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	SISSY, YOU'RE IN MY SEAT!

	The Airbus A380 was packed and as usual, people were spending far too much time trying to shove oversized luggage into the overhead compartments, and then remembering they needed to take stuff out. That meant, by the time I found my seat, I was pissed off and flustered. So imagine my surprise when I found someone sitting in the seat I had specifically selected days before on the mobile app.

	"Excuse me, I think you're in my seat." I said to the attractive brunette in 15A. Whenever I flew long-haul, I never like to be in the aisle seat because the cart had a habit of hitting my elbow.[image: Image]

	The woman, who was flicking through the inflight magazine, ignored me for a second, then slowly raised her eyes to me, looking rather bored. "Oh, right, yes. Well, I don't like aisle seats, so..." She woman spoke with a posh British accent. The gorgeous woman had amazing dark brown eyes, expertly made up to look dark and smoky. She couldn't have been much older than me, in her younger thirties. She returned to the magazine.

	"Yes, I'm the same, but really, it's my seat." I told her.

	This time, she did not even look up. "Look, don't be such a bore and please just be a gentleman and give a lady your seat."

	Realizing I was blocking the aisle, I took my seat next to her. It was then I really realized the woman was seriously beautiful; long brown hair, almost black; her large breasts strained against a leather bodice; her long legs encased in nylon, covered by a leather pencil skirt. Around her neck hung a necklace which looked some weird yin and yang thing, except it had three shapes, rather than two.

	"See, what a lovely man you are in the end." The woman smiled, her dark wide eyes smiling with her mouth.[image: Image]

	"Thank you." I said, disarmed by her beauty.

	"So what is taking you to Australia?" She asked me.

	"Business trip. I work in sales and have a client over there. You?"

	She smirked a little. "A little of the same really. I have a client over there too. How long will you be there?" [image: Image]"Actually ten days. Five days of work, and five days of sightseeing. Not worth flying all that way and not seeing anything."

	"So you'll be coming back on the flight on the 18th?"

	"Yes, I will."

	"Me too. Staying in Sydney?'

	[image: Image]"Hilton. You?"

	[image: Image]"With my client, not far from the Hilton actually." I found it quite odd that she would be staying with her client, but hell, who was I to judge?

	"Okay, coincidence." I said. Then I decided that I was being a bit of an arsehole. "I'm Donovan."

	"Cora." She said, holding out her hand to shake, which I did.[image: Image]

	"So, erm, I was admiring your necklace. What is that? Some sort of yin and yang?"[image: Image]

	She chuckled. "No, that is the symbol of BDSM. Bondage, Discipline; Domination and Submission; and Sadomasochism. I'm a dominatrix; both professional and lifestyle."

	"Oh, I thought you were a goth; erm, well, interesting lifestyle choice."

	"It's not really a choice. I'm dominant and I like men who want to serve me. It's not something which I would say is possible to choose."

	The crew told everyone to put on their seatbelts and prepare for departure. "So, erm, what sort of thing do you do with your clients?"

	"Ha, well, that differs from client to client, and experience to experience. The one I'm going to see likes to be dressed up as a woman and whipped. I have several men and women who provide me with photos and videos, and want me to [image: Image]blackmail them."

	"Do you really blackmail them though?"

	Once again, she smiled. "Depends. Blackmail is illegal, no matter what the circumstance; you can't be willingly blackmailed. However, there are ways and means around that. Modelling contracts, that sort of thing. I've outed a couple of people, just for the fun of it. So what sort of kinky stuff are you into?" I frowned a little bit. "Well, I'm married, and my wife is kind of plain."

	[image: Image]"Vanilla."

	"l guess you could say that."

	"No, that's the term." She explained. "Someone who is completely plain and boring in sex is vanilla. But are you vanilla?"

	"No, well, I don't know." I blushed. "l never really gave it much thought."

	"Have you ever worn women's underwear?"

	"What? No!"

	"Why not?"

	I laughed out loud. "Seriously? It's in the name. Women's underwear."

	"So? Grow up. Anyway, do you like being spanked?"

	"l suppose, why not?"

	She smiled and clapped. "See? That's good. You ever been with a man?"

	"No."

	"Open to it?"

	"No, I'm really not into that."

	She smirked at me. "Hmmm. What about pain? Do you like pain?"[image: Image]

	"Who likes pain?" I laughed. She reached over and grabbed my left nipple through my shirt, twisting it hard. I hissed out. "Hey!"

	"Suck it up. Breathe and focus on the pain. Where do you feel it?" She asked, still twisting on my nipple.

	[image: Image]"In my nipple!"

	"No, breathe. Breathe past the pain, and then tell me."

	I breathed, closing my eyes and focusing on the pain. It moved down to my cock and suddenly I found myself becoming erect. It was no longer pain, but electricity between my prostate and dick. “Ohhh." I moaned.

	She smiled. "Hmmm." She purred, leaning into my ear. "Feels good, right?" She moved her other hand over to the other nipple, using both to twist and pull on both nipples. It felt like pure sex going through me, without even touching my cock. Then just as I was getting into it, she stopped and moved her hand down to my crotch and gave it a squeeze. "As

	I thought."

	[image: Image]"Wow." I whispered, looking at the sleeping elderly lady across the aisle, relieved that she did not see anything. It was at exactly that moment that I realized that the plane was already airborne. "l missed the take-off."

	"Seems like you've been missing a lot for; how old are you?"

	"Thirty six."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"For a long time! Seriously, you need to start seeing me. For your own good."

	"Ha! My wife would notice if I spent my money on a pros...fessional dominatrix."

	She gave me a very stern and hard look. "Good save. You know the difference between a whore and a dominatrix, right?"

	[image: Image]"Yes I do. Sorry."

	"l should make you a whore for even thinking that."

	I coughed, eyes wide. "Again, sorry."

	[image: Image]"That got you a little turned on didn't it? The thought of me making you a whore; transforming you into a sexy little transvestite whore, serving men's cocks." I shuffled in my seat and she burst out laughing. Yes, she was turning me on, but it was purely the sexuality of how she acted and what she was. Her forwardness and confidence was mind-boggling. "Anyway, I might consider making you one of my personal slaves, rather than professional. You can then work off the cost of my time."

	[image: Image]"How work?"

	"Don't know. Cleaning my house, maybe. Yard work. Or maybe a whore on the streets, as I suggested." She grinned.

	"You'd make a very pretty whore, you know?"[image: Image]

	I shuffled once more; now very uncomfortable and wanting the conversation to end. "Well, I'm married, so..."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"l don't care about your wife. Do you have kids?"

	"Would you care if I did?"

	"True, no I don't. I really don't care. If I wanted to take you and make you leave your family, I could."

	That made me laugh out loud. This woman was seriously arrogant, and quite frankly, her arrogance was beginning to get on my nerves. "Yeah, well, good luck with that." I told her, picking up my earphones and plugging them into the seat. "I'm going to watch a movie."

	"Enjoy." She smiled.

	I was maybe ten minutes into Avengers: Infinity War, when I felt her hand take mine, intertwining her fingers with mine, then pulling it to her lap. She held on to my hand for a good half hour, only letting go to allow the service to arrive. We ate in silence, watching our respective movies, only breaking the silence to say cheers and clink our wine together, After the service ended, she took a blanket and put it over us both, much to my surprise. Then she loosened her belt and took off her shoes, pulling her legs under herself. She moved around, trying to find a comfortable position to fall asleep in, before giving up and lifting up the armrest.

	"Mind if I fall asleep on you? I promise I won't tell your wife." She said with a grin.

	I shrugged. "Erm, sure, why not?"

	She put her cushion into my armpit and rested her head on it, lifting my arm and wrapping it around her. My hand landed awkwardly, so she pulled it to her, giving it a peck with her lips, and then placing it on the leather surrounding her D cup breast, lightly squeezing my hand, forcing me to squeeze her luscious boob. "It's okay, I don't mind. People make a big deal about breasts, but it's just a gland."

	I didn't bother to reply, focusing on my movie to avoid the inevitable erection. She fell asleep quickly, and I was actually shocked at how comfortable it felt to have Cora sleeping on me. Quite surprisingly, I fell asleep on her.

	It was as we were four hours into our seventeen hour flight to Perth, where we would change to Sydney, that Cora awoke and began to kiss my neck. The feeling woke me up and I looked down at the beautiful gothic looking girl. Our lips met and we kissed deeply. Her left hand raised up to my face, then wrapped around my neck, pulling me to her. We kissed for nearly twenty minutes, then separated. "l want you to fuck me." She whispered.

	"How? Where?"

	"We can try to do it here, but we may get into trouble; or we go to the toilets and do it there."

	[image: Image]"We may get into trouble there."

	"We won't. Trust me. Everyone is asleep and the crew are eating their dinner. Come on. Up; let's go."

	Not believing what I was doing, I led her to the larger toilet and jumped inside. She followed me quickly and locked the door. Moments later, we were kissing once again. She unzipped the bodice and revealed her pieced nipples and round breasts. "They're not real." She said. "Suck on them." I did as I was told, sucking hard on the pierced nipples. Just then I heard the click of camera. I jolted upright.

	"What are you doing?" I asked her.

	"Don't worry. I like having pictures of my fucks." She purred, rubbing my cock through my pants. "Come on; get a move on and fuck me."

	I hurried to get my pants down, as she unzipped her skirt, pulling it up to reveal black stockings, a black silk suspender belt, and shiny black silk panties. I reached out and rubbed her pussy through the soft panties. She pulled them down and off, wrapping them around her wrist. "Lick me." She said, panting. I dropped to my knees and began licking her pierced clit and pussy. Once again, I heard the camera click. "Look up." I did; mouth still hard on her pussy. The camera clicked once more. “I need to piss before fucking." She announced.[image: Image]

	"Oh, well, do you want me to leave?"

	"No, I want to piss in your mouth."

	I gulped. I had never even considered such a thing. "l don't think I can."

	"Relax, please. Just enjoy it." And suddenly, my mouth was filled with an acrid taste. I could taste the wine she drank earlier, but overall, it was not so bad. Once more she took a picture, this time of a stream of piss entering my mouth.

	"Okay, fuck me now please!"

	I stood and placed my cock at her entrance. She raised her feet, propping her body against the sink and her feet against the closed toilet, allowing me better access to her. I pumped in and out of her with my five inch cock; knowing I would not last long, but desperately wishing I could. Once again, she took a picture of me fucking her.

	[image: Image]"Fuck, yes fuck me!" She hissed. "Don't tell me you wouldn't want to eat this cunt every day! If you were my slave, I promise you, you would eat me every single day. You would be my slave, but you would feel more free than ever before.

	Tell me, would you want that?"

	Horny, I would've said anything. "Yes! Yes I would love that."

	"Tell me the name of your wife."

	[image: Image]"Susan."

	"Susan what lover?"

	"Susan Walker."

	"Mmm, thank you lover. Do you want me to own you completely?"

	[image: Image]"Yes! Yes!"

	"You'll do anything I tell you to do?"

	"Oh god! Yes!"

	"Even wear my panties the whole rest of this flight?"

	[image: Image]"Oh my god, yes." And then I came, hard, deep inside her.

	"Yes, yes! Fill me with your seed." She purred, holding me tight. "Now lick me clean."

	[image: Image]

	My libido had dropped and I suddenly realized what I was doing. "What? No, I can't,"

	"Lover, you can't possibly leave me with your cum draining out of me. And it is your cum. Please lover."[image: Image]

	I nodded and dropped to my knees, sucking at her cum filled cunt, tasting myself for the first time. And once more, she photographed me, with cum on my face.

	"Good boy. Now put my panties on." I pulled her silky panties on and tucked my penis inside. Although tight, they did feel good. "Pose for me." My libido was coming back slowly, so I posed my bum to her, showing how the panties pulled into my arse crack. She took several photos. "Let's go. Put your pants on and I'll check the coast is clear." I did as she asked, and before she opened the door, she turned me around and pulled at the panties, making sure the thick lace was clearly visible above the trousers, then allowing my shirt to drop.

	Nobody noticed us leaving the toilet. Back in the seat, she showed me all the photos, telling me that she had a lot of fun. We kissed some more, then cuddled up together, watching a movie in one seat, sharing earphones. Of course, the movie took a second place to our kissing and fingering under the blanket.

	"Do you want me to delete the photos?" Cora asked me.

	"No, why?"

	[image: Image]"l could use them to blackmail you. I could control you; threaten to tell Susan."

	I smiled at her. "But you won't, because you know I don't want that."[image: Image]

	"Are you sure that you don't want that? I promise you, if you did, I would make sure that your life would be pure sexual ecstasy; you would experience pleasure like you've never experienced before. So, do you want me to delete them, or should I hang on to them? Last time I'll ask."

	I thought about it, the feeling of her as we fucked, her touch, her kisses. "Keep them."

	She grinned. "Wonderful. Soon you will be begging me to make you a gay sissy whore." She chuckled.

	I smiled at her, stroking her beautiful face. "Mistress Cora." I said, trying it out.

	"Mmm." She grinned again. "l like it when you call me that. But right now, I just want you to call me Cora. I want us to fuck some more, but I don't think we will manage on this flight, so let's agree to meet up in Sydney, how about that?" "What about your client?"

	[image: Image]"Well, I can either come see you, or he can watch. But, let's agree this. If we meet again in Sydney; IF you call me, then we will fuck, and I will take more photos of you; maybe we will video it, and I will use it as leverage against you. So, [image: Image]I won't use these pictures from this flight; but if you want to see me and fuck me again this trip, then I will own you for it [image: Image]after."

	[image: Image]"Will you ruin my marriage?" I asked her.

	"Do you want me to?"

	"No, of course not." [image: Image]

	"Then no, not until we both agree it is the right thing to do. Deal?"[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Deal."

	"So will you contact me?"

	I thought about it. Essentially, I had the chance to have ten days of awesome, amazing sex, with a woman who looked like a fetish goddess, but in doing so, I was signing away my freedom for when I got back to England. "Most likely yes, but I'll decide when I get there."

	She smiled, then handed me her business card. "My number is there." And then we kissed some more, as I slipped my hand up her skirt and into her pussy. Minutes later, she climaxed, and I sucked my fingers dry.

	We actually did get one more chance to fuck in the toilets. I drank her piss again, this time without any question, and I sucked her clean once more after. A man was waiting outside when we got out, and he gave us a large shocked smile as we left, looking at Cora as she walked away, and giving me a nod of respect.

	[image: Image]On the flight to Sydney, we were placed in different seats, but it was only a short flight. She was waiting for me when I got off the plane, given I was at the back, and we held hands all the way to the baggage claim.

	[image: Image]"Do you have a car service picking you up?" She asked me.[image: Image]

	[image: Image][image: Image]"No, I'll take a taxi."

	"Nonsense. Slave Victor is picking me up. We will drop you where you need to go."

	"Thank you. That's very kind."

	Slave Victor was not what I expected. Dressed in a pink party dress, people were doing their best to ignore him, whilst at the same time looking over every few seconds. Cora made him kiss her feet as a welcome, then informed him that he would be dropping me off at the Hilton. "Yes Mistress!" He said without question.

	In the back of the car, we kissed the whole journey, getting very hot and bothered, and then once we arrived at the hotel, I said, "Do you want to come up with me for a bit?"

	She grinned. "If I come up, then we begin. We've already landed, the game is on. So, do you want me to come up?" My heart tore in two. I desperately wanted her to, and she could see it, so she rubbed my cock to get me more interested. "l can't. I'm sorry." I told her. "I need more time."

	[image: Image]"Okay." She purred, smiling, knowing I would not hold out ten days. "See you soon Don."

	We kissed goodbye, and I went into the hotel where I checked in, went to my room and masturbated furiously. Then I opened my Facebook to find a friend request waiting from Cora Deveraux. Looking at her profile, I knew there was no way to explain the content to Susan, so I let the friend request hang there. Eventually though, I gave in to my desire to see what would happen, and pressed accept. Almost immediately, messenger pinged. "Still no decision?" Cora wrote.

	"Not yet. It's only been four hours." I wrote back.

	"I'll check later. Meanwhile, here are the pictures and videos I took." One by one, all the pictures and videos arrived in my messenger window. "And here are some of my sissy. See what I have achieved in just four hours." Pictures of her slave arrived in my window. Him being fucked by a strap-on. Him with red marks from being brutally whipped. Him sucking on a man's cock. Him being fucked by a man. The sissy's cock encased in a metal cage.

	[image: Image]Once more, I masturbated; and as I did, I wrote a message. "I want to meet again. Room 402." But I did not press send. Instead, I held my thumb over the send icon until I came, then I deleted the message.

	*******

	Back at the Sissy's apartment, Cora watched messenger, saw the dots appear to show a message was in progress, then watched them disappear minutes later. She smiled, knowing full well what had happened. She locked the phone and put it down, then looked up at the scene unfolding in front of her; three men taking turns on her Sissy's ass and mouth. Sighing, Cora chewed her lip and wondered why she was so drawn to the man she had met in the plane. Cora had never been in love, she had never felt such feelings, and whilst she desperately wanted to dominate and transform him, she wanted to fuck him again too, and she wanted to cuddle with him. Her plan was backfiring. The plan was to make him fall in love with her and her lifestyle, not the other way around.

	The next day, I went to work, sat in boring meetings all day, made a presentation, and then sat in a workshop listening to experts speaking. The truth was, I spent all day thinking about Cora. I needed to speak to her again, to hear her voice, but I simply could not bring myself to do it.

	After work, we all went out for a quick dinner and a few drinks. One thing the Aussies know how to do is drink, and by the time I got back to my room, I was more than a little tipsy. Once more, I masturbated, holding Cora's silky panties to my nose and sniffing deeply. Fuck, I couldn't take it anymore.

	"Need to see you. Room 402." I typed, then pressed send.

	Cora answered within seconds. "Will be there in ten minutes. Wear my panties and make sure the door is open."

	Nine minutes later, my door opened and Cora walked in, wearing a black leather trench-coat. She didn't say a word. Cora dropped the coat, revealing a black leather bra, matching suspender belt, black stockings with lace trim, thigh-high leather high-heeled boots, and nothing else. My cock was in her seconds later. We fucked hard for close to ten minutes, kissing, clawing, sucking, changing positions. Cora's mouth was open wide, smiling, as I fucked her from behind. And then I achieved something which I had never achieved with my wife; she orgasmed before me.

	[image: Image]"Fuck, that was amazing." She purred just after I came. "Is this a smoking room?"

	"Yes." I did not smoke, but what I found was that it was easier to get an upgrade to a larger suite if I accepted a smoking room.

	"Good." She pulled out a Marlboro red and lit it, taking a drag and offering it to me.

	[image: Image]"l don't smoke." "Why do you have a smoking room then?" She asked. I explained it. "Hmm. Smoke it anyway. I'll light another."

	"l don't smoke."

	"You do now. If I smoke, my slaves smoke. Or do you want me to send the photos to Susan?" She grinned.

	[image: Image]"So you do plan to blackmail me?"

	She chuckled. "You made your choice Don. I own you now."

	She was right. I chose to be unfaithful to my wife and I needed to accept the consequences. I sucked on the cigarette, coughing as I did so, whilst she lit herself a new one.

	[image: Image]"l love cigarettes." She said. "You can do so much with them. For example." She took the cigarette and gently dragged it on my right arm.

	"Ow."

	[image: Image]"Shhh," she whispered. "Take the pain. Take the pain." She said softly, massaging my cock as she burned me. "Keep smoking yours. If you are running low, then take a new one from the packet." Her voice was soft, nurturing. The pain turned into pleasure. In fact, I felt things I never believed. "If you are enjoying this, then just imagine how you will feel by the end of your trip. I'm going to make you do things you would have never imagined. By the way, we will be fucking every night, as I promised. Also, make sure you shave everywhere. I can't abide body hair."

	She finally pulled the cigarette away from me, and we smoked in silence before kissing once more. That night, I got very little sleep. We fucked like rabbits, I drank her piss by the pint, and I sucked out my cum from her. She used my belt to whip me, even fingered my arsehole. When she left me in the morning, I missed her the moment she left.[image: Image]

	*******

	What I did not realise was that she was smiling like a schoolgirl the moment she left my place. She felt giddy with excitement, at first she thought it was at having a new slave, but then realized it was actually something very different.

	She wanted to be with me.

	"Slave, I want you to take me shopping today." She told her Sissy. "l want to buy something nice for my new slave."

	*******

	During the day, Cora texted me telling me to smoke a cigarette. She had left me the packet. By the time I saw her that evening, I had smoked ten cigarettes. She handed me a bag and told me to put on what was inside.

	She had bought me several pairs of panties, bras, corsets, nighties, stockings, suspender belts, and other items. I chose a black satin and lace bra, and matching items, which she showed me how to put on. Over that, I put on a black satin and lace slip.

	[image: Image]"Put on your normal clothes. You are taking me to dinner."[image: Image]

	I was not sure if I was more embarrassed about what I was wearing, or what she was wearing. Cora was dressed in a black latex mini-skirt, fishnet stockings, and a latex buckle up corset. Her hair was pulled tight and high into a ponytail.

	She had her sissy drive us down to Chinatown, where we walked hand in hand looking at the sights. She wrapped her arm around me and held me tight, resting her head on my shoulder. Eventually, we settled on a restaurant and ate. We talked about everything, her childhood, how she found out she was dominant, politics, religion. It was a wonderful night.

	"What is the obsession by dressing men in women's clothes?" I asked her.[image: Image]

	"Multiple. One, your fragile egos are destroyed by simple pieces of fabric. Your level of humiliation rises, and you are then malleable into whatever I want. Two, I find women's lingerie, satins and lace on men, desperately sexy. It feels good and looks good. If it was up to me, all men would wear it."

	"Even butch men?"

	"Especially them. I would gladly fuck you in lingerie." She paused, then said, "Let me ask you a question."[image: Image]

	[image: Image]"Shoot."

	"Why did you contact me?"

	[image: Image]"l..." I stopped, paused, then said, "You awoke something in me, something which I've never felt before and I needed to be with you. Your taste, your skin, the way you feel next to me; you were amazing on the plane, and well, I needed you.

	Why did you contact me?"

	"You contacted me."

	[image: Image]"No, you actually contacted me first, over messenger. Why do you care? You have slaves all around the world. What made you reach out to me first?"

	She smiled. "l have many reasons for that, but the main one; you intrigue me. There is something very attractive about you."

	We ended up going back to her sissy's apartment. He sat looking at the floor dressed in lingerie as Cora and I fucked, with me also in lingerie. We smoked; a lot, and it was becoming easier and easier for me to do so. However, after coming in her, I did not have the chance to suck out my cum from her pussy, as her slave had that privilege. [image: Image]

	"Don't worry, I'm going to give you something better." She purred. I watched as she unlocked the chastity cage from his cock, then he moved up the bed and stood next to me. I looked over at Cora and gulped, then turned around to look at the erection which had shuffled closer to me. I reached up and rubbed it, then leaned forward and took it in my mouth, sucking on it. "Wow." Cora gasped. “I didn't think it would be so easy." I ignored her comment for now and continued sucking on that cock as I would like it. Part of me wanted to do it because he was locked up for so long, and part of me actually enjoyed it. I actually moaned at one point.

	"Stop, stop, stop." Cora whispered at me. I pulled off him. "I'm giving you this one choice. I can let him cum in your mouth now, or you can see what it feels like to get fucked by a guy. What would you prefer? But, before you make that decision, think about it. When are you likely to have the freedom to do this?"

	I thought about it, then nodded. "Let him fuck me."

	She grinned. "l think I like you more and more Donovan Walker. Okay, suck on him a little longer and I'll prepare some things."[image: Image]

	I took the cock into my mouth once more. It was not repulsive. Once again, Cora took pictures of me for future leverage, then she prepared a little lubricant and put it on my anus. "Get on all fours." She ordered, and I did. Sissy positioned himself behind me. I felt him press lightly against my hole. "Sniff this. It'll help." Cora told me, holding a small bottle under my nose. I sniffed into each nostril and felt hot, my heartrate increased and I felt extremely horny. At that exact moment, the Sissy pushed in.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Oh!" I cried out. I was glad for the poppers, because without them, I would have been in hell. Instead, I felt like a whore and I loved it. "Oh fuck, yes!"

	"Good isn't it?" Cora asked me.

	"Oh my god, yes it is. It feels amazing, I love it." I looked over at her. She was videoing me.

	[image: Image]"Think you really believe you are straight?"

	"No, no I'm not. This feels so good." "What about Sissy? Isn't she pretty?" "So pretty!"

	[image: Image]"Would you like to look so pretty?"

	"Oh god yes! I'd love a pretty dress like that."

	"I'll do it, don't worry. You'll do anything for me, won't you?"

	"Yes I will." Sissy was slamming in and out of me hard and fast.

	[image: Image]"The pictures and videos I took. I can have them? Would you like everyone to see what you are like? One day I mean? If I want?"

	"Yes! Yes, they're yours to do with what you like."

	Sissy couldn't take anymore and I felt his cum fill me. He groaned and collapsed on me, and then I felt his lips on mine and we were kissing. Again, Cora videoed this.[image: Image]

	"Well Sissy, it looks like you are lucky. We get to make a deal. For every time Donna here fucks me, you will get to fuck Donna. Good deal?"

	"Yes Mistress." Sissy gasped, excitedly.

	[image: Image]"What about you Donna?"

	I smiled. "Yes Mistress."

	"Oh, you really know how to make a girl wet." She purred, kissing both of us. "Sissy, go take a Viagra. You have [image: Image]some catching up to do."

	Sissy grinned. "Oh yes Mistress!"

	*******

	The next day at work, I wore the red lingerie. My arsehole seriously stung from the number of times Sissy had fucked me; but I could not help but grin from the memory of the fun I'd had. Cora wanted me to come over again tonight, but unfortunately, I had a business dinner and work to do.

	The more I thought about my situation, the more excited I became. Essentially, I had trapped myself in the grips of a very sexy woman. However, I also considered the fact that I was married, mortgaged, and had a lot to lose. Unfortunately, my dick did more thinking than my brain, and quite honestly, I had become infatuated with my new Mistress.

	Dinner with my client and colleagues was in a BBQ place in downtown Sydney. It was as we had just sat down that I saw her. Cora walked in alone, looking for a table. She was wearing a tight black shiny bodycon mini-dress, and looked the height of sexiness.

	"Don!" She cried out, seeing me, causing my eyes to go wide. She walked over to me quickly, kissing me on each cheek. "Don, how great to see you again!"

	[image: Image]"Erm, hello, erm, Cora." I told her, confused as to what was going on.

	"Oh, I didn't mean to disturb." She told the others. "Don and I met on the flight over. I'm Cora. Nice to meet you all." She turned back to me. "So good to see you again. I didn't want to intrude."

	Before I had chance to respond, Michael, the Project Manager from the client side, said, "Cora, why don't you join us?

	It's a very informal dinner."

	Cora looked surprised and grateful. "My, well if it is not any trouble?"

	"None at all, is it Don?" He asked me.

	"No, of course not."[image: Image]

	With a smile and a thank you, Cora sat herself down next to me, shaking hands with the others. Of course, I was not stupid, I knew this was deliberate, but if I ever had any nervousness about Cora embarrassing me, it disappeared quickly.[image: Image]

	"So what is it you do Cora?" Michael asked.

	"Oh, I'm a trainer really."

	[image: Image]"Physical trainer?" Marie, the client's operational manager asked.

	"No, more like discipline." Which made me almost choke on my drink.

	"Ah," Michael smiled. "Business ethics, acumen, that sort of thing."

	"Yes, yes. That too. Really making sure people understand respect, adhering to a strict code."

	[image: Image]"Very interesting."

	As the evening went on, Cora even joined in some of the conversations around my work, going so far as to offer some suggestions. At the end of the evening, some of us decided to continue for drinks, which of course, Cora agreed to; and some decided to go home.

	Marie, who essentially led the steering committee for the project on the customer side, pulled me aside. She was a good-looking woman with short black Mikado hair, and high cheekbones. She was in her forties and married. 'ISO Cora huh?" She chuckled as she put her coat on. "Be careful of her. I have a feeling she will make mincemeat out of you."

	"She's just someone I met on the plane." I reassured her.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Oh, I'm sure she is. And I'm sure she has the tools to properly train you." She made a swishing motion with her right hand.

	"You got that did you?" I smiled, embarrassed at being found out.

	She leaned forward. "Put it this way. People in the community tend to recognize one another. But the thing which gave her away was the BDSM necklace she was wearing. She's a dominatrix, and I think that her being here was no coincidence." She smiled once again. "Enjoy yourself. If I'd known that was your thing, my UK trip the other week would've been a lot more fun." With that, she walked over to Cora and gave her a hug. "Nice to meet you Cora."

	[image: Image]"You too Marie."

	"Let me give you my card. Would be nice to meet up before you head home. It'd be nice to team up. I have a bitch at home who would enjoy your services I think."

	Cora grinned. 'Absolutely. Sounds like fun."[image: Image]

	Marie turned her attention to me, giving a lopsided sly grin. "Feel free to bring this bitch too."

	"You noticed that huh?"

	"l did now."

	"Shame you didn't get to see what he's wearing under those clothes."

	Once more, Marie grinned and headed out. As she walked past me, she stopped and turned, checking no-one was looking, then pulled at my trouser waist to reveal the red lace panties and suspender belt. "Hmmm. Definitely a shame about the UK." She mumbled.

	The drinks with the rest of the team lasted only an hour, leaving Cora with me. "That was great fun." She chuckled.

	"l have a nice collection of business cards to your colleagues and clients." She told me, waving the cards in front of me. Then she became ultra-serious. "You are going to need to behave yourself, or I will send your pictures to them. Do you understand?"

	"Really?"

	[image: Image]"l mean it. I will ruin you, do you understand?"

	"Yes Mistress."

	"Good. You need to work, right?"

	"l do, yes."

	[image: Image]"Go do your work. Tomorrow I expect you to report to me."

	"Yes Mistress."

	*******

	The next day in the office, I tried to put the prior day's dinner out of my mind, but unfortunately, Marie had other ideas during our one-to-one.

	"So show me what you are wearing today?" Marie said.

	"What? What do you mean?"

	"Panties. What panties today?" Marie asked with a sly grin.

	With a sigh, I unbuttoned my trousers and lowered them tentatively, revealing the pink satin with lace trim panties, and pink fishnet stockings, connected to my matching suspender belt.

	"Nice. Where's the bra?" She asked.

	"I-I'm not wearing one." I explained.

	[image: Image]"Make sure you are wearing one tomorrow. I will be checking. Understand bitch?" Marie hissed, before slapping my backside hard.

	"B-but, it'll be visible under my shirt."

	"Not. My. Problem." She hissed again. "Now, you will be my bitch when you are in the office. And yeah, I'm going to be abusing my situation. I'm gonna want discounts, and special favours on the project. Understand?"

	I sighed. "Yes." "Yes what?"

	"Yes Mistress."[image: Image]

	*******

	Cora found the whole thing hilarious. I explained that this could damage my career, but Cora pointed out that if anything it would be an excuse for Marie to push more business my way. "Look, she's got a reason to go to you now rather than someone else. So if anything, you should get more business."

	"l suppose you are right." I moaned.

	"Anyway, she's coming over tonight with her husband, so you can potentially discuss it there."

	[image: Image]"Yep. Best behaviour."

	Once more, I sighed. There I stood in one of her slave's sissy party dresses, made up and wigged, and with a buttplug up my arse. When Marie finally arrived with her husband Jack, I was dancing with the sissy, which Marie found hilarious.

	"Oscar, go dance with the ladies." Marie told her husband.

	Oscar was wearing a blue button-down shirt, and khaki pants. He was older than Marie, with greying hair, but was visibly fit, skinny.

	[image: Image][image: Image]We danced holding hands together. "Closer. Hold each other tight." Marie told us. "Like lovers."

	"Which you will be shortly." Cora chuckled.

	The girls helped themselves to wine and giggled as they watched us, making sure to record us on their phones. As I held Oscar closer, I could feel the lingerie under his clothes.

	"Now, each, kiss each other." Marie told us.[image: Image]

	We each gave each other a long French kiss.

	[image: Image]"l wanna see them suck each other." Cora explained. "Strip to your lingerie, lie in a triangle, and suck each other off."

	We did as told, and I was surprised to see we were all in pink lingerie. Then we settled into a triangle on the floor, and pulled out the respective cock in front of us. In my case, it was Oscar's.

	I had become used to the taste and feeling of cock in his mouth, and quite honestly, I was looking forward to it. I literally slobbered over Oscar's cock, which both Cora and Marie recorded.

	"Right, now," Marie said, "Oscar, fuck Don, you, sissy, fuck Oscar."

	Seconds later, Oscar was pushing his large fat penis into my arse. The room was suddenly full of moaning. I looked across at the girls and saw them kissing as they watched us fuck. Moments later, Marie was between Cora's legs, licking.

	The sex went on all night. In between sex, the girls whipped us, and even pissed on us.

	"Remember," Marie said before leaving, "wear a bra tomorrow."

	"Yes Mistress."[image: Image]

	Cora stared at me, then smiled. "Don't worry. Come on back to the hotel, and tomorrow I'll help you cover up the bra."

	That night in my room, neither of us were capable of having sex anymore, but we held each other closely.

	*******

	It was officially my last day in the office and then I would be off for five days. There I was in the office wearing a black shirt. Under that, I had a t-shirt, and under that, I had a very tiny thin cream satin bralette. The straps were spaghetti straps, so they were not really visible under the shirt, so I was happy.

	Of course, Marie demanded inspection that morning, which I quickly gave to her. Unfortunately, she had other plans.

	"Strip down to the lingerie for our meeting." She ordered. [image: Image]"What if someone comes in?" I asked, shaking with fear.

	"Your problem, not mine." I sighed. "Yes Mistress."

	As I stripped down, she pulled her skirt up and pulled her black panties to one side. "Lick me to an orgasm." I [image: Image]crawled between her legs and licked for dear life. She came very quickly, and then said, "Okay, you can get dressed now."

	Relieved, I dressed, and we continued with the meeting.

	"I'm going to need a further discount on the software licenses." She told me.

	"We are at a fairly low number already. What are you looking for?" I asked.

	[image: Image]"Ten percent. If you don't get me that, then I will share your sissy photos with your boss."

	"l can't!" I told her. "Please, try to understand, I can't get that through pricing with the current project scale."

	She smiled. "Well, I've decided to select you guys for the backend systems too for billing and payments." My frown [image: Image]turned into a grin. That was an opportunity which was worth around fifteen million Euros. "And of course there will be more opportunities coming your way. But, I have some requirements. One, whenever you are over here, or I am in the

	UK, you will be my bitch to play with. Two, at some point you will need to get a tattoo with my name on your body. I will give you time to do that, given you have a wife. That being said, from what I understand, you will not be married for much longer." That surprised me. "Three, you will never, ever, tell anyone about our arrangement. Friend or otherwise. I think this will be fun for both of us, and neither of us need get each other into work trouble. Agreed?"

	I smiled. "Agreed."[image: Image]

	She leaned forward and gave me a long deep, sensual kiss. Then slapped me around the face before grinning. "You have five days off, correct?"

	[image: Image]"Correct. But I had hoped to spend some of that with Mistress Cora."

	"And so you shall. I will take you and Cora out sight-seeing. You will go dressed as a tranny. Cora will make sure you are dressed appropriately. In the evenings, we will all play together, like last night. If you are good, I might even let you fuck me."

	[image: Image]"Sounds like a great plan." I told her, grinning.

	She stared at me, then said, "Quick, lock the door and strip to your lingerie." I did as she asked, as she hurriedly pulled off her panties. "Fuck me now."

	I pulled out my already rapidly hardening cock, and pushed it inside her. She wrapped her legs around me and pulled me for a kiss as we fucked hard and fast; both of us panting with excitement. All of a sudden, her orgasm hit. She bit into my shoulder to soften her screams. Her orgasm kicked off mine, and I came hard inside her.

	Without waiting, I climbed down, and licked her pussy clean. She ran her hands through my hair as I licked her to another orgasm, then we stood to dress.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"Yes, this will be a lot of fun." She purred, kissing me once more and feeling my nipple through my bra.

	*******

	The next five days went by way too fast. The sight-seeing was amazing; even getting chance to drive out to the bush. I kept myself exclusively in women's clothes, albeit the sissy clothes were reserved for the evening. During the day, I was dressed elegantly, in summery dresses, skirts, and tops. I was made up so well that it was hard to tell if I was a woman or a man; and I was grateful to Cora for that.

	The departure from the airport was bitter-sweet for all involved. For Marie and her husband, it was the end of a very fun week. For Cora and me, it was the point where we needed to come to a decision.

	"l need you to make a decision now on how you want to continue." She said once we were seated on the plane. "l have plenty to blackmail you with, and we agreed that I would, but I need to understand where you want to go next with this. Given you need to get a tattoo for Mistress Marie, I don't see how you can do that with your wife involved."

	I shrugged. "She's my wife. How do I do this? I can't leave her just like that."

	"Then let me manage it. Let me ruin your marriage."

	I thought about it. I was going back to a marriage which was not working. The truth was, we had been trying for kids and failing miserably. It was not Susan's fault, of that I was sure. It was definitely me, I had checked, though I had not informed Susan. Damage to my testicles as a child had left me barren. I was shooting blanks.

	Given that we could not have kids, sex had been put on the back burner, and honestly, work had taken a focus in both our lives.

	"Okay." I sighed. "Do it. I'm yours to control."

	"Good. Because I did it before we took off." Cora grinned.

	"What?? What if I said no?"

	"It really was not your choice to make anymore. I just needed you to realise it. You have been unfaithful multiple times with me and other men. You have been dressing as a woman. Heck, you're wearing lingerie now; how would you [image: Image]explain that at home? I sent everything to your wife, and then turned off my data. It'll be a surprise for both of us when we land."

	I burst into tears. "We share a mortgage; a house. Where am I going to go?"

	"You'll live with me, as my personal slave. You'll be closer to your office anyway, and in the free time you can earn a little bit of money for me as my professional slave and assistant. I really wouldn't worry about it; I've grown quite fond of you, and I really do want you as my personal slave."

	Frowning, I said, "So I can clean your toilets and house, but not as a lover."

	"When have I ever said you wouldn't be my lover?" She grinned. "Don, I am very much attracted to you. I've not felt this way about someone for a long time, and honestly, I can't imagine having anyone better than you in my life."

	"As a slave..." I sulked.

	She punched me in the arm hard. "You dick! I'm telling you that I've fallen in love with you!"

	"Oh." I realised what she had just said, and then began to smile. "Oh." I had made a dominatrix fall in love with me.

	Then I had another thought. "What if you want kids one day?"

	"I'm not sure if I do." [image: Image][image: Image]"But you could."

	"l could."

	"l can't have kids. I'm barren."

	She raised the armrest and pulled me to her ample bosom, covered by a purple satin and lace cami-top. "Then I'll find a black man with a big fat cock to knock me up, so that everyone can see what a sissy little cuckold you are. And yes, I will be cuckolding you regularly."

	We kissed. "Suits me fine." I smiled.

	*******

	When I switched on my phone, I had expected a million texts from Susan, but instead, I found nothing. I dropped her a message over Facebook to say that I'd landed and would be picking up the car, to which she responded. "Cool, drive safe."

	"Did she read your messages?" I asked Cora.

	"Yep."

	"Did she reply?" "Erm, nope."

	"Show me." "No! Behave yourself, or I'll spank you right here in front of everyone. And you know I'll do it."

	"Yes Mistress."

	"Drive me home first." She told me. “I want you to know where I live."

	We walked across to the Heathrow Terminal two parking where I helped her place her large cases into the boot of my Jaguar XFR, then we drove across to St. Albans, where Cora lived. Her house was actually a large old pre-war cottage, shrouded by a forest, with vast gardens around.

	[image: Image]"Wow, this place is huge." I told her.

	"Inherited. Used to be a farmhouse, but the farm died a long time ago. I have paddocks through the forest, with three horses."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Who looked after them whilst you were away?" I asked her.

	"Claire. She's my comtesse. I train her to be a dominatrix, and in return, she helps out with things around here. I also give her free room and board, which is nice."

	"Oh, so she lives with you."

	"And we even sleep together." She chuckled. "Sometimes. No, she's a really good friend, and I help her out. Don't worry about her though. You'll get on like a house on fire. She's a great laugh."

	Literally as I was helping carry the cases, a spritely young blonde girl in jodhpurs and a white blouse, came skipping out of the front door. She ran over to Cora and the two kissed like long lost lovers.

	"l missed you so much!" Claire gushed. "How was it? Wonderful I expect?"

	"It was. Made all the more special by this lovely man." Cora grinned, pointing her handbag at me.

	Claire ran over and gave me a big tight hug. "You must be Don? I heard so much about you. Thank you for taking care of her."

	"My pleasure."

	"Don might be coming to live with us."

	Claire's eyes lit up. "Really? Oh that would be so much fun! Finally, someone to regularly train on."

	"Let's see what his wife says about the photos and videos I sent her. But I think it'll all work out well in the end."

	*******

	When I arrived home, Susan greeted me with a hug and a kiss. My stomach was doing somersaults from nerves, but I was not sure of what I was more nervous; her being angry with me, or her miraculously forgiving me.

	"Come, sit down, and I'll make you a cuppa." She grinned.

	Susan was pretty, don't get me wrong. Shoulder length brown hair, wide blue eyes, and a smile which could warm a room. She was extremely intelligent; which was why she did so well at work. But life was not, fun, with her.[image: Image]

	She handed me the milky tea, and sat down opposite. I looked at her. She was wearing shiny black faux latex leggings I had not seen before, and a scarlet satin and lace gypsy top. Her face was made up, and her lips matched her top. I knew she was pretty, but I didn't remember her being this hot.

	"So, tell me about Australia." She said, excitedly. "Seems like you had a lot of fun. I'm so glad you made new friends like that. How did you like Cora? Isn't she great?"

	"l...well, erm..."

	"Get undressed! Show me the lingerie!"

	"l...ok..." I began to get undressed, when I suddenly realized what she had said. "What do you mean, isn't she

	"Oh, Cora and I go way back. We were lovers at uni. When I found out you were both travelling to Australia at the same time, I told her your seat number and set you both up for a meet."

	"You... you wanted her to dominate me?"

	She grinned, and nodded repeatedly. "Yes!" She gushed. "And sissify you. It worked, right? And what a coincidence with your client?! How lovely."

	[image: Image]"But...but... What about us?"

	"Oh darling, don't worry. Look, well, I met someone. His name is Darren. He's married too, but his wife is his submissive. We've been dating for some time now, and well, I have been dating his wife too. We love each other, all three of us; but there's no room for you in our life. And well, I'm already pregnant with his child."

	[image: Image]"How long?"

	"Six weeks now."

	"I'm sure you'll find someone, but I wanted you to experience the lifestyle I love. So I'm glad Cora helped with that."

	"Why didn't you just tell me you wanted this lifestyle?"[image: Image]

	She sighed and looked away. "l did it so much in the past, I was scared that I was losing my mind from it. It's like an addiction. But when I stopped, I felt I missed it too much. But I held back. Then I met Darren and it all came flooding back to me. I'm sorry. I don't want to hurt you; but it's for the best. I think we can sell everything and split it based on what we both spent. You spent on the house, so anything extra we earn on the sale, keep."

	It was a huge amount of information to take in, but at the end of the day, I heard one thing. I was free to date Cora.

	I was free.

	"Okay." I told her.

	"Are you sure you are fine?"

	[image: Image]"No, I'm actually great. You're right, this is for the best." I laughed. "Thank you. I was scared senseless here. Cora said she was deliberately setting out to ruin my marriage."

	"Yes, she's kinky like that."

	"I'm moving in with her. l... well, we're in love."

	She jumped into the air and clapped, screaming in delight. "Oh that's wonderful!"

	"I'll be her fulltime sissy."

	[image: Image]

	"You still didn't show me!"

	"Oh, right!" And with that, I stripped off and revealed my pink lingerie. For the next hour, I did a fashion show for her; showing everything I bought.

	"l think you look wonderful!" She told me.

	"Then help me put on the pink party dress and do my make-up. I'll drive back to Cora's house and surprise her."

	Then I had a thought. "Actually, do me one small favour? Just to get back at her..."

	She made a wry smile, the pulled out her phone. "What do you want me to write?"

	*******

	My phone was ringing off the hook, but I didn't dare pick it up. Cora was panicking. I had instructed Susan to write, "l told you to meet him and play a little, not fall in love! He's still my husband! And I prefer him as a sissy now, so I'm keeping him! Stay away!"

	When I pulled up on the gravel driveway, Cora came running out with tears in her eyes. The moment she saw me dressed as a complete sissy, in the blonde wig, heavily made-up, with the smile on my face, she knew it was all just a joke.

	Immediately, she pummelled me with her fists.

	"You stupid fucking twat! Do you know how scared I was? And you didn't even pick up your phone! Fucking twat!!" She cried. I pulled her to me, tight in a hug. "l was scared I lost you already." For the first time, she sounded like a fragile girl, and my heart broke.

	"I'm so sorry." I half chuckled. "It was a silly payback joke for you hiding the truth from me."

	She saw the funny side and smiled. "I'm sorry too, but I needed to make the experience fun for you. The tension and [image: Image]the worry is a turn on too."

	[image: Image]"It is. I love you Mistress Cora."

	"l love you Sissy Donna." With that, we kissed, ready for our lives together, and me ready to be her servant, slave, [image: Image]sissy, whore...and lover.

	THE END
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