wife kissed me, smiled, "l would like to do that to you too, but your indecision makes me nervous. So I won't."

	The girls then continued to fuck each other, but something was different, felt off. Both seemed to be giggling and looking at each other in a different way, like a silent agreement had been made, something I hadn't been privy to earlier. My stomach churned noisily as I realised that perhaps my wife was lying to me, that perhaps she had made a decision to return to cuckolding, to become a slut...perhaps, Francis' slut.

	ASMA

	"Did you tell my husband that I would be your wife?" I asked Francis in his office. Over the course of the night with Sylvia, we put Greg through his paces. Using a tag team of good-cop, bad-cop, we managed to extract information and commitments from Greg, such as his night with Francis, and the fact that Francis had fucked him. He admitted that he wished he could go back to a time when all he wore was sissy clothes, and that his one regret from that time was that Sylvia did not out him at work. And yet, out of everything, the biggest revelation of the night for me was discovering that Francis wanted me as his wife, and that Greg wanted me to completely dispose of him; both of which fascinated me more than they should have.

	"Yes, I did." There was a cool confidence about Francis' answer, probably because he felt sure I hadn't asked him because I was angry about it. He was right, of course, I could see myself as Francis' wife, perhaps more than I saw myself as Greg's wife.

	That all sounds very cold and callous and perhaps it is, but allow me to explain. I love Greg, loved, love. I love that he wanted me so much in Dubai that it made me want him. I love that he transformed me into the woman I am today, and I love that fact that he taught me to understand that I liked causing pain. But, the more I learned about this lifestyle, the more I realised that Greg didn't deserve me, not as his wife! Would I ditch him, abandon him, no, I would not, but yet, I would definitely would keep him as my slave, and yes, I would want a real man now.

	Hassan was wrong. Hassan would have pushed me to become a slut for him, whereas I feel like Francis would be controllable, would allow me equality, power.

	"l will not be your submissive. I will be your slut, and I will fuck who you bring me to fuck, but I will not be a slave or a submissive at home. We will be equals." I told him.

	Francis leaned back and smirked. "Fair enough. You will run things for me then. The club, the app, finding women for me. You will allow me women, I take it?"

	I smirked back at him. “Of course. I will want women and men too. And yes, we will have an open marriage, one which will be as depraved as we want. I want to do everything, try everything." I told him. "But Candy lives with us. He will be a permanent sissy. He will be our servant, slave, but never unlocked and never allowed to speak."

	A flicker of nervousness appeared on Francis' face. "That maybe a little difficult." 

	"Why?"

	"Because I promised Craig and Sylvia that they could have him back when I get you."

	I sat down on the chair, rather, slumped. That he had been conspiring with them to get to me was one thing, but I hadn't [image: Image]considered the possibility of Greg returning to them. "The meeting was no coincidence." I noted.

	"No." He said with firm certainty.

	“I need more time to think about this. I love Greg and don't want to abandon him in this way."

	Francis stood and walked around his desk, leaning back on it. His tall, strong body pushing at that tight white shirt just made me wet with desire. I reached out and rubbed his hips and he pulled me to him and just held me. "l know this is hard." He told me. "l know it's a confusing lifestyle, so I'll understand if you want out of it. You're not from this circle, you weren't part of it before now. I'm not evil, I just want all of us to get something out of it. I know Greg's desires, I know how he thinks, but I also know he can't handle loneliness. If he is with us, with you and I both working, he'll be lonely. With Sylvia and Craig, he'll always be with someone, even if it is Craig's baby. And you will still see him regularly, heck, if necessary I'll buy the house next to mine and move them all there."

	Now that was not a bad idea. "l want time to enjoy this lifestyle with him a bit."[image: Image]

	"Does that mean you accept? You'll be mine?" He asked, hope in his eyes.

	"I'm not saying that, not for sure. But let's agree this; you will woo me, try to prove to me you are someone I want to spend the rest of my life with, and I will decide after."

	"That makes sense. For me too."

	He reached down, pulling me to my feet, and then we kissed. This time, it was not a kiss to show me he wanted to be my lover and fuck buddy, it was a kiss to show me he wanted to be my boyfriend. It was soft, passionate, engaging and it made me melt into his embrace. Soon though, my hands were searching the one thing I needed the most, his glorious cock, and once I had him inside me I let out a long satisfied sigh. Yes, this was what I needed, not some wimpy sissy cock. Nobody needed that.

	FRANCIS

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]This woman was amazing, he thought to himself. He had never been one to imagine settling down, and yet, he never entertained the idea of marrying a woman and still being able to fuck around. Heck, he never imagined meeting such a gorgeous babe that would encourage his lifestyle. Every moment he was around Asma, he found himself wishing he was taking her home with him, and not just to fuck, but to talk to about his conquests, to laugh and joke about sissies. This was a woman who understood what he needed, and now he knew her better, he understood her needs. She got off on destroying sissy men, not that she knew that herself.

	Still, he understood her need for restraint. If it was up to him, they'd both be on the first flight to the Maldives for a week of sun, sea and sex, but that would freak Greg out. They would get there, eventually, he was sure of it, but first they needed to get Greg into the right mindset.

	“I think I'm going to throw a party this weekend, at my place. What do you think of you loaning me Candy as a serving girl?" He asked Asma after he finished fucking her.

	“I think that sounds wonderful. I take it I'll be there as your partner?" She asked him.

	"That, or just a guest, your choice." He replied, not wanting to put too much undue pressure on her.

	"No, I think announcing me as your partner for the night might put Greg in the right mindset. Or at least test the water."

	It was what he had been hoping for. It would be a good test. "Saturday evening at my place."

	She mulled something, then looked up at him. "You know, he wants to be a permanent sissy. I think that means at work too." She said, and Francis raised an eyebrow. "When he moves here, perhaps we make that that point her goes full-time."

	“I like that idea, but I need to be very careful of lawsuits."

	"Erin can help, I'm sure."

	Smiling, Francis nodded. Erin could indeed help, in more ways than one. In fact, Erin would be the perfect person to literally beat him into submission. Perhaps Greg needed to be punished, perhaps it was time for a firm hand.

	After Asma left the room, Francis called Erin in. He explained the entire plan and of course, Erin was all for it. Francis highlighted the importance of beginning quickly, so asked Erin to take the afternoon off and go see Greg, to take all her little toys with her, and to remind Greg of what he was, to remind him that he needed to submit.

	"Can I scar him?" She grinned sadistically.

	"Ask Asma before you go. My feeling is nowhere on the face."

	"Fine."

	GREG

	When the doorbell rang and I found Erin standing there, I assumed it was some sort of legal visit, something to do with the acquisition. Normally he didn't work from home, but since Francis bought the place and was preparing the new floor for everyone, he'd sent all employees to home-office so that he could end the lease on the old office. All this meant that Erin had known where to find me.

	The large black leather suitcase was the giveaway. I'd seen it before, once, and I knew what it contained. Erin had been brought in once during my servitude to Sylvia and Craig, once when I had refused a task for Francis, once when I refused to look after some gay clients of his. Erin was insane, but also insanely clever. She knew how to circumvent the law, but also how to extract things from people.

	"Floor, knees." She said, the only words she needed to say. I dropped immediately to my stocking covered knees, the pink satin sissy dress pushing upwards thanks to the many layers of the petticoats. "Do you know why I am here?"

	"No Goddess Erin." I said, remembering that she didn't see herself as a Mistress, but rather something more.

	"This Saturday, Lord Francis will be hosting a dinner party. He will need serving girls for that event. You will be one of them, is that understood?" She snapped, to which I said that of course I would, anything to avoid the beating that would see me unable to move for the next two days. "Asma will be introduced as his partner." She grinned. "You will support it [image: Image]and encourage it."

	This time I gulped. Partner? What did that mean exactly? Still, I knew what she was doing, and now I knew why she was there. "Partner, Goddess?" I asked. "For one evening, or..?"

	Sne sneered at me, that beautiful dark face looking down upon me. Already she was calculating how to punish me for asking a question, I could see it in her eyes. "l want you to start thinking long-term. I want you to start encouraging Asma to be with Lord Francis. I want you to make her understand why he is better than you. I want you to make her not want to be with you anymore."

	[image: Image]I gulped again. There was no point in arguing with her, there was no point in saying anything. She was there to show me what pain meant and remind me that it could always be worse.

	"Do you remember the agreement you signed with me once?" She asked.[image: Image]

	Of course, I remembered. I was so stupid to sign away my safe word, to believe that this was a woman who could be trusted to know what was best for me, but she wasn't, at all, she was evil, and hatchet woman, plain and simple. It made me wonder if my wife was aware that Erin was there at all, of what she was capable, but something told me that Asma was fully aware of what was going on, fully supportive of it.

	Erin's favourite toy was the simplest of all. A heavy electricity cable could cause a huge amount of pain, but would also leave a heavy mark, a reminder of how much worse it could all be.

	When Asma arrived home, she found me lying on the floor of the bathroom crying, laying in a pool of piss, mine and Erin's. Spots of blood trickled from the welts and cuts on my arse and back. I was hogtied and bound, the huge tentacle wedged deep inside me, two long needles protruding from my balls. Erin had the tools to castrate me, and promised that she would if I went against her, against Francis.

	"I'm sorry. I didn't expect this." Said Asma as she pulled at the rope, trying to find a way to undo it. "I'll call Francis and tell him it's all off."

	"No! No, please, don't." I begged.

	"Erin won't hurt you again, not if I tell her not to."

	"That's not why." I cried. The beating reminded me as to who I was. I came so many times as the insane woman beat me.

	"l asked her to hurt me more. I begged her."

	Finally, Asma understood. She abandoned the rope and then stood over me, pulling her skirt up and her panties to the side, then urinated all over me. "I'll be back tomorrow."

	 


Nine

	GREG

	The office was small, but at least it had a window. Sat opposite me was a young Indian guy. I was told he would be my assistant, but from the questions he had for me, I assumed he was there to learn from me and eventually take my job. Still, unlike my old colleagues, this guy didn't ask about the dresses, didn't ask about why my wife was constantly hugging and kissing the boss. Why the boss was saying he loved my wife. Neither did he wonder why I was going home alone whilst my wife stayed behind with Francis.

	It had been three weeks since the party, the party where Francis announced that he was smitten, that he was in his first real committed relationship. Three weeks from the time I came in my panties for erotic joy, three weeks since I clapped with glee as I listened to my wife tell a room full of people that she was in love with Francis.

	During those three weeks, everything had changed. Sylvia and Craig were back in my life. Whenever Asma was away, they were there, or I was at their place. They kept saying things like when Asma leaves me, I'll be back living with them.

	Three weeks and finally, I knew what was happening.

	"Asma, please, let's stop this now. I want you." I told her. "l don't want this."

	"No." Was her very serious answer. "Not anymore, Candy. I've come to terms with it now, I just don't want you anymore, [image: Image]not as my husband. I want Francis, but I don't want you to have anyone else, only to be a sissy slave, is that understood?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	Last night though, that was the finality of everything. I heard her on phone with her parents. "I'm leaving Greg. Yes, I think he's gay. He dresses in women's clothes, and well, I don't think he can have children. No, no, my job is going very well, so I will stay here. Yes, well, I think so. No, I no longer love him."

	Obviously, I didn't share a bed with Asma, that was just not done. Then after that call, she introduced a new change.

	"You will begin wearing a niqab. I do not wish to see your face."

	So here I was at work, in the new office, in a sissy dress, sharing my knowledge with Raj, knowing that I was about to lose the one thing I had left in my life, my job. Many men and women are probably thinking I'm a pussy, willing me to fight back, but I didn't want to fight, I was finally getting what I always wanted, or at least, that is what I thought.

	[image: Image][image: Image]At lunch, I thought I'd try to see if Asma would at least talk to me, grab a bite to eat. When I walked into her office though, I found her on her sofa getting pounded by Francis. I apologised, turned to leave, but she stopped me, telling me to come closer. I watched and walked, seeing her exposed, now pierced, boobs bouncing with each trust, and as I neared, she grabbed me by the hair and spat in my face before slapping me hard.

	Francis pulled his cock out of her and she forced my mouth onto it. "Suck it you fucking fag piece of shit! Suck it! Choke on it!" She snarled, forcing me deep and holding me in position and closing my nostrils, watching me turn blue and laughing, before finally letting go. "Do you want to fuck the sissy?" She asked Francis.

	"Sure." He chuckled.[image: Image]

	"Get up here, Candy."

	The cock slid into me with ease, especially given that I was under orders to masturbate with a dildo every night. Francis fucked me hard and deep, making my head bounce as he pounded me, making me pant and moan loudly. Much to my surprise, Asma grabbed my head and pulled it to her cunt, forcing me to lick her, a pleasure I hadn't had for as many weeks. Finally, Francis came in me, then Asma threw me to the floor. "Come back after the workday ends and you can service us again." She snapped.

	"Yes Mistress." I said, scrambling out of the office.

	ASMA

	You may all think I'm horrible, and maybe I am, but none of what I was doing was something I thought up. It was all from one book Greg had written called, The Life I Wish For. It wasn't a story, not really, it was a catalogue of perversions that Greg wished would happen to him, a catalogue that I loved, otherwise I wouldn't be doing it. Yes, I told my parents that I didn't love him anymore, but that wasn't true. I actually loved Greg more now than I ever did, which was why I was doing what I was doing. Eventually, he would move in with Sylvia and Craig, next door to my new husband and l.

	I was falling in love with Francis quickly. He cared about Greg, that was clear, but he cared very much about this lifestyle. He cared about the app, about abusers, making sure that the husbands and the wives were treated correctly. One thing I learned from him was, it was fine to be manipulative and get what you wanted, so long as you gave others something back too.

	But the thing I loved the most was seeing the pain and the sadness in Greg's eyes. It wasn't sadness at losing me, but rather sadness at his own weakness, a weakness I was glad he had.

	“I want a divorce." I told him that night. "Erin is drawing up the papers, and then we will end things."

	"Yes Mistress." He nodded, tears streaming from his eyes, under the Muslim face-covering.

	"You will live here with me for now, until I move in with Francis, and then you and I will be over, officially." I had made arrangements for one last surprise, something Erin had discussed with me. "Erin will be coming over this weekend for a ceremony of sorts, and Sylvia will be joining us. Erin will bind your testicles for removal. It will be very painful, but I want you to do this for me. After that, she has arranged for you to take hormones to introduce you to womanhood."

	He began sobbing, begging me not to do it, but the more her begged, the more I looked forward to it. I pulled him under my skirt, pulled him to my soaked cunt and made him lick, as I described how painful it would be, how that I would relish seeing him suffer for me. "No woman will ever want you again. You will be a slave, and only a slave."

	It was my idea, after I heard that Erin had threatened it, I decided I wanted her to do it. Sylvia liked the idea too, because it meant he would have no other choice after.

	Two more days, just two, and my husband would be a man no more, he would be a eunuch, a permanent sissy, and I would be with my new love. Two more days and I would abandon him, sooner than I said, because I knew he would hurt.

	And so the next two days, I used every opportunity I could to torture his balls, knowing they wouldn't be there much longer anyway. I punched them, kicked them, pierced them, left him screaming in my piss on the floor after I trampled them, hoping they would just pop and die.

	Then Saturday came and in order to stop the begging, I gagged him. Whilst I loved his suffering, the whining had become too much. "This is going to happen, Greg." I said, using his real name to highlight that I was serious about all of this. "You signed the divorce papers, you signed your life away, and you signed consent to castration. It's over, it's as good as done. Deal with it."[image: Image]

	Sylvia was the first to arrive. When she saw my sobbing now ex-husband, she found herself getting so horny she needed my fingers to help bring herself off. Then Erin arrived. Eleven in the morning, because we knew this would be a long day.

	Wasting no time, Erin prepared the little green elastic band in the elastrator, whilst Sylvia and I bound Greg. Then, each of us held his balls, a symbolic gesture that we literally had his balls in our hands, and then I grinned at Erin. "Do it." I purred.

	She pushed the elastic over and released it, and it snapped tightly under the cage, around his balls. So that he couldn't get at the band, I wrapped thick tape around the band, over and over, until I was satisfied he wouldn't get it off, then we finally released him.

	He didn't move. He just sat there in his chair, crying, but I knew this was what he wanted. He had the chance to say no on the form, to say no to the castration, but he signed it without hesitation.

	Eventually, he got up and moved around whilst us three girls made love. Then after an hour so, he came in claiming the pain was getting worse. We ignored him, knowing he'd been in serious pain for a few hours, and that just turned us on more. By the three hour mark, we could see the colour of his scrotum had changed. The pain was dying down now, which told us what we needed to know.

	The next day, we checked and saw that his balls were dead. Erin made some stitches beneath the elastic, sealing the sack. "On Wednesday we'll be able to remove them." Erin told me. "He can start the hormones now."

	[image: Image]After Erin left, I finally sat him down and talked to him properly. "l know you are scared, but this is what you wanted." I reminded him.

	"l know."

	“It’s what I wanted too. So now I can tell you the real plan." I said, and his sad eyes looked up at me with hope. "After Erin's doctor friend surgically removes what is left of your testicles, I will move in with Francis. You and I will be over forever, as a couple. Francis has purchased the house next door to his, and is having it renovated currently. Sylvia and Craig will move in there with their baby, and you will move in with them, as their servant. You will occasionally be used by us, as a servant too, mainly a cleaner, until such time that we find our own sissy slave."

	"Why can't I be your sissy slave?" He asked me. It was something I had thought about, and I knew that I could have said yes, but that would be risky, given that he had once been my love, my heart. I didn't want to see him that way anymore, I wanted to detach myself from him.

	"Because I don't want you anymore." I told him plain and simply.

	GREG

	Hearing her say she didn't want me anymore hurt the most, even though these were my words, written in my book, about the dream ending to my story, after being castrated. I never believed I would find someone to actually give me my [image: Image]dream dark, BDSM scenario, and it reminded me of just how much Asma loved me.

	Eventually, the doctor removed my testicles, saying that Erin had done a fine job castrating me. I was officially a eunuch and I should have been overjoyed that I got the dream most submissive men only fantasised about, and yet, now I felt empty inside.

	In the weeks that followed, the female hormones began to batter me. My mood was all over the place, but from what I read online, that would settle. But just when I thought things were settling, something triggered me and I began crying. The big one was just a week earlier, when I lost my job. I was told to sign a document to say that I had exposed myself during take your kid to work day. According to Erin, that would not only ensure I didn't sue for wrongful dismissal, but also would provide leverage for them later to make sure I remained Sylvia's servant.

	And so, I moved in with Sylvia and Craig, looking after their kid, their house, cooking, cleaning, washing, as well as sucking and being fucked by Craig on a daily basis. Gone was any nicety, I was whipped for any minor indiscretion. Again, [image: Image]all stuff I wanted, but for some reason, I felt no connection to Sylvia and Craig.

	Given that Francis and Asma had already wed, and were on a month-long honeymoon, I couldn't even see them, beg them for anything else than this. So instead, I threw caution to the wind, called Erin's bluff, and left, running as far away as possible from everyone.[image: Image]

	 


Epilogue

	Two Years Later

	NINA

	I didn't understand why Greg needed so many old boxes in the attic. The roof space could easily be converted into a study or something useful, rather than storing old things. Married six months and still I felt like I didn't get him sometimes. If I wanted anything done, I had to tell him to do it. Men! Well, at least he wasn't an abusive twat like my ex-husband, but whatever. I was just glad to meet a nice Englishman here in California. Everyone else seemed so false.

	We lived right by Silicon Valley, with me working for one large software house, and him working for a venture capital company helping start-ups. A chance encounter at a café was what kicked it off, and I just fell in love with his accent. We had a few dates where he told me he'd been married before, ended up losing his wife to a friend, which sucks. Then he told me about the accident, biking through a forest, hit a tree and flew down the side of a hill, destroyed his testicles. Poor guy.

	The first time we fucked, I never imagined his cock would be able to work, but apparently he was on the right hormones and he could achieve an erection, so that was good, albeit, meh, he wasn't the biggest guy I'd ever been with. Like, I'm a black woman and previously, I'd pretty much exclusively dated black guys. But he was so nice, I just loved being around him.

	I didn't think he'd like me. I'm bossy. People say I'm bitchy, rub men the wrong way, but not Greg. Hell, I even spanked him recently, something he admitted he liked, and I'll be honest, I liked spanking his white ass!

	But hell, these fucking boxes. So much of his old shit from England. Maybe I could unpack it for him finally, do something with this space. But when I opened the boxes, I was pretty shocked to say the least. Sissy clothes? Was Greg a closet sissy?

	I felt the soft pink satin, imagined him in it, and felt the smile form on my face. "Yeah baby..." I said out-loud. "My old man likes it kinky." I said, pulling out more dresses and lingerie, before finding a big old external hard-drive. "What's this then?" It was an old one, one that had a separate power supply. I took it downstairs and plugged it in, finding photos and videos of my husband doing all sorts of dirty depraved shit. The older files were with a couple marked as Sylvia and Craig. Don't remember those names. His wife was Muslim if I remembered correctly. But yeah, later on, there were a fewer newer photos and videos, and there was Asma. Fuck, she was hot.

	[image: Image][image: Image]For the next few hours, I read the stories Greg had written. BDSM, femdom, cuckolding stuff. Hell, I could cuckold Greg, if that was what he wanted. I didn't give a shit. Kinky's kink. I fucking love a bit of kink, so why the hell not? But something told me I was missing something.

	Eventually, I found a story called The Life I Wished For. I read it from start to finish, reading about how Asma and Francis treated him, the castration, and then the ending.

	And so, Asma and Francis moved me in with them, made me sleep in their bedroom, on a separate bed, ready to serve when needed. I was castrated, feminised, and ready for anything. After giving Asma several orgasms, Francis pulled out of her, moving to me. "You're my sissy forever now, Candy." Francis said, pushing his stiff eight-inch pole inside me. "No more women for you, just cock, lots of cock."

	"Just as I want from you." Asma said with a smile. "You will serve us for the rest of your life."

	But the story clearly didn't end that way. Why?

	The sound of the key rattling in the front door made me turn. Part of me thought it best to minimise the screen, hide the hard-disk, but then I realised that this was not something I wanted to hide away, not like he had. I needed to know more. I needed to understand if this was something he wanted, so that I could give it to him. I didn't mind. I had already come to terms with the fact we couldn't have kids, I didn't care.

	He was all smiles when he stepped inside, right up until he saw the hard-disk. That was when his smile vanished.

	GREG

	I expected more people to stare at me, but weirdly, LAX seemed used to the bizarre. Nina had made me wear the shortest, most embarrassing sissy dress I owned, something she had made me wear over and over since we began this journey. Three months since finding that hard-disk, three months it had taken to out me, transform me, and then force me back onto my female hormones. In three months, she had met another man, moved us both in with him, and made me their live-in sissy. I say met, it was an old boyfriend, so essentially, she was picking up where they had left off.

	Three months. Yesterday, I signed the divorce papers. Yesterday, I agreed I would be their sex slave, their piss slave. Yesterday, she informed me that Francis and Asma were on their way over.

	Of course, I knew why they were coming. I had overhear Matt, Nina's boyfriend, saying that he didn't want me around, that he wasn't a fag. "Sure baby, I'll get rid of him." She purred.

	Three months to throw away a third marriage.

	Francis was all smiles when he saw me, but behind his eyes, I saw anger. I knew I'd pissed them both off, I knew he would make me pay once we got back home. Hell, I would have to leave soon anyway. I'd lost my job, I was divorced, and my work-residence status was about to be revoked.

	To Francis' side, I was surprised to see Asma in full niqab, face all covered. She kept her eyes on me, burning in my [image: Image]direction, but she said nothing as she approached. "Candy, how lovely to see you again. We might as well get you checked in directly. You're coming straight home with us."

	"Wait, but Nina..."

	"Has already boxed everything up and is shipping it as we speak." He said. "You're coming home with us and you will move in with Nigel."

	"Who is Nigel?"

	"Nigel is our butler. He's a gay dominant top, and he will train you to be a gay submissive bottom. Once your breasts have grown in and you become a proper sissy, Nigel will move out, and you will take over his duties."

	It was what I wanted, to become their servant, not Sylvia and Craig's. I began thanking them so much for finally agreeing to it, but Asma finally spoke, stopping me in my tracks. "You will regret what you did. I have a week to torture you.

	We agreed to have a doctor on standby, because I will hurt you, I will break you, and you will be thankful for every broken bone, do you understand?"

	"Yes Mistress Asma."

	Then she stepped close to my ear. "You hurt me so much. More than I can ever hurt you. I want this pain to be etched on your body, a constant reminder never to hurt me like that again."

	I wanted to say something, anything to apologise, but what I said surprised even me. "You love me so much?" I asked.

	Her eyes focused on mine. "You fucking idiot. I love you more than life itself. Why else would I give you all this? You wanted it! I gave it to you! I could've been a normal housewife. Don't let me down again." Then I saw tears in her eyes.

	"Don't leave me again!" [image: Image]

	“I won't." I said, smiling softly. "Let's go home."

	THE END
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