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One

The year was 1998, and at the time, I was working a full-time job as a data analyst for an IT company in Bracknell, quite possibly one of the greyest cities in the world.  I was one of those guys who didn’t bother with university and went straight into work, landing on my feet with a decently paid job and good prospects.  At the age of 20, I felt I was doing pretty well for myself.  I actually lived in a cottage outside Bracknell which I had inherited from an aunt, and each day I would commute by train.  The train I shared was often full of students more than anything, and I couldn’t help but feel I was on the road to success without the need for studying or getting myself into debt.

One day, I was sat on the train on the way home, when two girls sat across from me, and one sat next to me.  They were obviously students, and very obviously goth, dressed in lots of black and red satin and lace, corsets, lacy gloves, dark make-up, fishnet stockings or bodysuits and lacy miniskirts.  I listened to them talk about a party they went to over the weekend, something to do with some sort of small fetish gathering.  As I read my newspaper, I found myself feeling slightly aroused listening to them talk about how they dominated some wimpy student.

After some time, they quietened down, two fell asleep and the one opposite me stared out of the window.  I raised my eyes up slightly to catch a glimpse of her.  I had to admit, I had never seen such a sexy girl; tall, a tiny-corseted waist, long jet-black hair, and massive dark brown, almost black eyes, heavily lined, and made to look smoky. If I had to compare her to someone from today, then I would say Megan Fox, but back then, there was no comparison.

“What’s your story?” She asked me.  Her voice was posh, very well spoken, soft yet powerful.  There was no malice to her question, just seemed bored and wanted to talk.

“Excuse me?” I replied.

“Well, you’re clearly a student, but you’re in a suit reading the Guardian.  So, what’s your story?”

I shrugged.  “Well, I’m actually not a student.  I work for LoganTrent in Bracknell.”

She looked genuinely impressed.  “Nice!” She nodded.  “So why don’t you drive in?”

“The train’s fine.  I can read, relax, not stress on the road.  I take it you study in Bracknell?”

“Yeah, I’m doing a professional diploma in Law at B&W College.  Got a year left.  I take it studying was not for you?”

“No need really.  I’m good at what I do, and I was in demand, so went straight to work.  I think if I went straight to college then work, then I wouldn’t have the opportunities I have today.”

“All right if you can get it.”

“Yeah, and on top of that, I really can’t be bothered with the stresses of uni.”

She grinned and tilted her head.  “It’s not all bad.  The parties are good.  You’re missing out on that last moment of freedom before working for the man.”

I laughed.  “Sure.  Maybe you’re right, but I can still party if I want to.”

“And do you?”

“I...well...not really.”

“Because your school mates have fucked off to some far away university, and the people you work with are all older than you, have families, all that shit.  So now you have no-one to spend your time with, and no way to meet people.  Sound about right?”

“I...” I sighed.  “Yeah, actually that’s dead on.”

She grinned again, then held out a lace-gloved hand.  “Susan.”

I took the hand, having to twist my own to the right to accept it, then shook it.  “Dean.”

She leaned forward and whispered in my ear.  “A word of advice.  When a lady holds her hand out like that...” I felt her blood red lips brush my ear lobe slightly, and it made me shudder.  “...you are not meant to shake it.”

I whispered back, “so sorry; didn’t realise we were in 1898.”

“It’s just good manners which have been lost over time.  I am all in favour of those manners coming back.  Shall we try again?” She asked, sitting back and holding out her hand again.  I took it between my fingers and thumb and leaned forward to kiss it.  “Better,” she said, “but it is a myth that the lips actually touched.  But I won’t torture you anymore.” She grinned that sexy, cheeky grin again.

The girl next to me gave a snort just before her head dropped on my shoulder.

“Oh dear.” Said Susan.  “That’s Kelly.  She’s always falling asleep on trains, then she snores, drools and rests her head on strange men.  Not very lady-like.  And this little one next to me is Pearl.  She’s my girlfriend.”

I tilted my right ear towards her slightly.  “Girlfriend?  Oh, you’re a lesbian?”

Susan laughed.  “No...I’m a student.  Isn’t there some sort of unwritten law that you have to experiment when you’re in college?”

“Dunno.”

“Yeah, well,” she ran a hand through Pearl’s hair, and the sleeping girl smiled and rested her head on Susan’s ample bosom, which was looking more and more likely to pop out of the corset at any minute.  “There should be.”

The bosom was beginning to distract me and I soon found myself looking away in embarrassment for gawking. She gave me a knowing smirk but didn’t comment.

“So, Dean; where do you live?” She asked, still stroking the blonde’s hair.

“Upper Woolhampton.  You?” I said. It was a small village but around there people all knew the little places in the county.

“Thatcham.  You live alone or with your parents?” I was beginning to feel like I was being interrogated, but alas, I hadn’t a clue how to talk to women, especially ones as sexy as that.

“Alone.  I inherited a place from my Great Aunt.”

Her eyebrows raised in surprise and appreciation. “Lucky you.  We all still live with our parents, which is a royal pain, as I’m sure you can imagine.”

“Indeed.” I nodded, knowing that I was glad to be out and away from mine.

“Your parents live nearby?”

I smiled, remembering my moment of freedom. “Not likely.  They live in the Czech Republic.  Emigrated there a couple of years ago.”

Again, she gave me a look of appreciation but also a little sadness. “Wow!  You really are all alone.  Fuck, you must be suicidal!”

“What?  No!  Why?” I loved living alone. I got to game when I wanted, cook what I wanted.

She shrugged. “Do you have a girlfriend?”

“No.” For some reason the question rubbed me the wrong way, possibly because I was embarrassed.

“Boyfriend.”

“No!” Now she was really pissing me off. Not that I was a homophobe or something, but just because I didn’t have a girlfriend didn’t automatically make me gay.

She grinned.  “See, you may have experimented if you went to college; instead, you’re a straight computer programmer.”

“Data analyst.” I corrected her.

“What’s the difference?”

“Err...a lot.” I scoffed.

She snorted a quick laugh. “Ok Bill.”

Huh? “Bill?”

“Bill Gates.  You look like him.”

“I wish I had his money.” I mumbled, but then it dawned on me what she was saying. “Hey!  I don’t look like him.”

“Take your glasses off.”

I took them off.  “How do I look now?”

“Like Bill Gates without his glasses.”

“Fuck you!” I moaned. “

“I’m kidding.  You look cute without your glasses.”

“As opposed to with?”

“Yep.  Don’t like glasses, on men or women.”

I rolled my eyes. “You realise I wear them because I need them, right?”

“Contacts!” She said mysteriously.

She clearly enjoyed rubbing people the wrong way, or teasing guys; perhaps that was connected to the whole concept of dominating men, something they had talked about earlier. Unfortunately, before I had the chance to come up with a snarky response, the announcer came on the tannoy.  “Midgham Rail Station, next stop Midgham.”

“That’s my stop.” I told her.  The other girls awoke from their slumber as I prepared my bag.

“Got any plans for tonight?” Susan asked me.

“No.  As you have already worked out.” I mumbled with a snideness to match her annoying question.

She ignored the tone of my voice, thankfully, and instead asked to come back and chill at mine. Of course, I’d gladly spend some time with these three hot girls, but I didn’t know them at all, and more importantly, they didn’t know me.

“You don’t know me.  I could be anyone.” I warned them.

“True.  But then you don’t know me either.  Can we?” She grinned, sinisterly.

I shrugged, feeling my cock throb a little.  “Sure.”

The other girls stood up without question or a word, and followed us to the door.  When we climbed out onto the platform, Susan introduced me to the girls and they gave a disinterested, “hi.” Instead, I led them to my car parked outside the station.

“Nice car!” Said Pearl, visibly impressed, looking over my red beauty.

“Yeah,” agreed Susan.  “A fucking Alfa!  Fuck me.  How much did you say you earn?”

“I didn’t.” I replied, proud.

The car, which was my second and was only three weeks old, was an Alfa Romeo 156 2.5L V6.  It had a 6-speed manual transmission, and a top speed of 143mph.  I would be paying it off for the next five years, but I didn’t care.  Anyone who is into cars, has to own an Alfa at some point in their lives, and the 156 V6 was the one to have back then.  Don’t get me wrong, that Alfa would give me no end of agony and hurt, but it also gave me such a love of cars, that you cannot imagine.

I digress...

If the car didn’t impress them, then the cottage did.

“I always pictured cottages as little things with thatched roofs.” Said Kelly.  “This is a house Dean, not a cottage.”

I shrugged.  “My family always called it my aunt’s cottage, so it kind of stuck.”

“It’s got a swimming pool.  What the fuck else has it got?” Kelly squeaked in jealousy.

“A wine cellar, but very little in the way of wine.”

The girls stopped and looked at each other, then looked back at me.  “You have a cellar?” Susan asked calmly.

“Yep.”

“Can we see it?”

“Sure.”

I took them to the staircase, opened the cellar door, turned on the light, and led them down into the brick cellars.  Rows and rows of wine racks stood mostly empty in the spacious caverns. 

“This is massive.” Kelly whispered.

“I know.  It’s perfect.” Susan replied.  They noticed the bottles of wine on one of the wall racks.  “I thought you said you didn’t have any wine.”

“I said, very little. Those forty or so bottles are all that is left.”

“They look old.” Pearl noticed, walking over to them.

“They are.  They may be worth something, I don’t know.  I keep promising myself to check, but I never got around to it.”

Susan turned to me.  “My granddad is a wine expert.  I can ask him if you like?”

“That’d be great.  When can you do it?”

She shrugged.  “I doubt I can convince him to come over, seeing as he lives in France, but I can call him if you like?”

“That’d be great.”

“Let’s list the names.” She said.  “You should have them listed anyway for insurance.”

I read out the name of each as Susan wrote them down.  The other girls, seemingly bored, parked themselves on my leather sofa and watched the telly.  They seemed more impressed by the leather sofa than the wines.

As I read out those wines to Susan, I found myself enjoying her company. Her self-confidence was very attractive, and she had an overall positive attitude about her, which was far from what I was expecting from a goth girl.  She regularly smiled; she was cheeky, but at the same time very polite; and I couldn’t help but find myself increasingly attracted to her.

“I’m enjoying myself.” I said to her suddenly, “here...with you I mean.”

She looked up at me and smiled.  It was genuine and warm, and immediately I could tell she felt the same way.  “You know, it was the best thing you could’ve done, look at me on the train.”

“How do you mean?”

“There are many ways of looking at someone like me.  There’s the disgusted what the hell are you, look.  Then there’s the lecherous get your tits out, look.  And then there’s the, oh my god she’s gorgeous, I hope she talks to me, look.  You gave me that look.  I thought it was cute, so I talked to you.  Girls don’t make the first move often enough, and we let good opportunities go to waste.” She sat quiet for a moment, then said, “That doesn’t mean that the hard work is done though.  I’ve only given you a leg up.  Now you need to earn me.” She paused again.  “Comments like that though...they’re nice.” She grinned.

I looked down at the floor and smiled, thinking to myself.  Am I the luckiest man in the world or what?

“Next bottle.” She said.

When we finished the list, we went back upstairs, where she fished a little black notebook out of her bag.  She found a number and dialled it on my phone.

“Bonjour grand-père, comment êtes-vous? Bon. Je suis très bien aussi. Ecoute, je suis avec un ami qui possède une collection de vin qu'il a été laissé. Il veut à la valeur que vous les. Avez-vous encore cela?  Oui, j'ai une liste, juste ici.  La première est ...” She read out each name slowly and then waited.  As she wrote down the numbers after each one, her already pale skin seemed to get even paler.  “Oui grand-père, je lui dirai.” She put the phone down and told me the news.

“The 1986 Latour is worth about £400.  The 1983 Petrus about £3000.  The 1982 Lafite is worth about £9000.” She explained, her voice shaking.  “You have eight bottles of that.”

“Fuck me!” Kelly said, jumping up to listen.  I personally, had to sit down.

“Oh, that’s not the last of it.” She said, sitting down herself.  “You have two Mouton Rothschilds from 1945, each is worth in excess of £100,000.  In fact, as it currently stands, that small collection down there, is worth in excess of £300,000 at the current exchange rate.  Granddad says that he will give you £180,000 for both the Mouton’s if you want to get rid of them immediately.  He would give more, but he can’t afford it.”

I sat in silence for a moment looking down in shock, then nodded.  “Erm, sure.  That sounds great.  Rather someone close than someone I don’t know.”

“Dean, you don’t know him either.” Susan pointed out.

“But I know you. Well, sort of.”

“For a couple of hours anyway.”

“Yeah.”  I sat thinking for a moment, then stood up.  “So, are any of you hungry?”

They thought I was going to order a pizza or fish and chips, but I surprised them all by cooking chicken breast in a white wine sauce with boiled potatoes and fresh asparagus from my garden. 

“So, is there anything you can’t do?” Susan asked with a smile.

“Every man should learn how to cook.  There’s nothing to it, and it’s fun to experiment.”

“You couldn’t be more right.” She smiled, giving me a wink.

They all appreciated the food, and the chance to relax on my sofa.  Pearl didn’t seem to mind that her girlfriend was lying on my legs as we watched a film, or that I was stroking her hair.

“Can we stay here tonight?” Kelly asked.

Susan turned and looked up at me to find out my answer, or maybe remind me of what I was fighting for.  “Sure.” I replied, shrugging. It was the most fun I’d had in a long time, and really, it made me realise that Susan was correct, I’d been lonely this whole time, without actually realising it.

“Thanks.” Susan smiled at me.

That night, I showed them to their respective guest rooms.  Pearl and Susan shared one room and Kelly slept alone.  I gave them all toothbrushes, which I seemed to have a stockpile of for some reason, and towels.  As Susan said good night, she left the door to her room partially open.  Her eyes were constantly on mine as she slowly pushed the door to.

I didn’t sleep much that night.  I spent the first hour of the night staring at my door, half expecting it to open.  I spent the second hour with my hand on the handle, expecting to go over to her and Pearl.  I spent the third hour punishing myself for being so presumptuous...and then I was back to expecting again. By the time I realised she wasn’t going to come over, I decided to imagine what would happen if she did, and so I masturbated instead, and then again, and once more again in the morning.


Two

The next morning at breakfast, Susan seemed a little more reserved than she had been, as if disappointed by something.  Pearl was her bouncy self, even Kelly seemed a little chirpier, but Susan seemed distant.

“Is something the matter?” I asked her, when I had her alone.

“I...no.  Nothing, don’t worry.” She sighed.

“No, really, what’s up?” I asked, taking her hand in mine.

She smiled at me.  It was a sad smile though.  “I’m just a little stupid, that’s all.  Look, don’t worry, I’ll tell you later.”

“So I will see you again?” I asked hopefully.

“I hope so!  I was kind of hoping you would invite us around again tonight?” For the first time, she seemed vulnerable, whereas the night before she was all confidence and arrogance, this time she was letting down her defences, and it made me wonder what happened to cause that. I wanted her to be as she was the night before, I wanted her tough, powerful, dominant.

“You’re more than welcome anytime you like.  I’m glad to have met you.” I told her, hoping my honestly was evident.

“And you don’t mind my baggage?” She joked, pointing at her friends.

“They’re fine.  Don’t worry.” I smirked.

“I’ll not see you on the train this evening.  We have a half day.  But we’ll be around here at sevenish, okay?”

“Sure.”

During the day at work, I felt an excitement the likes of which I hadn’t experienced before, like a schoolboy waiting for his first date.  Susan was obviously very special, different than most girls, and I was looking forward to spending as much time with her as possible. I was surprised when I got a phone call just before lunch, transferred to me through the switchboard.

“Hi!  It’s me, Susan.  I got out early and my train isn’t for an hour.  Fancy a quick lunch?” She asked.

“Definitely.  When and where?” My heart suddenly began pumping with happiness.

“I’m outside your office.  So now.”

“I’m right there.” I said, dropping the receiver onto the cradle and running.

Susan was one of those Goths who just simply looked classy.  Today she wore a leather pencil skirt, and a black satin lacy blouse which seemed to stretch over her breasts.  Her lace bra was visible under the shiny black material.

“You look stunning.” I told her.

“Do I?” She asked, seriously, walking alongside me.

“Yes, amazingly so.”

She stopped and looked right at me, sadness in her eyes. “Then why didn’t you come to me last night.” She asked, visibly hurt that I didn’t.

“I...I...” My shoulders dropped.  I tilted my head back and closed my eyes, sighing.  “Fuck.  I’m sorry.  I got nervous, you were with Pearl, I just...fuck.  I’m so sorry.  Oh god I wanted to, I really did.  I just...”

She smiled and pulled me to her, hugging me tight.  She pressed her lips on mine and we kissed for several minutes. 

“It’s okay.” She told me.  “I’m sorry.  I may have set the wrong expectations, what with Pearl being there too, but I can hardly push her away either.”

“What would she have done if I had come in?”

“What do you mean?  She’s my girlfriend, she would have been there too.”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again.  “So you’d expect her to sleep with me too.”

“Well, yeah.  So?  Oh...shit, you’d want our first time to be special?  Just us?” She sighed this time, but clearly she misunderstood my concern. “You’re right.  I’m sorry.  Pearl would understand too.  I’m such a fool.”

This wasn’t about our first time feeling special, more that I was a young inexperienced guy being invited to a threesome. My brain had a hard time comprehending it. But rather than tell her that, I decided to just focus on us. “Can we make a deal about something?” I asked her.

“Sure.”

“Let’s just do this when it feels right.  Not plan it.”

She smiled.  “You’re right.”

We sat down to eat, chatting about this and that, and then she said, “What’s with all the women’s clothes in the room I was in?  At first, I thought they were your aunt’s, but then I realised they were a little...modern.  Something you want to tell me?” She asked, her mouth doing that evil grin again.

I burst out laughing, almost choking on my food.  “They’re my sister’s!”

“Your sister’s?”

“Yes!  She comes to stay with me every summer, so she has her more risqué clothing at my place.”

“How old is your sister?”

“Well, she’s twenty-nine now, but you wouldn’t know it to see her.”

“Looks much younger huh?”

“She looks way younger.”

“Hence the types of clothes I saw.  Why does she stay with you for the summer?”

“She’s a schoolteacher, in Prague.  Teaches English.  She spends the summers with me and leaves her husband there.”

Susan raised an eyebrow to that.  “If she’s married, and her husband stays home, then who does she need the kink clothes for?”

“Her boyfriend.  She has an ex-boyfriend nearby here who she spends summer with.”

“And her husband knows?”

“Yep. And he stays totally faithful.”

“Wow!  Your family is kinkier than I thought it would be.  What’s your feeling on all this?”

I frowned.  “You don’t want to know my feelings on this.”

“Yes I do!”

I sighed.  “Well, I think it’s cool and everything, but I think Naomi is doing it all wrong.”

“Your sister?”

“Yeah.  If I was Tom, her husband, then I would want to be here too.  Heck, maybe he does, I’ve never discussed it; she doesn’t like to talk about it with me.” For me, leaving Tom alone for nearly two months just seemed cruel, but whenever I mentioned it, she told me I couldn’t possibly understand. Maybe she was right, maybe I couldn’t.

However, it seemed Susan understood me. “So, if your wife was sleeping around, then you’d want to be there to watch?”

“Yes.  I think full disclosure and full involvement is the only way it’ll work.” Replying with complete honesty.

She nodded.  “I agree.  I would want you there.  If you love someone enough to be with them, and they love you enough to give you that sort of freedom, then you have to be flexible enough to allow them to be involved.  This is BDSM 101.”

I stifled a laugh.

“What?” She asked with a smirk,

“You’re quite into that aren’t you?”

“What, BDSM?  Oh yes.  Femdom.  I like submissive men, like you.”

I ignored the like you on the end, quite deliberately.  BDSM was interesting.  I once borrowed some porn videos from a sex shop and one of them was femdom, I enjoyed that the most. “I’ve read about it, on the net.  Watched some porn about it, and stuff like that.  I could see it as something I would enjoy every so often.  And I’m not afraid to admit that I find your dominance attractive, but I don’t know what my limits are, and I doubt pain would interest me.”

“Pain doesn’t interest anyone, until they try it.  It needs to be done right, in the right moment.  I base my life around the fetish scene.”

“Hence the goth look.”

“Sort of.  I’m not a Goth.  I’m a fetishist, same as Kelly and Pearl.  We live the lifestyle.”

“Is that what you want from me?” I asked directly.

She was quiet for a moment, playing with the knife on the table.  “I don’t know.  My last boyfriend kind of freaked out.  I also want a boyfriend, you know, someone who loves me.  I’m human after all.”

“We all have our baggage.”

“You don’t seem to have any!” She exclaimed.  “You seem to be perfect.”

I laughed out loud.  “You’re kidding!?  I have so much baggage that I should pay extra on flights.  I’ve been lucky with certain things, sure, but I’ve not been so lucky in the girl area, until now anyway.” She gave me a sweet smile.

“So you’re a virgin?” She asked calmly.

“No!  I had a girlfriend, but I scared her off.”

“How could you possibly do that?” She laughed.

“You’re into some kinky stuff; well so am I, sort of...”

Her eyes went wide at the sound of that and she leaned forward. “Tell me, tell me, tell me.”

“I dunno...” I said nervously.

“Want me to guess?”

“Can try I suppose...”

She seemed to think for a while.  “Erm...you like wearing your sister’s clothes and being spanked?”

I rolled my eyes. “Nooo...I wouldn’t say that’s so over the top.”

“Wouldn’t you now?” She gasped, giving me an appreciative grin. Then she looked thoughtful.  “Okay, kinkier that that.  You like to be pissed on?”

“Nope.”

“Too kinky, not kinky enough?”

I shrugged. “That’s kinky, but not it. Again, not too kinky, just kinky.”

“You like to be fucked in the ass with a strap-on?”

“Actually, that’s close.”

Finally, recognition dawned on her. “Fisted?”

That was it. “Well...I don’t know if I like it.  I wanted to try it.”

“So that’s it?” She questioned.

“Yes.”

She burst out laughing, clapping.  “Dean.” She said, shaking her head.

“What?”

“Fucking hell; that is nothing to be embarrassed about.  Seriously don’t worry!  What the fuck did she say to you?” She looked at me as if I was insane to even think about it being strange.

I looked her straight in the eyes and sighed.  “She said that I’m fucked in the head and that I need to see a doctor.”

Susan scoffed, then reached out and held my hand.  “She’s the one that needs to see a doctor, honey, not you.  Seriously, chill out, there is nothing, and I mean nothing which would freak me out.  Fuck, look at me!”

I smiled at her and leaned across, kissing her on the lips.  “I’m obviously very lucky.”

“Me too.”

The afternoon was far too long.  I spent most of the time watching the second hand click backwards.  I couldn’t believe that I had met three Goth girls...sorry, fetishists, on the train, and now I felt free, happy.  When I was finally on the train home, I couldn’t wait for it to be seven.  I began thinking about some of things Susan had told me she was into, and I felt myself becoming excited; not the best thing to do in a train full of people.  I tried to think of something else to calm myself down, but my mind kept drifting back to Susan.  Finally arriving back home, I went up to my room to change.  I was down to my boxer shorts and was heading to the bathroom when I stopped outside the spare room my sister used.  I walked in and opened the drawer to her lingerie, running my hands over the silky underwear, noting that none of it was boring by any stretch.

I’d never really looked at what she had stored there because it never really occurred to me, but after my conversations with Susan, I found myself interested. So I walked over to a cupboard and opened it up for the first time in my life.  I was more than a little shocked to find it filled with schoolgirl outfits, nurse uniforms, cosplay outfits and all sorts of other kinky wear.  In the back were other implements; toys, whips...  I smiled and shut the door.

“Dirty bitch!” I said laughing.


Three

It was ten to seven when they arrived, and I was glad they were early.  Protocol dictated that I should not have been too over-enthusiastic about Susan’s arrival.  I was not sure if that protocol was a two-way street or not, but Susan was just as enthusiastic as I was.  Even Pearl and Kelly seemed glad to see me.  The moment Susan arrived, she pinned me to the door and kissed me hard.

“Wow!” I said, closing the door after them.

“She hurried us up because she didn’t want to be late.” Kelly groaned.  “Thanks for having us over again.”

“My pleasure.  I’m really glad.”  I stared at Susan and raised an eyebrow.  “Your parents let you out like that?”

“It’s none of their business really.  But no, they didn’t see me.”  The only way to describe her outfit was pure sex...she wore a black plastic micro skirt, stockings and suspenders, a latex corset, a dog collar, and her breasts were literally pouring out of her corset.

“I see you all brought overnight bags this time.” I invited them into the kitchen.  “I made a salad.” Susan grabbed me.

“Girls, help yourself to salad.” Susan said to the girls, pulling me to the stairs.

“I thought we were going to wait until we are ready.”

“I’ve been wet all day.  If I’ll be any more ready, I’ll need a bigger cock than yours!  You will fuck me now!”

I shrugged.  “Okay.” I was hardly going to argue.

I’d had sex before, with two other girls, and with both it was always a nervous affair, kept very plain.  To be honest, that was what worried me most about my last relationship; that it’d be plain and boring, and I would be plain and boring, for the rest of my life.

And then I met Susan...

We began by ripping off my clothes, and then some, though not all, of hers; leaving on a very sexy set of lingerie in the form of a black lacy satin bra, suspender belt, stockings, a highly sexy black lacy garter on both legs, and the trademark black lace gloves she wore.  Her tiny little panties were, of course, off.  Then she threw me on the bed and sat her pussy over my mouth.  I licked at it as if it was the last drop of water on the planet.  She moaned and panted, clawing at my hair, pulling me tighter and tighter against her.  “Awww, you’re so good at that!”  She flung herself around so she could get access to my penis, taking all six inches down her throat.  I’d had a blowjob before and it was nowhere near this good.  This just felt right; moist, warm, and comfortable.

When I first entered her pussy, it was in the missionary position; but even that with her was not boring.  She scratched my back, she moved with me, slamming back against me with each thrust I made.  She was very animalistic in bed, very active, and I liked that.  She made sure to break a sweat.  She also cared about me getting the most out of the sex, as much as I wanted her to.  Her finger slid down my arse crack and found my anus, rubbing it and occasionally letting one, then two fingers slip in.  I did the same to her and she let out an almighty scream, her eyes bolting open wide as her bottom lip trembled.  I felt a sudden heat surround my cock as her eyes fluttered shut and her back arched.  I had never seen a real female orgasm before, and the sight of it was better than any orgasm I had personally experienced.  I couldn’t believe the overwhelming feeling of love I had for Susan right at that very moment.

After a few moments, Susan opened her eyes and looked at me.  “What?” She asked with a grin.

“What, what?” I replied.

“You’re grinning from ear to ear.”

“I’ve never seen that before.”

“You’ve never given a girl an orgasm?”

“No.”

She scoffed. “I find that hard to believe.  I don’t orgasm easily, that was maybe my third in my whole life.  I even find it hard to orgasm when masturbating, but you hit the spot just right.”

“That’s some compliment.  Thanks.”

“No I thank you.”

She flipped me onto my back and mounted my cock.  Her hips moved backwards and forwards in short fast motions as she rested the fingertips of her hands on my chest.  Then she did something I didn’t expect.  She reached into her handbag and pulled out a small silver vibrator.  As she continued to ride me, so took the vibrator into her mouth and sucked on it for a while as she stared into my eyes; her dark brown eyes seeming deep, almost scary.  Then she pulled the vibrator out of her mouth.  “Don’t be scared.” She said and then reached around and pushed it against my anus.  “Push back.  It’s not big, don’t worry.”  I did as she asked, and with only a small stinging sensation, the vibrator went in.  I had to admit, it felt really good.  I mean, seriously good.  She turned it on as she continued to fuck me.

Her movements became faster every time she felt that little jerk of me moving closer to my own orgasm.  Her panting became laboured and faster.  Her fingers moved up to my nipples as she pinched at them slightly, then pulling, and suddenly with her second orgasm of the day, she twisted my nipples hard.  That did it for me; that sent me over the edge.  The pain shot straight down to my cock, and with the dildo vibrating against my prostate and the sight of her in orgasm, I screamed louder than I ever thought I could, and filled her pussy with hot cum.  “Yes!  Yes!” She moaned, grabbing my hips to pull me deep, her eyes closed, her back arched back.  “Fill me!”

And then it was over.  She collapsed down, pulling me with her so I was still inside, but now lying on our sides.  Her face was now somehow different as she looked at me.  Not sexy evil, but sexy sweet.  In the space of a moment, she had a very girly look about her, and I realised what that was as she stared into my eyes with that open mouthed smile.  She was in love, and she had realised that I was too.

“I...”

She stopped me with a finger on my mouth. “Don’t say it yet.  I know it, I feel it too, but it’s the beginning.  If you can tell it to me in a month’s time, then it will mean so much more.”

I smiled and kissed her deeply.  “What did I do to deserve you?”

“I was thinking that exact same thing after lunch.  I never believed in fate until today.  That train journey was the best thing ever.”

“True.”

We kissed for a few moments, and were quiet, neither one of us wanting to speak or break the silence.  The vibrator was still working through me, and to be honest, it was beginning to get annoying, but I didn’t dare take it out until she said so.

There was a gentle tap on the door.

“Come in.” Susan called out.

Pearl and Kelly walked in and sat on the edge of the bed, which should have made me uncomfortable, but if I had learned anything in the past few hours, it was that nothing seemed to embarrass her, so why should it embarrass me?

“It’s a good job you don’t have any neighbours Dean, otherwise everyone would hear you!” Kelly told me.  “Jesus, I don’t know which one of you was louder.”

Pearl shuffled around to Susan and the two girls kissed.  I enjoyed watching them together, it looked very genuine and sexy, a sweetness that seemed to contradict their attire.

“Want to kiss me there?” Susan whispered.

“Um-hmm.” Pearl nodded quickly, climbing under the covers and eating away at Susan’s cum-filled pussy.  Susan relaxed back on the cushion and sighed.  Pearl started to get hot under covers and pulled them back, and for the first time in my life, I witnessed lesbian lovemaking in the flesh, rather than on TV. 

I leaned over and took a nipple in my mouth and suckled on Susan’s breast; one of her hands weaved into my hair, whilst another was in Pearl’s. 

Kelly watched for a while before standing up.  “I’ll be downstairs then.” She said.

“Why?” Susan asked.

“What do you mean?” Kelly asked.

“Why don’t you want to stay here?”

“Well, it’s kind of private isn’t it?”

“Kelly, you’re part of our life too.  If you want to join in, you can.  You’ve been my best friend since we were kids.  Do what you want.”

Kelly stood watching, biting her lower lip.  “With Dean?”

“What’s mine is yours.” Susan grinned.

Kelly’s face lit up, or seemed to get darker, one of the two.  She unzipped the black satin skirt, and the black petticoat underneath, revealing ruffled lacy panties, stockings and suspenders, before then slipping off the spaghetti strap black top she had on, to reveal a light pink lace bodice.  Her DD breasts swelled against the top. In no way was she thin, but not overweight either; just round in all the right places.  As she pulled the covers completely away to reveal my naked body, she felt vibrations running through me, making her tilt her head to look at my bottom.

“What did you put in his arse?” Kelly asked with a giggle.

“Oh, is that still in there?” Susan laughed.  “Well you may as well keep it there for now then.”

Kelly grabbed it with her fingertips and began to push it in and out, fucking me with it. New sensations flooded me, making me moan out in pleasure.

“Do you want to do it?” Pearl suddenly asked Susan quietly.

“I do, but I don’t want him to be scared.”

“I’ll prepare him if you like?” Pearl said.

Susan turned to me.  “Would you like to try what we talked about today?”

“What?” Then it dawned on me.  “You mean...”

“Your fantasy.”

I became nervous.  “I don’t know.  Well...if we were alone...”

“No, it’s okay.  They will all help.  Please, trust me on this.  It’s all okay.”

“Yeah Dean, it’s fine.  Hell, I’ve had it done to me loads of times.  It’s cool, really.” Pearl told me, making me feel more relaxed.

“Okay, I suppose so.” I suddenly felt very cold, shivery. 

Susan kissed me gently.  “Pearl will get you ready.”

Pearl jumped up and led me to the bathroom.  I looked back at Susan, who was pulling Kelly to her.  “Now you, have you been feeling left out?” She said to Kelly before kissing her best friend for the first time.

In the bathroom, Pearl told me to get in the bathtub.  “Does this shower head unscrew?”

“Err...yes...” And I showed her.  Then I asked, “why?”

“We need to clean you.” She switched on the shower and tested the temperature before she told me to get on my knees.  Then she pushed the headless hose onto my anus and I felt water start to fill me.  After a few seconds she pulled out.  “Now hold that as long as you can, then go sit on the toilet and let it out.  Then come back here and we’ll do it again.”

She acted as if it was all perfectly normal, just another day cleaning out someone’s arse.  I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed but at the same time, I couldn’t imagine ever feeling so comfortable around someone.  I began to feel a slight sting in my intestines, so I went and let all the water out.  It felt pretty good actually.  We did this twice more until she towelled me off. 

“Are you ready?” She asked with a smile.

“As I’ll ever be.” I responded nervously.

“Do you want to put something of your sister’s on?  Make you feel more feminine?” She asked it in such a way as if she was providing a cure for something.  I actually wanted to say yes to her in my heart, but my mind was saying no.  I don’t know what I was afraid of.  I knew they wouldn’t laugh at me, and I knew I would not lose Susan by doing it, quite the opposite in fact; but my mind was saying not to do it.

“I...don’t know.”  I said shyly.

“Shhh.  Come on.  Let’s go see if there is anything nice and sexy for you to put on.”

I followed her meekly into the bedroom and stood there shaking with my hands over my cock.  She went through the drawers and pulled out a few things.  She picked up a red lacy bra and slid it over my arms and fastened it, pulling the small cups tight over my chest.  Then she fastened a matching suspender belt around my waist, and slid red stockings up my legs, fastening them to the belt.  Finally, over the top she slid a red chiffon baby-doll. 

“How do you feel?” She asked.

“A little silly.”

“You look great.”

“I look like a man in women’s underwear.”

“Do you feel slightly humiliated?”

“Yes.”

“And does that feel good?”

I paused for a moment.  “Yes...” I said slowly.

“Then you’re fine.  Let’s go.”

When I walked into the bedroom the girls gasped, not in a derogatory way, but out of excitement. 

“You look fantastic!” Susan told me.

I looked at her and saw that she had already put on latex gloves on both hands.  She looked strangely naked without the lace gloves.  Kelly was holding a jar of lubricant.  I lay down on the bed, and Kelly and Pearl held my legs in the air, exposing my anus. 

“This will hurt, a lot.” Susan explained.  “But once it is in, the pain will go and it will feel really good.  However, I will be surprised if we get my entire fist in today.  We may need to try a few tries over the next few weeks until you are stretched enough.”

“If it gets too much, just say stop.” Said Kelly.

“Actually, don’t say stop.  Say yellow and red.” Said Pearl quickly.  “Saying stop is very easy and generally should be ignored.  Saying yellow means stay where you are and wait.  Saying red means that the pain is more than you can honestly handle and you want us to pull out.”

I nodded, seeing the logic in what she was saying.  “Okay, let’s do this.”

Susan spread plenty of lubricant all over her hands, and then even more on my anus.  Then I felt two fingers enter me slowly, pulling apart every so often.  They pushed in and out, twisting and stretching, until a third finger went in.  That felt good, comfortable, as they stretched my anus as much as possible.  She bunched her fingers together and pushed the fourth in, this time pushing towards her knuckles.  I grunted as the pain started.

“Shhh.  Relax, it’s okay.  You’ll be fine.” Pearl whispered.

Susan spent a few minutes playing with just four fingers, letting the pain subside.  Then she slid the thumb into her palm and pushed forward.  I clenched my teeth together in pain. 

“Relax and push back, open up your ass.  It’s okay, nothing will happen.” Pearl, the voice of experience, advised. 

I did as Pearl suggested and the pain became almost unbearable.  Kelly squirted more lube around Susan’s knuckles at her request and then she pushed again. 

“Argh!!  Yellow!” I screamed.

“Take a look where I am.” Susan said, panting in excitement.  I looked down to see her knuckles half in.  Sweat poured down my face as I panted, then nodded.  “Should I continue?”

“Ye-yes.”

Susan grinned.  “It seems we may get it all in after all.”

She began pushing again and the pain came back.  “ARGH!!! No! I can’t!  Red!” I screamed.

“Dean, Susan’s almost in.  Just a few millimetres.” Pearl explained.

I sighed, then in a feat of madness, I grabbed Susan’s wrist and pulled it into me, screaming as I did so.  And all of a sudden, I felt my anus suddenly close up and the pain changed to a dull sting.

“I’m in!” Susan gasped.

“Now this feels nice.” I told her, feeling her bunch up her fist carefully inside me.  “Really nice.” 

The girls let go of my legs and Susan began pushing her fist forwards and backwards inside me.  Kelly and Pearl began licking and sucking my cock and balls, making my cock hard again.  The combination of all of it together made me realise I would not last long.  Susan pulled back as far as she could, stretching me to her knuckles again, then pushing back in.  The pain was actually more enjoyable when she did that.  As I expected though, I felt myself getting closer.  I warned the girls, but they didn’t care and kept licking and sucking until spurt after spurt flew out of me, landing on their cheeks.  Kelly clamped her mouth down on me to catch the rest, sucking for all her might.

After I came, the need to get the hand out seemed the most important next step, and Susan understood this.  She pulled out slowly and carefully.

“Let’s go take a shower.” She said to me.

Downstairs, back in our normal clothes, Susan asked me if it was as good as I imagined. 

“Better!” I told her.  “Thank you for doing that for me.”

She smiled sweetly.  “I thank you for letting me.”

We chatted about the wine situation for a bit.  Susan told me that her dad would transfer the money into my account and would stop by for the bottles.  I told her that was fine.  Apparently, a friend from a wine auctioneer would stop by to officially value the rest and could help if I wanted to sell it.

“I don’t know.” I told her.  “I was thinking that they would be a good investment.”

She shrugged.  “They’re yours.  Just listen to what he says and you decide.  As to the rest of the cellar, do you plan on filling those racks?”

I frowned.  “I’ve never been much of a collector of anything.  Why?”

“We were kind of thinking that cellar could be put to better use...”

“What did you have in mind?”

Susan grinned at me.  “A dungeon.”

“A dungeon?  You mean a proper one, with torture machines and stuff.”

“The very same.”

I thought about it.  “And you’d use it on me?”

Susan shrugged.  “I would.  That’s another thing I wanted to talk about.  Would you be opposed to us moving in here?  We’d pay rent and stuff...”

I raised my eyebrows in shock.  “Wow...”

“I know it’s sudden, and I know they say you shouldn’t live with your boyfriend straight away, but we’re tired of living with our parents, we want to be free to live our lifestyle.  You have a big house, and we have part-time jobs on the weekend...”

“The money is not an issue.  So long as you are willing to chip in with the food budget, that’s not a problem.” I told them.  “Sure, I have loads of room here, just over summer expect Naomi to be here.”

The girls all pounced on me, thanking me, kissing me.  “You won’t regret this.” Susan said.

“I have a request though.” I said.

“Anything.”

“I want you to teach me about BDSM.  Everything you know.”

Susan’s face lit up.  “Sure!  Teach you how?”

“The only way.  To live it.”

“You want to be my slave?”

I nodded.   “Eventually.  I think I need to start slowly though.”

“Of course!  Oh my god Dean, what did I do to deserve you?” Gasped Susan, kissing me on my lips.

“Does that mean we can build the dungeon?” Kelly asked.

“Sure, why not?” I told her.

“Can we have parties?” She asked giddily.

“What sort of parties?”

“Fetish...”

“Let’s see how things go, but I’m sure we can work things out.”


Four

We sat eating some salad then watched a little telly.  It was nice to relax, and it felt good to have all three girls cuddling up to me. I had Kelly to my right, relaxing on my chest; Susan to my left, also relaxing on my chest; and Pearl lying on Susan’s legs, stroking my thigh.

“How tall is Naomi?” Pearl asked.

“5’ 6”, a couple of inches smaller than me.  Why?” I asked.

“Because her lingerie fit you surprisingly well.  Even the bra to an extent.”

“She has really small breasts, and is skinny like me.  Neither of us are very tall.”

“Did you enjoy it?” Kelly asked. 

“Wearing it?  Yes, very much.” I replied truthfully.

“Then why don’t you?” Susan asked.  “Let’s go up, have a look what your sister has, and see.”

I nodded and followed the girls up to the room.  I stripped down naked and put on the red underwear I was wearing before, this time adding matching full cut panties.  We walked over to the cupboard and looked at the different clothes.

“Your sister has a freakishly high number of school uniforms, of differing types...” Kelly pointed out.

“Want to see a picture of her?” I asked.

“Sure.” They all said.

I walked over to the chest of drawers and opened the bottom one.  I rummaged around until I found Naomi’s secret stash of homemade porn and pulled out the photos and showed them to the girls. 

“Oh my!” Pearl gasped.

“Hold on...” Kelly said.  “How old is she?”

“Twenty-nine.”

“No fucking way is she twenty-nine!”

“She is.”

“How the fuck did she look when she was eighteen?”

I laughed.  “You don’t want to know.”

Susan nodded.  “If the wrong person saw these photos, then you could easily end up in jail.  But I have to admit, she knows how to use her gift.”

“She has a slight hormonal defect which causes her body to age slower.  Nothing serious, but you are left with that.  At eighteen, she was literally jailbait.  Heck, until a couple of years ago she was.  Now she only is if she dresses the part.  Otherwise, she’s learned her lesson.”

“Why, what happened?”

“She was role-playing a few years ago with her husband, who was her boyfriend back then.  She decided to surprise him by wearing a very, shall we say girlie outfit, at a bar.  Let’s just say that when he started to feel her up in public, the locals didn’t take kindly to it.  He ended up in hospital, and she had some explaining to do.”

“Uh oh.” Pearl said.

“Exactly.  So from now on it’s indoors only, and sometimes outdoors, but rarely and carefully.”

“Have you seen her dressed up like that?”

“Oh yeah, every time she’s here with Carl, her lover.  She bounces around here with her hair up in pigtails, skipping all the time, speaking in a squeaky voice.  Freaks the shit out of me.”

The girls burst out laughing.  “Have you ever talked to her about it?”

“Once, but nothing deep.  I tried to say something but she told me not to be a square.”

Susan kissed me.  “She’s right.  There’s nothing wrong with what she is doing, because she’s a consenting adult and if that’s what she likes, then that’s what she likes, and it’s none of your business.  Personally, I think it’s so cool.”

“Me too.” Said Kelly.

“Me too.” Agreed Pearl.

I laughed.  “Look, I don’t disagree with you.  That’s not what bothered me.”

“Then what did?”

The problem was, if I told them the truth, then maybe they’d think me too weird, but the fact was, it seeing her like that kind of turned me on a bit. Not because I was attracted to her, but rather the kink side of it made me horny. Still, by shrugging and saying nothing at all, the girls all understood anyway.

“Ohhhh.” They gasped.

“Yes.” I sighed.  “So there you see my problem.”

“I’d hardly call it a problem.” Susan told me.  “Just get over yourself and enjoy the view.”

I smiled at her.  She had a point. 

“Come on.  Put this dress on.” She handed me a red and white satin French maid’s dress.  I slipped it on, fanning out the petticoat and let Kelly zip me up.  It was tight but passable.  It could also have been a bit longer, but the girls disagreed.  “All the better to spank you.” Susan explained.

“Does your sister have any wigs?” Pearl asked.

I shrugged.  “I don’t know.  Why would she?”

“You said she role-plays.”

“I really don’t know.  Check the bags down there.”  In the bottom of the cupboard were two large tennis bags.  The girls pulled them onto the bed and opened them up.

“Fuck me!” Kelly said, pulling out rope, clamps, an electrosex device, play piercing kits, rubber gloves, even a scalpel.  “Dean, I hate to say it, but your sister is off her nut.  This is extreme stuff!  What is it she’s gets off on again?”

“I have no idea.”

“Found her wigs.” Pearl said.

“Wig-s?” I asked.

“Yep.” She pulled a selection of colours and types out.   “Here you go.  Pick one.  She had them buried in this bag with a satin romper, bibs, dummies, and shit like that.”

“I’ll say it again...free-eak!” Said Kelly.

“Shut the fuck up Kelly.” Susan ordered, punching her friend on the arm.

“Owwwa. Bitch.”

“Leave her alone.  You don’t know her!  Just because she is into kinky stuff doesn’t make her any better or worse than you.  Give it a rest.  Each to their own.”

“Okay, okay!”

They put a red-head wig on me, and did my make-up in their usual goth way, making me look pale.  I had to admit though, that I didn’t look so bad.  So, I looked like a tranny, but not an ugly one.

“You actually look really cute.” Kelly admitted.

“I think he looks really sweet.” Pearl added.

Susan just stared at me for what seemed like ages, then said quietly, “imagine the potential.”  She pointed at the rope without looking at it.  “Hand me that rope.”  Kelly passed it over.  “You’re going to like this.” She pushed me face down on the bed and began to tie my hands behind my back, then she wrapped the rope around my chest a couple of times, then around my right thigh, over my shoulder, then my left thigh, pulling my legs apart, and then around my ankles, leading to my hands.  She had hogtied me in a way that left my genitalia and arse exposed.

She then took off her knickers, forced them into my mouth, only to find they were too small to do much good, so she took Kelly’s and forced them in too.  Then she took a white satin scarf she had found in one of Naomi’s drawers, and wrapped it around my mouth.

“What are you going to do with him?” Kelly asked.

Susan opened her mouth, and then closed it.  “I don’t know really.” Then she saw something in the bag, and smiled.  “Oh yes I do.  This is going to be fun.”  She pulled out a funnel with a rubber tube out of the bag.  She fed the tube into my anus and then stood on the bed, placing the funnel under her.  I felt her urine enter me, filling me up.  Then it stopped and I felt her climb down, only to be replaced by one of the others.  Soon I was filled with all three’s urine.

“Hold it in.” Susan ordered, before pushing a small butt-plug in.

“Have you seen this?” Kelly asked, holding up a massive plug.  “No way anyone can fit that in.”

Pearl looked at it.  “I’m up to the challenge.”

“Go on then.” Kelly dared. 

I watched from the corner of my eyes as she stripped naked and lubricated her anus and the plug, significantly.  Then she lowered herself onto it slowly, gasping and moaning as she wriggled herself halfway down.  She pushed down hard then relaxed, pushed again, then relaxed, but she couldn’t seem to get more than two thirds down. 

In the meantime, I could feel the pressure inside me building.  I was glad the plug was behind the panties, otherwise I felt sure it would fly out of me at any moment like a champagne cork.

“You give up?” Kelly asked.

Pearl scowled at her.  “Susan, how many hands have you seen up me?”

“Three.  Two mine.”

“I can get this in me.  Just need more lube.”

She lubricated the lower part further, then pushed down again, this time screaming like a banshee but making visible progress. 

“Fuck that hurts.” She said, taking a rest three quarters of the way down.  “But in a good way, you know?”

“I know.” Susan said, resting her hands on Pearl’s shoulders, and then pushing her.  “Lift up your feet and balance on it.  Kelly, hold the base so it doesn’t topple.” 

Kelly reached under Pearl and held onto the base of the plug, which was five inches wide at its widest point.  Susan pushed down hard on her girlfriend’s shoulders whilst Pearl balanced her legs in the air.  Neighbours or not, I really hoped that no-one heard Pearl’s screams, because they were loud enough to be heard for miles I’m sure.  But when the screaming stopped, all that was left was the sound of panting from the girl, who now had a smile on her face.

“Told you.” She said, showing the round base of the plug spreading her ass apart.

“Let’s get him to the toilet.” Susan said, untying me, leaving me gagged, and taking me to the toilet.  Pearl hobbled after us, butt plug still in place.  Susan pulled the small plug out of me and I let rip.

“Think you can get that one in you too?” Susan asked me.

I shook my head rapidly, “uh-uh!”

“Awww.  Sure you can!” She laughed.  “A little sweetheart like you?  Definitely.”

We went back into the bedroom where I was tied up in the same way again.  Susan then went rummaging through the bags and found another item.  “Oh boy.” She said grinning and pulling out a box which had MegaFill Badboy 3.75”er! written on it.  She opened up the box to reveal the big red monster.  “Pull his panties down and stretch him as much as you can.” She told Kelly.

I moaned into the gag, begging her not to do it, but at the same time, I wanted her to ignore me, and I think she knew that.  When Kelly was done with me, I felt the dildo press at me.  There was no gradualness about it; it was simply fat from start to finish.  I screamed into the gag as she pushed the eleven-inch, three point seven five inch diameter dildo into me.  It was too big.  It shouldn’t have fit, but after both Kelly and Susan pushed, they got the head in, and then began to work the rest in.  I began moaning in pleasure as the pain became acceptable, and that tickle worked its way around from my prostate to my whole body.  I was lost in the ecstasy of the feeling.  I needed more in me and Susan obliged, getting nearly all of it in. 

Susan leaned down next to my ear.  “Can you imagine, living like this night after night, in loving pain?  With me, your Mistress?  With Mistress Kelly, and Mistress Pearl?  Blink once if you want that.” I blinked once.  “Are you prepared to give yourself to me?  Fully?” I blinked once again.  “Then I promise you, I will make you the happiest man on this planet.”  And with that, she began fucking my ass hard and fast with the extreme dildo. Kelly, hot and horny, pulled Pearl to her pussy and had her lick it.

I passed out.


Five

The alarm buzzed six thirty AM.  I awoke thinking I would just get up and shower, but instead I found myself next to Susan, Kelly, and Pearl, still tied up, still dressed up, and with a massive dull pain in my ass.  Looking at Pearl, I could see the shine of the butt-plug still in hers and then I realised I had an eleven-inch rubber goliath cock in my ass.

I tried to say something to Susan, but I was still gagged.  She opened her eyes and smiled. 

“Hello you.” She said, pulling away the gag, pulling out the panties and kissing me.  She then untied me and looked down at cock and saw it standing to attention, pushing up the skirt.  She pulled me on top of her and aimed my cock for her vagina, pulling me in.  Then she reached back to the dildo and grasped it, pulling it further inside.  “Fuck me.” She whispered, and I did just that.

It was her orgasm that woke the girls, rather than the movement next to them.  And I came soon after when Kelly rammed the cock up me in one hard move.

“Want to make me happy?” Susan asked after my shower.

“I thought I just did?” I replied, referring to the quick fuck in the shower.

“Wear some knickers to work under your clothes.”

“Okay.” I smiled.  “My sister’s?”

“No, mine.” She handed me a used pair she’d had in the bag from the other night.  “I forgot to take them out, and I thought who better to wear them?”  They were pink and black, full cut satin, and slightly tight on me, but doable.

“Will I see you tonight?” I asked her.

“It’s Friday.  Of course you’ll see me tonight, but I have a party to go to.”

“Fetish?”

“Not quite.” She said with a smile.  “No, I’m going clubbing.”

“I’ll come with you then.” I told her.

She smirked.  “I don’t think it is quite your thing.  Techno...”

“I like techno.”

“Okay.  Whatever.  But let’s agree you’ll come next time, okay?”

I shrugged.  “But why?”

She got a little angry.  “Just do as I tell you, okay?  As your Mistress now, I don’t want to have to leave you tied up, but I will if I have to.  Please.”

I raised my hands and mouthed, Okay.

That day, I spent my time thinking about the night before.  My ass hurt like hell, but it was a great constant reminder of the fun I’d had.  I wondered how Pearl felt.  At the same time, I couldn’t help but feel put out by Susan’s obvious rejection of me at the party.  It was obvious that she was embarrassed about me.  She thought I was dull, obviously.  So I decided to show her that I was certainly not dull.

“Are you wearing mascara?” The voice said suddenly.

I looked up to see my manager, Erica Conner looking at me.  “Pardon me?”

“You’re wearing mascara.” She said quietly.  “Is there something you want to tell me?”

“No.  Oh, shit, sorry.  Me and my girlfriend were just fooling around.” I said quickly.

She smiled; impressed.  “A girlfriend!  Wow, finally have someone to bring to the office party next month.”  She laughed, walking away.

Oh shit, the office fucking party.  Bets on the next pregnancy then...

I went to the toilets to look at my eyes.  There was a tiny bit of mascara, barely noticeable, which meant she had to have been staring.  Back at my desk, I decided to try to find out where the party would be, so I picked up the phone and dialled a person who I knew would know.  “Carl!  It’s Dean.  How are you?”

“Dean, fuck man, how long’s it been?” The deep cockney voice replied.

“Four months man.”

“Fuck.  You break up with that dull bint?”

“Tamara, yeah.  Got a new girlfriend now.  Susan.  Let’s just say she’s the opposite extreme to Tamara.”

“Bit like your sister then?”

I frowned.  “Yeah, about that.  What’s the deal with her?”

“Boy, you don’t wanna know.  Just trust me on this; she likes sex, and she likes kink, and that’s all you need to know.”

“Yeah, I think me and her are more alike than I thought.”

“Bullshit.  Man, I’ve been coming round there what, two years?”

“Yeah.”

“You have been Mr. Straightlaced businessman and you’re what, twenty-one now?”

“Yeah.”

“So what the fuck changed?”

“Susan.  She’s a Goth dominatrix.”

“Oh.” He paused.  “Fit?”

“Very.”

“Hmm...Interesting.” He paused.  “Hold on, is that why you’re calling?  Because you want me to look after her the same way I do your sister?  You into that shit too?”

“What shit?” I asked.

“The getting off on your girl sleeping with other men, shit.”

Oh, cuckolding. Did I want to share Susan with another man? “Not sure about that.  Very early days yet.  No, the reason I was calling was because I heard there’s a techno gig on around here tonight, and I wasn’t sure where.”

Carl thought for a bit.  “Uh-uh.  Dull as shit where you are.  Oh wait, there’s an EBM gig near you tonight.  I would’ve thought your bird knows all about that.”

“She said it’s techno.”

“Hold on, hold on.  Are you saying she’s going to a gig and didn’t invite you?”

“We only met recently...”

“Dude, think about it.  Why would you not want your partner to be with you at a gig?”

I thought about it, and I sighed. She was seeing someone else. “Where’s the gig?”

“Meat Factory.”

“Okay.  Thanks.  When are you next here?”

“In a month or so.  Your sister will be over again for a couple of weeks.”

“Will she?” First I was hearing about it, but hardly surprising. It was my house, but she would just show up randomly because she wasn’t here to claim it.

“Yeah, Christmas hols.”

So she was doing the Christmas and Summer periods now huh?

“Well, I’ll see you then.”

“Yeah.  And I’m looking forward to meeting your girlfriend Dean.” Was the emphasis on meet then? 

That night, I sat at home and watched the girls dress.  They each did a shot of vodka and giggled together.  I did get the chance to have sex with Susan, vertically against the wall, but it was a quick one, and I got the feeling she wasn’t giving her all. Hardly surprising if she was getting it from someone else later.

“I’ll see you in the morning, yeah?” Susan said to me on the way out. 

“Sure.” I told her, looking at what she was wearing.  She had a black latex mini skirt, stockings, a black latex under-bust corset, and a black satin and lace gypsy top under the corset.  She looked stunning.

After the girls were gone, I darted upstairs and stripped naked.  I then had a quick bath and shaved all over, which was a tedious job, but luckily I was not overly hairy back then.  I then went to my sister’s room, put on a leather corset which was way too tight for me, and gave me the tiniest waist, then put on stockings.  I made sure to stuff the breast area. Over all of that, I put on a black halter-neck leather mini dress.  The wig I put on was a long jet black one, which had a nice fringe which covered part of my face.  I spent a half hour caking make-up on in the most Goth style, and finally I was happy that I looked female enough that I would convince most in a dark club.

Naomi had way smaller feet than me, so I needed to make a quick decision.  I realised that Susan had the same size as me, maybe a fraction bigger.  I found some stiletto heeled thigh-high boots and slipped them on.  Walking in them was surprisingly easy considering; it just took nerves and forethought, and a knowledge of how to correctly distribute weight at the correct moment.

Moments later I was in my Alfa shooting up the A4 into Reading.  I suddenly realised what I was doing, and I began to get nervous.  When I arrived at the Meat Factory though, I realised I needn’t have worried.  I wasn’t the only transvestite there, and I certainly looked better than most.  The doorman let me in without a problem, and I was sucked into the darkness of the club, with the pounding sounds of VNV Nation hammering my ears.  It was a good sound to hammer them, I realised.

It was from the second level that I had a good vantage point to the dance floor and bar.  The club was a sea of black leather and latex, but I couldn’t find the girls; I couldn’t find Susan.  And then I heard a voice literally right behind me.  I didn’t dare turn around, but I listened.

“Listen to what I’m telling you Kev, it’s over, done, fini.  J'en ai fini avec cette relation!” Susan said.

“I love it when you speak French to me.” The arrogant voice replied.

“Argh!  You are such a fucking arsehole!”

“Give me another chance.”

“I’ve met someone else.”

“Who?”

“A man!  A real man!” Er...  I looked at myself and frowned.  “I told you I was not sure about us weeks ago, and you didn’t want to accept it.  I’m tired of your controlling attitude, always telling me what I can’t do.”

“Well what did you expect?  I wanted a Goth girlfriend, not a dominatrix.” The man said.

“Then we wanted different things then, didn’t we? Wanker!”

He sighed.  “Okay.  If it’s over, it’s over.  But grant me one thing.”

“What?”

“Let’s fuck, one last time.”

“No Kev.  I’ve got someone else now.”

“Please.  He’ll never know.”

“Kev...” She sighed.  “I need a drink.”

I heard them walk away and I smiled.  I realised I had made a mistake and should have stayed home as she asked.  She had unfinished business, simple as that.

“So what’s a sexy little thing like you, doing in a place like this?” The familiar voice said to me.  I turned to look at the raven beauty.

“Er...I...” I struggled for words.

“Did you think I wouldn’t recognise the best thing to come into our lives?” Kelly asked.  “What are doing here?  If Susan catches you, she’ll go cornholio on your ass. Probably literally.”

“I made a mistake.  I thought I’d surprise her dressed like this, but instead I realise she is breaking up with someone, for me.”

“You do look fantastic, I have to admit.” Kelly said, licking her lips as she stared at me.  “I had to stare for quite a bit before I released it was you.  Look, Susan can’t stop talking about you.  It’s Dean this, Dean that all the fucking time.  And do you know what pisses me off about all this?”

“What?”

“I was sat next to you on that train, and all I could do was sleep.  If I had been awake and sat opposite you...”

I grinned at her.  “Then what?  You would’ve talked to me?  I think it’s unlikely.  Susan saw something; would you have seen the same thing?”

Kelly nodded.  “You’re right of course, but don’t take away my chance to be jealous.”

“Why are you jealous?  We’re going to be sharing the house together, and Susan seems to be willing to share, so I think you get the best of both worlds; you’re not committed to the relationship, yet you get to reap the benefits.”

“When you look at it like that...”

“ARGH!” Susan said behind me.  “He is such a cunt!  He won’t fucking take no for an answer!”

Kelly shrugged and I faced the dancefloor without letting Susan see me.

“Who’s your friend?” Susan asked.

“Just some girl.” Kelly said quickly.  “So what’re you going to do?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe I should just go home to Dean now.”

I really want to turn around and hug her, but I didn’t dare.  At the same time, I couldn’t see what was going on behind me; namely that Susan was staring at my legs, more precisely her boots, admiring them.

“Should I just fuck him one last time and hope he’ll finally leave me alone?” Susan asked.

“Do you think that’s a good idea?”

“No.  I love D...” She stopped as she continued to stare at the boots.  “Kelly, I need to go to the loo.  Come with me.”

I sighed in relief and went to get a drink from the bar.  I ordered a Moscow Mule and went back to the balcony where I was trying to be as ladylike as possible.  I felt a hand slap my ass.

“Hey!” I turned and said, annoyed.

“Hey baby.  Wanna go dance?” Oh fuck, it was a colleague from work.

“I’m not interested.” I told him in a soft voice. 

“Awww come on sweetheart.  Just one dance.”

“Fuck off Mike!”

He was drunk.  “H-How do you know my name?”  Oh shit... 

“I’m good like that.  Now go please.”

He held up his hands in surrender and walked away.  I turned back to the balcony and waited.  The girls came back moments later.

“It’s such a hard decision.  I want to fuck him one last time, suck that cock one last time, but it’s not a decision I can make.  I love Dean, and I wouldn’t want to betray him.” Susan told Kelly.  “I’m going to get another drink.  Want anything?”

“Hooch please.”

After Susan left, Kelly asked, “What do you think she should do?”

“She loves me.” I said smiling.

Kelly sighed, but smiled.  “Ye-es...but she’s also wondering if she should fuck her ex one last time.  It’s a hard decision for her.”

“Where would she fuck him?”

“In his car outside.”

“So I could watch, from somewhere?”

She grinned at me.  “Only if I can watch with you!”

It suddenly dawned on me.  “Where’s Pearl?”

“She pulled some guy.  She’s somewhere around.”

Susan arrived back and I faced the front again.

“Thanks.” Said Kelly, accepting the drink.

“So what do you think?” Susan asked.

“I think you should do it.  Go out to his car with him and fuck him right there and then.” Kelly replied.

“In the car?”

Kelly nodded.

“Have you seen his car?  That’s not going to work.  I’ll get him to drive me to the lay-by near the forest.”

“Where the doggers go?”

“Yeah.  He can screw me on the bonnet of his car.”

Kelly looked at me out of the corner of her eyes.  I blinked once, for yes.

“Okay, that sounds like a good idea.” Kelly told her with a grin.

“See you later then, back here.”

Kelly opened her mouth and sighed, as if tired. “Actually, I might just take a taxi home.  I’ll see you there.”

“Okay.” Susan smiled at her friend.  “And you have fun too, okay?”

“Oh I will.”

After Susan left to find Kev, Kelly grabbed me and pulled me out of the club.

“Let’s go.  We need to get there before them.” She told me.

“What car has he got?”

“Fiesta.”

I laughed.  “We’ll be there light-years before them.”

The lay-by was quite busy, and I kind of hoped that nobody would bother Susan whilst she and Kev were getting it on. As we sat waiting, Kelly reached over and put her hand up my skirt, reaching for my cock.  She pulled it out and lowered her mouth to it. 

“Ohhh.” I moaned as she sucked it.  “Damn you’re good.”

I saw a car park up behind in the rear-view mirror.  I told Kelly and she got up.  “Push your seat back.” She said, as she slid off her knickers.  I did as she asked then readjusted the mirror.  Kelly then climbed onto my hard penis and I felt the warmth of her wet pussy surround it.  “Oh fuck yes, that hits the spot.”

We both could see Susan on her knees blowing Kev, me in the mirror and Kelly behind.  Kelly and I fucked slowly, enjoying the show.  Kev then bent my girlfriend over the bonnet of the car and began fucking her.  A couple of doggers were watching, but neither Kev nor Susan seemed to care, and nobody bothered them.

Kelly and I matched the other couple for pace, and I was surprised to see Kev orgasm long before me.  In fact, Kelly and I were still fucking long after they had left.  We kissed deeply, her forehead resting on mine as she lifted herself up and down on my cock, until both of us came at exactly the same time.  She was the type of girl who didn’t scream when she came, but rather bit her lip and looked like she would start crying; there was something very sexy about it; it seemed very personal, very intimate.  We continued to kiss as my erection subsided, then she took out a tampon and pushed it up herself.

“Wouldn’t want to get cum all over the leather.” She said, meaning the seats.

“True.” I grinned back at her.

She leaned over from the passenger seat she was back in, and kissed me again, her right hand holding my cheek.  “Susan is so lucky.”

I didn’t know what to reply to that, so I just put the car in gear and set off home.

Her hand rested on the lacy part of my stocking, her thumb occasionally twanging the suspender strap.  After a moment, it moved over to my satin covered cock and massaged it.

“Not a good idea.” I told her.  “Need to concentrate on the road.”

She smiled and just held my cock instead.

A few miles down the road, we shot past the ugly yellow Fiesta of Kev’s and I knew we would be home long before them.  Once home, Kelly attacked me once again, and I fucked her cum filled pussy against the front door; her pained orgasm expression appearing a lot sooner than the first time. 

“I’ll need to tell Susan...” I told her.  “I don’t like secrets.”

“Hell, I’ll tell her for you.  She won’t mind.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, not wanting to upset my new girlfriend.

“Trust me.”

I suddenly realised how I was dressed.  “I need to get changed!” So I went running upstairs and quickly stripped.  Kelly then joined me in the shower, removing my make-up and then letting me lick her pussy, which still had some of my cum in it, but by now, I really no longer cared. 

“Can I piss on you?” She asked me.

That I would drink someone else’s piss never once entered my head, but here I was, wondering why on Earth I would say no to her. I looked up at her, and nodded, and she let forth a stream.  I let it rinse over my head and face, then opened my mouth to taste it.  It was not bad, so I drank the rest down.  She pulled me up and she licked my face, kissing me deeply. 

After the shower, we both put on long satin nighties, and satin robes, and waited downstairs.  We had literally sat down with a glass of whiskey when the door opened, and Susan walked in.

“Hey guys!” She announced. She seemed a little nervous, as if waiting to be told off for something.  “Hey baby.” She told me, kissing me deeply.

“Hi Sweetheart.  Did you have a nice time?”

“I did indeed.”  She yawned.  “I’m going to take a quick shower.”

I grabbed her arm.  “No sit down for a bit.  Have a rest.”

She gave me a sideways glance, so definitely seemed nervous now.  “Okay...”

As she sat down, I got on the floor and knelt between her legs.  I spread them, then pulled down her panties, a strand of cum pulling from them.  Her eyes stared at me, worrying what my next reaction would be, praying it would be the one she hoped.  I leaned forward and began licking, and she sighed in relief, grabbing my head closer to her.  I licked all the cum out of her, and brought her to an orgasm. 

“How is it you can do that?” She asked, referring to the orgasm.

Kelly answered for me.  “Because you feel comfortable with him.  You can be yourself.”

“Yes, I think you’re right.” She looked down at my cum soaked face and smiled.  “Next time, if you want to borrow my boots, just ask me.”

Now it was my turn to be shocked.  “You knew?” I asked.

“Sweetheart, those boots were imported from Germany.  That heel you seemed to have no trouble walking on, is not designed to be walked on easily.  They’re fetish boots!”

“Ah.” I realised why my feet hurt.

“Yes.  So the moment I saw them, I realised that either someone else nearby had the same boots, unlikely, or the sexy chick in the leather dress, with that gorgeous arse, was my beloved boyfriend, Dean.” She grinned at me.  “Did you enjoy the show?”

“I loved it.”

“You weren’t angry?”

“You said you loved me...” I replied.

She smiled at me.  “Oh yes I did, didn’t I?”

“I love you too Susan.”

“I love you Dean.”

We kissed for a moment, then turned to Kelly and kissed her.  “And we both love you, Kelly.” Susan told her.

“I certainly do.” I said, stroking Kelly’s cheek. 

“Did Kelly take good care of you?” Susan asked me.

For a moment, I paused, staring at her in silence, and then asked, “Does that mean sex?”

“Yes.” She said firmly.

“Then yes, yes she did.  Twice.”

“Only twice?  Tut-tut!” Susan shook her head.  “We need to make up for that right now.”

Susan began kissing me, whilst pushing me towards Kelly.  Kelly ran her fingers up and down my chest and kissed my neck, then the two began kissing each other.  Susan then stood and held out her hands to us both.  We followed her upstairs, where I began to make love to Kelly.  In the meantime, Susan strapped on a dildo, lubricated my ass, and entered me.  It was an amazing feeling to fuck and be fucked. 

I worked hard to hold off my orgasm.  Back then it was easier to do that, and Kelly bared the fruits of my labour, biting her lip and squirming, letting out little squeaks as she came.  Kelly pulled herself out from under me, and Susan unclipped herself from the dildo, which was still stuck up my ass.  The girls swapped places and we continued.  My orgasm came at the same time as Susan’s, her body seeming to go into spasm as usual. 

We passed out after that, me still up Susan, and Kelly still up me.  What was a nervous night for me, turned out to be one of my best. 


Six

That weekend we spent cleaning up the cellar.  The remaining wine bottles all went against one wall, and the rest of the bottle racks were removed and put into the barn.  I made sure to make the cellar more airtight. Susan had a contact for a carpenter, so we invited him round and discussed what was needed.  He was pretty impressed that we wanted to make a real dungeon.  He said he could work on it all over the week and Susan said that she would take turns with the girls to house-sit.

That Saturday night was a quiet one.  Pearl came home during Saturday and told us about how she had pulled a submissive young man, who she spent the night whipping.  That gave Susan the idea to test my pain threshold, and as such, her selection of whips came out and were tested on me.  I was surprised at how much I could take, and Susan was especially proud that she drew blood before I said my stop word.  

“Can I ask something?” I asked Susan.

“Sure.”

“Can I drink your piss?”

She smiled at me, lifted her skirt and stood over me.  “You don’t need to ask.” I opened my mouth and she carefully let a stream into my mouth, and I sucked it down.  Kelly and Pearl watched, then prepared themselves to do the same to me.  I don’t know why I wanted it, but since Kelly did it to me, I found it fantastic.

“I want to do something now though.” Susan told me.

“What?”

“I want to fist you again.”

I grinned from ear to ear, as I was prepared again.  After the colonic, I was dressed up in pink lingerie and a schoolgirl outfit; this was how Susan wanted me.

The girls held my legs again, commenting it would be much easier once the clinic chair which I had ordered arrived.  Susan had little problem with the first four fingers again, but this time she did something different.  Instead of pushing in, she slid in a finger from her left hand, then another and another, until I had eight fingers in me.  It was uncomfortable but not so bad as what came next.  She slipped both thumbs in then pushed both hands forward.  I screamed in real pain but this time she didn’t let up.  I used all the colours in the sun, but she didn’t care, she pushed on until suddenly both hands were in and bunched into fists.  She then started to pull one out then alternately in and out fist me, then both at once again.  The pain was complete unbearable, but for some reason I didn’t want her to stop.  Kelly gently masturbated me, slowly and carefully, and suddenly I said something I didn’t expect.

“More.”

“What more?” Susan asked.

“Pain.  I want more.  I feel so alive.”

Kelly nodded and ran to Naomi’s room.  She came back with a nipple clamp on chains. 

“They won’t hurt enough.” Pearl pointed out.

“Um...they will.” Kelly said, sliding the plastic covers off the clamps to reveal crocodile clips. 

She fastened them to my nipples, then untwisted the screw which allowed the clamp to close down.  I screamed out and then told her it was too much, I couldn’t handle it.  I was actually more scared it would cut off my nipple.  Instead, Kelly simply pulled on the chain stretching my nipples and chest into the air.  She pulled harder and harder as Pearl squeezed my balls tight, twisting them and digging in her nails.  Her teeth were clenched tight as she exerted as much force on them as possible.

My scream was loud and constant.  Tears poured out of me.  I must have screamed for five long minutes, it seemed as if the pain would never end.  Then something I’d never seen before happened.  Kelly came.  She had an orgasm without anyone touching her.  The whole scene turned her on to such an extent that she came, but not in a normal way.  She collapsed and squirted cum. 

“That’s never happened to me before.” She gasped, a little ashamed.

“Wow!” Susan said in shock. 

I was still screaming.  Kelly had collapsed and pulled hard on the chain, so now my nipples were being pulled to the left.  Pearl was still trying to crush my balls, and Susan still had both fists going in and out of me.  But even with all that, I too could not hold out much longer, and came hard, all over the school uniform skirt.  Finally, they let me go, and I got cleaned up.

When I came out of the shower, a white satin and lace teddy was waiting for me, along with a peignoir robe, stockings, even matching elbow length satin and lace fingerless gloves that hooked behind one finger.  I put them all on, and joined the girls in their lingerie downstairs.  They each had a whip of some sort; Susan with a crop.

“Kneel slave.” Susan ordered.  She put a stocking covered foot forward.  “Worship.”  I kissed the foot all over, then worked on the other, then the other’s feet.  Susan then squatted over me, pulled her knickers to one side and said, “drink.”  I did.  “Next, go make dinner for us, now!” And with that, my ass was whipped.

I cooked them a healthy meal, using the vegetables from the garden.  I was lucky to be in the middle of nowhere, with no-one within a half-mile of me.  The only problem with going out in the garden in women’s lingerie, was that in December it was fucking cold.

During dinner, I was told to provide entertainment for the girls by dancing like a stripper on the table.  They put some music on, stuff like Sade, for me to dance slowly to.  They laughed as they ate, watching me slowly rubbing myself all over as I danced in the shiny lacy underwear. 

“Rub yourself as if you were a girl, through your teddy.” Susan ordered.  I put my hands between my legs and rubbed my rock-hard cock slowly and gently up and down.  “Sit down, spread your legs and masturbate like a girl.”  I did as she asked, still providing the entertainment.  Eventually I came, my cum shooting up inside the loose teddy.  I put my hand inside and scooped it out and ate it, sucking on each finger seductively as I stared into my Mistress’ eyes. 

“You may eat now.” She told me, putting my plate of food on the floor without a knife and fork.  I ate like a pig. After dinner, I was made to wash up.  They didn’t care that I had a dishwasher, instead saying that I should do it.  Finally, I was used as a footstool for all three girls, and frequently a toilet for those who needed a piss.  When the girls were ready for bed, there was no sex for me.  I had a butt-plug pushed in me, and was hogtied, gagged, beaten and left like that until morning, when I was released and whipped again.

My whole weekend was like that.  I was even made to run around the house for an hour in pink lingerie.  A number of people, thankfully who I didn’t know, saw me as they drove past.  I was made to wash everyone’s clothes, and Sunday evening I was made to iron them. 

Sunday night though was spent alone with Susan in bed.  “How did you enjoy being a slave?” She asked as we cuddled up.

“I want to say fun, whilst extremely annoying.” I told her.

She burst out laughing.  “It’s hard I know, but it’s not meant to be easy.  Is it something you think you could do permanently?”

“Permanently?  I don’t know about that.” I sighed.  “Is that what you want?”

“Yes...” She said calmly, “if you do?”

“I want a normal relationship.” I told her, watching her mouth drop open in fear.  “Occasionally.  But yes, I could do semi-permanently.” I said with a smile, and she hugged me tight.

“Oh baby, thank you, thank you.  Just so you know, today was an extreme.  I would expect our relationship to be almost normal too.  I like a hug now and then too you know?  And I like to enjoy eating dinner with my boyfriend, even though today’s dance was nice.” She said with a cheeky grin.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said, kissing her on the nose.

“You’re welcome, slave.” She reached to her bag and pulled out a black plastic bag.  “I have a present for you.”

I opened the bag and pulled out a thin black leather collar with a D-ring on the front and a red felt lining. 

“I hope you will accept this collar to give up your freedom and dedicate your life to me.” She said, taking the collar and putting it around my neck.

“I do.” I told her, feeling her lock it in place with a small padlock.  “I take it you want me to wear this permanently?”

“Yes.  Is that going to be a problem for you at work?”

I shook my head.  “No.  People can dress how they like.  I wear a suit because everyone else does, but I can wear what I want under it.  It’s no-one’s business.”

“That’s good.  Whilst this is all fun, I wouldn’t want you to lose your job over it.”

I laughed.  “I’d fucking sue them!  No, it’ll be fine.  I want to do this.”

“Good.  I want you to be mine.  I want to torture you, I want to hurt you, I want to love you, I want to kiss you, fuck you, fist you, lick you, tickle you, and transform you.  You will need to feel me always.”

I kissed her deeply.  “I need all of that now.”

“In time slave.  In time.”

Over the next week, the dungeon came together, and by the weekend I remembered to let the girls know the news about my sister arriving. 

“Fuck yes!” Kelly cried out. 

“Yeah, if she’s as you describe, then she is going to be fantastic.” Susan agreed.

I nodded.  “I’m sure you’ll have a lot of fun.  Carl will be driving down the night before so he’s ready here for her.”

“Carl, her lover, Carl?” Susan asked.

“Yeah.  He’s already asked about you.”

“Is he hot?” She asked me.

“No...yeah...I dunno.” I shrugged, not really wanting to suggest a guy could be hot.

I had spent every night of the week dressed as a French maid, serving the girls.  They pushed me physically and mentally.  Susan was really testing me, and I knew it.  They humiliated me in public, once taking me out on a leash.  But the real test was to come.

Carl called to inform me he would be coming over that Friday.  Susan had seen a photo of him and she gave me an order. I was kneeling in front of the door when the bell rang.  When I opened it and Carl saw me, he burst out laughing.

“Dude, when you said she was extreme, I had no idea.” The tall black man said.  He grabbed my hand and pulled me up, giving me a hug.  “Fuck, what the hell is this about then?”

He was referring to me being dressed as a maid, in full regale.  “I am Miss Susan’s slave.  I would like to offer her to you as your bed partner for tonight.”

Carl’s laugh was deep and loud.  “Fuck, man, I’ll take you up on that offer.  But!  I expect you to sleep at the foot of the bed.  You’re gonna be fully involved.  Where is she?”

I led him upstairs, making sure to carry his suitcase for him.  Waiting in the bedroom was Susan, dressed in a pink and white school uniform.

“Oh my.” Said Carl.

“I’m Susan.” She said in the girliest voice I had heard, a voice I found a little disconcerting.

“I’m Carl.” He said, taking her in his arms and kissing her deeply.  I watched as the two stripped and she began to suck Carl.  Minutes later, his cock which was not much bigger than mine, entered my girlfriend’s pussy, and then the weirdest thing happened...Susan came, hard.  He wasn’t in her longer than a minute and she came.  Carl continued to fuck her and a minute later she came again.  In fact, she spent the whole time thrashing on the bed non-stop.  By the time Carl finished with her, Susan called me over to lick her out, but she could barely move her fingers, let alone put a word together. 

When Carl came back, he mounted her again, and again she spent the whole time in orgasm.  I swear I have never seen anything like it before, in my life, and I would never see it from anyone else since.  When I asked Susan about it later, she said his dick was not doing anything special as such, and when she fucked him alone, it didn’t happen.  I would later find out that it was the humiliation of me that turned her on so much.

Susan didn’t sleep that night, which meant I did not either.  I drank more cum than I thought could be produced.  Susan had more orgasms in one night than she had all her life, multiplied by eight.

The next morning, I got to listen to them fuck again in the shower, then watch him squeeze her breasts, fondle her pussy, and ass at breakfast.  The other girls admired him too, jealous of the sounds coming from our room.

“Are those my fucking clothes?” Naomi said to me when she arrived.  “Are you wearing my fucking clothes?” She did not seem happy.  “You’ll stretch them.  Are you wearing my underwear too?”

“Yes.” I said meekly.

“Fuck!  You fucking dirty fucker!” And then she burst out laughing.  “Come here little brother.” She pulled me to her for a hug.  “I’m just messing with you.  Of course, you can wear my things.  Don’t worry.”

“Thanks sis.”

“So what’s this all about then?”

I told her all about what had been going on.  She was impressed.  Of course, she hit it off with Susan and the others instantly, and when she saw the finished dungeon, she fell in love with it.  “This is amazing!”

The first thing Naomi did though was go upstairs with Carl and get seriously fucked.  When she came downstairs though, everyone gasped.  She was wearing white lacy pop-socks, Mary-Jane shoes, a tiny white blouse, and a tiny pink tartan pleated mini-skirt. 

“Sorry, I need to ask this directly.” Kelly said.  “How old are you?”

“Nearly thirty.” Naomi said, her voice visibly higher pitched.  She had her hair in little blonde pig tails, was playing with one with a manicured finger, and was chewing gum.  “But I know, I don’t look anywhere near legal, right?”

“Right.” Nodded Kelly.

“It’s a gift.” Naomi walked close to Kelly and looked up at her.  Kelly couldn’t help but kiss her. 

I spent the rest of the day serving everyone, watching Carl fuck all four women, and watching all three of my girls ravish my sister.  But strangest of all though was my sister ordering me about and whipping me.  I couldn’t help but find it perversely erotic.  They even put the dungeon to use, tying me up, fisting me, whipping me, beating me. 


Seven

Over the next nine months, Susan and I became closer, exploring my limits, and even attending a fetish event in Holland called Wasteland.  Pearl did not live with us long, instead moving in with her boyfriend about a month after meeting him.  Kelly lived on with us, but she too herself found a boyfriend and wanted to be faithful to him.

Then in September, I was approached by my General Manager with an opportunity.

“Dean, you speak Czech don’t you?” Donald Houseman asked me.

“I do.  Not perfectly, but I understand nearly everything.  Why?”

“Well, as you know for the past year or so we have had a small presence over in Prague looking after some local business.  We’ve taken the company in a slightly different direction later, and Mr Curren has decided we need to make some investments in Central Europe.  As such, we have decided to expand the office there and open up a research and development centre.  I want you to head up European Development for me there.  It’ll mean a pay rise, relocation bonus, and other benefits.”

“Wow.  That’s some offer.” I said, shocked.

“It’s a great opportunity.  From this position you can reach director level long before most people ever dream of.  It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity.”

I nodded.  There was no way I could say no.  Without thinking about the consequences, I said yes.

“Great!” He said, shaking my hand.  “Starting next week, you’ll begin making trips over there and assist with recruitment etc.  Work with the local team to find an apartment, and we’ll look at getting you moved over during October.”

When I told Susan the great news, I didn’t get the response I expected. 

“So that’s it then?” She asked.

“So that’s what?” I asked confused.

“It.  Between us.” Tears formed in her heavily made-up eyes.  “I can’t go over with you, I have college, and then I want to go further in Uni.  If I was to go with you, I’d be giving up my future.” She burst out crying.  I had never seen her like that before.  “At the same time, I can’t ask you not to go.  This is an amazing opportunity for you, and if you were to give that up, then you would be giving up your future.  So what’s left for us?”

She was right, I realised that, and I knew my next question was stupid.  “We could see each other still, on a distance relationship.”

“No, you know that wouldn’t work.  Just admit it,” she looked straight into my eyes, “it’s over.”

I looked at her for what seemed like an eternity.  She had lost that dominance, that hard look, and in its place was the look of a hurt girl who needed to be hugged and kissed.  She was heartbroken, and I did that.  The right thing to do for us would be to say no to the job.  I would continue with my current job, but I knew that I would be skipped over if ever such an opportunity would arise again. 

We held each other tight and changed the subject.  That night, neither of us was in the mood to do anything but make love. 

Kelly was upset when she heard the news.  We all agreed that they could continue to live in the house rent free for as long as they liked. 

Susan did not stay long after I left.  She didn’t want anyone else, so stayed single, and being single living in the bed in which you have so many memories is a painstaking experience.  Kelly lived in the house a little longer, and eventually her boyfriend moved in.  My sister visited there one last time, but this time it was to pack up her things and ship them home.  She was pregnant, with her husband’s baby, and it was time for her to end things with Carl.

My new life began.  I dived into my work, head first, determined not to fall into the emotional trap of thinking about Susan.  I dropped phone calls to Susan, even emails, but Susan did not seem interested in talking.  Kelly later told me that each phone call just made Susan cry.

I began making friends in Prague quickly, meeting new people and going out to bars and clubs.  I got into my first serious relationship since Susan on New Year’s Eve, having met a Czech girl named Simona.  The concern about the Millennium bug turned out to be unfounded, and instead of stressing about code, I stressed over women. 

Simona was a nice girl, dead friendly, drop dead gorgeous, she was every man’s wet dream, and would’ve been mine too, had I never met Susan.  Simona had one negative.  She was boring!  Sex was plain and straightforward.  She rarely wanted to go out anywhere except one disco on Wenceslas Square, and was not in the least bit dominant.  If anything, she was submissive.  Simona and I lasted four months, before I broke things off with her.  She took it well, and we promised to stay friends. 

I decided to stay single after that, at least for a while.  By the end of 2000, the office had fifty employees and was making an impression on the other branches.  I received a sizeable bonus and a raise.  The issue of my contract was brought up, and it was decided to move it from the UK office to the Czech one, making me permanent in the Prague office.

Christmas was spent with my sister and her husband Tom, and their new son Will.  I was not the merriest of house guests, which Naomi picked up on immediately.

“Why don’t you call her?” Naomi asked.

I looked at my sister and asked, “If you were in Susan’s position, would you want me to call?”

“Hmm.  Probably not, and probably yes.  You need to move on though.  The hook you have with Susan needs to break.  She got to you inside because you were both so good for each other, but there will be others.”

I nodded.  I knew with time it would pass, but I thought it would be weeks or months; but instead, I was thinking of her on a daily basis.  Even when I masturbated, I did so remembering the times we spent together, the things we did together; and at the end of it, I always felt like crying.

Then in 2001, I met Jana, who was a good-looking woman; she was six years older than me.  Jana was actually very fun, always up for doing something, and always fun in bed.  She was even happy to be dominant in bed, every so often, but not always, and she certainly was not interested in making it a permanent thing.

One thing I never let on to Jana though was my interest in women’s clothes, which had been introduced to me by Susan.  I felt she simply wouldn’t understand, therefore kept it all a secret.  I had actually created a fairly large collection since arriving in Prague, and regularly shopped for new items.  I had been one of the first people in Prague to try photoepilation, and had all my body hair removed.  When Jana asked me about it, I told her that I had an allergy and it had to go – nothing more was said about it.

I began going with Jana to techno parties and she introduced me to a lot of her friends.  One of whom was a married couple who both pierced their tongues instead of getting wedding rings.  They both admitted to getting pierced nipples also, and in the height of the party, a little high and a little drunk, I asked the man to show me.  He lifted up his t-shirt and showed them to me, but in the end it wasn’t piercings that interested me, it was the little black lacy half-cup bra he was wearing.

“You wear a bra?” I asked him.

“Yeah, Terri bought it for me.  And matching panties.” He told me. His wife Terri smiled at me, proud that he was fine with it.

“Oh.” I was strangely disappointed when he put the t-shirt down, not because I found him in any way attractive, but there was something attractive about that style of bra he had, with the pierced nipples on a flat chest.

I spoke to Jana about it later.  “They must have an interesting relationship.” I told her.

“Yeah, they’re a fun couple, enjoy experimenting.”

I decided to test the waters a little.  “Bit weird that bra though huh?”

She looked at me strangely; for a moment I thought that she saw through my questions, but then she said, “why?  I think it’s cute that he’s wearing panties and a bra.  It’s good that he’s willing to do that for her.”

“Oh so it’s her idea?”

“Yeah.”

“I see.  Would you want me to wear it?”

Again, she looked at me curiously.  “Tell you what, when we get home, you can try it and let me know what you think.”

“I don’t care, it’s just material after all.  I think the world would be a better place if people wore what they liked.  In fact, why can’t clothes just be unisex eh?”

“I wouldn’t go that far...” She said.

“Why’s that?”

“Well what would happen if the men would look better than me?” She replied with a smile.

That night, she gave me a fairly boring pair of white satin panties to put on.  I think she didn’t want to damage any of her good ones.  With that she gave me a matching bra.  Boring as the panties were, the bra was not so bad, being satin, which I loved, and plenty of lace.  Still, it felt good to be in lingerie in front of my girlfriend.

Jana spent a while rubbing me through the silky material, making me feel good.  Then she leaned down and licked and sucked me through the panties.  She slid my hard cock out of the panties and inserted it into her mouth, blowing me for a few minutes before pushing it up her pussy.  The sex that night was different.  I felt better, happier, and Jana felt it too.  I don’t know what I did differently but I made her cum for the first time.

“Wow!  You were like a different man!”

“Oh...I’m...sorry?”

“Don’t be!  If putting you in knickers gets me this, then you’re wearing knickers from now on!”

Of course, that meant in bed, but still better than nothing; and from this we began to “experiment” a bit more.  She even put her vibrator up me, which I did not expect.

Unfortunately for me, Jana suffered from a problem – she was a compulsive liar.  I didn’t pick up on it for a long time, but after about ten months I realised something was not quite right, and it seemed to be getting worse.  I tried to speak to her about it, but that just got her angry and we ended up in a fight.  By the end of it, we were over, and it didn’t end well.

Luckily at the time, she still had her flat.  She moved back there and that was it done.  Or so I thought.  Of course, I still had things at her flat, which I had to pick up.  When I got there, she had another man there waiting.  She knew full well I was coming, but seemed to forget.  She opened the door wearing only a thin purple satin, lace robe, and when she saw it was me, let it fall open as if I didn’t matter. 

“Get your stuff and go.” She told me, walking over to the sofa bed and straddling the good-looking young man.  The two kissed deeply and I watched for a moment, then walked over to get the box of things. 

“I’ll be off then.” I said, turning to go; but as I did, Jana shouted at me to stop.

She stood up quickly and walked over to me, looking straight at my cock.  “You’re hard.” She pointed out incredulously.

“Erm...yeah.”

“Because of me?”

“Sort of...” And then it dawned on her why I was hard, and she grinned.

“Sit down on the chair and watch.” The boy she was with smiled as he realised what was going on, and the two kissed again.  This time they made more of a show of it; he made sure to squeeze and suck on her breasts, finger her cunt, then they fucked.  When the man came in Jana, she did not make an effort to make me lick her, in fact, it didn’t even occur to her.  She did pant like crazy, given the whole event was a massive turn on for her.  Therefore, she was more than a little shocked when I stood up, walked over, pushed her down on the bed, and began lapping at her full cunt. 

“OH!  Dean, what’re you...Oh my!  Yes you dirty bastard!  Wow!  You filthy... Fuck yes!” She came from my tongue within seconds and soon we were kissing and then fucking.  When we finished, we looked up to see the man had gone.  Jana shrugged and we fucked again.

“I always knew you were dirty, but I never realised how much.  I think you’ve been hiding some stuff from me, haven’t you?” She asked with a grin.

I came clean and told her about my life with Susan.  As I told her all of the things I did, she masturbated, coming twice in quick succession. 

Jana and I ended up back together, and she became more dominant, even demanding to see my clothes collection and dressing me up.  She did not go as far as Susan did, but she seemed to make an effort.  However, at the same time, I could not help but feel the whole relationship was exactly that, an effort.  She was trying, hard, maybe too hard.  She did not come across as comfortable, and it came to a head when she was whipping me one day, and instead of being part of an interesting scenario, it just felt strained and boring.  She burst into tears and told me she was sorry.

“I can’t compete.” She said, sitting down on the bed, dressed in a white lace body and self-holding stockings.

“Compete with whom?” I asked, holding her.

“Susan!” She cried.  “I’ll never be as good as her, never be the one you want.”

“But Susan was Susan.  I don’t want you to be her.  I want you to be you.  Do what you feel comfortable with.  What do you like from all of this?”

“I liked the humiliation part when I was fucking Petr.  I don’t really like whipping you because I don’t know what I’m doing.”

“Do you like when I’m dressed up?”

“Yes and no.  I like it when you are in lingerie.  I’m not keen on the wigs, make-up and dresses.”

I nodded.  “That’s fine.  Tell you what.  Work out what you like from all of this, and then just do it.  I don’t mind.”

We kissed and made love.  At the end, Jana decided it would be best if I cleaned up after myself, and I went down on her, sucking my own cum out of her.

That weekend, we decided to go to another party.  She had me put on pink stockings, pink thong panties, and a pink lacy top under a tight black t-shirt.  The outline of the lace was visible through the t-shirt but the club was so dark no-one would notice anyway.  However, Jana thought it would be funny to lift up the t-shirt as we danced, or even drop things in front of our friends and tell me to bend down and pick them up, revealing my thong and suspender belt to the world. 

Finally, when we were sat down with what were mainly her friends, she lifted off my t-shirt completely.

“Look at what I made him wear!” She shouted, making others turn to look also. 

I was surprised that most people just shrugged, a couple smiled and then turned away, and Jana’s friends just seemed confused.  It was not the reaction Jana was looking for.

Over the next three weeks, things went back to normal.  Jana seemed bored of the games and just wanted a normal relationship; which only served to remind me of why I left in the first place.

The last straw came when she told me that she had been pregnant with me recently, but had an abortion.  I listened to her and then started putting the pieces together.  I looked her straight in the eyes and told her it was over. 

“Why do you make this shit up?  It’s simply not possible for that to have happened, given that we continued to have sex.  I doubt that’d be possible.  It’s over.” I told her, getting up to leave her place.

She jumped up and grabbed me.  “Please no!  I love you!  I’m sorry, I have a problem, I’ll see a doctor!  Please don’t go!  I’ll do anything you like!”

“Jana, I simply don’t trust you.  I’m sorry.  Good luck with your life.” And with that I was gone for good.


Eight

It just so happened that on the day I broke up with Jana, a new girl started in the company.  Now I know they say never get involved with a girl from work, but this one was special.  She wasn’t very tall, but had a great body, and a fantastic smile; but the thing I liked about her the most, was that she was cheeky, confident, in a way that I hadn’t seen since meeting Susan.

We had not met during the interview process, and it had not been explained who I was, as she was to work in a different department.  It just so happened though that I was the only director level employee in the office that day who could sign off on her contract and enter in her details into the system, therefore she was sent to me.  Unfortunately, or maybe fortunately, she was under the impression that I was some young intern who was handling data entry; she didn’t notice the plaque on the office door with my name and title, and it didn’t dawn on her that an intern would not have the type of office I had.

Her name was Denisa, and she flirted with me from the outset, and I have to admit, I flirted back.  Of course when filling out the system form, when I got to the column Gender, I could’ve just filled out Female, but instead I asked her, “sex?” To which she replied, “love it, long, hard, and as often as possible.”  Damn! 

Oh, and there was one minor issue…she was married.

Later that day, when she found out who I really was, she came to see me to apologise.  I explained that she had nothing to apologise for, and that I had enjoyed myself very much.  We exchanged phone numbers and promised to keep in touch.

That evening I spent with Naomi and her family, watching a movie.  During the movie, Denisa and I flirted over text.

DENISA: The first day stress has made my muscles tense and achy.  Need a massage but hubby is not here :(

ME: Where is he?

DENISA: Italy.  He only comes back a couple of times a month.  He works there.

ME: Wow, you poor thing, all alone and in pain. Wish I could help you...

DENISA: Want to?

ME: Sure!

DENISA: My address is..........when can you get here?

ME: Twenty minutes too soon?

DENISA: That’s fine.  ;)

I looked up at my sister, who knew what was up.  “Go!” She ordered, pointing at the door.

“Thanks sis.” And I gave her a kiss on the cheek.

I didn’t have any massage oil and to be honest, none was needed.  She attacked me the moment I was through the door.  My clothes were ripped off and soon we were fucking like animals.  She was maybe the wettest girl I’d ever been with, and she came fast too.  The thing about her was, she loved sex, more than anything in the world, and that’s all she cared about.  Fucking her was great, don’t get me wrong, but it also hurt.  It hurt because once, twice, five times in one night was not enough for her; she had to have more.  She was also very rough, again not a problem, but I knew I was going to scar from her scratches. 

For ages I believed her husband knew nothing about her insatiable appetite for sex.  The thought of him being involved in his own cuckolding never occurred to me, but on reflection now, I think he knew.  I’m still friends with Denisa to this day, thanks to Facebook, but our relationship did not last long.  For all my own problems, I could not get over one thing; I was fucking someone else’s wife, and it bothered me.  It felt wrong, and the fact that she presented it to me as a secret from her husband made it worse.  She also did not last long in our company, given that she found the job boring, and she didn’t need the money, she quit and joined Accenture. 

Denisa was a great girl, and someone I could have seen myself with on a permanent basis, but for that to happen she would’ve had to have left her husband, something we spoke about but I couldn’t see happening, even though she said it could have. Getting over Denisa seemed to have cured me of my need for fetish and BDSM, and as such, my women’s clothes went to charity.  I focused on my work and through a colleague I met Monika, who I would end up marrying.

Monika was a good looking, tall blonde, who was quiet and very girlie.  She seemed to get on with everyone.  The beginning of the relationship was a stretch as she was still in university on the other side of the Czech Republic, and would travel down to see me each weekend.  But as soon as her college ended, she moved in with me.

The sex with her was good, fairly frequent, and fun. The relationship was better though, as we shared a lot in common; maybe too much.  We married two years later and for the first six months of our relationship, everything seemed to be going well.  And then I’m not quite sure what happened, but everything changed. 

We were in bed, having sex.  Monika was on top of me, riding my cock, when out of nowhere she twisted my nipples. 

“Ow!” I cried out.

She grinned at me, but at the same time she seemed a little nervous.  “Do you like that?”

“N...I...” I didn’t know what to reply.  I didn’t understand why, someone so straight-laced until now, would do that.  “Are you bored with our sex?”

She stopped moving.  “No, but I thought you were.”

“Why?” I practically screeched.

“Because of your past.” She shrugged.

“W...What?” I said, bolting upright, suddenly fearful that she knew everything about what I wanted to put behind me.

“Well, I heard about Susan, and...” Her face went pale.  “I’m sorry...”

“Who told you about Susan?” I knew already.

“Naomi.”

I frowned, feeling like I would kill my sister for sticking her nose into things which didn’t concern her, especially given the number of times she’d told me to not concern myself with her lifestyle. “When did you speak to her?”

“We went for coffee a couple of weeks ago.  She told me everything.  I then went online and read some stuff about it.  I wanted to feel disgusted by it, but I didn’t.  I want to give you what Susan gave you.”

“Stop!” I shouted, pushing her off me.  “No!  I don’t want you to give me what Susan gave me, and want you to give me what you want to give me.  I’m open minded about everything, but at the same time, I refuse for you to try to be someone you are not. Susan was Susan, and you’re not her and I never wanted anyone to be her. Naomi had no right to tell you about what I did with Susan, none!” I snapped.

Her eyes looked away, downcast at the floor. “Okay.  You’re right, I’m sorry.” She said softly.

Sex didn’t happen again that night, and the next day I went to see Naomi.

“You had no right to tell Monika about Susan, Naomi!  No right!” I screamed at her.

“I didn’t.” She said simply. I ignored her.

“I mean what business is it of yours to stick your nose into our lifestyle.  You of all people!  I kept my mouth shut about all the times you fucked Carl.  I never criticised your lifestyle.” I screamed, pointing my finger at her.

“Because you want that lifestyle too!  Because everything that Mike has, you want!  You want the dominatrix wife.  You want the humiliation, and you certainly want to be forced to do these things.” She grabbed me by the arms and stared at me, trying to calm me. “But at the same time, you and Monika need to find this out for yourselves, and it’s not my place to do that for you.”

I nodded.  “So why did you?”

She sighed.  “If you had listened, you would’ve heard me say that I didn’t.”

“Then who did?  Why did Monika say you did?”

“I don’t know.  But I did not.”

I didn’t understand it.  Who else knew about Susan, if not Naomi?

Back then I wasn’t on Facebook.  I didn’t really know or care much about it; I knew it existed but I always thought MySpace would be the one to beat it.  I would find out much later on that Monika was on Facebook.

From that point on, Monika began taking an active interest in bondage, and I was the subject.  She found any reason she could to tie me up.  From there she took an interest in home BDSM tools, basically anything around the house which could be used for torture purposes; right from wooden spoons, to clothes clips, to washing line, to car roof rack elastics.  Again, I highlighted the fact that she did not need to do this if she didn’t want to, but for some reason this time I felt she did.

“I’m fine...slave.” She said with in an evil hiss.  “I have something to ask.”

“What?”

“At work, there’s a girl called Diana.  She’s bisexual, and she finds me very attractive.  She knows I’m married, so she wanted to know if you would mind if she and I had an affair.”

Of course I didn’t mind.  No man says no to such sexual experiences, even though I’d had a few of these already.

Diana was beautiful – there was no denying it.  Though at the same time, whilst attempting to be her friend, I had a profound hatred for her too.  She was tall, taller than me in fact, a brunette, model stature, and very intelligent. Diana spent a lot of time with us, most weekends, and sometimes during the week.  I wasn’t allowed to have sex with her, but I was allowed to lick her pussy.  In the meantime though, Monika began to get more experimental, and one evening she informed me she was going out with an old school friend, and she informed me she would be having sex with him.  The thought turned me on, but at the same time I was nervous, I couldn’t trust her, and as such I called her frequently to find out she was okay.  This made her more than angry and it resulted in quite a brutal beating when she got home.  She tied me up and spent nearly three hours whipping, spanking, and punching me.

She then decided it would be a good idea for me to start wearing lingerie under my clothes, and as such, I did.  Again, not something I minded normally, but it just didn’t feel entirely right with Monika.  Over time, she started to get really dominant, such as when I talked back to her in a shop, she ordered me to get down and kiss her feet.  Or, we went out to buy a strap-on dildo from the local sex shop, and when we were offered a plastic bag to put it in, Monika declined, telling me to carry it home in my hands. If Susan had done such things with me, I would have accepted it without an issue, but everything with Monika felt forced, wrong.

Eventually Monika was introduced to a man named Jakub, who was also a submissive.  She was introduced by another work colleague.  Jakub began visiting to provide foot massages and pedicures to Monika, and eventually that became sex.  In turn, I was made to wear nighties and panties and serve both of them as they took a Jacuzzi, relaxed in front of the telly, and eventually fucked.  At first, I was not allowed to watch, just listen, but I protested and I was invited in.  As punishment though, Monika did exactly the one thing I had asked her not to do; allow Jakub her ass.  I wanted her commitment as my wife that I would be the first to take that virginity, given nobody else had done it.  Instead, I kneeled and cried as she held my hands and smiled.  She leaned forward, licked up the tears and grinned at me in the sickest possible way.  I knew right then that it was just a matter of time until I lost her completely.

I like cuckolding.  I like femdom.  Reading this back, and the scenario is sexy to me.  But remembering it, it felt different than normal femdom.  If it was Susan doing it, heck if it was Jana doing it, then it would have felt right, but this felt different.  This felt authentic.  This felt as if she wanted to hurt me.  She wanted me to really suffer, and I didn’t know why.


Nine

Stress from work and my homelife began to impact my health. You maybe reading this thinking that my homelife was what I wanted in the first place, but it is impossible to put into words the atmosphere at home, thick like soup. I developed a thyroid condition which began to cause problems, leading to me ending up in hospital for a week suffering from a potassium deficiency.  Monika came to see me once, and she spent the whole time telling me that Jakub and Diana were staying with her, and how fantastic in bed they were.  I had asked her to bring me a t-shirt or pyjamas to wear as I had nothing; instead, she brought me a pink satin lacy nightie, and matching French knickers.

“I can’t wear this here!” I begged.

“You can, and you will, or it’s over between us.” She said firmly.

At the time, I took that to mean that she couldn’t think of a firmer threat to get me to do something so humiliating, but later I would find out that it was her way of pushing me over the edge, until finally I would say enough.  She wanted me to end the relationship, or at least provide the reason. 

She stood there waiting, tapping her foot, a smirk on her face.  I changed into the nightie, much to the surprise of my roommate.

When she left, I took the nightie off, and put on the hospital gown again.

“Why did you put it on?” My roommate asked.

“She said she’d leave me.”

“And that is reason to lower yourself like that?”

I shrugged.  “It’s just a piece of cloth at the end of the day.”

He sighed.  “Well, each to their own.  If you wanted to wear it, you’d wear it and I doubt anyone would care.  And if you wanted to be threatened to wear it, she’d threaten you with something else.  She has another agenda my friend.”

I began to get angry.  “You don’t know her or me!  How dare you?”

“I can see what is in front of my nose, and that’s all I need.  But hey, if it really didn’t matter to you, then why’d you take it off?  She gave you an order which you deemed fit to ignore.  Your game, her rules, but you just broke them.”

“I can put it back on if it’ll make you feel better.” I snarled.

“Hey, I don’t care.  You have to know what’s right.  Either you want to play this game, and you wear the nightie, or you don’t want to play it, in which case you need to have a serious talk with your wife.”

I looked at him for a moment, then put the nightie back on.  “I love my wife, and I would do anything for her.”

“Good for you.” He said, before turning on the television.

The annoying thing was, I knew he was right.  It bothered me that he was right. The next day, when the nurse came to visit, she saw the nightie on me and sighed.  She then asked my roommate to come with her for a moment.  He did, then a minute later he was back.

“What did she want?” I asked.

“She asked if your attire was uncomfortable for me.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I asked her if my PJs were uncomfortable for her, and what business is it of hers what anyone wears.  At the end of the day, it’s better than you showing off that ass of yours in that fucking hospital gown.”

I nodded and sat quietly for a moment.  “Thanks.” I told him after a while.

“Don’t mention it.” He said, reading his book.

“No, really, thank you.  You are very understanding.”

“Dean...your name’s Dean right?” He asked.

“Right.”

“Dean, I’m sixty-seven years old, I’m overweight, I’ve never been a big exerciser, and I live in a country where beer is cheaper than water.  Put all those things together and you get a coronary at the age of seventy.  I was a bastard to both of my wives, and they both left me, though my own fault.  It was after I got hit by a car, that I realised how important life really is, and that everyone should live the life they want to lead, even if that means wearing a dress!  If it feels good, then do it.”

I was genuinely surprised.  “When did you get hit by a car?”

“Last Tuesday.”

Now that was a surprise.  “Tuesday!?  But you look fine.”

“I have some scrapes but my bones are good.  About the only thing good on me that’s left, that and my pecker still works!  But guess what the hell happened when they brought me in here for x-rays?”

“What?”

“Only found primary stage cancer!  Damn car accident saved my life!  And I asked God, why me?  It was then I realised, because I need to be a better guy.  I need to set things right.  I’m not meant to be a bastard, I just turned out that way, and now I need to turn back again.”

“Wow.  That’s some story.”

“So you enjoy that fucking nightie my friend.  You enjoy your wife, but enjoy her while you can, and when she dumps you, get over it, and know the right woman is standing in line waiting for you.  And she will put you in that nightie, but she’ll love you when she does it.” He said solemnly.

For the first time, I listened to the guy, the guy that seemed to be able to impart knowledge that I genuinely needed. “You think Monika doesn’t love me?”

“Not a hope in hell.” He sighed.  “Doesn’t mean you can’t have fun with her while you’re with her.  Just enjoy what you have today, and know tomorrow will be better.”

“Thanks.” I told him, genuinely happy.  “You’ve made me feel a whole lot better.”

Just then the doctor walked in.  “Sir, you can’t wear that nightie in here.” He told me.

“Why the hell not?” The old man shouted.  “Leave him alone and go fix people.  Show me something somewhere that says he can’t wear that nightie!”

The doctor looked confused.  “I...I....”

“I thought not!” The man screamed.

The young skinny doctor nodded, looking nervous.   “Well, I need to check your belly now anyway.”  With that he pulled my covers back, revealing the nightie which descended all the way down to my ankles.  He gulped.

“Should I raise the nightie up?” I asked him.

“Err...yes please.”

I pulled the nightie up to my chest, revealing the loose-fitting French knickers.  The doctor stared as he pressed my belly in different areas, then saying I can pull the nightie down again.  After I did though, he suddenly remembered one more test he needed to do.  He slid his left hand down my belly to my left side and tapped his hand with his right.  Then he did the same on the other side.  He seemed to take a long time running his hand on the satin material of the nightie.

“Okay, thank you, I think that should do it.” He said nervously, and then left quickly.

“Pervert.” The old man said after the doctor left.

“Who me?” I asked surprised.

“No, that doctor.  He had a boner when he left the room.  He was looking for any excuse to touch you.”

I shrugged.  “I thought he seemed to be softer with his hands.”

“You gonna make a complaint?”

“No, why?”

“Because he practically touched you up.”

“Ah, I don’t care.  The poor guy was probably confused.  Let him have his fun.”

The old man smiled at me.  “Yeah, I suppose you could do worse.” We both laughed.  “He’ll be back though.”

“You think?”

“The guy had a boner...he’ll be back for more.”

The old guy was right.  The doctor came back again that evening, after the old man was asleep. 

“I’m going to need to do another couple of checks.” He whispered, his voice quivering as he said it.

I smiled at him.  “Sure, check whatever you need doctor.”

“Umm, okay.  Thank you.”

He pulled back the covers and gulped again.  Then he slid his hand over my satin covered belly.  “Does this hurt he asked?” Gently pressing.

“No.”

He slid his hand all over the belly, pressed every so often.  His breathing became louder as he inhaled and exhaled through his nose.  He seemed to be lost in what he was doing, sliding his hand around and pressing spots he already pressed; and then as if suddenly realising what he was doing, he stopped.

“Erm, thank you, I think I have enough information.” He said, before turning to leave.

“Er, doctor.”

He turned on his heal back again.  “Yes?”

“Are you sure you don’t need to do any more checks?  Isn’t it best to get them over with now, while you have the chance?” I couldn’t believe I was flirting with him, with a man, for the first time in my life.  I was playing with him, having fun.

“Well, erm, do you have any other concerns I should, err, know about?”

He was testing the water, I could tell. “Well, I used to have these lumps here, which, erm, hurt sometimes.” I said, pointing at my nipple area.  His hand shook as he felt my chest through the pink lace and satin cups of the top of the nightie, his thumb running along the lace.  Then he used his finger and thumb to feel the nipples, again through the satin.

“It’s just a little gynecomastia,” he told me. “It’s fine.  Is there anything else I should know about?”

I was wondering how far I would go with this.  He stood there looking at me, his eyes almost pleading.  “Well, I have been getting some swelling in my testes.  I don’t know if that’s normal or not?”

“Oh it sounds perfectly normal, but I’d better give them a feel to make sure.” He replied quickly.  And he reached down and gave them a quick squeeze through the nightie and knickers.  By now my penis was getting harder and I’m sure he noticed.  “Hmmm.  How is your prostate? When did you last have it checked?”

“You want to check my prostate?” I asked, suddenly unsure if I wanted to go further with this.

“I think I should.” He replied, but his voice was breaking and I could see him visibly scared.  I was glad the room was dark. 

“Then I think you should too.” I replied, my own voice quivering with fear and desire.

He walked over to a trolley and picked up a latex glove and some lubricant.  He lubricated his middle finger and walked back, carrying the lubricant with him.  I pulled my nightie up and lay on my side, not lowering the panties.  He threaded his hand underneath them and gently pushed his finger up me, feeling around. 

“Are you sure you can feel all you need with just the one finger doctor?” I asked him, my voice now straining.

“No, I think I need one more, you’re right.” And he lubricated his index finger.  I looked back and saw he seemed to be thinking about something, and then he poured our more lubricant and did his other fingers too.  I breathed out as he pushed two fingers in me.  “Hmm, I can’t seem to get a good angle.” He complained, and then moved his fingers in and out trying to find the correct “angle”.  “I should probably check the state of your testes now, with pressure on your prostate.” And he reached around and began squeezing my balls as he moved his fingers in and out of me. 

“I think you should also check my nipples again.” I advised.

He agreed, but instead of squeezing them in a doctor-like manner, this time he simply twisted, pinched and pulled at them.

“Is my penis reaction correct doctor?” I asked him.  I was shaking now.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing, but I was lost in the moment, so horny. 

“Well, that’s something I can certainly check for you,” and he reached down and grabbed hold of my cock, tugging it up and down as I felt a third finger enter me.  “It certainly feels okay.  No problem there.”

I breathed in, considering what I was about to say, and then I thought, fuck it.  “Well doctor, I’ve never had anything to compare it against.  How do I know it is correct?”  He didn’t know how to react.  I knew I had to push him a little harder.  “I really could do with grabbing hold of another one, and that way I would know mine is okay.  Would you not be able to help me there, doctor?”

“That really is your choice, but we are here to help.” He was passing the onus onto me.  I reached over and unzipped his pants and pulled his penis out.  It was hard as a rock and not so big.  “How does that feel?” He asked.

“Yes, I can see now that my penis is correct too.”

“M…maybe…well…the tongue is capable of detecting contours.  Maybe you should use that.”

I looked up at his eyes, which seemed to be expecting me to either scream at him that he had gone too far.  Still looking in his eyes, I took his cock in my mouth and licked it all over, sucking it down.  And then all of a sudden he grabbed onto the back of my head and trying not to scream out, he came deep down my throat.

He pulled his hand out of my ass and quickly apologized, zipping himself up and running away.

“Well that was a little rude.” The old man said.

“You’re awake?” I asked, surprised.

“I could hardly sleep through that.  Is my penis reaction correct?  Sounds like something out of a porn movie!” He laughed out loud.  “And then he runs off leaving you half cocked!  Just downright rude if you ask me!  I’d finish you off myself, but you don’t want an old fart like me!”

I looked over at the fat grey-haired bearded man, and I couldn’t help but feel sorry for him…or feel horny as hell and a long way off done!  “Don’t be silly!  You’re good looking for your age.  I’m not gay; in fact I’ve never done anything like that before in my life, but if I was gay, then I would be flirting with you from the beginning.”

He smiled.  “Well that’s very kind.  I’ve never been with a man.  Hell a couple of weeks ago I would have punched the guy suggesting it.  But now, what the hell?” He got out of the bed and stood over mine.  “I have to warn you though, I’m a kisser.  I need to kiss when I make love.”

“Err…ooookay…” I said, uncertain.

Suddenly his hand was rubbing my satin covered body, pinching my nipples.  His penis stood to attention in his pajamas.  I reached out and pulled his pants, and they fell to the ground.  He took one of the rubber gloves from the trolley, and the lubricant and then looked at my ass.

“Okay, let’s see what we’ve got here.” He said, lubricating his fingers.  Then he leaned down and kissed me.  He bristles burned as his massive tongue slobbered all over me.  I felt two of his fat fingers enter me, but they were so fat they felt like four.

“Oh my!” I moaned. 

He continued to finger fuck me, whilst I wanked myself, and then he said, “this is no good.”  Confused, I stopped wanking as he climbed on the bed.  He then lifted my legs on his shoulders and pushed his fingers back in, this time adding another. 

“Oh fuck yes!!” I cried out.

“Shhh!  You’ll wake the nurses.”

“Sorry.”

I don’t know how I was supposed to be quiet though as he added a fourth finger, squeezed more lube on me, and pushed hard.  He took a pillow and told me to bite down on it.  As I did, he pushed all his hand forward, trying to get it all in. 

“FUCK!” I whispered loudly.

“Guess it ain’t going in.” He grumbled.  “We can try it later.” Later?  And then the hand was out and was replaced by his cock.  I felt my anus shrink down and close around it quickly.  “Oh yes, nice ass boy.”  He told me, fucking it hard and wanking my cock at the same time.  I pulled my nightie all the way up to avoid getting cum on it and I was glad I did, because seconds later I was shooting stream after stream.  I suddenly realized that my first penetration by a real penis was by an old man in a hospital.  He continued to fuck me, even though now it was little uncomfortable.  He collected all my cum in his hands and force fed it to me, and then all of a sudden with one last thrust, he came deep in my bowels.

Wasting no time, he pulled out of me, then handed me some tissues. 

“Hope you feel better now.” He told me.  “And thanks for giving me your virginity.  If you wanna do it again, I’ll be happy to oblige.”

“Erm, thanks.” I didn’t believe we would do it again.

When I awoke the next morning, I peeled away the cum soaked tissue from my ass, and went to the toilet.  The old man was his usual self, watching TV, as if nothing happened.

The next morning, the doctor came to me, nervous.  He pulled the curtain shut, which seemed to annoy the old man, who wanted to watch.

“I just wanted to apologise for last night.” The doctor whispered.  “It was very unprofessional of me.”

I smiled at him.  “No, it’s okay.  I understand.”

“Well thanks.  It won’t happen again, I assure you.”

“Why not?” I said suddenly, without thinking.

“Ummm…well….err…unless you want it to, that is?” He asked nervously.

I then thought, fuck it, in for a penny, in for a pound. “Well, I’m still not sure about my prostate.  Maybe you should get a proper feel of it?”

“Um, you mean with my fingers?”

“Well, I really think you’ll need all your fingers to feel it properly.” I replied timidly.  “And maybe Mr. Fergus can help you there?  He helped me last night after you had to leave.”

The doctor seemed confident now.  “Did he now?  Well, yes, I can see how you will need a thorough check tonight.”

“But I might need a change of nightie.  Could you help me out there?  Please just bring any you feel would suit me.” I told him.

“Sure, I can help you there.”

I grinned seductively, getting off on being a bit of a slut. “Maybe you can consult with Mr. Fergus what he thinks would suit me.”

“Sure, that is a good idea.” He then seemed to have an idea.  “And are you going to be a good little patient, or will you need to be punished?”

My face lit up.  “I’ll try to be good, but I think I’ve been bad already.”

“And do you need serious punishment, or just light punishment?” Again, he was testing the waters.

“Oh, I think the most extreme you can possibly imagine.”

His voice started to quiver again.  “Oh, I-I c-can imagine some tough punishments.”

I just grinned.

He reached down and grabbed my cock and balls which were rock hard again with excitement, as were his.  He squeezed my balls tight, bringing tears to my eyes. 

“A simple test there.” He said, letting go.

A test of what, I thought. “I think it is a good test.  You should try it again, but more…thorough.” The doctor grinned and squeezed again, harder. 

And then he let go and unzipped his pants.  “I think a quick oral test is in order.” He told me, pulling out his cock and pushing it in my mouth. 

Now, I had never thought of gay sex before, but I had to admit that it wasn’t bad, and quite frankly, I’d done nearly everything else, I might as well do this, and enjoy it.  Anyway, the doctor didn’t last long again, and again I was swallowing his cum.

“That’s it, swallow all your medicine.” He ordered.  He folded himself away and zipped up his pants.  Rearranging the curtains he said, “So, I’ll be back tonight to do some more thorough examinations.”

“Yes doctor.”

“Mr. Fergus, could you come with me please, I’d like a word?” The doctor asked the old man, who followed the doctor back to his office.  When the old man returned, he had a smile across his face. 

“Did you really ask for all those things?” He asked me.

“Yes.”

“But why?”

“Because whilst I am here, essentially healthy but under observation, my wife is living it up; and why can’t I?”

“Fair point.” He nodded. “Well, it seems the doctor and I have similar tastes, very similar in fact.  So you have quite a fun night ahead of you.  I won’t give anything away, but it seems we both agree you’ve been a very bad patient.  Very.” He warned. 

With the nurses walking backwards and forwards throughout the day, it was difficult to do anything, but Fergus made sure to find moments.  Such as when he went to the toilet, he made sure to give me a squeeze, or stuff his cock in my mouth.  At four PM, the doctor dropped by with a bag.

“Put this on after the last nurse does her rounds at seven.” He ordered, and then left.

I looked in the bag and found a little pink satin baby-doll with puffed up arms and plenty of bows, matching frilly knickers and white lacy pop-socks with pink bows on them.  The baby-doll had some sort of logo imprinted on it, which I knew to be some sort of Japanese kid’s TV character.  Inside was also a small blonde wig with two little pony-tails.  I immediately understood what they were after.

I did as was asked of me after the last nurse left and then presented myself to the old man.  He took his penis out and started wanking slowly.

“Fuck, I never thought I’d say this about a man, but you look pretty.” He pulled me to him and started to kiss me, massaging my ass in his thick palms. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

I nodded.  “I am.”

“Okay then.” He said, and then told me to get back to bed.  “We need to wait for the doc.  When he gets here, play the part well.”

I lay there, nervous, wondering if I was doing the right thing.  When the doctor finally did show up, I was even more nervous.

“Hello little lady.  Have you been a good girl?” He asked me.

“Yes sir.” I replied with a lisp and a high-pitched voice.

“I don’t think you were.  I think you need to be punished.” He pulled back the covers.  “But first let’s do a check-up.”

Fergus stood up and joined the doctor.  Both put on latex gloves. First, they both felt my chest, pulling at my nipples. 

“Hmmm, I think she needs an injection, don’t you Mr. Fergus?”

“Yes Doctor.  I don’t think she’s had all her shots.”

Eh?

The doctor pulled out a bag full of sealed needles.  This was going to be new for me.  I knew that my sister had it done to her, but it was never something I imagined happening to me.  However, I also trusted that the doctor knew what he was doing.

In the meantime, Fergus pulled out a strange metal implement which her fitted to my mouth and wrapped around my head.  Then he used leather straps to tie me down.  The straps were on every bed.  The doctor then began to adjust the thing in my mouth and it locked my jaws in place.  He then placed rubber gag in my mouth, to block all noise.

The doctor then prepared the needles, pushing them through my nipples and chest.  I was actually surprised the pain was not as bad as I thought.  He even gave Fergus a few to do, directing where best to place them.

Eventually they started feeling me up, mashing on my cock and balls.  I moaned as each of them took turns blowing me.  And then I felt lubricated fingers enter me.  My legs were released and placed in stirrups.  The doctor then worked each finger into me, until he was pushing to get his hand in. 

“Pass me the Mesocain.” He told old man.  Mesocain worked as a local anesthetic.  Once it was on me, the pain became dull, but still there.  The doctor pushed harder, twisting and stretching until finally his hand was swallowed by my ass.  “Mmm.  That’s a good girl!”

The old man wanked me for a few moments then prepared his left hand with lubricant.  When the doctor slipped his hand out Fergus slid his in.  As Fergus’ hand was much bigger, my ass had to stretch more to accommodate it.  The two men spent nearly half an hour fisting me, until finally they released me and undid the gag.

The doctor then applied a cream to my anus.

“What’s that?” Fergus asked.

“It’s an alum-based cream which will cause his muscles to contract.  It’ll make his ass nice and tight.”

“Nice.”

Sure enough I felt my ass become tight.  I assumed the position on my hands and knees and the doctor prepared himself, pushing hard into my ass with his cock.  My ass was shut up tight but he continued to press.  Meanwhile Fergus’ cock went into my mouth and I sucked it for dear life, trying to forget the pain.  Finally the doc’s cock entered me and slowly he worked it in and out.  In the meantime, he pushed needles into my ass cheeks and my back. 

The doc had his usual problem; he never lasted long, and sure enough he came, filling up my ass with cum.  Fergus took his place, and after cleaning himself up, the doctor put his flaccid cock in my mouth.  I sucked on it like a dummy.  Fergus’ cock was much more enjoyable; fatter and it lasted longer. 

In the meantime, the doctor had another idea.  He let a stream of piss into my mouth.  I was not ready for it, and as such a lot ended up on the bed.  The doctor then pushed a tube up my penis, and then he adjusted something which caused the tube to open up.  He left it in there as he began to wank me.  When I came, it dribbled down the tube and onto the bed.

“Now wee-wee sweetheart.” He told me.

Fergus began to cum when he heard that, and as he did, I wet the bed, the doctor occasionally taking a sip. 

“Oh dear, what a dirty girl.” The doctor said.  “She needs to be punished.” He said to Fergus.

“I’m sorry about her doctor.”

“That’s okay.” And he took a belt to my pierced ass.

I got very little sleep that night, as they took turns to fuck me.  The doctor provided Fergus with Viagra, so he had a hard on all night.  The doctor left at about midnight, leaving me with Fergus.  They had left the piercings in my chest but had removed the ones from my back and ass.

Fergus fucked me twice more, and pissed all over me.

Before falling asleep, I took the wig off me and changed into the other nightie.  I was woken up to Fergus pissing on me again.  When the nurse walked in for the morning shift, she was amazed to find me wet.  She immediately got the doctor, my doctor, who told the nurse that I would need to be kept for further observation.  After she left, he took the needles out of me, then fucked my mouth again.

“How long will you keep me here?” I asked him.

“Another week or so.” He told me.  “As long as Mr. Fergus is here.”

That following week, I was fucked daily.  Monika came to see me once, and I told her what had happened, but she just said, “I always knew you were a fucking homo.  That means you can suck Jakub’s cock too.”  On the way out she stopped and said, “I don’t want us to have sex anymore.  You’ll only serve, understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

After she left, I turned to Fergus.  “Did she bring you a clean nightie at least?”

“Just panties and a bra.”

“At least something.”


Ten

I ended up exchanging phone numbers with the doctor, Honza, and Mr. Fergus, the old man.  We promised to meet up again, but I never saw Fergus again, and it would be a couple more months before I saw Honza the doctor again.

Monika stayed true to her promise and made me suck Jakub’s cock, which did piss me off because I simply did not like Jakub.  She made me start drinking her piss on a regular basis, and began making me wear a collar and leash outside.  None of this would bother me, normally, but with her it did.

The last straw came when I began to suspect she was plotting with Jakub and Diana.  I was right, and my suspicions were confirmed when I hacked her email account and found love letters from Jakub, talking about what they would do once I was gone.  The argument that followed should have been about this, but instead, she turned it to be that I had hacked her private mail, and that was the last straw.  She supposedly had her reason for leaving me.  I argued that the fact it was email means nothing, that if they were written love letters, they would piss me off in the same manner.She told me it was over and that she wanted a divorce.  I had expected her to move out straight away, to live with Diana or Jakub, but I was surprised that she did not.  At the same time, she knew that if I left, she wouldn’t be able to afford the rent on the apartment, so we were stuck with each other.

Over the next couple of weeks, she did what she could to avoid me, and I did what I could to get drunk.  I’m not proud of how I became after she left me, but I like to think I had good reasons.  Either way, I started to suffer with my health, and the doctor felt it was anxiety related.  He put me on Phenobarbital.  Now, the funny thing was, we were invited to a Femdom themed party, organized by Jakub.  I didn’t want to go, but Monika thought it would be rude not to go, and that I should go as her slave.  Frankly, I really didn’t care, so off we went.

A doctor will tell you barbiturates and alcohol don’t mix; and maybe they shouldn’t, but boy did I feel good when I did.  Monika and her femdom friends tried to hurt me, but they didn’t.  They tried to beat me, but they couldn’t.  By the end of the night, Monika was left frustrated and tired; and I was left feeling happy. Monika realized that it made no sense to stay now.  She packed up her things a few nights later and left.

Eventually single, I began hanging around with a small local group of BDSM enthusiasts.  Each gathering was more like a social event than anything else, but it helped me to meet nice friendly people, make new friends, and forget about Monika.  The divorce itself would take over a year, but with no kids and no property, there was nothing to really divide.

I remained single for a while, just enjoying life.  I began to rebuild my ‘clothes’ collection, and I felt good doing it.

One evening, bored and not sure what to do, I decided to give Honza a call.  The doctor was pleased to hear from me and we chit-chatted about this and that for a few minutes.  Once he found out I was single again, and getting a divorce, he said that we should go out for a drink. 

“I’d much rather stay in.” I said.  “Wouldn’t you prefer to come here?”

He asked where I lived, so I told him.

“I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

I was glad I was already dressed and made up, as I tended to be whenever I was home.  I was wearing a short baggy black satin skirt, a pink satin gypsy top, pink stockings, full cut satin panties, lacy suspender belt, and a lacy bra which extended down to my belly.  Normally I didn’t wear shoes in the flat, but this time, I went straight for the black knee-high patent leather stiletto boots.  The whole outfit was topped off by a long straight blonde wig which I had pulled back into a pony tail, leaving two strands over the face.

When Honza arrived he wasted no time at all pouncing on me.  He pushed me against the open door and kissed me deeply.

“Not a day goes by when I don’t think about you.” He panted.  “I masturbate daily thinking about our time together.”

We somehow got the door shut and inside the flat, and I was immediately bent over and fucked.  No foreplay, no more kissing, the lubricant of spit, and in he went.  It felt good to have his penis in me again, but poor Honza was cursed by being a quick ejaculator.  As such he wasn’t in me three minutes before I felt him cum inside me.  Still, it felt good, and I needed it.  I stood and wrapped and arm behind his head, pulling him forward to me.  I turned and we kissed, his cock still buried in me.  We went to the bedroom after he washed himself, and lay down chatting and kissing.  As we talked, I played with his cock and balls. 

“Have you thought about getting breasts or starting on hormones?” He asked me.

“I don’t want to go that deep.  Breasts would be nice, if I could get rid of them again.”

Honza shrugged.  “I can do that for you.”

“How?  Cut me open each time? No thanks.”

“No.  Saline inflation.  It’s simple, and if I do it, then it’s safe.  Hell, I did it to myself once!”

I thought about it for a moment.  “How long does it last?”

“Couple of days or so.  Then comes out in your urine.”

“Interesting.  Okay, I trust you, sure.”

“You also need to get rid of the hair on your face.  I know you are hairless on your body, but shaving just doesn’t seem to be doing it anymore on your face.”

I shrugged.  “That’s not a problem.  I can have it IPL’d.”

“Cool, so when do you want to do it?”

“I have an idea.” I told him, leaning onto him and kissing over his face and body.  “Let’s wait until I have my facial hair removed, then you can do it.  If it works, then I will accompany you out on a date.”

His face lit up.  “Seriously?  Yes, oh yes!  Gladly.”

“I look forward to it.” I purred, and then took him deep into my mouth.  Again though, it didn’t take much to bring him off, but I was glad to taste cum again.

That night became special for Honza too.  He had never been with a man before me, although he had wanted to.  I took off my skirt and slid my panties down my legs, and then lubricated his anus.  I was very careful with him, given this was his first time as well as my first time being top.  Looking in the wardrobe mirrors, it was actually a strange but pretty sight; a man with his legs in the air, being fucked by what from a distance anyway, looked like a woman. Honza loved every second, of which there were many.  I made love to him slowly and carefully.

Over the next couple of weeks, I saw Honza regularly.  He loved being around me, and I loved the company.  It was a relief to be able to dress up every night and I found myself becoming more and more comfortable like that.

I also made sure to go for the IPL to have my facial stubble removed.  When I had my body hair removed, I was one of the lucky ones who only had to go three times over a six- month period.  This time, I’m not sure what it was but the operator thinks it was because the stubble was harder and darker, the operation was a ninety-six percent success, meaning whatever was left I could shave and be barely noticeable.  She told me it was too good to be true and to expect some growth back over the next couple of months.  She booked me in for two months time to take care of the rest and whatever would potentially grow back.

Honza was waiting for me when I got home from work.  He had been on night shift a couple of nights in a row and now had a free weekend.  I did my make-up and got changed into a very girlie school uniform.  He felt my smooth face and kissed me instantly.

I had been exercising intently regularly; not body-building but lots of weight-loss work.  I’d managed to get my small stature back to my girlie frame of when I was young, and in the new school uniform I had bought, I looked good; in fact, I looked really good. 

Honza didn’t fuck me right away, instead choosing to savour the way I looked and felt.  I can’t write the things he said to me, but in the game we were playing, it was a turn-on. 

By the end of our long fuck session, I was wet through, covered in piss, fisted, slapped, bruised, and pierced.  He had prepared for tonight by buying some piercings to fit into the new holes.  My nipples and belly button were the first to get pierced, and then both my ears, and my left nostril got a small stud.  He didn’t do my tongue, explaining I really needed more time off work for that.

The next day was a Friday, and I actually left work two hours early to be with Honza.  We fucked as usual when I got home, but today was different.  Next to the bed was a drip feed from the hospital, and plenty of items for disinfecting.  He completely cleaned my skin and set to the task, impaling the needles in the right place then turning on the first saline tap then the other.  I thought it would hurt, but the pain was not pain as such, but a strange feeling of the skin trying to stretch.  It took but a few minutes to fill, and twenty minutes later I had C cup breasts to be proud of.

“One thing I can do is give you breast implants where you can fill a special empty sack up with saline, but you will always have a tiny tube next to each armpit.  Not visible but there.  Of course, that would need to be done legally, not in a room like this.”

I nodded, staring at my breasts in the mirror.  “I might do that.  These look perfect!”

I put on sexy black underwear, silk, my finest stuff with lots of lace; tanga panties, stockings, suspender belt, but this time, no bra!  The dress I put on was a shiny black silk mini-dress with a top which separated a few centimetres below the breasts and went over the breasts loosely and went behind my head; the breast part held together only by a thin gold chain.  I wore the most expensive, classiest blonde wig I had, which was long, almost silver, and had a fringe which fell nicely over the left side of my face.  I had a shiny black Guess clutch bag, black lace gloves which hooked behind one finger and went up to my elbows, and black patent leather pumps with a five-inch metal stiletto heel. 

Just as we were about to leave, Honza presented me with a gift.  Two diamond earrings which dangled gently off my lobes, and a black lace choker with a diamond which dangled into my cleavage like a tear-drop.  I couldn’t believe it.

“You didn’t need to get me those!” I gasped, kissing him gently, careful not to damage my make-up.

“I did.  This is a special night.  I’ve never had a girlfriend as beautiful as you before, and I certain never had a boyfriend before.  I love you, Dean…” And then he stopped, because he suddenly realized that he can’t call me Dean outside.

“Call me Michelle.” I decided, having always liked the name.

“Okay Michelle.” He said with a smile.  “Shall we?”

The night out was amazing.  First, we had dinner in a very classy restaurant, then we saw a movie…well, I say saw, we snogged through a movie, and then we hit a disco.  A few people noticed something was amiss.  I would need to have an operation to hide who I really was, but no-one really made any sort of fuss, and one girl in the disco told me she thought I looked wonderful, and only a few small changes would hide the real me.

That night, the sex was amazing.  I felt his hands on my breasts as he made love to me, and for the first time, he was not quick; he took breaks, making sure it lasted a long time.  I loved the feeling of his cock slowly gliding in and out of me, the pecks on my neck and breasts, his fingers rubbing and squeezing my breasts!  I loved every second of it, and I came without a single finger being laid on my cock.  And then, he waited patiently for me to get hard again, and he continued fucking me, until I came again! 

The next day, I invited Mike and Naomi over to meet Honza.  I had forewarned them both that I was in a gay relationship and they both thought it was great.  When they saw me, with my breasts, Naomi gasped in jealousy, as my tits were bigger than hers, and Mike stared.

“Now that is bad.” He said.

“Why?” I asked, a hand on Honza’s shoulder and his around my waist.

“Because you’re hot, and I find you really attractive.  That’s why.” Mike explained.

“Well I’ll take it as a compliment.”

We had dinner together, then as Naomi’s kids were with a sitter, we all headed out on the town together.  It was nice to chat to Naomi as if we were sisters, laughing and gossiping together, stopping at shop windows to gasp at shoes; and the boys were busy talking about football and formula one.  I felt like a girl, and I loved it.

I decided I wanted to have the implants and start being a woman full time, but I couldn’t risk losing my job.  I had been promoted up to a VP position but that just gave me more visibility among the people I needed to keep my job. Things have a way of working their way out though.  Literally that week, the week I made my decision, the president of my division came to Prague to give me some interesting news.  The news descending from a product one of my team members developed.  It essentially formed the base control system for car energy transfer.  It was something which was going to bring in billions in the long term, and when money like that can be made in the long term, then plenty can be made in the short term too.

“We’re going to spin off your branch of the business.  We have a massive amount of investment coming in from a major player on the market.  This will make us very rich, you especially.”

“Why me?”

“Because I’m giving you first pick on the shares.  You get them at discount.  Expect them to quadruple in seconds, and then-some.”

And so the opportunity presented itself in what is called an early retirement.  I made over eighty million dollars on the spin-off.  I then went to see my boss to hand in my resignation.

“Why?” He asked suddenly.  “There’s loads of work for you here.”

I told him the truth about my lifestyle, and he still didn’t get why I wanted to leave. “Dean, we don’t care what you choose to be.  You do a damn good job, you’ve brought a lot of money to this company, and we really don’t care about how you dress to work.”

This news excited me, because I liked my job and I liked my life. I told Honza the news and he was over the moon.  He made me an appointment with a doctor friend of his who would arrange the operation for me.  When I met him, he explained the procedure to me, and then recommended others for me, such as on the hips and the belly area.  I agreed to them all except the voice-box work he mentioned.  I wanted to keep my voice, for now.

Once I had the work done to me, it took a few weeks to heal.  I was fairly bruised after.  The implants ended up being proper silicone rather than Honza’s initial suggestion of saline. Finally healed, I was surprised how accepting the people at work were.  Sure there were one or two who whispered behind my back, but no-one did anything wrong, and I don’t think they would, given it was through my management that they all became rich. Honza made sure to mash my new D cup breasts as he fucked my ass that first night healed.  I couldn’t believe how good it felt to be a transsexual.

When Naomi saw me, she was so proud.  “I finally have a sister!” She said. 

Honza and I spent eleven months of glorious bliss together.  He enjoyed dominating me, and I enjoyed serving him.  My cock got progressively less use, where in turn Honza’s got more use.  I didn’t mind though, anal sex was fantastic.

My parents eventually met Honza.  They didn’t approve, of course, but tried not to let it be known; though it was possible to read between the lines.


Eleven

Work eventually caused me to break up from someone I loved once again.  The General Manager had me fly back to Bracknell for a director meeting, and I knew that nothing good would come out of the meeting. Even when I wanted to get out of all this, work still found a way to keep me around.

“Dean,” Donald Houseman still referred to my legal name, which frustrated me.  “What do you know about Argus Avery Industries?”

“Produces software for the arms industry.  Hit heavily recently in the financial crisis this year.  Last I heard they were about to let people go.” I told him.

He smiled.  “We just bought them.  I want you to spend some time running the place, turning their fortunes.  It means bringing you back here for six months, maybe longer.  Would you be okay with that?”

I wasn’t, but I’d come to far to say no. “Of course.  It’s my job.”

“Great.  You’ll be working with the current HR director to interview each employee.  You’ll like her, she’s a nice woman.  In fact, she has a bit of reputation for the kinky stuff, like you.” He said with a smirk.

“Sounds very nice.” I wanted to sigh but it would be pointless…and rude.

“Yeah, her name’s Susan Duchamp…” He carried on talking, but it was drowned out by my thoughts.  What were the chances? Or had she deliberately found a way back into my heart?

“When will I get to meet her?” I asked.

“Tonight!  We have a dinner planned, just some of the directors.  She’ll be joining us there.”

“Does she know that I’ll be joining?”

“Yes, I believe she does, why?”

“Just wondering.”

The night, when I arrived at the restaurant, my heart was pounding.  Part of me wanted to run away; and part of me wanted to run inside.  With a gulp, I stepped inside.  I saw her immediately, sat at the back of the room around a large round table. She was laughed at something James McKellen was telling her.  She looked less gothy in her make-up, and certainly looked older, but no less beautiful; if anything she had matured nicely into a true lady.  I tried to work out in my head how old she was now, it would have to be twenty-six, or twenty-seven.  She was doing really well for herself.

I looked at her.  She was wearing a red silk kimono-dress and it clung to her modelesque figure perfectly. 

I walked forward to the table.  “Hello Susan.” Suddenly nobody else was there, or at least nobody else mattered.  Susan stared at me, and it was at that moment I released how different I was.  I began to wish I’d never made the changes.

“Dean?” She whispered.  “You’re beautiful.”

I sat down next to her.  “How are you?”

“I’m fine.  Work keeps me busy, you know how it is.”

“I do.  Who’d have thought it?”

“I heard you’re in a relationship with a guy now.” She tried to smile, but I knew her well enough to tell she was holding back her true emotions.

“It’s just some fun.” I shrugged, although I knew that wasn’t true for Honza.

“I know.  I know you too well.  You are not the type to limit yourself.”

I didn’t know what to do.  I wanted to grab her and kiss her.  “Do you miss me?”

“Oh Dean.” She sighed.  “There’s not a day that goes by that does not feel like a knife in my side.  I have not been with another man since you left.”

“In university?”

“Women.  Only women.”

“Are you in a relationship now?”

“No.  I broke up recently.” She said, looking away shyly. “Erm, yesterday.”

For the briefest of moments, I closed my eyes, then opened them again and smiled. “When you found out you were meeting me for dinner?” I asked.

She smiled sweetly. “It’s not been too long.” She said, referring to us. “I think that we could…try.”

“No, no trying. We do it.” I told her. “Marry me.”

Her eyes went wide. In that moment, there was nobody else in that restaurant, just her and me. There was no way in hell I was going to let this moment pass me by, not after fate had brought us back together, the woman who never left me, the woman who left an indelible mark on my soul. Tears ran down her face as her grin spread across her face and she began nodding rapidly.

“Yes, yes! Of course!” She cried, pulling me in for a hug and a long passionate kiss.

That night, rather than stay at the hotel, we drove to my old house. I hadn’t been there for years and I assumed everything was covered in dust. I knew Kelly lived there for a while, then met a guy who moved in with her, but I wasn’t sure what happened after that. So imagine our surprise when we arrived to find lights on and people home.

Rather than just walk in, I rang the doorbell, only to find it answered by Pearl, of all people.

“Oh my god!” She screeched with joy. “Susan!” It suddenly dawned on me that she probably didn’t recognise me; after all, I was a woman now.

The two girls hugged, and in the back, I saw Kelly walk up and smile, waiting for the two to break apart. As she did so, Kelly gave me an apologetic smile, but then as she looked at me, she cocked her head and the smile faded, recognition brewing. Finally, it clicked and her eyes grew huge.

“OH MY FUCKING GOD! DEAN!” Kelly screamed, jumping over the girls and pouncing on me, almost making me fall back in my heals. Her lips were on mine and her tongue entered my mouth without hesitation. Clearly, these girls hadn’t just left an impression on me.

Once we broke the kiss, I found the other two looking, and then finally Pearl saw it too and grabbed me for her own hug and kiss.

They pulled us both inside and made us sit whilst Kelly made tea. “Dean, you look amazing!” The girls told me.

“Thanks, and it’s Michelle now.” I smiled.

“Oh! Shit, sorry! Didn’t mean to deadname you.” Pearl said.

“No, you couldn’t know. Come on.” I said, making sure she knew I was fine. “I can’t believe you are both still here!”

Kelly looked a bit embarrassed. “Yeah, I should’ve reached out to you, but your old number didn’t work, and well, you did say rent-free forever.”

I had to laugh. Money was the last of my concerns, and honestly, I was glad she was looking after the old place. In fact, it was clear she’d looked after it better than I ever could have. “It’s fine. I’m glad you’re both here. Susan and I have an announcement.”

“We’re getting married.” Susan gushed, doing an excited little dance in the chair.

More hugs and kisses went around, and then we finally relaxed over tea and caught up. I told them all about my life in Prague, about my failed marriage, and how I ended up coming back to Susan. Susan talked about university, her life, and ending up at my company.

Pearl dated men for a while, she then met who she thought was the love of her life, a man who claimed to be submissive, but tried to top from the bottom. Eventually, he became violent, began hitting her, so she ran to Kelly. “That was a year ago.” Pearl said.

Then Kelly talked about her relationship. “We were actually engaged, again, submissive too, but things fell apart when we introduced cuckolding. It was his idea, I wasn’t going to do it, but when we actually did it, he couldn’t handle it. Began blaming me for everything, and well, it just didn’t work out.”

“Then I moved in.” Pearl said, reaching over and taking Kelly’s hand. Suddenly, it clicked.

“How long have you two been an item?” I asked, and the girls smiled.

“About six months.” Kelly told us. “It just seemed natural.” She said, leaning over and kissing the blonde. “But, we do miss having a sissy around.”

Smiling, Susan turned to look at me. “I’ve got an idea, might be a little crazy…” Susan said.

Knowing exactly what she was talking about, I nodded. “What if I was marrying Susan, but was a slave to all of you?”

The girls screamed in delight and jumped on us. Finally, everything felt right in the world. Yes, I loved Susan and yes, she changed my life, but my relationship was always with all three of them. These women came into my life and formed the most important part of it. Without them, nothing was right, and it seemed, it was the same for them.

And we all lived happily ever after…with me in pain, submission, piss, cum, and with three smoking hot…fetishists.

THE END
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