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Author’s Note

Summer is here and I’ve been travelling, holiday with the family and then business. But, lying by the beach drinking cocktails gave me time to write, and now, I’m finishing off a few.

This one is actually based on a real situation where my husband received a phone call from a dominatrix; not one we knew, and even though I was a bit confused as to why he needed one given that I am his Mistress, I did trust him when he said it was a coincidence… Okay, okay, I did whip him quite a bit, but everyone breaks eventually, and he seemed very genuine when it came to his excuse. I ended up talking to the dominatrix, and yes, it really was a coincidence, she was calling for someone else.

That happened years ago, but it came back to me on holiday, so I decided to use it. So, I’ve created a nice little femdom romance novel. I hope you enjoy it.

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

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

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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One

Jessica gently kicked my leg under the duvet.  Not even bothering to open my eyes, I turned to my beautiful blonde fiancé and groaned.  It was Saturday morning, and we had been partying half the night, we had agreed to sleep in, but the kick of the leg signalled she wanted me to do something.

We’d been dating for five years, engaged for six months, and whilst we didn’t have a date set, I was relieved that it was through no fault of my own, but rather Jessica’s work as a lawyer, which kept her far too busy to plan a wedding.  Of course, I offered but received a scowl and a don’t you fucking dare, in response.

For my part, I had an easy life.  I worked as a freelancer movie editor, so I took opportunities as they came in. Given that I was in demand, I made good money, so I could essentially do what I liked.  As we didn’t have kids, and Jess earned great money, we were doing very well for ourselves.

Once again, Jess kicked me, this time a little harder.  I must have fallen asleep again.

“What?” I asked her with more than a hint of annoyance.

“Your phone is vibrating.” She told me.

“Ugh!” I whined, flipping back over and reaching for the phone. I didn’t know the number. “Unknown number.” I told her, dropping the phone down.

“It’s called three times already.  Might be important.”

“UGH!” I whined again, picking the phone back up and pressing the green answer button. “Yes, Matt speaking.”

A deep sultry female voice answered. “Hi. I just wanted to know if we are still on for later today?”

“I’m sorry?” I asked, not sure what this woman was talking about.

“You booked me for today?” The woman said, “This was the number you submitted on the form.”

Blinking a bit as I rubbed my eyes, I sat up slightly.  “I’m sorry, what form?  I think you have the wrong number.”

“Damn, someone must have typed in the wrong number on the form.” I could tell she sounded pissed, but thankfully not with me.  “I’m really sorry, I won’t bother you again.”

“Erm, okay, sure.  No problem.”

The call ended and I put the phone down, lying back down. Jess asked me who it was, to which I replied that it was wrong number.  As I start falling asleep, a picture began to form in my head as to the type of woman who would have such a sexy, deep voice; so well-spoken, quite carrying a firmness which reflected a strong self-confidence.  I pictured a tall woman, almost Amazonian, large breasts, muscles, flowing black hair, wide sharp eyes.  Yes, a woman who could take control, who could beat me into submission.

Holy shit! Where did that come from?  I was not submissive in the slightest.  In bed, I was the one who controlled the situation, and Jess loved that.  She also loved to call me Daddy, which did not lead me to question her relationship with her own father and wonder if she had daddy issues…much.  Who’s your daddy?  You as you tie me up and make me bang you up the arse as you scream daddy no! at me—yeah, nothing wrong with that at all, I’m sure therapy isn’t needed in the slightest.

I’ve met her dad, of course.  Ray.  Divorced, also a lawyer, rich, smarmy, thinks Jess can do better than me, and he’s probably right.  Her mum, lawyer, Christine, hates Ray with a passion, but also thinks Jess can do better than me.  Hell, even Jessica’s sister, Tanya—also a lawyer (see a pattern here?)—thinks Jessica can do better than me.  And maybe they’re right.  I’m tall but skinny, have a huge cock, but shoot fast (which I hope they don’t know), and went to film school, whereas they went to law school. 

There’s probably a small amount of jealousy too.  I earned well above-average as an editor, won three BAFTAs, been nominated for an Academy Award, and knew some famous people, and I wasn’t even thirty.  They worked their arses off from early morning until late at night, and got paid peanuts at the beginning. 

Anywho—I found myself having trouble falling back asleep, mainly because I had a raging hard-on. So, I decided to shuffle up behind Jess and rub her satin-covered body.  She liked to wear satin nighties to bed, which was fine by me, because they felt good and provided easy access to her pussy.

“Go on then.  You’ll be done in two seconds anyway.” She joked.

She was wrong, of course.  It took all of about two minutes for me to cum, not two seconds! Pah! Two seconds!  Yeah, I know, two minutes is not great either, but she knew what she was getting into when we started dating.  I told her, I get over-excited and cum really fast, and she said, and I quote, “Don’t care because I like quickies.”

Should’ve gotten that in writing I suppose…  Oh well.

After climaxing, I decided to get up and let Jess sleep.  After making myself coffee and some breakfast, I flopped down on the sofa and watched television, flicking through the channels before settling on For All Mankind on Apple TV.  However, as I sat there, I began to think about the wrong number, who it could have been?  What form had she meant?

Picking up the phone, I copied the number and pasted it into Google, but unfortunately, received no results.  Of course, given that it was a mobile number, it could have been from anywhere in the UK, but for some reason that voice simply got to me.  It was the sexiest voice I’d ever heard.

Weirdly, around eleven, as I was just starting the next episode, my phone pinged.  I looked down to see a message from the number which had called me earlier. “Sorry about before. Hope I didn’t wake you up! Vanessa.” Vanessa.  Somehow a perfect name for a perfect voice. 

I decided not to reply, after all, I assumed she wasn’t expecting one, choosing instead to focus on the show.  Except I couldn’t, at all.  My eyes kept drifting towards my phone.

In all the time I was with Jessica, I never once considered being unfaithful.  As I liked to say, why disappoint two women when I can disappoint just one?  When I was younger, I dated a married woman, but that was not me being unfaithful, so not quite the same. For me, being unfaithful was more than just sex, of course, it was getting into an emotional relationship with someone else, and I think Jess would feel the same way.

And yet I’m not one hundred percent sure what I thought might happen as I began texting Vanessa back. “No problem. Sorry if I was rude this morning. Late night last night! Matt.”

Her replied was immediate. “Not rude, don’t worry! I could tell I woke you up though. Sorry again. Late night huh? I know those! Partying…or…????” She followed that up with a devil emoji.

“Partying. Went to a rave last night.”

“Ah, I haven’t been to a rave since before COVID.  Should go.  Who was playing?”

“9x9.” I wrote, wondering if she would know them.

“Holy shit! I fucking adore 9x9! Where did they play?”

“An old factory down near a place called Chapel Hill.  It was mental.”

“I know Chapel Hill.  I live about ten minutes away in Lime Peak.”

“Seriously???  I live in Lime Peak!”

“You are fucking kidding!?!? What are the chances? Listen, next time you hear about a good party, you let me know, yeah? This bitch needs to get her groove on!”

“Will do!” I wrote back, then began to wonder what the fuck I was doing.

“Coincidences of coincidences, the last time I saw 9x9 was before COVID in Paris, at Possession.” She wrote. “That was mental!”

“Boiler Room?  I’ve seen that video. Would’ve loved to have been there.”

“Haha!  You can see me in that video, albeit briefly.  I’ll let you guess who I am.”

I grabbed my laptop and opened Youtube, finding the video. As I scrolled through it, I reasoned it was like looking for a needle in a haystack; without any clues, I wouldn’t find her. “The hot nun with the dummy.”

“HA! No, not her.”

“I need a clue.”

“I have long brown hair and a bra. You can see the back of me.”

I found her, in the middle of the set.  By god, I couldn’t see her face but I knew she was fucking hot.  “Found you!” I told her, having written hot, cute, fuckable and then deleted it. What the fuck was I thinking? Then changing the subject, I wrote, “By the way, did you manage to find the person who wrote on your form?”

“No, but doesn’t matter. Gives me a free afternoon with no clients until tonight.” She wrote back.

“Clients?” I wrote back, wondering what type of clients she had, but this time, I didn’t get a response.  In fact, for the rest of the day, it was radio silence from her.

Jessica woke up around midday. I’d prepared a fry-up for her because I assumed she needed something to soak-up the drugs and alcohol she had consumed the night before.  I was not wrong, watching her wolf down the food as if it was the last food left in the world. Our afternoon was a lazy one, relaxing in our pyjamas binge-watching Yellowjackets.  Whenever we went out to a techno party or a rave, the next day was spent nursing our comedowns and hangovers.  We tried not to do ecstasy too often, but once a month we had a party when we could enjoy such things.

During the day, I kept checking my phone, keeping it close to me. I wanted to know more about Vanessa, and the fact that she hadn’t answered me put me on edge.  In the back of my mind, I wondered what the hell I was doing.  I had a gorgeous, sexy blonde at home; slender, sexy, slutty when she wanted to be, and still I was flirting with a girl who had misdialled me.  It was insane, and yet, I couldn’t get her out of my head.

In the evening, Jess went to take a hot bath, leaving me alone again. I suppose it’s a bad idea to leave men alone because then we become idiots.  Anyway, I ended up searching Vanessa and Lime Peak. Nothing, not a single thing. So instead, I went to Instagram, searched Lime Peak, selected Places and searched through the photos of people put online, trying to find any that could have been Vanessa.  There were a few that could have been, but the names didn’t match or were some sort of nick, and most were locked. 

It wasn’t until around ten when she wrote again.  I had Jess next to me, so decided not to read it until I had some alone time.  Eventually, I made the excuse to head to the toilet where I had chance to read it.

“By the way, you’re a good-looking guy.” She wrote, ignoring my question about her clients.

“You stalking me?” I asked, knowing he had tried to do exactly that.

“Not hard. You’re self-employed and have your mobile number online. I loved your movies, by the way.”

“Not my movies.  I am but a humble editor.”

“And yet, you have won awards. Pretty fucking awesome if you ask me!  How often do you get over to the US?”

“Not that often, really.” Most of the films I was involved in were filmed in Europe, mainly by European directors, which essentially meant I did my work locally. 

“Anyway, I won’t disturb you again. I notice you have a girlfriend, so don’t want to step on any toes!”

I decided not to answer back to that as I needed to think about what I was doing. Instead, I headed to bed where Jess and I made love. As was usual, I went down on her and brought her to two orgasms, before she got on all fours and I fucked her, with her begging me to fill her with cum.  “Please daddy, please fill me with your cream!  Breed me, daddy, breed me!”

Of course, she was on the pill, so there would be no breeding going on, but still, I got the fantasy…I think.  A little.  Who the fuck am I kidding?  This was some freaky shit, but she got off on it, so whatever.

Sunday meant grocery shopping and cooking for me, and reading through legal documents for Jessica.  Generally, she liked to get a head-start with work because she wanted to make partner as soon as possible. 

As I was out in the supermarket, my mind drifted back to Vanessa and her last text.  It occurred to me that she was putting the ball in my court, letting me make the decision on if I wanted to continue talking to her or not. I decided to make light of the situation a bit.

“Oh that’s cool. So you check out my picture and then decide you don’t want to speak to me.” I joked, adding a winking smiley at the end.

Her response was immediate. “Silly! No, I just don’t want to upset your girlfriend. But I’d be happy to continue writing with you.”

“I’m allowed to have friends…” I wrote back, knowing she would be anything but.

“With benefits?” Which she quickly followed with, “J/k.”

I needed to see what she looked like.  “Do you have an Instagram account?”

“I have two.” She wrote. “And I assume you looked for them already.”

“I did! Couldn’t find anything.”

The next message was an account name.  I entered it in Instagram and was greeted by a beautiful face, made up like a model. In some ways she looked like a young Olivia Wilde. I clicked follow and waited for her to approve it as I walked around with the trolley.  Moments later, it was approved with a request to follow back, which I approved too.

She didn’t have many followers, nor did she follow many people. Her photos were mainly of places she had visited, her in the sea, her at raves.  She had a rainbow flag next to her name, so I assumed she was bisexual, which was also cool.  I began liking photos of her.

“Slow down dude!” She wrote over messenger.  “You’re liking everything.”

“You’re beautiful.” I wrote, knowing this was definitely venturing out of the friend scope of things.  But yeah, she was definitely beautiful. Her breasts were huge, and I mean, huge. It was clear that she’d had them enhanced, but it was done well. Under the bikini top, I could see the dots of nipple bars, and in her navel was a small stud and ruby.  She had some tastefully done tattoos on her left arm, nothing over the top, just a snake and a dragon.  God, she was sexy. 

“Thanks.  You’re not so rough yourself.  I like skinny boys.  Easier to control.”

“You like controlling boys?”

“I like being made to feel like a Goddess.” I realised that my dream about her was not far off; she was dominant, but I never went for dominant women, so I why was I so infatuated by her? “Gotta go.  Client.  Speak later or tomorrow?”

“Sure, probably tomorrow though.”

“Understood. See ya then!”

The rest of the day was actually pretty quiet, and given how engrossed Jessica was with work, I had plenty of free time to myself.  Rather than bother Vanessa, I decided to go to my gaming room and play Death Stranding for a bit.  Still, I found myself going back to Instagram to check her out, looking at her in the sexy outfits she wore, crop-tops, leatherette.  She was perfect in every way, and I knew I wanted to meet her. Of course, I ended up pausing my game and masturbating.

During the week, Vanessa and I texted back and forth, talking about everything, from books to movies, from sports to hobbies. We both supported the same football team, liked the same music, and even found ourselves recommending authors to read. 

On Wednesday, my best friend Peter called, asking if I wanted to get a pint in the evening.  As was usual, I knew I wouldn’t see Jessica because she had court this week, which meant she would be in the office in the evenings. 

“Sure.” I wrote back.  “When and where?”

“Usual at six?” He texted.

I stared at the text. One of the things we discussed with Vanessa was our favourite watering holes. I tended to go to the pub which was local to me and not far from Pete’s office, but Vanessa recommended the Gilded Swan, which was nearer to Pete’s house. I wrote to Pete and asked if he wanted to meet there instead.

“Yeah, that works well!  Thanks!” He wrote back, assuming I was being kind enough to be closer to his place.

Of course, in my mind, I hoped to run into Vanessa, meet her in person. I knew it was a bit stalkerish, but she was the one that started it.

The Gilded Swan was actually really nice. I’d been to it before, obviously, but never really gave it much thought.  The building was an old Tudor building, with a thatched roof. The ceiling in the bar itself was low enough that you felt the need to bend your head when you carried your pints to the table.  I got what she meant when she said it felt like a bar from the Lord of the Rings! 

Pete bought the first round, seeing as I chose a place closer to his home, and then I spent the next half hour listening to how shit his job was, and how his love-life was non-existent.  I’d known Pete since school and he was always the shy, quiet type.  When I went off to film school, he studied to be an accountant, which, considering how crap he was at maths at school, left me completely baffled.

“You were last in your race.”

“Wonderful, I think I’ll be an Olympic runner!”

Whilst he was yapping away, I kept my eyes on the door, willing it to open, willing Vanessa to walk in; but no such luck.  Instead, I filled Pete in on my life, telling him how things were with Jessica, and so on.

“Anything new on the work-front?” He asked me.

“November.” I told him. “Need to go to Iceland for three weeks.  Working on a new Sci-Fi movie.  Very hush-hush.”

“Who’s the director?” He asked, leaning forward with interest.

“Can’t tell you, but I will say, he’s British and you liked most of his other films, except that one, and the one that just came off the cinema.”

Pete nodded in recognition. “He should stick to Sci-Fi and less of the historical mumbo-jumbo.  Conquered everything my arse!”

“Don’t be tetchy.”

“I’m not being tetchy, but you know I’m right!  Anyway, why didn’t you edit that one?”

“Because it’s not my theme.  Also, I probably would’ve cut the whole thing and thrown it in the bin.  It was tripe.”

We spent the next hour chit-chatting before Pete decided to call it a night.  He asked how I was getting home, and I told him I’d take an Uber.  Literally as I was just about to open the app, the door to the pub opened, and in walked a gorgeous six-one brunette, wearing thigh-high lace-up boots, seamed stockings, a black leather mini-skirt, a satin and lace-trim cami-crop, and a tiny leather crop jacket. 

“Fuck me.” I said, staring as Vanessa approached the bar.  She hadn’t noticed me yet.

Pete turned to look at her then turned back to me. “Oh, that’s Vanessa.”

“I know.”

“You know Vanessa?” He asked, slightly confused.

“Long story.” I told him, not wanting to get into detail, or expose myself too much.

Once again, he gave me a queer look before asking, “I didn’t know you knew hookers?”

This time, my gaze left Vanessa and slowly turned to face my friend.  “Excuse me?”

“She’s a hooker.  Well, dominatrix or something, but yeah, she lives across the road from me.”

“And she told you this, did she?”

He shrugged. “I mean, not as such, but different men and women come and go, and I’ve seen her putting people on a leash and shit.  I’ve talked to her a few times, friendly sort.  Never really asked her what she does, but it’s pretty obvious. How do you know her then?”

Vanessa still hadn’t noticed me.  She was smiling as she chatted with the barman, who she obviously knew very well.  In her hand, she held a book I had recommended, by Andy Weir, which I thought was pretty cool. As to Pete’s question, I wasn’t sure how to answer him, because whilst I knew he would never tell on me, I also knew he had the hots for Jessica and good friend or not, I knew he was desperate enough to try anything.

“Well, she erm, called me over the weekend, but it was a wrong number.” I told him.

He stood, putting on his coat as he made an ah with his mouth.  However, as he shrugged his jacket on, he paused and gave me a peculiar look. “You know her name and what she looks like, because she called you by mistake?”

“Erm, yep.” I knew there was no way out of this.  “We kind of exchanged messages.  It’s nothing serious, just recommended a book.”

Pete looked over at the book she was holding, then looked back at me. “I gave you that recommendation!”

“And now I’m passing it on.”

“I’m getting out of here before I do something I’ll regret.  How’s it fair you have two hot ladies in your life, and I have none, zero, zilch?  Bloody malfeasance.”

“I’m not sure you’re using that word right.”

“Fuck off.” He snapped, before slapping my hand in a brotherly manner. 

As Pete headed to the door, and I downed the last dregs of my bitter, he tapped Vanessa on the shoulder and said hello to her, earning a warm smile in return, before saying, “Don’t trust that fucker over there!” Before walking out.  Confused, Vanessa turned to look where he was pointing, and when she saw me, her smile extended from ear to ear, and her face began to glow.

I felt my nerves tremble as she walked over, one seductive leg in front of the other.  “Well, hello you.” She said warmly. That fucking sexy deep voice again, even better in person. “Seems we both took each other’s advice.” She said, holding up the book and then looking around the pub.

“Yeah.” I chuckled, too nervous to say anything else for a moment.

“I didn’t know you knew Pete?” She told me, taking Pete’s chair and shrugging off her jacket to expose her gorgeous smooth shoulders, two thin spaghetti straps threatening to break under the strain of her massive breasts.  Before I could answer, she asked, “Sorry, were you in a hurry to leave or can you join me?”

“No hurry.” I gulped.  I held my glass up to the bartender and the old man gave me a nod, reaching for clean glass.  “Yeah, I’ve known Pete since school.  He’s actually my best friend.”

The smooth smile again, a slight cock of the head. “I like him.  He clearly fancies me but is also a little scared.”

“Yeah, well, he has some weird ideas about you.” I chuckled.  “Hold that thought.” I said, watching as the barman finished pouring my beer.  “You’re okay here or want anything?”

She held up her still full glass.  “I’m good.”

After paying, I was back.  “Where were we?”

“You were just going to tell me about how Pete told you I was a dominatrix.”

“Oh yeah,” I nodded.  “So Pete says to me that…” I stopped and looked at her as she took another sip on her beer, a wry smile on her face.  “How did you…”

“I’ll let you into a little secret.” She said, then leaned forward and whispered, “I’m a dominatrix. And that’s not my only secret, but I’ll let you guess that one.”

I sat back, mouth agape in shock. So that was the reason she called.  Someone had booked a session with her and put my phone number in.  Still, there was something about her being a dominatrix which just made me want her more, even though I was always the dominant one, or at least, I liked to think himself as much.

“Wow!” I gasped.  “So that day when you called…?”

“Yep, I thought I was talking to a client.”

“How long have you done it?”

She shrugged. “Ten years. But I enjoy it, I have a lot of fun doing it, and given that I’m naturally dominant and enjoy femdom in my daily life, it’s not really a job.”

“Wow!” I said again.

“I hope that doesn’t mean you wanna stop speaking to me?” She smirked. “I’d be upset.”

“No, no.  The opposite.  I guess it makes you that much more interesting.”

She tilted her head in surprise. “Oh really?  Maybe you should book a session with me!” She chuckled.

“Well, I don’t know if I’d go that far, but as a friend I’d love to hear more.”

“Of course, as a friend.” She said, putting air quotes around friend.  “What about Jessica?  Does she spank your little tushy at home?”

“Ha! No, I’m the one who does the spanking.” I told her, and she gave me an incredulously look which suggested she didn’t believe a word of it.  “She likes to call me daddy.”

“Oh!” She said suddenly, chuckling. “One of those!”

“One of what?” I chuckled back, wondering what else I’d been missing out on.

“Girls with daddy issues.  Yeah, makes sense, although they usually go for big muscular men.”

I gave her a hurt look. “I have muscles.” 

With wide eyes she leaned forward urgently. “Really?? Where?” She gasped, as if the fate of the world depended on it.

“You’re mean!” I laughed.

“Please, you love it.”

Weirdly, I did.


Two

For the next month, I met up with Vanessa at least once a week to chat in the pub. Surprisingly, it was really easy to talk to her about anything. I opened up to her about Jessica’s family and how they all hated me, even though they hardly knew me, to which she told me that you could choose your friends but not your family, and maybe that was how Jessica felt. 

“Does she defend you?” Vanessa asked.

I thought about it. Whenever her family made a snide comment or bullied me, she would laugh it off as nothing. I tended to shrug it off too, but mainly because Jessica did.  “Not really.” I mused, a little pissed off now that I thought about it.

“So, you claim to be the dominant one, right?” She asked, clearly not believing it in the slightest.

“Yeah…?”

“Well, you also say she works late, you cook, clean, do pretty much everything…”

“Okay, let me stop you there.” I said, and then stopped.  She looked at me blankly, waiting for me to say something, but then she got the joke.

“Very funny.”

Then one day she told me that a client gave her two tickets to the football match at the weekend and asked if I wanted to go.  I asked Jessica if she minded if I went to the game, to which she said she didn’t.  She didn’t even ask me with whom I was going.

It felt pretty good being with Vanessa at the match, especially given that she dressed up in a little red satin pleated mini-skirt and the matching crop-top. Every time I saw her, she made me drool.  In fact, I was so excited to see how she dressed every time I saw her, and today was no exception.

“So tell me, any interesting clients this week?” I asked her, knowing she never talked to me about clients.

“Privileged information.” She sang.

“I’m not asking for their names.”

“If you knew what I did, you wouldn’t want to speak to me again.” She told me matter-of-factly.

“I doubt that.” I’d been watching femdom porn at home trying to get a better understanding of what she did, and I had to admit that I found the whole thing exciting, so I told her that I watched it, which made her chuckle.

“What did you enjoy the most?” She asked me.

“I mean, I don’t know. Just that it was cool.” That wasn’t really true. I really got off on the girls in latex, being bitchy, demanding, humiliating.  I also read some stories, one about a wife who cuckolds her husband with a black man, that was hot too. 

“Yeah, I offer a more specialised service.” She told me. “I’m not a usual dominatrix.”

“Tell me more.”

“You won’t like it.”

“I will.  Tell me.”

“I turn men into little girls and then fuck them up the arse.” She laughed, “still wanna talk to me?”

“Of course! So you’re kinky, so what?” I told her.  “Anyway, pegging is meant to be quite popular now.  You know?  If they talk about it in Cosmo…”

Once again, she chuckled, watching the game.  Then she turned to me, “but that’s not how you see me, right?  I mean, if you wanted me to do that to you, I’d do it, but I’m glad to have you as, well, a friend.”

This time, it was my turn to chuckle, although I did feel my cock swell. “Yeah, no worries about that. But you wouldn’t want to dominate me?”

“Oh I would.  But not like a client.  If you were my boyfriend, then yeah, or even as a friend, but I wouldn’t want you to pay me, and I would want to keep having these, erm, dates.”

I looked at her, swimming in her dark green eyes. Suddenly, I felt tense, nervous and hopefully at the same time. The air felt just a little thicker. My gut told me my next question was very wrong to ask, but I had to know. “Is this a date?” I asked her softly, to which she shrugged.

“I know you have a girlfriend, and I don’t want to break you guys up, so I take this as is, but yeah, I’ve given it some thought.” She sighed. “But please, don’t get me wrong; I love being your friend.”

I so wanted her, but I knew we could never.  “I’m not going to lie, I’ve been thinking about you ever since you first called.  Your voice got to me, and then when you texted me, I just had to text you back.”

“Can I be honest?” She bit her bottom lip.

“Sure.”

“I texted you because I liked your voice too.  I don’t know why, I just felt something. But it took me ages to work up the courage.”

We stared at each other for what felt like hours, moving closer together.  Just as we were about to kiss, our team scored and the stadium erupted. The distraction stopped us from doing something stupid, and I knew I needed to calm myself, put a stop to all these dates. After the game, we decided to skip the pub and said goodbye to each other, heading home.  We both felt awkward after that near-kiss and I knew doing anything with her would be a huge mistake.

When I arrived home, Jessica asked me how the game was, and I told her that we won but otherwise boring.  Again, she didn’t ask me who I went with, but I made sure to kiss her and show that I loved her very much.  Still, something about Jessica felt a little off, like she was sitting on some information and afraid to tell me. Then in the evening, as we sat cuddled up together, my phone buzzed.  I decided to ignore it, but Jessica then said, “I think your girlfriend is writing again.” My eyes went wide as I turned to her in horror, but she simply chuckled.  “You thought I didn’t know?  Please!”

“Why aren’t you angry?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “I don’t know. I guess I should be but I’m not. I know you aren’t sleeping together.  I know you hang out as friends, but then you come home to me, and lately, she’s making you hornier, so I get the benefit. I also think that you’re too nice a guy to actually fuck another woman.  I am a little pissed you hid it from me, but I also understand.”

That she would essentially give me permission to have an affair with a gorgeous girl like Vanessa just made me love Jessica even more.  “I’m sorry.” I told her.

“Don’t be.  It’s fine.  Anyway, I talked about it with Jack at work, and he knows her.” Suddenly, she had a wry smile, as if she knew something he didn’t.

“And?”

“What do you know about her?” She asked.

“Well, she’s a dominatrix, but that’s not why I speak to her.”

“I know that; on both counts.  What else?”

“Well, that’s it.”

“I think you should do a little research.”

I felt a little miffed that she wouldn’t just tell me, but I wasn’t about to challenge the woman who essentially gave me the okay to hang out with the world’s most beautiful woman. 

Once again, my phone buzzed. I picked it up and looked at the messages.  “KI/KI is playing an acid set tonight at Drake Hall.  Up for it?” Vanessa wrote.

I turned to Jessica.  “Wanna go clubbing?”

“Drake Hall is like an hour away at least. I’m working tomorrow.” Jess told me.

“Tomorrow’s Sunday.”

“I know babe, but you know about the case coming up.  I can’t fuck this up.  You go!”

I frowned.  Now the cat was out of the bag, I felt even more guilty than I did.  “I dunno.”

“Honey, it’s fine.  Go!  Enjoy yourself!”

“If you’re sure?”

“I trust you, don’t worry.”

By nine o’clock, I was dressed up in my raving clothes, black cargo pants and black t-shirt.  I kissed Jessica goodbye, and as I did she told me to have all the fun I liked, so long as I came home to her.  Fifteen minutes later, I parked my Range Rover outside Vanessa’s house and then walked up to her door.

The house was literally opposite Pete’s.  I’d seen it a million times before and I think I knew the previous owner and her son.  In fact, I feel pretty sure her son went to my school but was in the year below me.  The house was a standard detached affair, decent sized garden with high bushes all around.  I rang the bell and waited on the doorstep until the door opened, revealing Vanessa in a black silk lacy nightgown, putting in an earring.

“I know, I know.  I’m late.” She said, running upstairs.  “Help yourself to a drink.  I’ll be right down.”

Everything about the sitting room seemed normal. It was modern and stylish, looked recently renovated.  No carpet to be seen anywhere, which I liked; only hardwood floors. 

“I had a client run late.  Sorry, sorry!” She called from upstairs.

“Perfectly fine.” I called back. I wondered where she had her dungeon.  Probably upstairs, if she had one at all. 

A few minutes later, she was downstairs, changed into red fishnet stockings, black zip-around hotpants, a red latex halter neck crop-top, and red lace gloves.  Her long hair was pulled up high onto her crown and then tied down as a ponytail.

“Ready.” She told me.

The drive to the Hall was long but it afforded us the chance to talk.  I told her that Jessica knew about her, and immediately she panicked, wondering if she had damaged my homelife.  I told her that surprisingly, Jessica was okay with us hanging out so long as I remembered where home was.

“That’s very modern of her.” Vanessa admitted.  “So she was cool with tonight?”

“Yep, in fact, she practically forced me out of the door.”

“She didn’t wanna come?”

“Nope.  Working tomorrow.”

“Ouch!”

I was quiet for a moment, listening to the Jeff Mills techno set I had on the stereo, then I said, “Do you wanna know how she found out?”

“How?”

“A guy called Jack from work.” I said, giving her a brief look.  She was looking ahead at the road but I saw a sinister, darkness fall over her face.  I wondered if I shouldn’t have said anything, wondering what might happen to Jack.

“Oh I know Jack.” She said, softly.  “Jack’s going to know a world of pain, because Jack needs to learn to keep his mouth shut.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything.” I said, feeling guilty for getting the person who outed us in trouble.

“Oh, that’s fine.  You should.”

“She knows you’re a dominatrix, but she said that’s not all.”

This time she turned to me and grinned. “I told you I have another secret.”

“Then tell me.”

“Nope.  You won’t like me if I do, and I don’t want to lose you as a friend, so let’s keep it at that.”

What more could there be? I thought. I hated secrets. If there was one thing more annoying than keeping a secret, it would be knowing there is a secret that I don’t know.  I wanted to know more but it was her secret and not mine to push it out of her.

Drake Hall was an old stately home which due to the cost of upkeep had been converted into a multi-functional events place.  The huge ballroom was often used for raves and the like because it had a large capacity and fantastic acoustics, but not only that, but the owner of the house was also a huge fan so he pretty much let organisers use it for next to nothing.  Better still, being that it was in the middle of nowhere, the police never bothered anyone, so pretty much anything went.

After getting a couple of drinks from the bar, Vanessa handed me a little pink pill before necking one herself.  I looked at the little Apple logo on it, before swallowing it down.

“I’ve been doing E for like twelve years,” She said, “And I always get nervous after taking them. I know they’re safe. I know who supplies them and where she gets them from, but still, every time.”

I knew that.  I used to get a nervous stomach beforehand.  “It’s the come-up. Your body knows what’s coming so you get nervous.  It’s weird, but I actually quite enjoy the come-up now.  I just let myself go with it.”

The come-up from ecstasy generally happened after about thirty minutes.  It begins with a jittery feeling, like when you’re cold, except you’re not cold; you can actually feel yourself getting warmer, but for some reason, you feel like you should be cold.  Then a little bit of questioning comes along; should I have done this?  What if this one is bad?  Won’t I look like a wolly? Then as you are sat there pretending everything is fine when in fact you’re scared stiff the world is against you, someone plays a fuck-off awesome track and your feet start moving.  Then your body starts moving, and then you think, fuck me, this feels good! 

Within an hour, Vanessa and I were going mental, dancing our arse off to some fucking bonkers acid techno.  KI/KI wasn’t on yet, but the warm-up DJ was just as good.Afte r midnight, we were ready for a drink and a bit of a rest.  KI/KI was due on soon and we wanted to conserve our energy for that.  Finding a place on a large marble staircase, we sat down and drank water. Vanessa rested her head on my shoulder, and I put my arm around her.

“I’m ready to tell you my secret.” She said.

“You don’t need to.” I told her.

“I want to.  But promise me you won’t freak.” She said, looking into my eyes.

“I promise.”

“Promise!”

“I promise!”

She took a deep breath, preparing herself for it.  Then she said it.  “I’m trans.”

“Pardon?” I asked.  I genuinely misheard her.

“I’m trans!  Transgender.”

“Oh!” I gasped, and thought that she’s pretty fucking hot for a transgender girl. I actually didn’t really have any thought about what a trans girl might look like, but I assume some masculine traits, but here, nothing.  “Pre-op or post?” I asked, wondering if that was an okay question.

“Pre.  And that’s how I’ll stay.  I like my cock.” She told me, but she had sad eyes, fearing the worst.  I assumed that she suffered a lot of rejection from friends, family and people she loved, so I pulled her tight against me and kissed her cheek.

“Cool.” I said.  And that was it.  She turned to look at me and her face glowed with warmth.

“Cool.” She replied and kissed my cheek back. “Let’s go dance.”

I’d be lying if I wasn’t thinking about that after though.  At times, I found myself looking at her crotch, trying to wonder how comfortable she must have been with her cock and balls pressed up tight.  She must have seen me looking, because she pulled me to her, dancing tight. 

I’m straight. I’ve never dreamt of being with a man, nor have I considered doing anything with a transgender girl. I’m very open, and I believe that everyone has the right to love and be loved.  I am not stupid either; I think there are possibilities to fall in love with anyone under the right circumstances, cock or not. Right at that moment, I knew that right up until she said she was trans, I was in love with this girl, so I tried to quantify my feelings for her post that, and I realised, a weight had been lifted from me; not because I stopped loving her or anything stupid like that, but because this huge secret was now gone.

Maybe it was the drugs, or maybe it was gratitude for what she did just before, but I gently grabbed her chin and placed my lips on hers.  Instantly, she wrapped her arms around me, and we kissed with a ferocity which made my cock swell with excitement.  Pent-up passion was released and whilst I wasn’t sure I could do anything with her sexually, I felt such a strong emotional connection with her, it was hard for me to deny it.

However, just as quickly as it started, did it stop.  Vanessa pulled back, smiled, but then shook her head. “Not a good idea.” She said.

“Jessica said I could…”

“Not about that.  It’s not a good idea for us to start anything sexual.”

“It’s just kissing.”

“And that leads to fucking, and you don’t want that.”

“Okay, but why?”

She grinned.  “Because I’m a top.  A powerful top.  And my cock is most likely bigger than yours.”

My eyes widened as I pictured her with a huge anaconda-like penis.  I let my eyes trail down her body, and there, between her legs, trying to push forward, was the swell of a semi-erect cock, desperate to get out.

“What does that mean?” I asked her.

“It means that I’m dominant, I like turning men into screaming little bitches. I like raping bitch arses and filling them with my cum.  I like my men in panties and bras, and dresses.  You don’t want that, do you?”

I gulped and shook my head, I didn’t, or at least, I think I didn’t.

“Yeah, so we stay friends.” She said.

I’ll admit, I was high, so I grabbed her again and we kissed, and we kissed, and we danced and kissed.  She moaned as she ran her crotch against my leg.  “Okay, just kissing.” She said into my mouth.

We left the rave at three and I drove her back to her place. She invited me in to hang out, so I joined her.  “Let me get changed though. These hotpants are gonna break my dick.” Three minutes later, she was back, wearing the silky short black nightie she wore before.  She poured out beers for us both, then from under the coffee table pulled out a mirror, a razor blade and a small baggie of coke.

“You do coke, right?” She asked.

“Yeah, after parties sometimes.”

“Okay.” She prepared four lines, snorting two, before handing it to me.  I snorted them down, then placed it back on the table, and took her in my arms and began making out with her again. “Oh Matt.” She moaned.

As we broke the kiss, I could finally see her cock jutting up from the nightgown.  She saw me looking and with a grin, she pulled the hem backwards and over the cock, revealing it to me.  It was huge, and when I say huge, I mean unnaturally huge.  This thing was not only long, like, ten inches long, not including the balls, but it was fat as hell in the middle. 

“Wow!” I gasped.

“Yeah, I know.” She giggled.  “I don’t want you to touch it or anything, don’t worry.  But maybe we can masturbate together?”

“I’d…I’d like that.” I said, and I genuinely wanted to. 

I scrambled to take off my clothes, letting them all drop to the floor and laying there naked.  My own cock was rock solid but looked like a failure compared to hers.  “You shave yourself?” She asked, noting my lack of body-hair.

“Ah.  Er, not exactly.” When I was a kid, I found my granddad’s old chemistry set.  Obviously, in those days, health and safety didn’t mean much.  I made some sort of weird chemical concoction which the cat proceeded to knock off and pour literally over most of my body.  I was in so much pain from chemical burns, that I collapsed to the floor and literally covered my legs, groin and body in this shit.  It soaked into my clothes and clung to me.

When my parents got me to hospital, they found that it wasn’t enough to do serious damage to my skin.  I look like I had a sunburn, but it literally fried my hair follicles.  I was lucky not to get it on my head, otherwise I’d be bald.

My story wasn’t exactly sexually exciting, but it was funny, at least for Vanessa, who was in tears of laughter.  Though later she admitted she was a little jealous because her transition and hair removal was a little more complicated. 

To get back in the mood, we kissed again whilst stroking ourselves.  Eventually, it was too complicated to kiss and stroke, so we sat back and looked at our naked bodies, masturbating.  My eyes should have been drawn to her huge breasts, but instead, I found them locked on her huge dick.

“I can’t.” She said suddenly, and for a moment I thought I did something wrong, but instead, she dived between my legs, taking all of my cock into her mouth in one go.

“Oh Vanessa!” I moaned, as she proceeded to give me the best oral I’d ever received. But, as was usual, I couldn’t last.  “Vanessa, I’m gonna cum, Van!  I’m…!” She didn’t stop.  I came, hard, filling her mouth with more cum than I’d ever shot in my life. Instantly, her mouth was on mine and I felt her push my cum inside.  Instinctively, I swallowed, and she broke off to give me an annoyed look. 

“You were supposed to pass that back!” She laughed.

“Sorry!” I said, not knowing the convention for such things.

She sat back and continued to wank off.  “I take it you don’t want to return the favour?” She asked, but after climaxing, I was not even sure I wanted to be there.  My libido was shot, the only thing stopping me from panicking and running out were the drugs.  And it was thanks to the drugs that my libido returned a little faster.  I couldn’t blow her, no way, but I could help wank her off.  I reached over, grabbing the iron-like solid penis and ran my hand up and down.  Hell, when she removed her own hands I could use both of mine easily.

“Oh Matt!” She moaned. 

I continued rubbing, feeling my libido return, and then I did what I thought I couldn’t.  I leaned over and licked the head.  She didn’t say anything but she tensed expectantly, waiting to see what I might do next.  When I placed my lips over the head, she sighed with gratitude.  Being careful not to use my teeth, I tried to mimic her movements, but with something so large, I found myself struggling to get much in.  At one point, I thought I could deep throat her, but ended up choking myself to tears.

“It’s hard.” She said softly.  “You need to swallow it, like something big you’re trying to get down.  Breathe through your nose.” I began following her advice.  “That’s it baby, that’s it!  You’re good!  Look, a natural.”

I felt more and more go in, but there was no way to get all of it.  She later told me that nobody had ever taken it all, but for my first time, I was spectacular.  After releasing myself and then swallowing, I managed to get more and more in, to the point where she said she could see my throat swell around it. 

“I’m gonna cum soon.” She said, and whilst I could swallow my own, I was still hesitant to swallow hers, so I pulled away and she continued to wank.  “It’s okay.  Can I cum on your face?”

“Okay.” I shrugged.

She pulled me to the floor and stood over me.  Seconds later, jet after jet of hot sticky cum landed on my forehead, eyes, cheeks and lips.  As she dribbled out the last dregs, she dragged the tip along my closed lips. “Don’t you wanna taste a bit?” She asked.  I didn’t reply.  “Open up sweetie.” She whispered softly; there was no way to say no to that sexy voice.  I opened up and let her feed her cock into my mouth.  She grabbed the back of my head and pushed forward.  “Keep swallowing, keep swallowing.” My eyes watered as her cock pushed further and further down my throat, but still couldn’t go all the way in.  So she pulled out and then dragged her cock into her cum, before feeding it back into my mouth.  She kept doing that until it was all in there.  “Now you can swallow.” She smiled.

We kissed for a few minutes longer and then she told me I could shower in the downstairs bathroom.  I returned to find her asleep on the sofa, so I kissed her forehead, covered her with a blanket, and then headed home.


Three

I didn’t see Jessica the next morning.  She left for work whilst I was still asleep.  The events of the early morning plagued my dreams, and whilst I didn’t know what it meant for me, somehow I didn’t want to stop doing it.  There was no way I would take that cock, or let her do the things she said she would do as my boyfriend, but if all our dates ended like that, and Jessica was okay with it, then fine by me.  Heck, even the cocksucking was pretty good.

“We good?” Vanessa wrote around midday.

I smiled at the text, knowing she would be nervously waiting for a response.  “We’re very good.  But my throat hurts, any idea why?”

“Must have tried to swallow something really big.”

“Yeah, guess it needs practice.”

“Practice makes perfect.  But…I think you might need to find someone else to practice with.  We can’t do that again.”

“Why not?”

“Matt!  You’re engaged to Jessica, and I don’t know if I can control myself.  I mean it!  If I end up falling for you like this, I’ll end up transforming you and doing things you don’t really want.  I am who I am, Matt.  Let’s just stay friends, okay?”

“Okay.” I sighed, but I did so as I masturbated, thinking about my morning, imagining Vanessa dominating me, turning me into a simpering sissy, bent over as she pushes her massive dong into my…  And I came, and hard.  Fuck, I didn’t wanna be fucked by that thing—did I?  I mean, would it be so bad?  YES! Yes it would!  It would fucking hurt, a lot, dickhead! I told myself.

Jessica arrived home from work at three. I hated that she needed to work so hard, but that was the life of a lawyer at a prestigious firm.  We’d all seen Suits!  Immediately, she asked how my night went and if I discovered Vanessa’s secret.  I said she told me eventually, and then she asked for details. 

“Jack said it’s huge!” Her eyes went wide when she described it.

“What makes you think I saw it?” I asked.

Her head tilted down by her eyes stared at me.  “Are you honestly saying nothing happened?  Because I’d be pretty disappointed in you if it didn’t.”

The sudden openness of Jessica towards our relationship confused me, but I put it down to the fact that she knew Vanessa wasn’t a cisgender woman.  A little narrow-minded, but still.  “I sucked her off.”

She giggled and began stripping next to me.  “Tell me, tell me, tell me!  And fuck me whilst you tell me everything!”

As we fucked, I talked about the whole evening and the morning that followed.  I went into detail with every feeling, taste, size, and she still kept begging for more.  I told her about Vanessa’s warning, about how she wants a man she can dominate and sissify. 

“Are you going to see her again?” She asked, panting as I fucked her.

“Only as a friend.” I told her.

“Why!!??” She whined.

“Because she’s scared of what she might do to me.”

“Pfft! Next time you see her, kiss her and suck her cock again, okay?”

I chuckled. “Why do you want this so much?”

“Tell me you’ll do it!” She screamed.

“I’ll do it, I’ll do it!” And for the first time ever, she came from us having sex.  I’d never once made her cum.  Of course, that set me off, and I came inside her.

Strangely, an idea came to me as we lay there panting.  I slid down her body and then began licking her clean.  Her hands grasped my head.  “Oh yes!  You dirty fucker!” She moaned as I licked her to one more orgasm.

We lay there panting, enjoying the post-orgasmic moment. I had no idea what had come over my fiancé but whilst I liked the change, I didn’t understand it. We had never discussed cheating in the past, but I naturally assumed that she was possessive, perhaps I was wrong.

“I guess I’ve seen my fair share of divorces already, and the majority of cases are because couples are too boring and inflexible.” I felt her hand on my face.  “Matt, we’re going to get married, I know that. If you experiment a little, then it will make you a more adventurous person.”

“What if I fall in love with Vanessa?” I asked.

“You think it’s impossible to love two people at once?”

“You don’t?” I asked her, surprised.

“I believe in polyamory, and I think that over the course of our lives, we will fall in love over and over. The problem is not whether or not we meet someone else, it’s whether or not our love is strong enough to survive it.  I personally believe it is and will be.” She paused; hands clasped over mine.  “Think about this.  They’re about to make pills which will allow us to live two, three hundred years. Can you imagine being with one person all that time?” I didn’t want to say no, but yeah, I saw her point there.  She continued. “So, then consider breaking up with that person. It’s also hard if you still love each other.  The only thing that can work is to bring others into our lives.  I don’t see any other way.”

With a smile, I nodded. “You make very compelling points. But I’m not sure I can take a ten-plus inch tin-can thick cock up my arse.”

She burst out laughing. “Never say never.  Did you think you’d suck a cock yesterday?”

“True, no.”

“Did you hate it?” She asked, tilting her head.

“Nope.”

“Did you like it?” She purred seductively.

“Y-yes.” I replied nervously.

“Did you love it?” She whispered into my ear.

“Yes.” I hissed.

“Then do it again baby, suck that mammoth cock, go to her, kiss her.”

I pulled my head back. “Now?”

“Yes, now!”

Without even bothering to check if Vanessa was free, I drove over there, wondering what, if anything, I would say or do with her. I knew I didn’t want any of the things she was threatening, I didn’t want to even try anal sex, so why was I going there?  Because I’d fallen in love with her, for who she was.

As I pulled up outside Vanessa’s house, Pete was working in his garden.  He saw me pull up, smiling as he thought I was there to see him, but his smile dropped as I waved and ran to Vanessa’s front door and rang the bell.  Pete watched as Vanessa opened the door and without a word, pulled me in for a long, passionate kiss.

“What are you doing here?” She gasped after letting me go.

“We need to talk.”

“Come in.”

I followed her into the kitchen. She was wearing a robe and her long hair was wet, clearly having just had a bath or shower.  As I explained my conversation with Jessica to her, going into every single detail, she prepared tea. I think it was an excuse not to look at me, hiding her emotions from me, just in case it turned into something bad. When I told her that I wanted to be with her too, she turned, her bottom lip trembling as a tear rolled from her left eye, then her right.

“Oh Matt!” She gushed, and ran to me, holding my face as we kissed.  “Yes, yes, of course yes, and I promise, I’ll try to keep my libido in check and not rush you. I love you, I can feel it. I hope that isn’t too early to say, but I might as well say it.”

I smiled at her, wiping away a tear. “No, I love you too, otherwise I wouldn’t be here.  But, I also love Jessica.”

“No, she’s right, monogamy is not our natural state of things. It was drilled into us by religion but traditionally, humans were not monogamous. Of course, I need to get to know Jessica, but I am open to a polygamous relationship.” She explained.

I took her hand and led her to the staircase, but she stopped me.  “Not up there.” She told me.

“Why not?”

“Because…” She shrugged, and then nodded. “You’ll see it sooner or later anyway. Come on.”

As we walked upstairs, I felt a nervousness from her, that she wanted to separate her work life from her love life, but at the same time, I knew that if I was to be a part of her life, then I’d need to take it all.

It wasn’t bad. The whole upstairs was converted into an almost gothic setting. Lots of reds and blacks, leather, studded furniture.  She kept her sexuality on full display; whips adorned walls like decoration, and perhaps that was the point. Pictures of herself in various settings, in latex, leather, masks, naked, fucking… One wall of one room was piled high with women’s shoes and boots.  Shelves upon shelves of sexy footwear.  She even had corsets framed on walls.  Her bed was black silk, a canopy of lace, chains and cuffs from all four corners.  Near what looked like a black massage table was a machine on a trolley plugged into a power outlet, with clips and cords. Buttplugs and dildos lined one shelf.  Then she opened another door, and we were suddenly out of the gothic style and in what looked like a Barbie playhouse.  Pinks, satins, lace everywhere.  A beautiful pink make-up table, a little girl’s bed with lots of pink and lace.  Dresses and lingerie everywhere, and strange penis-shaped cages were on a shelf.

“This is my sissy room.” She explained. “This is the part of me I need to control.”

“How do you mean?” I asked.

“I told you. I like feminine men.  I don’t think I could love a masculine man. I want my man to be my living doll, to dress up, to play with.”

I shrugged. They were just clothes. “I mean, if you want to dress me up sometimes, then I don’t care.”

The smile she gave me in response warmed me. It was a smile that said that I was sweet for offering. “Oh baby, that’s not it. I hate male clothes. I suppose I shouldn’t, but I have a history. I promise, I’ll tell you all, but yeah, I’ve seen a therapist and still see her, but it also means I don’t need to just accept what society says is the norm.  My dream was to have a submissive man who I knew I could always control. A man I could transform, change, into my sissy doll.  Yes, I know it’s way too much. But that was my dream.”

“Maybe I can’t give you all that, not permanently, but we can meet each other half-way.” I told her, not really sure what half-way meant. 

She smiled again, this time weakly, as if humouring me.  “Sure.” And with that, she turned the light off and led me out.

Lightly taking her right wrist, I pulled her to me. “I love all this about you.” I told her. “I love you put your sexuality on display.  I can’t understand why you would want to hide this. I’m not going to stop you from being you, that would be really unfair. I’m an artist, in a way, and I understand the principles of art. Your freedom of expression is what makes you, you.”

“I love you.” She whispered, as she wiped away a tear.

“I love you too.” I smiled back at her.

She sniffed a little and rubbed her eyes. “Oh thank god for the idiot who put your phone number into the form.”

“Thank god indeed.  I’d like to meet him and give him a huge hug.”

Once more, we embraced, accepting each other’s tongue as we kissed with increasing passion.  Somehow we ended up on the bed where she began stripping me, only breaking the kiss to allow me to remove my t-shirt.  I pulled the robe off her, revealing her naked sexy form underneath, then dropped my mouth to her pierced nipple.

“Did that hurt?” I asked her.

“Not much, no.” She giggled.  “Don’t worry, I’ll pierce yours later.”

I gulped but thought, why not? I kissed down her firm, flat belly, to her cock which was already standing to full attention. Without hesitation, I began licking along it, going down to her huge balls and sucking on them before going back to the tip.  Opening my mouth, I let it slide inside me, earning a moan of delight from the sexy shemale.  I bobbed up and down on the first four inches, slobbering and getting it as wet as possible, before I felt her hand on my head, gently pressing.  I knew what she wanted, and I knew it was what I wanted too.  Following her previous advice, I began swallowing, pushing myself to get down further. I felt the pressure of the penis stretching my throat whilst trying to accommodate itself, and that’s when the tears began to fall from my eyes, but still, I pushed harder, determined to get more in.

Seven inches in. I was so proud of myself, but there was so much more to go.  I needed air, so I pulled back, knowing I could go further now.  I allowed a moment to recuperate. Above me, Vanessa was whispering words of encouragement, telling me how well I was doing, that I was a natural cocksucker.  Such words would’ve angered me in the past, however this time, they encouraged me to do better.

Once again, I pushed forward, taking seven inches in one go, but willing myself to go further. I made choking sounds as I tried to swallow, feeling it moving in what seemed like millimetre by millimetre.  Finally, I felt the tip of my nose make contact with skin. Less than an inch to go.  Still breathing through my nose, I pushed further.  This time, Vanessa was silent, but I didn’t have the time to look at her; all my concentration was focused on getting those last millimetres of cock in my mouth, until finally, I was kissing her crotch.

“Oh my god!” She gasped.  “Nobody has ever…”

I held myself.  I heard the sound of a picture being taken, but I didn’t care, I was proud; a proud cocksucker.  Realising I needed to breathe a bit better, I pulled back and gasped, panting, before going in again, this time taking it all in one go.  I did it over and over, until suddenly, with her dick fully submerged, I felt her shoot her cum directly into my stomach.  For some weird reason, my own dick decided it had had enough, and decided to shoot all over the bedding.

“Wow!” She gasped as I pulled off her.  “Just…wow!  Nobody has ever done that before!  Nobody!  You’re amazing!” She gushed, kissing me all over my face.  “A natural cocksucker.”

“I aim to please!” I laughed, my voice a little hoarse.

“That you do!  That you do!”

We lay on the bed, panting, not even kissing, just enjoying the moment.  She looked down at my penis, still dripping cum and then gave me an incredulous look, as she knew both of my hands were on her at the time.  I simply shrugged; the whole thing turned me on more than I imagined it would.

“You realise something though.” She asked me, and I knew exactly what she was going to say.

“Yeah, I know. I need time to ready myself for that, psychologically.” I told her.

“Can I make a suggestion?”

“Of course.”

“Start using butt-plugs.  Start small, work your way up. Anal dilation is good for you anyway, it prevents haemorrhoids, but still, it will help ready yourself.  Also you may want to suggest to Jessica that she gets a strap-on dildo.  Start with something small, so maybe a harness is better so she can switch them out.”

I smiled, partly relieved we weren’t going to try today, partly happy she was being so kind about it, given her apparent need to rape the arses of her lovers.  Clearly, she was holding back, but maybe that was in the after-glow of her orgasm.

“Thanks, I’ll try that.” I told her.

Once again, we kissed, softly, enjoying each other, then we broke and she asked if I was thirsty or hungry.  “I can order a pizza.” She suggested.

“I’m fine.  If you want to eat, go ahead.”

“No, I’m okay.” She giggled.

“Tell me a little about yourself. You said that you had a tough childhood?” I said.

She shrugged but her expression changed, turning sad. For a moment, I felt guilty for ruining a happy moment, but then she began to explain things. “My mum died in labour, giving birth to me. I went through a difficult time because my dad abandoned me, left me with my aunt and uncle.  When I was eight, my aunt died, which fucked me up completely, as I thought I would lose everyone in my life, but my uncle stuck by me.”

With a sigh, she looked around the room, as if trying to remember something.  “Then one day I walked in on my uncle; he was crossdressing.  He didn’t look bad, but I thought he needed to look better, so I studied how to do make-up properly, how to look more feminine, how to train your voice and so on, and helped him.  When I was a little older, he was already dressing full-time, and one day, I came home to find a package on my bed.  I opened it to find knickers, little black satin and lace things, like, really soft, thin satin, and a matching bralette, one of those pull over ones. At the time, I wasn’t interested in wearing such things; I was a boy, captain of the football team, you know the type.” She chuckled.

“I went to see Uncle, well, now Aunt Sally, and told her I didn’t want them, but she just smiled at me and said, put them on honey. I kept saying I didn’t want to, but she said I should, otherwise she would burn all my male clothes. I was a nervous kid so I did as I was told.” She smiled wistfully. “Oh the moment that fabric touched me, I knew.  I just fucking knew.  She knew too.”

Once more, she paused, and now her expression turned darker. “And that’s when she started. First it was the touching, innocent, the shoulder, a peck on the cheek goodnight, all fine. Then it became a hand on my leg when we watched TV.  Then it became her rubbing my leg.” She shook her head.  “Then my male clothes started disappearing, replaced by female clothes.  I didn’t mind, I was dressing at home, but at school and such?  My trousers were exchanged for skirts, then I went to school in a skirt.  I had to say that it was a protest at the school uniform and how girls weren’t allowed to wear trousers.  Made me a hero.” She smiled.

Suddenly, a memory flashed back.  I was in the sixth form, so I no longer wore a uniform, but I remembered a kid coming to school and doing that. “Vincent.  Vincent Zahn!  You were Vincent Zahn!” I gasped, and she nodded with a smile.  “Holy shit!  You won the district football trophy.  Everybody said you’d go pro!  You lived…” And then it dawned on me.  “You lived here.  In this house.” I said softly, realising that Vanessa was that boy I remembered seeing so many times.

She nodded.  “It was around that time my aunt started molesting me.  As I said, little things at first, touching, and then forcing, and then I had to share her bed. She put me on hormones, stuff she got hold of illegally, then flew me to Thailand where a doctor made the changes to me without my permission. She told me that she had friends that I would look after, make her a bit of money.  I went straight to the police. She got arrested, and is still serving a pretty long jail sentence.”

“Holy crap!” I gasped, pulling her to me.  “I’m so sorry.”

“It is what it is.  But it made me into this.  I tried to change my personality, to fix myself, but in the end, my therapist encouraged me to own it, to be my best self.  So, I’m a dominatrix, and I love it.”

“Fuck me!” I gasped once more.

She kissed my lips. “Don’t ask twice.” Then she chuckled.

That she had been through such hardships made me sad to the core. There were some really evil people in this world, but I never imagined it happening right across the road from where my best friend and I hung out all this time.  I would later ask Pete about it, careful not to divulge anything.  He only told me that he remembered seeing police arresting the aunt, then a few days later saw Vanessa move in.  I didn’t tell him that Vanessa was really Vincent the whole time.

As we lay in that bed, kissing and making out, I felt Vanessa getting hot and bothered once again.  Her hands roamed my smooth body, snaking their way down to my buttocks, which she grabbed and squeeze.  I moaned as her hand moved over, making their way further and further towards my hole, until finally, I felt her finger press in.  I moaned at the sudden penetration; one small finger actually felt pretty good, especially as she moved it in and out.  But one finger became two, and whilst that stung a little at first, it too began to feel better and eventually, really damned good.

As she twisted and turned her fingers, she also spread them, widening my anus. Eventually, without even knowing, I had three fingers in me as we kissed, pumping all the way in and out.  Every so often, she hit my prostate causing a surge of pleasure to run through my body.

Vanessa was shivering now, but it wasn’t from the cold.  She was losing control, lost in the moment, and I knew it.  I knew that if I didn’t stop now, there would be no stopping her, and yet, I continued to kiss her, even turning slightly to give her better access to me.  She spun me around, moaning with excitement as her fingers entered me again, one arm around my neck as she bit at my ear.  Then she pulled her fingers out of me and reached over to the nightstand, grabbing a bottle of lubricant.  I then felt heavily lubricated fingers enter me, spreading it around before coming out again.

The moment the head of her penis made contact with my anus, I knew I’d pushed her too far.  “I don’t think I can.” I whispered.

“Just the tip. I promise.” She whispered back, licking my ear.  “Just the tip.”

The pressure was immense.  She told me to push back, open my anus, so I did.  The lubricant did its job and with a sudden press, the head of her dick slid inside, but not without a huge sudden heavy stinging pain.

“Ow! It really hurts!” I told her.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be okay. It’ll pass.” She said, holding still.  It certainly didn’t feel like it would, and instead, I found myself worried about internal damage.

“Are you sure?” I asked her, but even as I did, the pain was quickly subsiding.

“Yeah.” She breathed as I panted.

“That’s the tip?” I chuckled.

“The head, yeah.” She giggled, “still hurt?”

“No, just like a lot of pressure.”

She didn’t reply, instead she pressed forward some more and the pain began to return, even though everything felt very slippery. 

“I thought you said just the tip?” I asked, panting.

“Don’t worry.” She said in a sexy hushed tone, pushing forward again. 

“Fuck!” I gasped.  The pain was subsiding but it felt like I had an arm inside me.  Admittedly though, it was beginning to do things to me.  “How much is in?” I asked her.

“About three inches.”

“Some tip!”

Once more, she paused, before pushing more into me.  I moaned as pleasure hit me now, but I also complained that I thought she wanted me to train first.  “I reasoned that I wanted your cherry.” She told me, her voice hoarse, clearly lost in the lust she was feeling at that very moment.  “And now I want more, and you can’t stop me.”

“I don’t want to stop you.” I replied, getting into the heat of it all.

“Good.” She pushed again, this time harder and further. “I’m going to get all of it in. It’ll hurt again in a bit, but will feel better again.”

She was right.  I began to feel pressure, like she had reached the limit inside, but still she pushed and I thought she would rip my insides to shreds.  What she was really doing was forcing my colon to adjust to her penis, shifting my insides to allow her in.

“How much more?”

“Four more.” She breathed, still pushing.

My eyes watered and my teeth were gripped together.  The pain was changing again now back to pleasure and then all of a sudden, like a vacuum sucking her in, the last three inches literally slid inside me.  I felt her pressed right up against me, panting, and suddenly, I didn’t feel pain or weirdness, but rather a feeling of pride; pride that I had just taken my first cock and it was huge.

After holding there for a minute, savouring being all inside me, she pulled back slowly, about half-way, and then pushed in again.  “Ungh!” I said, felt a bolt of electricity shoot up through me as she pushed inside carefully.  Then back, and forward again, this time harder, faster.  She was building up momentum, letting me get used to it.

By the time she was fucking me properly, hard and fast, I was begging for it like a horny teenager.  “Fuck yes!  Fuck me Vanessa!  Fuck me please!  Harder! Harder! I need your cock honey, I need it!” The feeling of it slamming in and out, her skin slapping against mine as that huge mammoth cock changed me inside in more ways than one, it was just beyond the realms of imagination.  Not once did I question if I was gay, because I really didn’t care that she had a cock, nor that she used to be a man; no, she was one of the sexiest, hottest women in the world, and fuck me, I was feeling pretty fucking good right now!

Every so often, she felt herself getting close, but she slowed a little, telling me that she didn’t want it to end.  I told her that this was certainly not going to be the last time, and she was right about everything. “This is the best sex ever!”

“So you’re a little gay boy now?” She chuckled.

“I don’t see another man in here.” I told her, as she pressed me into the bed and slammed the cock in and out.

“Good boy.” She told me, but it was in a tone to suggest that she was grateful that I saw her as a woman.

“I love you Vanessa.” I told her. “I really fucking love you.”

“I love you too Matt.  Really I do.” And then. “Fuck, I can’t hold on. Can I cum in you?  I’m clean.”

“Of course, cum in me, fill me, breed me.”

“Will you cum too?” She said, allowing me access to my hard cock.

“Yes!”

“Quickly, I don’t know if I can hold on.” And with that, she shot strand after strand of sperm deep inside me, and as that happened, I came all over my hand and the bed.

She slid out of me carefully, then grabbed a tissue and placed it on my arsehole.  “You’ll bleed a little, but try not to panic.  It’s normal.  The butt-plugs will help.  I’ll give you one now to start.  She ran up to a shelf and grabbed a fairly wide metal one with a pink gemstone on the base, and she then pressed it inside my anus.

“Thanks.” I smiled, turning to her. “Fuck, that was amazing.”

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t stop myself.” She chuckled, kissing my forehead. “I had to have you.”

“It’s okay.  I’m glad you did.  I was wrong, about worrying, about thinking about it.  I loved every single second of it.”

“So we can keep doing it?” She asked, hope written on her face.

“Oh fuck yes!” I replied, kissing her lips.

Out of nowhere, she jumped up excitedly, running to a dresser drawer. “One more thing.” She said, grabbing a small metal case and running back to the bed.  Opening it up, she revealed a number of sealed syringe needles, disinfectant, cotton wool, a piercing gun, and different types of bar and stud.  Well, she did promise to pierce my nipples, and I guessed it couldn’t hurt as much as the first time getting fucked up the arse.

It actually didn’t hurt too much, and I had to admit, I liked the look of the small bars in my nipples.  Of course, she didn’t stop there.  She did each earlobe with a gun, and she did those without asking.  I thought she put standard studs in but was shocked to find she put little pink gems in, claiming those were the only ones she had, but she did so whilst giggling like a little girl.

“I wanna do your belly button.” She told me.  “But that will hurt a bit more.”

I sighed, in for a penny.  “Fuck it.” I told her.  “Do it.”

Yeah, it did fucking hurt, but I’m a big boy and I got over it.  I took that pain like a man, and what did I get for it?  I big fucking pink gem which filled my belly button.  Yep, she gave me the biggest one there.  Pink earrings, pink navel gem, pink gem butt-plug, but I took that pain like a man!

Whatever.  It was done.  Who gives a shit?

She pulled out one more bar, a slightly larger one and held it up in her sterile gloves.  I knew what it was immediately and gulped.  “Will I be able to have sex after?” I asked her.

“After it heals, sure.  But that will take about three weeks.” She replied.

“Um, I guess I should speak to Jessica before doing that.” I told her.

With a shrug, she nodded.  “Sure, I’ll wait.” And she sat down on the bed, waiting.  I realised she meant I should call her, so I gulped before pulling out my phone and calling my fiancé.

Jessica picked up quickly.  Before I could dive into the question, she had a million and one questions for me, including whether or not I got fucked up the arse.  I told her that I had and she wanted details of how it felt, if I would do it again, and more. She seemed marginally more excited about it than I was, which I found pretty damned strange but reasoned that this was the kinky Jessica I hadn’t planned on.

“Put Vanessa on, I wanna talk to her.” She said, before I had chance to ask about the piercing.

I held the phone out to Vanessa, who gave me a queer look of confusion before accepting the phone. “Hello?” She asked. I watched as Jessica talked at her for a minute or so, and Vanessa’s face changed from confusion to a smile.  “Thank you, Jessica, yes I’d love to.  Absolutely, we can.  There is one more thing we wanted to ask, and a reason for calling in the first place. I’ve pierced Matt in a few places, and wanted to ask if you mind if I give him a Prince Albert?  Oh you don’t?  No, not for about three weeks.  Yes, okay, thanks, that’s great.  Yes, see you soon.”

Vanessa ended the call and smiled.  “Guess who’s coming to dinner?” She said.

“She invited you for dinner?”

“Tonight.  I’ll need to get ready…right after I pierce your cock.”


Four

It was a small Italian restaurant that I must have been to a thousand times, and the staff all knew me well as a regular customer, so it felt a little strange to turn up with this highly attractive woman on my arm, a highly attractive woman who wore an almost see-through lace mini-dress and no bra underneath.  For my part, I was still dressed in my jeans and t-shirt, but for the first time in my life, I was wearing knickers; a pink satin polka-dot with white lace-trim thong.  Vanessa hadn’t ordered me to wear it, rather she suggested it given that my cock was bandaged and I really didn’t want it swinging around in my jeans and boxers and the satin would protect it.  I had to admit, she was right, the knickers actually felt more comfortable—though I imagined that was probably because it was also pretty damned kinky.

“Hello Sir, welcome.” Said the headwaiter upon arrival. “Miss Jessica is already here.” The professional man didn’t bat an eyelid at the fact that I had arrived with a different woman, nor that I had freshly pierced ears.  “If you’d like to follow me?”

We were led to a table in the back of the restaurant where we found Jessica perusing the menu. Although we’d been there lots of times, the menu frequently changed based on season or even week, so no two visits were alike.  As we approached, she set the menu down and smiled at us, getting to her feet.

Jessica had dressed up for the occasion too, putting on a glittering gold-chainmail mini-dress. She put her hair up in a stylish swirl, leaving a few strands dangling around her beautiful pale-skinned face.  She’d put on make-up, not that she needed it, but as always, it was subtle and elegant. 

“Baby!” She said, stepping around the table and pulling me in for a long, passionate kiss.  “Love the pink studs, sweetie.” She told me as she looked at each one up close.  Then she turned to Vanessa and pulled her in tight, smiling warmly as the two hugged.  “I’m so glad to finally meet you.  I hope this isn’t too weird for you?”

Vanessa smiled nervously, pushing a strand of brown hair behind her ear. “It’s a little weird, but I’ll get over it.  Not weird, but different perhaps.”

They took a seat, and as she did so, Jessica continued. “I get that, but I grew up with a dad who fucked around on mum all the time.  Eventually, they got divorced and for a time, I hated dad.  Then dad met Janine, his current wife, and suddenly, he was happy.  Does he still fuck around?  Yeah, but so does Janine, and well, both are really, really, happy.” This was the first time I was actually hearing any of this, so it came as quite the revelation to me too. “Mum is just blah all the time.  She’s so damned boring, and I came to realise, that’s why their marriage failed, because she wasn’t willing to be fun or flexible.”

The waiter arrived, bringing us two menus and asking if there was anything we wanted to start off with for a drink. Jessica was already drinking white wine by the glass, so I assumed she’d taxied it, and I’d driven over, so I became the designated driver and the girls ordered a bottle to share.

“So anyway, I could see how happy you are making Matt, and well, I thought, do I want to get upset?  Will that help me?  He’s still fucking me, maybe even better than he did, and he still kisses me when I come home, so what is this?” She took a sip of wine as we both listened, then continued. “Anyway, I decided to let things play their course, but make it clear to him that I’m okay with it. I suspected one of only a few things would happen. Worst case, he calls off the proposal, dumps me and moves in with you; I doubt that because from what I understand, you’re a free spirit like me.  He breaks up with you and decides to stay with me, which is good, fine, but the more I thought about it, the more disappointed I realised I would be with him, because that would make him, well, boring. Or, you would be willing to share, with a view to one day, maybe being part of our relationship more intimately, which is ideal.”

The waiter came by with our drinks, and then took our food order, giving Vanessa a moment to process what she just heard from Jessica.  She then smiled sweetly and leaned forward, putting her elbows on the table as she nervously rubbed her hands together.  “I’d like to try the third option, please.” She said, softly.  “I’d like to get to know you better, as a friend, and then see how things go.  But, I’m going to be honest with you and tell you what I think will happen with Matt. I think he’s amazing, and yes, I love him already, but I’m also scared.  I’m scared of me, who I am.  I’m a very dominant person and in my life, I’ve been through a lot.  It changed me as a person.  My dream for the last ten years is to find someone to love, and completely transform them into my own personal sissy, someone who will live for my…ahem…penis.  I want to force them into women’s clothing, maybe even make them like me.”

As Vanessa said all this, I looked away because I knew my face would betray my fear that she would actually do that to me.  The thought of her dominating me, that was sexy, but the thought of living my life as she described, well, I just couldn’t picture it.

“Matt is too nice.” Vanessa continued.  “He’s someone I just want to talk to and kiss, and love, but at the same time, god, I wish he was sat here in a dress.  I wish he had the word whore as a tramp-stamp on his back.  I wish he was looking at men dreaming about their cocks.  I’m fucked up Jessica, and that’s why I’m not sure how any of this would work.”

If this information shocked Jessica, she didn’t show it.  She simply smiled through the whole thing, nodding as if she understood.  “Are you bi?” She asked Vanessa.

“Yes, I am.” Vanessa answered, confused by the sudden change in topic and wondering if Jessica had not been listening at all.

Suddenly, Jessica stood. “We’re going to powder our noses.  Be right back.” She grabbed Vanessa’s arm and pulled her towards the lady’s room.

Now, I should point out a few things at this point.  The restaurant is not that big, and given that it was a Sunday, it wasn’t busy or bustling with noise.  There are a few corners here and there so we did have a certain amount of privacy, but there were three other couples in the restaurant at the time, plus the staff.  I should also point out that the toilets are not huge, but they have high ceilings; I know that because every time I go and I fart there, I get nervous because it gets amplified and I worry the whole goddamned restaurant heard me fart.  I remember Pete going for a piss there once, a little tipsy, and singing a Sinatra song as he urinated; a minute later, a guy on the next table was singing it whilst he waited for his date; and no, he wasn’t in there with him at the time.

I have a reason for this little diversion from the main story.  As you may or may not remember, I told you Jessica liked a bit of kink—she called me daddy in bed, that sort of shit—well, she’s also extremely vocal during sex.  So as the waiter was coming by to bring some bread, butter and stuff, we both heard this coming from the lady’s toilets; “Yes Vanessa, fuck me darling, fuck me, do me, yes, oh my god, I’m gonna cum already!  God, your story turned me on so much!” 

The waiter spent a long time next to me making sure I had what I needed, our waters topped off, wine equal in each glass, tablecloth level in each corner, no cobwebs on the ceiling, that sort of thing.  Then when he realised he couldn’t find a reason to hang around any longer, he gave me a look.  It was a look that said you lucky cunt! You fucking lucky, lucky, bastard!  I wish I was you right now, I really fucking do!  In fact, as he walked away, I looked around and saw nearly every single man in the whole restaurant was giving me that exact same look.

“Ooookay…” I said to myself.

Minutes later, both women emerged from the toilets looking a little flushed.  They sat down as if nothing had happened, completely oblivious to the fact that nearly everyone in the restaurant was looking at them.  I stared at them both, waiting to hear something, anything, but received a “What?” from them both.  I decided not to press the matter.

Weirdly, or maybe not, I don’t know anymore, the conversation went in a completely different direction after that.  Suddenly they were talking about make-up and their skincare routine, which wasn’t the least bit interesting for me, so instead, I analysed the plastering of the walls and wondered if that fake rough old-fashioned look they did at these sort of restaurants was actually harder to do than getting it smooth.  I mean, it must be right?  Of course, that led on to my memories of trying to plaster a wall at home, which reminded me that I was not good with my hands, and should never, ever, attempt such things again.

Then as the food arrived, the conversation shifted once again and this time Vanessa told the very private story of how she became female. It brought tears to Jessica’s eyes, and she had to get up and hug her new friend.

As the two caught up, something occurred to me. Jessica had just allowed herself to get fucked by another cock, without once talking to me.  I guess it didn’t click because of the conversation prior to it, but essentially, I had just been cuckolded, and it had happened really easily.  Then another thought occurred to me.  She talked about how her dad still fucked around, but so did Janine.  Was Jessica fucking around?

“Can I ask you a question?” I said, interrupting them.

“Er, sure?” Jessica replied.

“Have you ever been unfaithful to me?” I asked her.

Vanessa’s eyes went wide as she realised what I was getting at, but Jessica seemed to take it in her stride.  She shrugged, “I mean, I’ve fucked around some, sure, but it’s just sex. I love you. Why?  Is it a problem?”

I mean… “No, of course not,” I lied, refusing to be the hypocrite.  “Would’ve been nice to know about it.”

“You’re right. I should have told you about it, I’m sorry.” She replied honestly, “Stupid of me.  Sorry, really I am.”

“No, it’s fine. I mean, now we’ve clarified all this, I don’t suppose it matters.” I said, and she smiled at me and returned to her conversation, but inside my head, thoughts were swirling around; how long? With whom? Was she still doing it? I interrupted again. “When was the last time?”

“Oh, gosh, erm, Thursday!” She said, clicking her fingers.  “And clearly this is bothering you, right?”

I gave her a pained look. “Actually, no, not bothering, but kind of, I just want to understand it.”

“No, I get it.  I mean it, I’m sorry.  So here’s the deal. I’ve had four male and two female lovers since before you and I met, who I sometimes meet for a quickie, sometimes spend some time with. I didn’t tell you because I was scared to, but I always made it clear that you would be my husband and that I love you, which I do.  None of what is happening now between us three is in any way related to any guilt I feel, because honestly, I don’t feel guilty about having a sex life, but I do feel guilty about hiding it from you.  This what is happening here is the reality of the fact that I want to spend the rest of my life with you, and I want to spend it happy; me, happy, equals you, happy and vice versa.  Clear?”

Whoa, that was a lot to take in.  For the first time though, confident as Jess was, I also knew her really well, and I knew when she switched to lawyer mode it meant she was scared. I decided to put this to bed, as I knew it made no sense to argue or get angry about it.  “Cool, hot!  You cuckolded me.” I smiled, and she returned it with a kinky smile of her own.

“Oh, baby likes that does he?” She purred. “See Vanessa, he wants to be a cuckold.”

“Very sexy.” Vanessa purred. “I cuckolded you in the bathroom just now.” She said to me.

“I know.  I’m fucking rigid here.”

Jessica sat back and waved at Donovan, the headwaiter. “Bill please!” She said, as Vanessa began kissing me deeply.

Once again, all the men in the restaurant stared at me with jealousy and lust in their eyes.  If they only knew how my night was about to end up, maybe they would have been less jealous…

…then again, maybe not, who knows what these crazy kids like?

Ten minutes later, we were back at our house.  It was the first time Vanessa had been there, and whilst I never imagined that she would ever visit, I thought that things were coming along nicely, given the circumstances.  As I drove home, the two women were kissing in the back seat the whole time, with Jess freeing Vanessa’s huge dick and occasionally taking it in her mouth.  It made me proud to see she couldn’t deep throat it all the way but I could.

The moment we were through the door of the house, we were all running up to the master bedroom.  The women stripped each other off, whilst I took all my clothes off.  When Jessica saw the pretty knickers, she said, “Leave the panties on.  They’re sexy on you.”

Soon, Jess was on her knees sucking on my lover’s cock as I watched. Vanessa gave me a look which asked what are you doing? Then looked down at her cock.  Immediately, I understood where she wanted me to be, and dropped to my knees next to Jessica, who pulled the cock out and passed it to me.  This was my moment to shine, to show my fiancé who the better cocksucker w…yeah, I heard it!

Still, I opened my mouth and felt myself open my throat, and then in one long go I pushed myself forward, sliding that huge dong all the way down my throat.

“Holy fuck!” Jess gasped.  “How?”

“It’s all in the reflexes.” I smirked after I came up for air.  She rolled her eyes at my Big Trouble in Little China reference. 

Not to be outdone, she gave it her best shot, doing pretty well getting seven inches in, but all that did was cause her make-up to run and make her look like a cheap whore; which was pretty fucking hot!  “My turn.” I told her, taking the cock down my throat again and giving the best damned blowjob ever.

“I wanna fuck you.” Vanessa said to my fiancé, pulling her to the bed. 

I watched as the couple kissed, then as Vanessa threaded some of her cock into the soft folds of Jessica’s pussy.  Jess purred and moaned in delight as that huge cock split her in ways I never could.  “God, that’s so big.” Jess moaned, kissing my lover. 

Vanessa turned to me.  “Lick my anus. Rim me.”

Strangely, as much as I didn’t want to do that, I still found myself crawling between her soft, tiny, tight arse cheeks and pressing my tongue in.  Vanessa moaned and growled into Jessica’s mouth as I licked and pressed my tongue inside her, and I realised that with each thrust of my tongue, she was thrusting into Jessica, getting harder and deeper, in turn causing Jessica to scream in delight, driving her to multiple orgasms.  I was proud to have given Jessica an orgasm with my cock for the first time, just the other day, but here Vanessa was, causing Jessica to have one after another.  I had always believed the multiple orgasm thing to be a myth, but huh, I was wrong; I was just shit at sex.

“Stop, stop, stop!” Begged Jessica after her tenth orgasm.  “I want to see you fuck him, please!”

Vanessa pulled out, still having not cum, and asked for some lubricant.  As Jessica got that out, Vanessa told me to assume the position.  I got on my hands and knees on the bed, but Vanessa pushed me down, forcing my head to the pillow and my arse higher into the air.  I felt the thong being pulled to the side and the butt-plug sliding out of me, before the cold gel was worked into my rectum.  As Vanessa did that, Jessica lubricated Vanessa’s cock.

As Vanessa took aim and began pushing, Jessica took her place in front of me, lifting me so I had access to her crotch.  She looked on with wide, excited eyes as the head slid inside me, returning the burning pain I had felt earlier, but this time, Vanessa didn’t give me the luxury of patience, instead, pushing in pain or no pain, until I felt her buried to the hilt.  I cried out with every centimetre that went in, but thankfully, once she was completely in, she paused and let me adjust.

“That’s so amazing.” Jessica whispered.  “So hot.  I love watching gay guys get fucked.”

That was new, but I decided to ignore it and let Vanessa begin pumping in and out of me.  Fuck, it had only been a couple of hours and I realised I’d missed that thing being inside me.  The best pleasure ever, I kid you not. Guys, I know you have hangups about this sort of thing, but trust me, regardless of how you view your sexuality, anal sex for us men is fucking awesome.

Having already received a blowjob and vaginal sex from us, Vanessa couldn’t last long inside me.  She pulled out near the end and told us to put our faces together like good little sluts and put our tongues out, then proceeded to wank off, jetting her cum all over us, especially our mouths.  With our faces covered, Jessica and I proceeded to kiss, spreading the cum all around.

“Will you spend the night?” Jess asked my lover.

“Yes, please stay.” I told her, pulling the sexy transsexual to us.

“I don’t have my things, or anything to wear.”

“I’ll drive you home tomorrow morning.” I told her.

“Oh, okay!” She laughed, kissing us both. Then turning to me.  “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I told her, then I turned to Jessica, who was beaming with delight next to me.  “I love you too!”

“I love you Matt.  Thank you!”

“I should be thanking you.”

“No, this is my dream, to have a happy marriage.”

“We’re not married yet.”

“I’m ready now.  We should plan it.” She told me softly.

That night, I watched my girls make love together one more time, this time, with Vanessa coming inside my fiancé.  Of course, I licked both clean after, then I said something I never expected to say to Jessica. “Next time you fuck one of your lovers, bring me their cum home and I’ll lick you clean.”

“Oh baby, I’ve always wanted to do that!” She gasped, grabbing my face and kissing me.


Five

It actually took nearly a month for the Prince Albert piercing to heal, but the moment it did, my cock was inside Jessica faster than you could say done.  Funnily enough, even after getting boned every other night by my lover, Jessica was still tight and comfortable, and do you know why that is?  Because that is how the pussy is designed.  Yeah, sorry, bit of a rant at those other stories where they write the woman’s pussy was ruined by the size of the man’s cock.  I call bullshit, as there would be a lot of unhappy fathers out there after childbirth. Rant over.  The good thing about the PA was that I lasted a little longer inside her, and it stimulated her too, which was good, because my first time in and I made her cum again.

Of course, as stated, Vanessa was over in the evenings quite a bit.  In fact, Jessica and Vanessa often had shopping days together, make-over time, and Vanessa became a more constant fixture in our household.  The ladies got on extremely well, which was good for me, because after two weeks of her, when Jessica finally got me alone, she told me that Vanessa was perfect and that she could understand why I fell in love with her.

Anal sex also became a constant feature in my life, with Vanessa fucking my arsehole more often than she fucked Jessica.  But that was okay, because Jessica had a regular fuck too.

It turned out the one person Jessica fucked on a weekly, almost daily basis, was her boss, Michael.  And, after years of fucking around behind my back, I was finally introduced to him as her lover when he came over one night, when I was due to spend the night at Vanessa’s.

To look at, Michael looked like a typical lawyer.  Perfectly combed black hair, a carefully sculpted short beard, fit, and always wearing a very expensive suit.  He looked confident, in control.  I’d met him lots of times before, of course, but I didn’t know he was fucking Jessica. 

He shook my hand warmly when he arrived but didn’t squeeze too hard.  There was a reason.  This man was an expert negotiator, and he knew that every touch, squeeze, tone, word, had a reaction.  He acknowledged me with a warm smile of gratitude and respect, which I appreciated.  It was his way of saying, I know the score, and I know where I fit in, so thanks for allowing this. 

“Have fun you guys.” I said, winking at Michael.  He grinned back at me.

Michael’s visits became more frequent, and eventually, he even joined us all for a home-cooked meal, along with Vanessa, and we actually all had a really nice time.  I think that was the first time I saw him in a t-shirt and jeans.  It was a little strange for me to see Jessica act all smitten around him, but I took it in my stride, after all, I had my sexy lover with me.

We watched a movie together, with me joining Vanessa on one sofa, and Michael and Jessica on another, both women cuddling up to their respective man.  The lights were off and the room was only illuminated by the television, but over time, I could see my fiancé making out with Michael.  Not to be out done, Vanessa and I did the same, using the opportunity to kiss and cuddle, but Vanessa began getting flustered, and instead, pulled up her little red skirt and whipped out her cock.  Without delay, I dropped to her crotch, taking it all down as I loved to do.

Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw Michael watching me blow Vanessa as Jessica did the same to him.  At first, I thought he was staring at how big Vanessa’s cock was, but I later found out he was impressed by me.  I watched as he whispered something to Jessica, who grinned and nodded.

“Honey.” Jessica called out.  “Wanna show Michael how good of cocksucker you are?”

Now, I loved, loved sucking Vanessa’s cock, but let’s be honest here, Vanessa looks anything other than a dude.  Michael was a man; a hairy man.  I looked up at Vanessa for advice. “It’s up to you.” She whispered.

With a gulp, I nodded and walked over, then crouched between his legs on the floor, and took his cock in my mouth.  It was pretty easy because it was about three inches shorter than Vanessa’s.  What I did learn though was that it didn’t matter that he was a man, I fucking loved sucking cock. 

“Man, he’s good!” Michael groaned, placing a hand on my head as I deep throated him. 

Behind me, I felt Vanessa getting into position. Without lubricant to hand, she spat on my anus before pushing into me.  This wasn’t anything new for me anymore, as I’d grown accustomed to her size but for Michael, it was beyond his comprehension.

“Holy shit! You’re really going to take all of that?” He gasped.

Michael didn’t cum in my mouth, although he came close to it.  Instead, he held on and fucked Jess in front of me.  It was quite the bizarre situation to be in to have such a small orgy in our living room, but that was pretty much the story of my life these days. Thankfully, I would have another chance to suck Michael’s dick that night, and he actually came into my mouth, which I enjoyed way more than I should have. 

It came to pass that Michael became a more permanent fixture of our household, and he and I actually hung out together for games and beers and such.  The second time he visited for a sex night, I asked him if he wanted to try my arse, and after some mental deliberation, he accepted, much to the girl’s delight.  “Fuck, he’s still tight even after Vanessa’s monster-cock!” He laughed as he slammed in and out of me. 

I hadn’t intended to let a man fuck me, but I’d reached a point where I basically said, in for a penny, in for a pound.  I wanted to see how I felt about it, because I knew I loved anal, so I wondered if I felt the same way when it was from a man. It did.  It felt awesome, and I had to admit, it was good that it was such a sexy man doing me…wait, did I just say that?  I mean, he’s good-looking, sure, but sexy?  With those abs, and that gorgeous face, and sexy lips I would just kiss all-day-l—oh, my god, I’m bisexual. 

“I think I fancy Michael.” I told Jess one night.

“Really?” She gushed, excited by my admission.

“Yeah.  He’s sexy, right?”

“Yeah he is!  Oh my god, that’s so hot!  I fucking love gay guys.”

“I’m not gay, I’m bi if anything.” I whined.

“You’re part gay, whatever, it’s cool.  I fucking love it when two guys kiss.  I’m gonna tell him!”

My eyes widened.  “No, don’t!”

“Too late.” She said.  Fuck, she was a fast texter.

He wrote back. “Okay…cool, I guess.”

Now for something completely different.  My relationship with Vanessa was blossoming.  We texted each other all the time when we weren’t together, and spent every waking moment we could together. I lavished her with gifts, but so did she. Every time she visited, she brought me a gift; knickers, packs of knickers, that sort of thing.  It reached a point where I had an entire drawer full of these sexy satin and lace knickers, to the point where I basically decided to start wearing them, rather than just being a collector.  I guess that was her intention.

Actually, now I remember.  It wasn’t my idea to start wearing them, but Jessica’s.  “She spends her hard-earned cash buying you these lovely knickers and you don’t even wear them for her.  Do you even love her?”

It took Jessica a day to gather up my boxers and throw them all out.  Yeah, I’m a panty-guy now.

The other thing I got to experience was dominant Vanessa.  I spent the night with her, arriving to find her in a latex body and matching latex stockings, holding a crop. 

“Inside slut, crawl.” She growled.  “Lick my feet, kiss them hello.”

Now, I should state, I asked for this.  I wanted the experience, to see what a standard client got.  Boy did I get it.  Getting whipped hurts, it fucking hurts.  Sure, she warms you up a bit, but then fuck me, it fucking really hurts.  But strangely, when mixed in with the humiliating insults, the erotic atmosphere, the little threats, such as; “maybe I should go across the road and get Pete, show him what a simpering little wimp you are, crying here because the big bad shemale beat you?”

“No Mistress, please!” I begged.

“You know his house is right across the road and he has a direct view here?  I can open the blinds and show him.  You in your pretty pink knickers.” She tapped my cock with the tip of the crop. “Now that Jessica is fucking Michael regularly, and you don’t get to fuck me, maybe I should lock your little dickie up?”

“As you wish Mistress?”

“Would you like that sissy?  To be locked up, used only as an anal slut?”

“Yes Mistress, yes!” Fuck, she was turning me on.

She walked into another room and came back with three different cages.  She selected the one which allowed her to slip the piercing through the front, locking me in twice, essentially.  “Two keys.” She said, dangling them in front of my face.  “One for me, one for Jess.”

This would actually be pretty cool. Jess would find it so hot that she had control over my dick, and I couldn’t wait until she found out. 

Our session ended up in bed where I blew her and she fucked my arse.  I asked her if she regularly fucked her clients and she said she did, but wore condoms with most of them.  She also explained that most were married men looking for relief and something different, and she actually had very few, if any, gay clients, which surprised me somewhat.

When we awoke the next morning, I found my dick struggling against the cage.  “Want me to take it off?” She asked.

“What?” I gasped.  “No!  You and Jessica own me now, I want that.  I want you to control my dick.”

“God I love you so very much.  You’re awesome.  Fuck me, you’re perfect.”

I needed to leave early that morning as I had a delivery due, and as I left the house and kissed Vanessa goodbye in the doorway, I saw Pete heading out to work.  I hadn’t really spoken to Pete much with everything going on in my life, but that morning, Pete decided to walk over and say hello to Vanessa and I.

“I’ve seen you around here a lot, lately.” He told me.  “So are you two dating now?”

“We are, yeah.” Vanessa told him.

“What about Jess?” He asked me, although I heard a small amount of hope in his voice, maybe hoping to ask her out.

“We’re still engaged, but we have an open relationship.” I explained. “Jess and Vanessa are in a relationship too.”

“Oh.” He mumbled, looking more than a little down. 

I decided to cheer him up.  “Hey, but Jess has always had a little crush on you, and I think she’d be down to fuck if you want?”

Pete’s eyes widened with surprise and excitement.  “Seriously?  Y-you wouldn’t mind?”

“Nah, why?” I shrugged, wrapping my arm around Vanessa.

Now, it should be noted that Vanessa was wearing a little red silk robe, trimmed with lace.  Under that, she had matching silk bikini knickers, but she hadn’t tucked.  I began squeezing her buttocks as I chatted to Pete, and in turn, that made her cock swell, forcing the robe to tent.  When you have a ten-inch cock, you can’t really hide that. 

Pete’s eyes trailed down and went huge when he saw her tent.  “You’re…” He whispered.

I looked down and saw her huge cock pressing against the smooth fabric, then I looked up to see if she was embarrassed but she had a smirk on her face.  She simply shrugged, like, what are you gonna do?  Determined to show Pete my true self, I reached over and began to lovingly stroke her cock.

“Yeah she is.” I said, “and she’s huge. I should know, I’ve taken it both ends.”

“He’s my perfect little cocksucker.” She purred, kissing me.  “You can be too if you want.  Got time for me baby?”

“Yeah Pete, I share.”

Whilst he licked his lips as he stared at her gorgeous body, he couldn’t bring himself to say yes.  Instead, he simply mumbled an excuse and left for work.  Vanessa made a quip about me leaving and giving her blue balls, but I really needed to go.

During the day though, Pete called me, wanting to hear details.  He said he never expected me to be gay, but each to their own.  I tried to explain to him that Vanessa was anything but a dude, but it was futile, the way he saw it, if you had a dick, you were a dude.  I really didn’t care what he thought though, and the moment I realised I didn’t care, I suddenly felt really relaxed.

It occurred to me that in the back of my mind, I lived in fear of what people might say.  It’s actually quite ridiculous given that I didn’t know most people, and those I did know, well, could kiss my arse.  My parents were, well, useless.  They were the types who sat around all day tutting at the news, or things they read in the paper; and yes, they still got the paper.  They had me late in life, so were already pretty old.  Given I was an only child, I didn’t have siblings to worry about.

With my new-found realisation, I picked up the phone and called Vanessa.  She cancelled my call and texted, “Client.” I wanted to tell her that I was okay being her sissy.  I wanted to tell her to be her.  I wanted the real her, not the one she was trying to be.  I knew that we were on borrowed time otherwise, so she needed to release herself from the confines she’d put herself in for me.

By the time Jessica arrived home from work, I still hadn’t heard back from Vanessa.  I handed Jess the other chastity key, which in turn made her demand to see it.  “Wow!” She gushed, kneeling down to check it all over.  “Should your balls be all black and blue like that?” She asked.

“Huh?” I cried out, panicking as I checked out my completely normal balls.  “Oh ha-ha!” Jessica was in stitches laughing at her little joke.  “Anyway,” I began, “I had an epiphany today.”

“Oh, do tell!” She said, sitting on the sofa next to me.

I went on to explain about running into Pete this morning, then followed it up with the phone call.  She scowled a little bit about Pete’s narrow-mindedness, but I told her not to worry about it, because I no longer was.  When she asked what I meant, I told her; “I no longer give a shit what people think.  I don’t give a damn if I wear knickers every day.  I want to.  I want to live the best life, like you said.”

Instantly, she wrapped her arms around me.  “Oh baby, thank you!  That’s the best news I’ve heard all day. In fact, that leads me onto another question, one which was a little harder for me to ask, but now…”

“Go on.” I urged her.

“I met another guy last night. He’s American, tall, black, and we ended up talking about cuckolding.” She told me.

“Okay.”

“He said that it was one racial stereotype he was okay with, because it gets him laid.  Anyway, we fucked and he’s got a bigger dick than Vanessa.”

“Don’t tell her that, she might get jealous.” I joked.

She smiled. “Anyway, his name is Jake and he said that he really gets off on the BBC stuff.”

Again, another joke sprang to mind. “Well who wouldn’t, with the content they put out for so little money and no advertising?”

This time she didn’t laugh or smile, just gave me a seriously look.

“Continue.” I nodded.

“Anyway, given that you can’t be my daddy anymore, I was thinking about Jake becoming my daddy.” She purred innocently, swinging her shoulders a little.

I shrugged.  “I mean, sure, but you just met the guy.”

“I know, and it’ll take time, but I wanted to see how you felt.”

“Well, as you said to me, so long as you come home to me…”

“Yeah, but I guess that means you and I probably wouldn’t fuck anymore.  I mean, he said he doesn’t want a sissy faggot fucking his bitch, and you are a sissy faggot, right?” She put it so sweet and innocently that I almost missed the fact that she’d just humiliated me; almost.

“I mean…”

“And really, you’re caged now anyway, and you take cock.  Maybe that’s the way you should stay?  Maybe Jake makes a good point, that maybe you shouldn’t put that useless stick in any woman’s pussy anymore.  Maybe you just a dirty little gay-sissy.  Maybe Pete’s right.  Maybe you love men and cocks.  Don’t you baby?  Say you’re a dirty little faggot.” She purred in my ear, clearly getting off on the insults.

I gulped, feeling my cock swell in my cage. “I’m a dirty little faggot.”

“A gay boy who loves cock.”

I repeated it.

“No more pussy for my little sissy gay slut, right?”

“No more pussy.” I responded almost hypnotically.

“You don’t deserve my pussy anymore, do you?”

“I don’t, I really don’t.”

She grinned at me, putting her arms around my shoulders.  “You won’t even fuck me on our wedding night.” There was no follow-up question, she was informing me, and weirdly, I was okay with that. “But I’ll fuck you.” She panted, then grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs.  “Get undressed.

Within seconds, I was naked, and so was she and now buckling her new strap-on dildo to herself.  She hadn’t fucked me that often with it, but each time she had, she appeared to get off on the experience.  Today was no different.  Already so hyped by her talk, she rode me like I was a wild stallion, vocal, angry, nasty, sexy. 

“Fucking slut!” She snarled, slamming in and out of my anus.  “Dirty fucking fag sissy, aren’t you?  Say it!  Say how much you wish you were marrying a man! How much you wish you could feel a man’s hairy chest waking up next to you every morning!  Say it!”

“Oh god, I wish I was marrying a man.  I wish I had a muscular, manly man next to me.”

“No, not a muscular manly man, a dirty, fat, hairy old man.  You don’t deserve sexy men, do you?”

“You’re right.  I should only have filthy old men.”

“Fuck yeah, I’d pay to see that.  I’d pay to see them piss in your disgusting mouth, you filthy shit!” And then she screamed, and came, before pulling out of my arse and spanking my buttocks.  “Oh that was good.  Fuck me, that was powerful.  You know that was literally just fantasy, right?  I don’t want that for you.”

I rolled over on the bed, laughing.  “Really?  You sounded pretty invested.”

“Nah, it was just the whole femdom humiliation thing.  You know I have nothing to hide.  I think it’s hot as a fantasy, but I love you way too much to treat you like that.  Fuck, I doubt I’ll stop fucking you to be honest.”

“Aw babe, don’t ruin the fantasy!” I joked, receiving a raspberry in return.

It was just after six in the evening when Vanessa called and I finally managed to tell her my revelation. I made sure she understood that I didn’t want her to hold herself back because of me. She was silent when I told her that, but then she finally whispered to me. “I know Jessica wouldn’t want that. I doubt she wants to marry what I would turn you into.”

“That isn’t true.”

She inhaled, trying to calm herself, then she said, “Don’t do this, Matt.  Don’t do this to me. Don’t lead me on like this.  I fucking love you, and it kills me that I can’t be with you all the time.”

“Then why the hell aren’t you?” I asked, getting a little frustrated by her defeatism.  “You haven’t asked me how this is going to move forward.”

“You haven’t told me!” She shouted at me.

“I thought you’re the dominant one?” I cried out. 

Jessica grabbed the phone out of my hand. “Yeah, Van, it’s Jess.  Listen, what the idiot is trying to say to you is, we have a spare key here somewhere.  It would be really nice if you had it so you could come and go as you please, seeing as this is your home too now.” She then put the phone on speakerphone.

“A…Are you serious?” Vanessa asked.  I could hear the emotions coming down the non-existent line.  “You’d want me to live with you?”

“Yes, I thought we established that was coming at some point, why not now?  I mean, Matt is your boyfriend, right?” Jess asked her.

“I mean, yes, if you are okay with it?”

“I already said I was.  And I am your girlfriend, right?”

“Yes! Oh god!  Yes Jessica, I love you so much.” She was bawling her eyes out now.

“And I love you sweetie.  And Matt loves you too.  So get your arse over here and come find a place to put your toothbrush and knickers!” And with that, Jessica ended the call and threw the phone to me.  “For such a lovely guy, you can be an absolute wanker sometimes.” She chuckled.

I was left feeling rather perplexed by the situation, and a little bit dumb.  However, in the end, all worked out for the best, and a half hour later, Vanessa was over, suitcase in hand.

“I’ve only brought some things.  We’ll need to talk about arrangements.” She told us.  “I’ve also taken some things for Matt.”

We took Vanessa up to our room and showed her two empty drawers we’d put aside for her.  “So, we’ve decided to move the bed from the spare room into this room and push them together.  That way we can fit you and any other lovers, but we’ll be sharing this room together, all three. Is that okay with you?” Jessica asked, and Vanessa nodded, holding back tears.  Seeing that Van was getting emotional, Jess wrapped her arms around her.  “Oh sweetie, we love you. You’re part of the family.”

“Thank you!” Vanessa sniffed, waving her arm at me to go in for a hug too.

I then helped her unpack and that was when she revealed what she brought me.  A set of satin nighties to wear to bed, and two pink soft-satin, lace trim A-cup bralettes.

“You’ll wear the nighties to bed, every night, and you need to start wearing bras now too.” Vanessa informed me, making sure I understood there was no getting out of this. Jessica smiled too, enjoying the moment of my deeper submission to this hot transsexual.

“I understand.” I said, simply, before pulling off my t-shirt and slipping on one of the bras. It felt weirdly comfortable, sort of being put in bondage, but I also understood the rebellion by women against them better at that moment, because there was also that symbolic aspect to it.  For me, the symbol was correct, it represented my descent into slavery. And fuck me, why did it feel so good?  Was I transgender?  I’m loving the panties, and now I’m fucking loving the bra.  I wanted to tell them both, but my male ego was still holding me back. Curse you, male ego!

Of course, I wondered what everything else would feel like; how it would feel to roll stockings up my legs, how it would feel to be put on a corset, whether or not I would break my ankles in high-heels.  I’m not an idiot, I knew these things were coming, and rather than be apprehensive, I found myself looking forward to it.

That night, the first night together as an official throuple living together, we made love slowly and with passion. I think the reality of the love we felt for each other and the raw emotion of this change in our lives shined through that night.  Every kiss and touch felt pointed, that we wanted that connection.  When Vanessa entered me, she so did slowly, kissing my neck, licking me, making sure that I knew she was there not to fuck me, but to make love to me.  As she entered me from behind, Jessica kept her eyes on me as she slid on her side, sliding down onto my erection, freed tonight from its confines.  I should’ve known she wouldn’t resist.

We hardly slept that night, which frustrated Jessica come morning because she knew she’d need a lot of coffee in court that day.  Thankfully, Michael was coming over that evening, and she knew that any dip in performance could be offset by a good blowjob and a fuck.

The other reason for us hardly sleeping was due to the soft silk pink and black lace teddy I had on.  Fuck me, that silky feeling on my skin was beyond my imagination, and this time, I couldn’t hide my excitement from the girls.  “I think I love women’s lingerie.” I told them as we fucked.

“Tomorrow, we can shop for more for you.” Vanessa told me.

“Yes please!”

I knew my life was about to change, but I couldn’t wait for the journey to get there. The erotic tension Vanessa created within me was unfathomable, and I never wanted it to end.


Six

It was always the last fucking clip.  That one garter clip on the back of the right leg, I could never get it to stay in place.  Two weeks of wearing lingerie full-time, and no, I still hadn’t mastered this.  I could put my bras on in one go, but that last damn clip was a bastard to get in.  Oh, and then there were the trousers I wore out. Why no pockets? The girls had just started replacing my male trousers with these women’s pants, and I immediately found out that apparently women don’t need pockets.  Well, of course, they do, but designers think they don’t. Then there were the blouses. That was a yesterday thing. I went to get a shirt and in its place, I found an ivory satin blouse.  Fine, I get it, they wanted me to start wearing blouses, but why on Earth are the buttons back to front?  Are women more likely to be left-handed, or what?  I don’t get it!  Who came up with this?

But, I will admit, these little changes were fun. Having two girls at home as my lovers, was really nice. Aside from the sex, it was so good to never feel lonely. If Jess had to work late, Vanessa would be there.  When they were home together with me, they got on so well that it was a joy to listen to them talk.  We would often just sit chit-chatting, watching a movie or TV series, painting our nails (yes, me included), and it was simply nice!

“Hey, so, if you were to take hormones, would you want to know about it, or be surprised?” Jessica asked me one day when we were having a conversation about fetishes and stories we’d read.

“I don’t know. Are you thinking about putting me on hormones?” I asked her.

“No silly. Hypothetically. I read this sissification story and the woman put the guy on hormones without him knowing.  It was pretty hot, but sounds dangerous.”

“It can be, yeah.” Vanessa nodded. “Oestrogen can cause strokes in men. You would need to get a doctor to check your blood work first.”

I thought about what Jess was asking and shrugged. Sexually, it was more exciting to be forcibly feminised. “I get the fantasy; from that aspect, I would want to be surprised, forced without knowing.  But the risks are too high.  I wouldn’t want to lose my libido or get myself hurt.”

“Hmm, true.” Jessica sighed.  I’ll admit, it would have been nice to have the option to become a woman taken away from me. The idea of full forced feminisation actually got me quite excited, and I knew that voluntarily doing it would be hard, if not impossible for me.  But the risks were far too great.

The following weekend we agreed to go to a rave altogether for the first time. The difference being that the girls wanted me to go out in full drag.  The outfit they prepared for me was a lacy neon pink halter-neck bralette, a neon-pink fishnet crop-top, matching fishnet stockings, and a pink PVC zip-up pleated micro-skirt, which didn’t cover my garters from the suspenders.  On my feet, black patent leather zip-up ankle boots with a four-inch heel; and on my back, a little pink teddy-bear shaped backpack instead of handbag.  The one thing I thought I would get, was a wig, but Jess and Vanessa had other plans for me.

Already dressed and made-up, I was not given a wig, but rather taken out earlier to a salon which was open late for us.  They advertised hair extensions and I realised that was why I was there.  “Is this permanent?” I asked.

The girls burst out laughing.  “It’s hair!” Vanessa reminded me.  “Hair isn’t permanent.”

Duh! Idiot.

By the time we left, my hair was dyed platinum blonde and then extended to cascade down my back.  The tips were then dyed pink and finally the whole thing was styled to be super-feminine, with a long pleat going from front to back.  I had to admit, I looked like a cute girl, but I still had one or two masculine features which made it visible I was male.

The rave was mental, as usual; lots of lasers this time. We had some good E with us, which always provided good social lubricant.  For me though, what was a unique experience was being dressed up as a girl, which felt awesome and very freeing.  Being on ecstasy makes me chatty and I often say things that would be otherwise hard for me.

“I wish you could secretly give me hormones.” I told Vanessa.  “It sucks that you can’t.”

“You really want that?” She asked.

“Yeah! I love being trans.” I admitted.

The following week was spent trying on different clothes, and finally, I was introduced to my first day dress.  It was a white cottage-core dress, wrapped in ruffles and lace. I wanted to say no to it, that it was too feminine, but my own urge to submit drove me to slip it on without question.  The moment I felt that long skirt swishing as I walked, I knew I was hooked; I knew there was no going back.

Daily, new skirts and dresses were introduced to my wardrobe.  No outright sissy dresses, but lots of ultra-feminine outfits.  Low cut, ruffles, short sleeved, mostly longer dresses.  Then came the day I was given breast forms, silicone pullover forms in a C-cup which added volume to the dresses.  I had to admit, the weight of them felt uncomfortable at first, but over time, I grew accustomed to them.

Wearing make-up was tricky.  I always had a picture in my mind of how I wanted to look, usually defined by something I saw online. In the end, I looked like a clown. Jessica was no help because she kept telling me how to do it based on the fact that she was a woman; thankfully, Vanessa was on-hand to correct her, and rather than teach me, she gave me several Youtube videos to watch and follow them. Within a week, I had the hang of it.

Michael became a more frequent visitor, after all, going to bed with three hot girls who pawed over him like the last man on Earth, was something most men would agree was pretty fucking awesome.  Then one day, out of the blue, I received a phone call from a clinic – a private urology practice I had visited in the past when I had a medical problem.  “Mr Pritchard, I have you scheduled for a check-up this Thursday. I just wanted to confirm you will be visiting and will have the right tests done in time?” The female caller asked.

“Oh, I didn’t realise I was scheduled?” I told her, trying to remember if I agreed to an annual check-up or not.

“Your annual check-up?” She said. I must have done.

“Oh, right.  So, blood test and first urine?”

“Yes please. Tomorrow latest.”

“Same place as last time.”

“Indeed.”

Weird, but not unusual. So, the next day, I turned up at the clinic to give blood and urine. The lady taking the blood didn’t question my appearance in the light pink lacy dress, and I didn’t feel uncomfortable as a transvestite.  In fact, I was kind of glad I never needed to worry about male clothes anymore.  Even the more female trouser collection I had began to get reduced to just one or two, the rest donated to charity, and that was fine by me.

Something clicked though, as I was giving blood to the lady, and so I looked up at her with a smile and asked, “So how do you know Vanessa?”

The woman froze a moment, but not as if trapped in a lie, but rather confused as to what I was talking about.  “I’m sorry?”

“Oh, no, never mind.  I confused you with someone else.”

On Thursday, I walked into my appointment expecting to see the lady who took care of me last time I visited, but was instead greeted by a marginally overweight old man by the name of Doctor Drysdale. 

“Ah, Mr Pritchard.” The posh man said, sounding like someone who would frequently use the word what at the end of a sentence. “Lovely weather we’re having, what?”

“Um, yes.”

“Mmm, so your blood and urine are fine; cholesterol on the low border, liver enzymes good.  Let’s look at your blood pressure.” One thing that I noticed was that not once did you comment on the fact that I was wearing a little pink satin dress with a flared skirt and a huge white bow on the back.  He simply walked over with the machine and measure my blood pressure.  “111/72, perfect!” He then pointed to a place to lie down. “Take off your dress and hop up onto the bench and we’ll do an ultra-sound.”

With cold gel in place, he checked both kidneys and my liver, before asking me to pull down my lacy white knickers, revealing the cage.  He asked if I had the key but I told him I didn’t.  “Not to worry, just need to examine the testicles anyway.” He said, now ultra-sounding my balls.  “Very good!” He said enthusiastically, handing me tissues.  “Wipe yourself off and get dressed.”

Once I was dressed, he moved back to his desk.  “I noticed a small growth around your right teste.  It’s most likely either a blocked duct or a lipoma.  Nothing serious, but I’d like to keep an eye on it.  If it gets bigger, it might cause a blockage. Nothing to worry about, but can be a nuisance.  As such, I’d like you to come back in six weeks for a check-up.”

I gulped.  Nobody liked getting bad health news, and no amount of nothing serious could make me feel better.  Still, I made the appointment and headed home, wondering if I was going to die sometime soon.

The rest of my Thursday was spent cleaning the house before my girls got home. During the day, I checked Facebook, read through a few articles.  Michael posted something for prostate cancer awareness about men not getting enough vitamins and minerals.  Apparently, men frequently underestimated the importance of a balanced diet, but also did not realise that certain items were missing.  I liked the article and thanked him for the good advice, before sharing it myself. Then Jess liked my share and wrote asking if she should pick up some multivitamins on the way home, which I said would be very nice of her.

There were three pills to take, one twice per day with meals.  It took about two weeks for me to realise how clever the girls had been, but for the life of me, I couldn’t even begin to comprehend how they managed to do it.

The first sign was the occasional feeling of heat in my face.  After another two weeks, I began to notice fewer erections, especially during the night.  By the time I went for my check-up, I was beginning to get softer skin. 

“So, you are the one who knows Vanessa?” I asked the old doctor.

The old man grinned at me. “Secret’s out, what?” He asked.  I nodded and smiled. “I’ve been Mistress Vanessa’s client for nearly five years. She discussed your fantasy and I agreed to make it happen.”

“Don’t tell her I know.” I told him.  “But I just want to check. I’m caged but I’m having fewer erections.  Will I lose them completely?”

“On the pills I put you on, what you’ll find is that your erections will eventually return but you’ll never be able to achieve full strength without Viagra or similar. However, on the flip side, you won’t lose your libido, which I deemed more important for you.  You’ll notice different weight distribution, less facial hair, and some breast tissue growth in time, but don’t expect huge breasts. You’ll most likely need implants for that.”

I nodded. I’d read that already.  Whilst I was there, he gave me an injection, something to help move the treatment along faster.

That weekend, I got to meet Jake for the first time. Jessica had a set of strict instructions for me, and Vanessa prepared me by giving me my first proper sissy dress. Now, this wasn’t some cheap internet dress from Wish; no, this was a proper, expensive dress from Selkie; pink tulle with layers of satin; puffy arms, lace trim around the breasts, puffy petticoat which forced the tiny skirt up into the air.

“You will be gagged until your mouth is needed.” Jessica explained.  “Gagged and masked. When your mouth is asked for, you will not speak, but simply do.  Jake wants you to be aware of your place, and that place is absolute submissive.  If you break those rules, Vanessa will punish you.”

Vanessa continued. “Punishment for first infringement will be one hundred strikes of the crop, and one hour of electro-shock punishment.  Do not think it will be easy; it will not.”

Nodding, Jessica took over.  “Can we agree that stop words are not required?  Let me promise you that you will not require medical attention at any time.”

“Yes Mistress, I agree.” I told her.

“Good girl.”

I wasn’t keen on Jake.  He spent the night with us and was extremely bossy.  Yes, he had a big dick, and he made Jessica scream like a cheerleader, but his arrogance was insufferable.  No, I didn’t get punished, I behaved myself and was fully subservient, and yes, even took his dick in my arse, but whilst I enjoyed getting fucked, I didn’t wanna hear him calling me loser faggot and shit like that.

Once he finally left, Vanessa sighed and said, “Thank fuck he’s gone.”

“Right?” I cried out.

“American arrogance.” Vanessa said. “I can do without it.”

For a moment, Jessica looked a little hurt. “So, is that a veto on Jake then?”

“Honey, date who you want.” Vanessa told her, “but don’t tell me that sort of guy turns you on?”

“He’s dominant.” She shrugged.

“No, he’s an asshole.” Van replied, affecting an American accent.

“I hate to say it, but it was too much.” I agreed.  “He didn’t really come across as dominant to me, just self-centred.”

For a moment, Jessica shrugged, then sighed and nodded.  “I suppose you’re right. I didn’t really like how he treated you either.  It felt, I don’t know, fake. But then I don’t know who to make my daddy.”

We allowed a minute of contemplation before Vanessa asked why not Michael.  Whilst Jessica really enjoyed Michael, she was acutely aware of the fact that he was her boss and told us that she couldn’t do it, that she wanted someone separate from her work-life, so that she wouldn’t be around that person all the time. “I need to be able to stand-up to that person, so it can’t be Michael.” She said.

There was something very strange about the way she was handling this, like a spoiled child not being able to get what she wanted. It was a behaviour trait which was unlike Jessica and made me think there was perhaps more too this than she was letting on.

“What’s this really about?” I asked her, perhaps a little more firmly than I normally would, especially when dressed up in the pink satin dress the way I was; but it was enough to make her sigh and look away, confirming to me that there was more to this story.

“I…I haven’t been completely honest with you about something.” She muttered. I stared at my fiancée, then looked over at Vanessa to see if she knew what she was talking about; it was clear she didn’t have a clue. Rather than get involved, Vanessa sat down in the living room and kept quiet.

“What’s going on?” I asked. “Tell me, we’ll solve it together.”

“You’ll hate me.” Jess replied.

I smiled at her. “I’ve heard that before.” I said, looking at Vanessa.

“This is different.” Mumbled Jess. “I set you and Vanessa up…sort of. A colleague at work told me about her, so I checked out her details online and realised I really wanted you two play together. Like, I love sex with you, sure, but let’s be honest, you’ve never really been much of a daddy to me and the more I thought about it, the more I thought you’d make a great sissy slave. I thought that if I could set you up with Van, then I could have the relationship I wanted.”

Her admission didn’t make me upset, but it did confuse me. When Van initially called me, she didn’t know it was me, didn’t have my real name, just my number. Jess never challenged me or told me to make contact with her, it all just sort of happened. There was no way Jess could’ve stage-managed that, and when I told her exactly that, she nodded.

“I wrote your number there but I planned to tell you to meet her. I chickened out when she called because I was scared of your reaction.” Jess told me. “Then when you began texting, I knew I was right.”

Any other person would’ve been angry, but Vanessa and I just shared a look, then burst out laughing. Okay, sure, it was manipulation, but that we both understood it meant that we were just as bad as her. Vanessa and I stood and pulled Jess into a big hug.

It was Vanessa who had common sense though. “Jess, you talk about wanting to find a daddy, right?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“Well, you found me for Matt, right?”

“Right.”

Smiling, Vanessa cocked her head to see if Jess would get it. I had already. “Well, did you ever consider having a mommy instead? A mommy with a big cock…?”

Slowly, recognition began to dawn on Jessica’s face. “You mean, you’ll dominate and control me too?”

“If you’ll have me?” Vanessa giggled. “It’s kind of cool, having a married couple as my full-time bitches.”

“Not married yet.” I pointed out.

Finally, Jessica grinned. “I think it’s time to do it.”


Epilogue

The wedding was a smaller affair for just family and friends. I had genuinely expected to be wearing a wedding dress, but even though I was on hormones and my breasts were developing, I was to be wearing a suit over lingerie. Of course, I was in make-up and my hair was styled in the feminine fashion I had now become accustomed to, and everyone knew I was transgender, but still, only one person could be in a wedding dress, and it had to be the blushing bride.

Of course, stood with us and part of the ceremony was Vanessa. But unbeknownst to her, we had arranged for the officiant to add something to her speech. When she reached the do you take Matt as your lawfully wedded husband, she added something extra after we said, “I do.”

“And Matt and Jessica, do you take Vanessa, as your Mistress, your owner, and the person who makes all life decisions for you from this day forward? Accepting punishment for misbehaviour, and never talking back?” The young blonde officiant asked with a smile.

“We do!” Jess and I said simultaneously, much to Vanessa’s shocked look.

“And Vanessa, do you promise to lead, control, own, and cherish, this couple, for as long as you all shall live?”

Vanessa burst into tears. “I do!” She gasped, hands covering her mouth in surprise.

“So with the power vested in me, I now pronounce you husband, wife, Mistress, sissy, submissive, lovers. You may all kiss.”

And so began our new life together. We discussed if it made sense to keep Vanessa’s house purely for business purposes, but in the end, we reasoned it was silly for her to have to travel so far every day. So, after making some conversions to our house, we added a space for Vanessa to keep working as a dominatrix.

Of course, that meant we also got to experience the dungeon. There were times, of course, where we didn’t always see eye to eye with Vanessa. If it was two against one, then Vanessa had no choice but to back down, that was the agreement. However, if Jessica agreed with Vanessa, then I was the one who needed punishment. Or if I agreed with Vanessa, Jessica got punished. When it came to punishment, Vanessa never held back.

The first time I saw Jessica take a whipping, I felt desperate to stop Vanessa. The only thing that stopped me was knowing how I felt in the similar situation, how turned on I was by the pain; but watching it was something else entirely. There was something so scary about seeing Jessica sobbing like that, make-up running, snot and saliva dribbling from her face. And yet, as I tended to her wounds after, she would gush about how alive it made her feel, how she came over and over. In time, I would get used to the sight, even find myself turned on by it, but I had to learn it.

For Jessica though, she had no such qualms. When Vanessa beat me, Jessica would be there, masturbating, goading her on, telling her to be harder. She loved seeing me beaten. Go figure!

Michael continued to be a regular visitor to our house, and whilst Jessica had rejected him as her daddy, he continued to be our lover. That all changed when Michael was poached to another law firm, and suddenly, they were no longer colleagues.

“How would you feel about bringing Michael into our family?” She asked.

Without hesitation, we said yes. Of course, Michael said yes, and within weeks, was living with us. For me, with my B-cup boobs, my new figure, and my feminine sissy looks, it felt good to have another cock to play with. Sure, I enjoyed eating out my wife, but we no longer fucked, that was reserved for real cocks, not my little shrivelled thing. The hormones had grown my boobs fast, but my dick had shrunk a lot, it was barely a nub now, a big clit, but I didn’t care. I genuinely didn’t care. I was having the best sex of my life, and I didn’t need a dick for it.

Work continued and being transgender actually got me more work rather than less. I think Hollywood was rebelling against the US government, either that or I was good, because suddenly, I was in demand.

The best moment for me though, was seeing Vanessa’s face when we all flew out to the US for the premiere of a film I’d edited. The photographers flashing as the three of us stepped out of the limo and on to that red carpet. She grinned the whole time, and then when we finally sat down, she said, “I never imagined in my wildest dreams I’d meet a couple like you two. Never did I imagine finding happiness like this. You maybe my submissives, my slaves, but you are the greatest people I’ve ever known. I love you both so very much.”

“We love you, Mistress.” We both said graciously.

That phone call, that wrong number, changed my life forever. I will never be a man again, much as I thought I wanted to be. I’d never be a normal husband. I’ll never have kids with my wife, that will be up to Michael and Vanessa. I’ll never be allowed to dress in trousers, or t-shirts, only dresses, skirts, blouses, tank-tops, and bras. I’ll never fuck a woman ever again. But I didn’t care. I’d been feminised, but I was the happiest sissy alive!

THE END
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