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THE CONTRACTED SISSY WIFE

& HER BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND
BY SISSY JOEY




DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationship, Lingerie Fetish, Group Play, Power Play among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.




CHAPTER 1

“Ahhh Baby! Yes… Please don’t stop, I’m so close” I screamed in pleasure as my 4 inch ‘clitty’ (that’s how he wanted me to refer to it as) oozed in the tight red satin panties as my husband was popping my cherry on our wedding night. My eyes went up in pleasure as my whole body shook in the aftermath. In that split moment, I thought about how my Life was so different a month back.
1 Month Ago
“Mr. Patel! The usual?” I asked over to the 40 year old Indian man, who was a regular at the diner.
“Yes Ben!” He replied politely as usual. I punched in the order and the kitchen started preparing it. I usually chat with him while his order gets cooked because the diner is usually empty around 11 when he comes in to get his breakfast. Today I was particularly in a very bad space. He must’ve guessed it. “Is everything alright Ben?” He asked me sincerely. He was the first person  to notice. As soon as he completed that sentence, my eyes grew wet and I was dangerously on the brink of breaking down. He sensed it. “You’ve got a break coming up? We can talk if you’d like to!” He once again said very sincerely. His order came just in. I handed it over to him and said, wiping my eyes “Give me 5 minutes and I’ll meet you by the parking lot?” He nodded with a caring smile and walked out.
5 minutes later I walked through the back door into the parking lot to find him sitting at one of the stone benches. He stood up as I walked to him, without a word he just hugged me, my thin body molded into him and I broke down crying. He patted and soothed me. After a few moments he released me and we both sat down and I started talking. I had just been kicked out from my crappy apartment a couple of days ago as I could no longer afford the rent. I didn’t have any friends or family where I could crash temporarily. My dad had moved to Europe to find work a year back after my mother passed away from a long battle with cancer. He offered to take me with him there, but I had just moved into the second year of my Arts Degree at the local Uni and wanted to stay back and complete it. Also I didn’t really want to leave the country. My only familial tie got cut off when he moved and this was almost 2 years back. After graduating, I couldn’t really find any jobs, the student loans piled up quickly along with my credit card bills and here I was stuck at a minimum wage salary. I have been sleeping in my beat down car here in the parking lot since. That was a first for me and I hated it. Constantly worrying about getting mugged and losing what little I had left. I was at the lowest of lows of my life already and I was just 21. I hated being there. He listened to my ramblings patiently for close to 10mins. The manager opened the back door and screamed to let me know my break was almost over. Mr. Patel didn’t speak a single word all throughout those 10mins. Once the manager went back inside. He spoke
“Ben, why don’t you drop by my house after your shift. I’ll try and find you some work. Trust me, things will become better. They always do in life, all you have to do is to not lose your hope.” And then he took out a tissue from his order bag and jotted down his address, while handing it down to me “When does your shift end?” He asked.
I wiped the last few tears away and got the tissue with the address from him. “It ends at 5!” I said.
“Then I’ll see you at 5:30 this evening.” He said smiling as he got up. I stood up along with him. He gave me another hug and walked towards his car, which was a burly looking shiny black Mercedes G-Class. For the first time after so long I felt hopeful. I folded the tissue and kept it in my jean pocket and walked back into the diner.
The shift ended faster than I had expected. It was a busy day and my legs were already sore from standing all day. I got into my car that smelled foul from me sleeping in it for the last two nights. I rolled down my windows as I started for his house. After about 30 mins of navigating through. I was finally at the front of a very large metal gate at the end of a cul-de-sac. I had passed a few such gates on this long street before I ended up in front of his, I pressed the intercom and I heard him from the other side in a second. He opened up the gates and I started driving down the long driveway. The house was well hidden within the big trees all along the driveway. The house finally came into view. It was more like a mansion than a house. Two storeyed building that must’ve been at least 15,000 square feet in spread situated right in the middle of a few acres of well maintained grounds. The edges of the property was compounded around with at least 30 feet high smooth stonewalls, and had greenery everywhere. ‘Why would a person living in such a house, drive down everyday for Waffles and Bacon at that diner’ I thought to myself. I parked the car and got down, and the large doors of the house opened right in time with that. Mr. Patel stood at the door with a warm smile dressed in a pair of T-shirt and shorts. As I walked up to the grand doorway, He hugged me once again
“Welcome home Ben!” He said warmly as he guided me into the massive house with a hand on my small back. I was awestruck with the house. It was big yet felt comfy. Tastefully decorated with a minimalist theme. He took me over to the living room and made me sit in a comfy chair and sat opposite to me. He started
“Well Ben, Let’s get straight to business. I do have an offer for you…” I instantly felt a surge of relief combined with happiness hearing those words “you’ll be a contracted worker for me. It pays around $10,000 a month, so that’s around $120K a year, pre-tax.”  My eyes went wide in excitement. I haven’t felt this feeling of joy in the last few years. I could finally feel myself escaping from my pit of despair. He continued “But it’s an odd job! Something that you don’t hear being offered usually.” He finished.
Now it was my turn “Mr.Patel, it doesn’t matter. As long as it doesn’t put my life in danger, I’m up to do anything. Any job! I’ll do anything.”
He raised one of his eyebrows in surprise. And then took out a single piece of paper from the side table and slid it over to me with a pen. “Before I can tell you more about the offer. I’ll need you to sign this NDA. It’s the usual one, go through it. It’s to protect both you and me from any silly trouble that could arise. It’s just to make sure that, Whatever we speak after this point remains confidential and stays between us two.”
I glanced through the paper, it was a boilerplate. And I just signed it, and handed it back to him. He too signed on it, “You’ll receive a copy of it shortly.” He said after putting it aside. I was getting a little nervous now, waiting to hear more about this job offer that could change my life forever. After relaxing himself for a moment he started again.
"The offer is, I want you to be my wife for five years. Dress and live as a woman, you will have to be my wife 24/7." He said without showing any expression. I was dumbfounded. This came out of nowhere. He just sat there and looked at me, like he was reading me. After contemplating and trying to find words for a few minutes. I finally spoke..
"What? Your.. your wife. Are you nuts? How?" I said in confusion with a slight anger.
"Look at this." He took out an iPad from the same side table he took the NDA from and turned the screen towards me. On the screen, an image of a very effeminate looking man appeared. It morphed into a beautiful looking blonde. The pictures kept changing from before and after showing the transformation, after a few seconds of this comparison You could finally see it was the same person.
"That was Bran before and after he became Michele. That was five years ago. You’ll be replacing her!" He said in a simple matter of fact tone.
I felt a chill go through my spine.
"Where is she now? What did you do to her Mr. Patel? Why is she being replaced?"
"What? You think I'm a murderer?” He let out a small laugh “No, she left last month. She's going back to live as a man. It was her choice. She was with me for five good years. Before we started our contract, I agreed after it was over, if she wanted, she could go back. I paid her a couple of million as a thank you. I'm no murderer Ben, I just happened to be gay."
"Well I'm not." I shot back.
"Nor was Bran. I think he was bi when he left though." He said contemplating that back in his head
"Why can't you just find a gay guy then? Why do they need to be dressed as women?"
"I run a big fund. It's still a macho environment, hardly any women in my line of work. If you look at the richest people, there are hardly any gay billionaires. You can count them with your fingers, that's how few there are. I need companionship, sex, and even love. However, the business world still thinks I'm straight. It has to be kept that way."
"Listen, if it's a choice of spending the rest of my life sleeping in my car or getting my bits chopped off to sleep with you for five years, sleeping in the car wins."
"Who said anything about chopping off anything Ben?” He said quizzically “I'm gay! if you had anything missing, I won’t be into it. I quite fancy you as you are. So no chopping of anything! only a few minor surgeries. Some small work on your face, breast and perhaps some hip implants. All removable and completely reversible." He finished.
“But I'm not gay. I could never sleep with a man.” I said, almost half convinced after hearing his words.
“How do you know? Have you ever tried it before? Listen, five years in a life of luxury as a woman. Doing everything a wife would do for her husband, or the rest of your life on minimum wage and working too hard to make ends meet and failing to do it. With this current job market, you’d probably never get a job and your student loans and credit card debts will be hanging over your head like a knife waiting to drop. Oh, and after five years, if you want to leave, you can, and in addition to your monthly salary, I'll give you three million as a parting gift.”
A lump formed in my throat hearing that and I choked.
“Three million! Three million dollars?!”
“Yes! I’m a billionaire already, Three million won't make a dent in my fortune, but I suspect it would mean the world to you. Head over to the first floor, and open up the first door to your right. Take a shower in the attached bathroom, I left some products for you to use there, once you’re done, I left something sexy for you to wear for me tonight in the closet. I guessed your size and picked it up on my way back from the diner this morning…”
I was annoyed.
"How long have you been planning this for?"
"Ever since the first time I saw you in that diner a month ago… So, What's it going to be?" He asked.
I thought for a moment. This money would change everything for me. I took a long breath, "I'll try, but if I hate it, I’ll want to renegotiate." I said.
"Well, we'll see! Meet me in our bedroom on the end of the first floor when you're ready. I’ll have your contract ready to sign there." He said and stood up and started walking towards the stairs. I followed him meekly.
As I climbed the stairs, I couldn't believe I was actually going to do this. Then I thought, ‘Women go with men all the time for money or power.’ I would only be doing something similar. If I could see it out, I would be having three million plus the $600K I’ll be receiving as a monthly pay by the time I’m 26. I would be set for life.
On the top of the stairs he pointed me towards a door, and walked away to his, no our bedroom. I opened the door to the guest room and headed for the shower. I found some depilatory cream in the bathroom counter, he obviously wanted me smooth everywhere. I covered my whole body in the strong smelling cream and waited for five minutes for it to work. I showered it off, I saw the foamy cream wash down from my thin body and down to the drain with my sparse body hair, I then washed my hair and body with the lavender smelling shower gel. My skin felt so smooth and soft and I smelled so feminine. After drying myself with the fluffy towel I found in the bathroom, I walked back into the bedroom. I found there were some makeup products lined up in front of a vanity mirror with an iPad by the side already loaded with a basic makeup tutorial.
I sat down in front of the vanity and attempted the makeup while watching and following the video tutorial. After almost 30 mins and after multiple tries. I now made a passable woman. My blonde hair was already shoulder length, with it parted at the side I looked more feminine.
I then opened up the small closet doors and found what he wanted me to wear. As I drew the black silk stay up stockings I shivered. I had never experienced sensual feelings like this. The pink ‘fleur de mal’ velvet teddy with black lace trimmings felt amazing on my hairless skin as I slipped it on. The velvet silk made my nipples erect instantly. Next came the matching pink pleated velvet French knickers with matching black lace trimming at the edges . They seemed to hug and caress my bottom as I moved in them. My 4 inch cock grew ridged. Every step I took wearing all of this was a sensory overload.
I found a pair of very sexy looking pink 2-inch heel sandals with silver stone studs along its pointed toes and the thin ankle straps in the closet. I carefully walked around the room to get used to them. I felt so sexy. I was getting turned on by my own feminine image in the mirror.
I put on the final piece for my ensemble. A black and pink silk robe that ended mid thigh showing off my stocking tops, I walked over and knocked on the door of Mr.Patel’s room en femme.
"Come in Trisha."
I opened the doors and saw Mr.Patel naked on the bed showing off his burly dad-bod, except for a pair of royal silk boxers.
"Trisha?"
"Yes, that's what I’ll be going to call you from now. You'll be my wife, and your name is Trisha. When we mould and polish you a little, you will go out with me. You will go to the finest restaurants and exclusive events. Holiday on my yacht in the Mediterranean Sea and fly on my private jet everywhere."
These were things I hadn't considered. A billionaire’s lifestyle, but as a woman. As his personal fuck toy for 5 years. Would it be that bad?
I sat on the bed. My robe slightly opened showing my sexy baby doll underneath. Mr. Patel handed me the contract. I quickly glanced through it without really putting a lot of mind to it. I signed it. He signed it then handed me a copy, he then sat up and wrapped his strong arms around my tiny body. “We’ll be getting married exactly in a month, I'll get Lindsey to come and start teaching you a few things from tomorrow. To prepare you!"
"Who's Lindsey?" I asked in confusion.
"She's a British beautician. She will teach you about makeup, hair care and style. Michele loved her. She knows all about me, and what I exactly like. I pay her very well to keep things discreet, she also has a contract signed. So don't worry about your; our, secret getting out." He kissed
me gently in my neck. “And I’ll be popping your cherry on our marriage night. You’ll be my virgin wife.”
I couldn't help sighing as I tilted my head. Why did I feel so feminine? Why was this turning me on? Was I gay? Or Was I just simply doing all of this for the pot of gold promised at the end?
Mr.Patel’s hands slipped the robe from my shoulders. His hands found my erect sensitive nipples. He gently tweaked and tugged them, taking me to a new high.
"Ohhhh, that feels nice."
"Don't worry Trish. I'll be very gentle. We won't go too far tonight."
His right hand slipped down to my satin knickers. I groaned as Mr.Patel held my cock through the soft silk. Slowly he started to rub me through that sexy material. I grew to my full four inches. I was breathing hard. His left hand continued tweaking my nipple. These silky clothes, touching me all over. I rubbed my silk stockings covered legs together. That sent me over the edge. My legs kept straightening out, my toes were pointed and I came. I felt myself pumping vigorously into my knickers. I almost passed out from the feeling. I’ve never felt this sensual before.
Mr. Patel slowed down and handed me a tissue. One of his hands was still playing with my nipples through the sexy velvet babydoll, and he still held me closely in his arms.
"There you are. Clean up, it's my turn now. "
I wiped up my mess and turned to see Mr.Patel naked. His 9-inch veiny tool standing straight up.
"Just touch it, Trish! Stroke it first and then use your mouth."
With a little fear, and perhaps repulsion. I wrapped my fist around it. It wasn't as bad as I had feared. I could do this. I used one hand to stroke and the other to play with the large straining helmet.
"That feels so good, Trish. Now use that cute mouth."
I got between his knees and stared down at my first cock. Part of me said ‘women do this all the time, just get on with it.’ Another part said. ‘You will be a cocksucker now. You'll never be a real man again.’ The part that finally won said ‘Three million fucking dollars Ben. You will never have to work again in your life.’
I engulfed Mr.Patel’s cock. I could only get half of it into my mouth. Part of my brain screamed no. As my lips and tongue continue to go to work, I thought about it. I would have to do this every day for five years. Five years of sucking a man, and probably quite a lot more. While living the life of a rich beautiful woman. Eating the finest of foods, wearing the finest of clothes.
I felt Mr.Patel spurting into my mouth, it didn’t taste as bad as I had imagined. As I swallowed it down, I thought, ‘Yes! I could put up with it. For the money and the lifestyle. I, Ben could. Or rather Trish could, because in front of her was living for Five Years as Mr.Patel’s Wife.
After they had their first intimate time together. Trish went to brush her teeth. She looked down and saw she was rock hard again in the sexy panties. It had turned her on? She just supposed it was the soft silk underwear.
"Come back to bed, Trish. I want to cuddle my babygirl."
She wasn't sure how she felt about that. She had just got used to the idea of having to have sex with Simon. She had even worked out she would be getting about $300 a day for doing it over five years.
If you added the finest of foods and the expensive drinks money could buy while living a life of luxury. It wasn't a bad deal for a broke, graduate. Does Mr. Patel wants her to love him? Was he for real?
Her knickers were still a little damp when she slipped into the silk sheets next to him. She turned away to her left side. Mr. Patel moved behind her and pulled her waist into his groin. She felt him lift her hair and kiss the back of her neck.
"You really are something special, Trish. Even without training you did a decent job. Lindsey is going to make wonders with you."
Trish felt him growing through the silk layers of their underwear. She tried to pull away.
"Don't worry baby, I won't bother you again tonight. I just want to cuddle." He said pulling her back closely.
The feel of his warm hairy body next to her silk clad body, did feel nice. She just wasn't used to affection.
As she drifted off to sleep, she wondered if she was indeed gay. She was going to be a woman in almost every way apart from what was between her legs. Was that gay?
The next thing she knew Mr. Patel was shaking her.
"Here you are sleepy head. Coffee. From tomorrow I want you to get up and make my breakfast while I shower."
"Oh sorry. Thanks Mr. Patel."
"Lindsey will be here at 10. Make sure you are ready, you have a long day. She is going to start your laser treatment."
"You promised there would be nothing permanent."
"Come on babygirl, you don't want to have to shave every day right? So, you won't be growing a beard for sometime! Who really cares? I like my wife to be smooth and soft. Also I have a few more clothes for you in this closet.” He said pointing towards the walk-in closet of the room “I’ll buy you more later tonight when I get back from work. Use these for now. I’m sure you’ll like my selection."
Mr. Patel rushed out. As she drank her coffee, she could hear the gravel on the huge driveway crunch as he drove off in his Manly SUV.
She took a long shower and explored the closet in their bedroom for clothes. There were so many of them. These designer pieces alone must be worth a small fortune.
Lindsey arrived on time. She was a cheerful, bubbly blond in her late thirties. Lindsey took her up to the room where Trish had changed the previous night, which from now would be her own room. A private safe space in this mansion, Lindsey started an hour-long laser hair removal session. Trish felt a little awkward and  being naked in front of this beautiful blonde, but she also remained thoroughly hard throughout the session. Lindsey didn’t seem to mind it. She would occasionally touch and tease Trish as she continued to work on her. After that they went down to the kitchen and chatted.
"Mr. Patel says you know about the contract?"
"Oh yeah. I looked after Michele too."
"What happened to her? Why did she leave?"
"Nothing bad happened. He just said she could go if she wanted to once the contract ended. She just left. He paid her well I think."
"So it was her idea?"
"Well mostly. I think she was bonkers. I would kill to be you. The lifestyle, the money, the clothes. But I don't have what Patel wants do I? He only wants you cute gay guys."
"I'm not gay." I said in my high femme voice.
Lindsey almost spat out her coffee.
"You're not? Then what the hell are you even doing here wearing all this?" She said pointing at my mid thigh blue sundress and my beige 4 inch strappy heel sandals.
"I was almost homeless, I’d been sleeping in my car. He was a regular at the diner I worked at. He said he would pay me if I stayed on as his wife."
"Wow, that's how he found Michele too. But from a supermarket. He was a gay man though. But how are you going to cope? If you’re being forced, You could go to the police."
"I honestly don't know. I am destitute. What he offers for the five years is amazing. We slept together last night and I didn't find it repulsive. I'm so bloody confused."
Lindsey wrapped her arms around her in a warm hug.
"You are a nice young man, but you’re going to make a stunning woman. It's your choice sweetie. He is a kind man underneath all this macho billionaire bullshit. He will cherish you. You know most guys would have fought him off if they were offered something like this, you are probably just finishing out that you're a bisexual."
"I think you might be right. His smell and being close to him had kept me so hard all night."
"Ha! well I'm sure I'd be wet all night too if it were me in that bed sweetie."
"Am I safe with him, Lindsey? He's not like, odd or anything right?"
"Well Michele had told me he liked to tie her up for sex sometimes. She played it well and had pretended to be upset. He got her a Bvlgari diamond necklace. Was around $30K! She took that with her when she left."
"I don't understand why she left though. From what I hear from you, she had him wrapped around her finger."
"I like you Trish. If you plan on staying I will help you become the best woman you can be. I'll tell you how to get out early though. You may not like it."
"I'm still deciding Lindsey, but please do tell."
"Well, he’s only into men right? But he wants them to look as feminine as possible, they have to pass as women. He doesn't really mind breasts. He's probably going to be getting you some C cups."
"Oh, I never really thought of that. He’s promised me everything would be reversible."
"They are removable and reversible, sweetie. A little amount of collagen for your face too. It can all be changed later. You’ll go back to being your old self"
"Well I suppose if it helps me look the part and not have people find who I really am between the legs. But I still think I like being a man."
"Well I wouldn't know about that! I love being a woman. Just wait until you are sexy and confident. The world will be your oyster. Men would be fighting to open doors for you. They will do it because they think they have a chance to get into your panties. Don't knock it until you try it sweetie."
"I am willing to try Lindsey. To be honest, I am really enjoying the clothes deep down, and partly I actually felt close to him while he held me to sleep last night. I have never felt like that before."
"I can understand that, Trish! I never finished telling you why he split up with Michele. She started on a female hormone therapy. She had started to really develop as a woman. Patel didn't like that. You see he has actresses and supermodels trying to get his attention and find themselves on his bed, but he likes women with-that something extra in between."
"Michele had surgery?"
"No, but she was planning to undergo one. She had started out like you, with an extra special part. But the part that Patel likes stopped working once the hormones started working, well that was really the end."
"You can say cock Lindsey, Afterall I am an adult."
They both laughed and made their way upstairs. Lindsey showed Trish how to use the makeup and style her hair. She told her she would come back every few days to continue her laser treatments and her lessons.
Trish had started feeling an affection for Lindsey. She was around her mother's age. Most importantly she wasn't judging her.
Before she left, she showed Trish a large plastic case. Trish gasped as Lindsey opened the case. It was filled with sex toys. There were dildos, vibrators, jeweled and silicone butt plugs, anal beads, nipple clamps, different types of gags and even silk ropes and handcuffs.
"As I told you, Patel can be a bit kinky at times. If I were in your situation, I'd really practice with some of those dildos before the wedding night. He's going to be wanting a full and varied sex life if he treats you, anything like he did Michele in the last five years."
Trish felt a chill run through her spine. This is all happening so fast. She practically had very little experience with sex. Just a few drunken tumbles once in a while. Now she was going to be transformed into an object of desire. The one that will be lusted after and wanted to be taken to bed. It was all intriguing. She realized it was something she wanted to experience.
When Lindsay said her goodbyes for the day, she looked in the mirror. She was wearing a little sundress, black stockings and 3 inch, beige, high heeled sandals. She looked ravishing. She giggled as she thought "I'd do you."
She had around three hours before Patel came back home from work. She thought she could spare an hour for a little play with her new toys.
She started from some of the smaller dildo's and got used to the feeling of being ‘full’. She was surprised how it stopped hurting after the first few seconds and started feeling really good. She worked the way up the thicknesses
of the toys. Some of them vibrated and pumped. Her breath came in short gasps as she played with a remote control on one. Part of the base rotated back and forth, while the top section pumped in and out. This was all happening while the whole thing vibrated.
"How the hell do women even get any work done while they have toys like these?" She said out loud.
She switched it off when she noticed she had just over an hour until Patel was back. She was going to cook some rice and curry for the Indian man to make him feel at home, it would take about half an hour.
In the drawer, there was a deep black and purple corset. She had asked Lindsey how to put something like that on, on your own. She had patiently explained and demonstrated that you put it on and tighten it looking in the mirror.
Trish fiddled with it and managed to get it on. She couldn't believe the result. As her waist looked thinner, it made her hip look larger. The small amount of puppy fat she had was pushed up to form small breasts. It gave her an almost hourglass figure. She felt herself harden again. Sitting on the bed rolling up a new pair of silk black stockings didn't help at all.
She chose a pair of purple satin knickers. They had black lace trimmings around the legs and waist. Next came a Ralph Lauren dark purple velvet dress that fell just a little below her stocking tops. Lastly she put on a pair of 4 inch black louboutins.
She sat down at her vanity and touched up her makeup and brushed her hair. Lindsey had done wonders with her makeup. She could just make out Ben underneath Trish. Was this what Patel wanted? Or was he only interested in what was sitting in a semi-rigid state down in her satin knickers? She was determined to find it out eventually.
These past two days had surprised her. She never thought she would be enjoying all of this. She initially just thought she would suffer it all for the money. But after last night though, she thought it may prove fun.
One final check in the mirror. She looked stunning. She would’ve been way out of Ben’s league. She was about to make her way down to the kitchen when she had a naughty idea. She pulled out the "toy box" and selected a 4-inch butt plug. It was fairly wide but wasn’t even close to Patel’s actual size, she internally thanked for the 1 month she had before she’d be taking him down there. The gold plated butt plug had a Pink jewel in the base. It slid in with a little lube and effort. Then she pulled up her knickers, checked her stockings seams like Lindsey had thought her to and made her way to the kitchen.
As she stepped carefully down the oak staircase, the sensation of the plug and the satin underwear proved a mighty distraction. All these new sensations were bombarding her. Just two days ago she had been a small, thin, normal guy. Now all these physical and mental feelings were overwhelming her. At the foot of the stairs she took a deep breath to compose herself. She closed her eyes and noticed her Dior J’Adore perfume.
She raised the front of her dress, bent and tucked herself as well as she could between her smooth thighs, and went through to the kitchen. The act of preparing the food distracted her enough to ignore how she felt. She had almost finished her cooking when she heard the door open.
"Hi, baby, how's my baby girl doing?"
"Oh Daddy, you're early."
"Perks of being the boss Trish. And I love the way you call me daddy baby girl, just remember to use it only when we’re alon-” And then he paused right in his tracks “Wow Lindsey has outdone herself. You look absolutely fantastic."
Trish’s heart fluttered. She stood back and gave Patel a slow twirl. She didn't know why she was acting like this. It may have been the fact that as a man, she had never gotten the attention. Patel whistled.
"I love your outfit, who styled it?"
"I did. Do you like it?"
"Yes, but listen, if you need anything I will set you up with an Amex. You don't have to rely only on the stuff I picked out for you."
"Thanks daddy. There are enough clothes in that closet to hold a designer fashion show."
My own credit card, she thought. She had never been credit worthy before. She was going to have fun when that came.
Patel went and changed while she served the food. As they sat opposite each other she felt his foot stroking her stocking clad calf. She was already hard from the plug being driven deeper into her as she sat on the chair. She slipped off her right heel and aimed her foot gently toward his crotch. She found he was rock hard.
"Fuck the food. "
Patel stood quickly, almost knocking over his chair. He pulled Trish up, held her to his chest and kissed her. She tasted the delicious curry for a moment, then his probing tongue made her forget it. Her knees started to buckle as she breathed in his musky aftershave. What was happening to her. Her head swam in the conflicting emotions.
Patel pushed her to the floor and struggled with his belt. Trish helped, and soon she was facing his bulging boxers. Her mouth watered involuntarily, In almost a  dreamlike state she saw both her hands, with their red painted nails, pull down the waistband. His cock sprang out, barely missing her face. It looked even more impressive to her than the previous night. With her right hand around the base, and her left slowly playing with his balls, she gently licked the underside of his throbbing member.
"Oh my sexy babygirl, suck me."
She obliged. As she worked her mouth down the veiny shaft she saw it slowly turn red from her glossy lipstick. She was painting his member with her lips. She thought about the fillers Lindsey said she’d be giving her lips tomorrow to make them look fuller. Lindsey called it Dick Sucking Lips. The thought of her new lips being wrapped around this thick cock made her own lithe cock twitch in its satin prison below her dress. She looked up to him as she worked her mouth on his cock. Patel looked down with a face of ecstasy. She was causing this in him. She was the cause of his pleasure.
Suddenly he reached down and pulled her up. She stumbled, as she tried to stand in her single high heeled shoe. Patel caught her, and supported her as she removed her heels. She looked up into Patel’s smiling face.
"I want to have you in my mouth as you work mine in yours, babygirl!"
He roughly span her around as he got down on the table, while forcing her face onto his crotch. She felt her dress flip over her back.
"Owww, Daddy no!"
He had slapped her hard. It felt like her left buttock was on fire.
"Sorry, I'm just so fucking turned on by you baby girl."
She felt the air on her cheeks as he pulled down her knickers.
"Oh you're a naughty girl! I see you found the toy box."
As he slowly eased out the plug, there was a popping sound. She suddenly felt empty. It never lasted long though. She felt a couple of his fingers on her entrance. Then with a grunt from him, and high pitched yelp from her, his fingers were inside her.
"So damn tight, you feel wonderful my love. I cannot wait to feel this around my cock in a month."
She had never been called my love. She felt her own small cock grow stiff. He wanted her, he needed to have her. She was the object of lust, of desire. That had never happened to Ben. Trish just had it immediately. Perhaps she should always have been Trish?
He took her 4 inch hard cock in his mouth as he continued to finger fuck her back entrance. His two fat fingers were much larger and thicker than any of the toys she used earlier. Slowly he started pumping into her. She felt the pain of being stretched, and the pleasure of his mouth around her cock. She went back to working on his much bigger cock as he continued doing his magic.
Soon he couldn't control himself. As he started finger fucking her fast.
"Please Daddy, I need more lube. Even your fingers are so big."
Patel pulled out his fingers, eyes wild with lust. He looked around, still lying down on top of the table. He grabbed the bottle of olive oil from the kitchen counter without even getting up. He poured some onto his hand and coated his burly fingers. Then he pushed them into Trish’s tight holes. Her legs spasmed on top of the table and the plates finally crashed to the floor. He lifted her nylon covered legs over his shoulder, she paused her oral administration and turned to look down into his eyes.
"I really need you Trish. I cannot wait to give my wife a proper seeing to."
She gasped as he slipped a third finger inside her. Looking down she saw his lust filled face, framed by her sexy bottoms.
It felt incredible now, with him pistoning his fingers in and out. Suddenly he used his other oiled hand on her cock. She thought she would explode with pleasure as the combination of being stimulated in two places once hit her. She continued sucking him now vigorously as she knew she too was getting close. She wanted the both of them to cum at the same time.
She felt her orgasm build from deep inside her. It wasn't like Ben’s orgasm, that was like relief after scratching an itch. This felt like her whole body was involved. She could feel it build deep down in her gut and spread throughout her body. When it hit her, it was like a tuna out of the water. Her whole body vibrated and spasmed. She clenched her mouth around his cock and he started shooting his thick load in her throat.
"Oh god yes" Patel came inside her mouth as she was still clenching his fingers.She was too wrapped up in her own pleasure to notice. As he pulled his fingers out of her he saw she was trembling.
"That was intense, daddy." She sat up and then stood down from the table on unsteady legs. She pulled her knickers up, then realized his cum was slowly dripping down the inside of her thighs. She was a mess; the kitchen was a mess.
"What takeaway do you fancy babygirl? Thai, Pizza or maybe Chinese?"
"I hope this doesn't become a habit, daddy! We'll soon run out of plates."
-End of Part 1-
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CHAPTER 1

A few days later when Lindsey arrived, Trish was buzzing. She was proud of what she had done with Patel. Lindsey explained she was going to be there most of the day. She was going to pierce my ears and my belly button and give me some collagen injections in my lips. She told me it should be ok, as it would only last for the five years of my contract.
"Are you sure you want me to do this?"
"Yes please Lindsey. I want to look my best. He wants me so bad when he comes home. It's so nice to be wanted. Ben never knew that feeling."
"What men want, I think sometimes, is a replacement for their mother’s. Their mothers love them like no other. I’d be the same with my kids too if I had any. When men live with a woman they want that same unconditional love. Some modern women can't give it though. They don't know how. Many of us learn how to get our own way with men growing up. We practice with our fathers as our own guides."
"What do you mean, get around?"
"If you want something, you can get a man to give it to you, if you know how to play them."
"How do I do that with Mr.Patel?"
"Right! When he comes home from work today, don't have sex straight away."
"But he wants me so bad, he’s just irresistible.."
"Just be firm and tell him no. Ask him about his work. He will surely be surprised. Most women just complain about their day when their man comes home. Listen to what he has to say about his day, Offer him your true opinion. This way he'll see you more than just a sex object. I can tell you, if your relationship is about lust like how it was with him and Michele, it fades very quickly. By the end he and Michele hardly ever spoke."
"Really? I thought she was a stunner from whatever little he told me about her."
"She was, but you would get bored of the Girl with a pearl earring, if you saw it every single day. She didn't engage him mentally as much as she did physically. The thing with women is, we all want the top dogs. We want a man who can provide for our babies. It's a survival instinct. It used to be big strong men. In present times, money is power. Do you ever see rich men with ugly wives?” I simply shook my head. “No, because they look after themselves, because they know other women are after their man, and they're waiting for a chance to replace them."
"He did say he'd get me a credit card. He hasn't yet. I have been looking online and want to buy some sexy lingerie."
"You are really getting into this aren't you? I can't see you ever going back to being a guy. Actually that's another thing. Anyway, tonight you will talk about work with him. Finish your meal. Then tell him if he wants sex, you want to go to the bedroom."
"How will that help me with what I want?"
"Wear normal clothes, nothing too sexy. When you're in the bedroom give him a wet kiss to turn him on a little. Then undress. Ask him which lingerie he wants you to wear for him tonight in bed. While you're pulling on your thigh highs, ask about what he promised. He will agree to do anything if you make a good show out of it. Don't let him have you tonight until he agrees. If I'm guessing right, it will be about 3 seconds once he sees these new dick sucking lips that I'm going to give you."
"Lindsey! You don’t have to use that Language..." I laughed.
She let out a huge laugh. “You know you love it. The power you have over a man when you can do that. The look on his face. You’re in power, It's all under your control.”
"I never knew any of this before. You're right though! I don't know much about him or what he does. I will ask about his business."
"The phrase, the power behind the throne, often refers to women."
Lindsey, as always, made a perfect job of Trish's lips. They were slightly larger, but not a trout pout. Mr. Patel had picked a white gold rose belly button ring where the rose was made of real ruby. It must’ve been expensive. The red ruby looked tantalizing on my pale white skin.
I dressed myself in a blue floaty, ankle length, stepford dress. I made Red Thai curry with steamed jasmine rice for our dinner. As Patel came back home from work and walked into the kitchen he looked slightly let down by my appearance. He must’ve been expecting something exciting as I had guessed.
"I would like you to actually eat my food tonight Daddy, so I thought I'd wear something less scandalous tonight." I said with my best stern wifely face.
He smiled and mock rolled his eyes.
"I suppose you are correct babygirl. I can't just keep ravishing you as soon as I get through the door."
We sat at the dining table and started our supper.
"Tell me about work today Daddy." I asked enthusiastically.
"Oh, you won't be interested in it, Trish. Just Boring stuff."
Lindsey had told me that most men wanted to protect their women. Which included not opening to them about their problems. I reached over and touched his hand with my dainty fingers that had newly applied long fake turquoise blue shaded fingernails that matched my dress.
"Please daddy, I want to know! As you’re already aware, I'm not exactly the same as other women."
"Ok baby.” He sighed and took a deep breath “My Quant fund division has invented an intelligent algorithm program. I have been offered 100 million for the program. I'm sure I could make more in a year from deploying the program in the international markets. I'm not really sure what to do."
"What's so special about this new algorithm Daddy? Aren’t there already other successful programs deployed in the markets by other firms?"
Mr. Patel's eyebrows raised. I was actually interested in his work. This was all new to him.
"Well it's a very smart adaptive program. Other firms have separate different programs for markets in different trends or cycles. This program can adapt to any minute market trend or cycle without human intervention. That’s what makes it special"
"I understand with the technology already going towards AI, with this new consumer friendly tech being easily accessible to even the retail traders, the markets are going to become more volatile. Many Financial Institutes will be wanting to stay ahead of this curve and be prepared for the new crazy volatility. Is your program going to be able to handle this?"
Patel stared at her.
"You understand all of this?"
"Yes. I failed a few papers in finance before turning to Arts. I may be blonde, but this girl’s not just a bimbo. She has brains too" I said cheekily.
Patel's expression changed to genuine interest.
"Well this algo reads online chatter, open interest in the markets, political movements, nature conditions in the local markets amongst a ton of other parameters to determine the trend before executing orders"
"That's amazing Patel. I could see how that would be worth a fortune."
"One problem is that I only own 51% of the company. I think there is going to be a hostile buy out. I don't know who will be leading the takeover. If only I knew, I could nip it right in the bud."
"Why don't you have a party? I can put on my best dumb blonde bimbo act and have a sniff around for you."
Patel's eyes shone. He actually gulped.
"You'd do that for me?"
"Yes I would. I really like you Daddy. You're a nice guy, even though we have a contract that makes me be with you."
"I'm sort of regretting that, but I never would have had you if I didn't offer that in the first place baby."
As they finished their meal, Trish winked at him.
"Why don't we take this upstairs daddy?"
Patel led her up to the bedroom by her dainty moisturized hands.
"No, let's go into my room first. I want to change into something more suitable for the night." I gave a sultry smile.
Patel sat on the satin sheets covered bed. I drew out several items from the wardrobe.
"What do you think about this daddy? I think it’ll go well with the new piercing"
I held up a red silk teddy, and a pair of red knee length silk-stay up stockings.
Patel nodded. He was practically drooling. I slowly slipped out of my 80’s housewife clothes. I faced away from him as I put on the teddy. I knew he was getting a good look at my bubble butt in the red satin French knickers I was wearing underneath my stepford dress.
I sat next to him and slowly drew my stockings on one of my legs making a show out of it.
"Daddy, you know you said you'd get me that Amex card."
Patel was gently rubbing her leg that had the stocking on.
"Err, sorry Trish. Yes, what about it?"
"Well I still kinda think of this as Michele's room. I want to buy some clothes for myself. I need a whole new wardrobe, including some newer sexy undies that I can wear for you." I winked at him.
I looked down at his crotch as I said that. I saw he was tenting his work pants.
"Yes, yes sure. of course. Sorry babygirl, you'll have it by tomorrow night. I'll call the bank first thing in the morning."
"Thanks daddy, I'm sure you're going to love my new clothes." I said in a subtle smile with an understated seductiveness. 
I kissed him and pushed him onto his back. Then my hands worked their way down to his belt. Soon he was naked from the waist down. His cock standing straight up from his body ragingly. I crawled down between his legs and licked his balls.
"Oh Trish, that feels so good." He moaned.
I moved up and worked my way down as far as I could down his cock. I sucked as much as I could on my way back up. My wet mouth with my new come fuck me lips made a popping sound as his big cock left my mouth.
He grabbed my shoulders and pushed my face down on the bed.
"I'm sorry Trish I'm just so turned on by you."
He lowered the back of her knickers and tried to push in.
"But I want to wait till our wedding night daddy! I’m still working up sizes with those buttplugs and dildos."
He stopped. He seemed a little shocked.
"I'm sorry Trish. I don't want to hurt you. Let’s wait till the wedding"
She got herself ready, then kissed him.
"It's ok Daddy, I understand."
He had calmed down by now. I got on all fours. He was gentle now. I slipped myself slowly down on him. Kissing my way down from his neck then to his nipples and finally down to his cock. He let out a contented sigh.
"Are you alright baby?" He asked
I got his throbbing cock out of my mouth for a minute "Yes, but I can’t wait to feel good with you inside me daddy. Thanks for asking."
He gently started to fuck my mouth… He was being considerate and gentle. He lent forward forcing my face into the satin clad pillow. His right hand went around my hips and found my cock encased in its silky prison.
"Oh, that's nice Daddy. Please keep doing that."
He timed his thrusts in my mouth with his strokes on my cock. It didn't take too long for me. The feel of his cock pushing back down my throat surpassing the gag combined with the silky stroke of Patel's hand, made me scream with pleasure around his cock. I felt myself release into the satin.
I collapsed onto the bed. Patel fully covered me now. He increased his speed until the drool from my mouth was watering itself out all around. I felt a second orgasm building, even though he was now only playing with my nipples through the silk teddy. My body shook as it hit. It wasn't like anything I have felt before. It radiated out from my chest to everywhere. I felt myself passing out.
When I came back, a few seconds later. Patel was standing beside me.
"Trish, are you ok baby?!"
"Oh yes Daddy. I’ve never been this ok in my life." I smiled.
He slid onto the bed and his strong arms drew my face onto his strong chest. I kissed his shoulder.
"You know what? I think I'm starting to fall in love with you, Trish." He smiled as we both started to sleep.




CHAPTER 2

4 WEEKS LATER
You girls know how hard it is to plan the perfect wedding. I had my own ideas and Patel had his. The details were worked out over time. The big day was finally here and gone.
I was a nervous wreck. Who wouldn't be? I had just recovered and completely healed from my surgeries, and now I sported a pair of nice round 38 C cups, I also had waist reduction and a minor butt lift. Patel had hired the best plastic surgeon on the west coast. The handsome surgeon had promised all of these are well reversible and were done with effectively zero scaring. I never saw the bill, but with the way I had the Princess treatment in the hospital, I was sure it cost more than I ever imagined having a month back. ‘This is really how the top 1% live then’ I thought to myself. I’ve been resting for the last 4 weeks while Patel and Lindsey were prepping for my wedding.
MY WEDDING!
Lindsey and I negotiated many times over some of the details once in a while whenever I had the energy. She had her ideas and I had mine.
Mine were of no concern to her. Patel clearly had everything planned out apparently.
I had completely healed a week before the big day, I now looked absolutely fantastic, my new breasts were now a little more than a handful, my midsection looked like a hourglass, the cute little bubble butt and my toned legs, thanks to my time in the service industry and the rigorous training I was put in by Lindsey until the surgery. I looked like a walking seductive dream. Just looking at myself in the mirror made my own little hairless clit throb. I would’ve been way out of league even for Ben, my old self. But I was a nervous wreck as the date kept nearing. Luckily Daddy promised me that it was going to be a very private ceremony at our house. This calmed me down a little. There weren’t going to be any guests apart from Lindsey who’d be helping me get prepared and an Indian priest to conduct the ceremony. Daddy wanted us to get married the Indian way.
Lindsey and I went shopping for an appropriate Indian attire for a bride. By appropriate she meant one that would still be considered raunchy for an usual wedding ceremony but not for this one. We ended up at a designer store that specializes in Indian traditional wear.
I thought the over $10,000 she spent was excessive but Lindsey shushed me. "But Sweetie, you'll look splendid in this Designer Red Saree with beads."
"Red,? I questioned.
"You want white? Oh baby girl, my dear sweet little sissy. The brides in Indian weddings wear red to denote their feminine power and prowess and their virginity. This’ll be really apt for you my sweet feminine virgin bride."
The designer store staff gathered around me in the dressing room. They knew who Lindsey is and like in her usual sense, she made the staff be on their best for us, they scurried around like ants on chocolate to make her and me happy.
Helping me out of my clothes, no one said a word when my satin panty covered tiny clitty became evident. This is, after all, the west coast. They've seen it all.
I got myself dressed into the beautiful saree and two of the sales professionals, one on each side, helped me in donning it like a professional Indian woman.
My new breasts, though not huge, looked really delicious in the almost bikini like red sequin blouse that I’d be wearing beneath the saree. The blouse beautifully showed off my new pair of tits while also being completely sleeveless making my hairless smooth arms look so feminine against the red glittery fabric and I was assured by the stylists and staff that they would make the necessary adjustments to have the blouse perfectly form fitting on my new body.
"Oh my Trisha. That's the one! Mr. Patel will be so proud of his bride," Lindsey grinned happily.
And like the bride I'd soon be, I blushed.
Lindsey selected a veil and shoes. With the ensemble completed we went to lunch. I had to admire this British woman. Old school, she wore white gloves that went halfway to her elbows. Her wide brimmed hat was ideal for the April sun and with Easter just next weekend.
Her outfit was impeccable, expensive, and in good taste. There were no panty lines in her beige slacks and the drape of her blouse was excellent. She oozes class. Theirs and soon to be my world was one I was unfamiliar with. The top 1% truly lived different lives.
Daddy liked me dressing sexy and today was no different. He supervised me dressing to spend the afternoon with Lindsey outside. I was still a little shy about going out fully en femme even though no one would even have the slightest guess of what I had between my legs. "Baby girl, you dress for me, not for everyone. I want the world to see my sexy girl."
My nipples, still very sensitive after the surgery, grew hard rubbing against the pink silk blouse I wore over the tight white pants which were Daddy's favorites. I tucked my clitty as best I could, but still there was a slight bump between my legs, but the bump my clitty made was only noticeable if you were really looking for it. But to me, knowing it was there, it screamed look at me. Daddy said I was being self-conscious and to forget it which, of course I did.
Lindsey had the duck breast in white sauce with truffles and broccoli. Watching my weight, I had the Caesar salad with the dressing on the side and Lindsey and I shared a half carafe of some expensive White Wine she’d ordered. "You know this came from Patel’s own vineyard Trish?"
"Really Lindsey? I didn't know he had a vineyard."
"My sweetie, you have no idea what assets he has."
Even after all this time together with Patel there was still so much I didn't know about my fiancé and his background. I guess what he was used to seemed natural to him. But I was constantly blown away by the opulence of it all. The wealthy do not live like the rest of the people.
I whispered to Lindsey about a piece of jewelry that I’d like to buy for myself that I thought would be a great wedding present for my soon to be husband. Her eyes grew wide as soon as I finished my sentence and her lips curled into a mischievous smile.
“You kinky naughty girl” she said as she smiled. Once the lunch was finished, we headed out to a very exclusive custom jewelry designer. Lindsey also picked out another piece of tantalizing jewelry that she said would go well with what I had picked earlier. Looking at all these beautiful pieces made me extra horny, thinking about how I’d look wearing all this for my husband on our wedding night where he’d be taking my virginity.
The wedding day arrived and Lindsey started prepping me. I had been taken to multiple tanning sessions by her leading up to the day. My golden blonde hair looked seductive on my tanned bronze skin when I got naked for the bath. I was given a long luxurious rose bath first and then an exhaustive skin care routine that finally consisted of applying a gold shimmering moisturizer all over my smooth soft tanned body. I was shining and looked like a Queen. Lindsey went on to work on my makeup. She gave the whole virgin Indian bride looks. Red painted lips, long lashes, eye shadows that matched my bridal attire. Then I started getting dressed as the bride. First came the fresh Red 70D silk stay-up satin stockings that felt electric on me, then came the french red pleated satin knickers. My clitty had started leaking already. Then came a matching red satin petticoat slip to tie the saree around my new hourglass waist. I was next fitted into the red sequin bikini style sleeveless blouse, and finally came in the transparent expensive red saree. It took about a couple of hours to get fully dressed.
Finally Lindsey finished it with an expensive looking jewelry set piece which was a large diamond multi layer designer choker from Cartier, matching earrings and multiple sets of rings on all of my fingers, a gold waist chain, thin gold anklets on both of my stocking clad feet and finally a piece of jewelry that is worn on the hair and forehead that had a drop shaped diamond pendant with intricate designs suspended from the chain, it gave me a glorious feel. “These’re your wedding presents from Patel! You get to keep them even after the contracts up. Michele took them with her when she left. These should all be worth around 250 to 300K easily. They’re yours now.”  She smiled. I was dumbfounded by the fact that now I’m wearing more than what my total net worth had been all my life on this planet. 
Finally she put on the matching red veil and 4 inch red stilettos. I looked like I was bathed in sexy red, I felt so feminine inside out. It all felt like a dream. We walked down the stairs and entered the secluded backyard garden where a small setup was made for the wedding. Patel was dressed in a traditional Indian bridegroom’s suite. An Indian priest sat before a small fire and started telling traditional prayers. When it was time,  Daddy lifted my veil and Lindsey handed a necklace over to him that I soon learnt to be called as the mangalsutra, it was the Indian equivalent of the wedding ring. He tied that necklace around my neck and held me close. We kissed like the newlyweds we were. "You're beautiful my wife," he whispered using the term wife for the first time. I was his wife now and it genuinely made me happy and excited.
Lindsey hugged and kissed me, she had happy tears in her eyes and so did I. Before she left she whispered “I have the special jewelry and your wedding night attire picked by Patel laid out in the master bathroom. Make sure you don’t let him see the surprise first.” She chuckled and kissed me on the cheeks once more before she left the house for the night.  Now, like Cinderella, I'm married to my prince charming, the man of my dreams, had I ever dreamed of the ideal man. My personal wealth, thanks to Daddy it was now in 8 figures. Daddy was filthy rich and he treated me like a queen.
I paced nervously and impatiently. Daddy wasn't late, that wasn't the cause for my restlessness. You see, I bought my Daddy a gift that I hoped would show him how much I love him and relied on his guidance. I was anxious to give it to him.
I was wearing a flowing, floor length silk robe. Underneath my robe I wore Daddy's favorite style panties. Leopard print, they were high waisted, full back panties which I find so sexy and Daddy loves.
"I didn't know you liked leopards Daddy," I said when he first presented me with a leopard print leotard in our initial days.
"Leopards are cats, baby girl. Cats are also called pussies. Those panties are to remind you that you're a pussy," he grinned. It became a standing joke between us. Whenever I wear them, I always ask, "Daddy? Would you like some pussy from your pussy?"
But tonight wasn't about that. Tonight, I would give Daddy my virginity and 100% control over me for as long as he liked.
"Baby, I'm back," he called out entering our master bedroom .
"How do I look, Daddy?" I asked as I sashayed out from the master bath.
"I missed my sexy wife," he growled, grabbing me and pulling me close.
He held my new bubble ass as we kissed and embraced. Every evening was the same. Since Daddy had me sign the contract and become a stay-at-home, soon-to-be wife, all I had to do was shop, exercise, and wait.
It is not an unpleasant way to live, ladies.
Because of the monthly payments and the no limit credit cards, I was rich beyond my wildest dream. I didn't have to depend on Daddy for anything. Still, I did depend on him for so many things that money can't buy.
The manly way he treats me is for other girls to envy. He is generous to a fault, caring and compassionate. But when the need arises, My daddy can easily push aside his love for me and quickly and forcefully attend to my deficiencies.
He works hard to make the perfect me.
Tonight is my way of repaying him.
I took his jacket and hung it in his closet. "Take a seat dear and let me fix you a cocktail," I said going to the bar.
"You look wonderful darling," he complimented me.
I handed him his scotch and knelt at his feet. I removed his shoes and socks and, in what has become a new ritual, I kissed both his feet like the submissive trad wife I’m going to be from now. "Daddy," I smiled looking up from between his knees. "I have a present for you. I hope you like it."
"You didn't have to get me anything baby. It's my job to spoil my girl."
"I know that Daddy and I love you for it. You spoil me so much, I feel guilty. I wanted to get you something special. Something that shows you how I feel about you and about us."
I reached into my pocket and came out with something enclosed in my fist. I stuck my arm out and opened my hand to show him a gold key. "What is this for?" He asked, confused.
Standing up I opened my robe to show him I was wearing the panties and the stockings he had picked for me along with the special jewelry Lindsey had picked for me when we were shopping out, it was a gold and diamond body jewelry that starts from my neck as a thick diamond choker with two thin gold chains running down my juicy cleavage encircling my new tits from the below and ending on top of each nipples as gold nipple clamps with diamond pendants hanging below the sensitive clamped buds. I gave him a minute to drink in my sexy body before continuing on with my surprise. 
"Daddy, this pussy wants you to know I am completely yours. This is my gift to you."
I pulled my panties down to my thighs so he could see the gold chastity cage I had locked my clitty in. "I picked a size small so that I will feel it always and will always be reminded that I belong to you. Only you have the ability to unlock me which I freely give to you from my heart."
"Baby girl, I am so pleased with you right now. You've given me the best gift I could’ve ever imagined. I will treasure it as I do you."
He stood and took me by my hand and led me to our bed. He let me undress him as usual and he made tender love to me. He bent down to nibble on my titties and it hurt. "Daddy they're sensitive for some reason."
"That's the surgery and the nipple clamps baby. Your titties are going to be buds of pleasure for you from now."
Then he started kissing me once again passionately. Daddy positioned me on my back, my head near the foot of the bed. Our mouths still together, our tongues probing, he pushed my panties aside and placed the head of his cock at my opening.
"Push out as I push in baby."
It hurt bad at first. It fucking hurts that first time with a real cock even after practising on the toys for almost a month. But soon the pain turned into an indescribable pleasure
Daddy kept his lips planted firmly on mine, more to silence me than in passion.
Later he'd tell me he was being gentle with me. Doesn't matter. It hurt like hell.
When Daddy was fully in me, he pulled back slowly. Then back in and back out, repeated over and over, the tempo building, my pain easing, my dick spurting all over us. My legs of their own accord circled his thighs, then his waist. I humped and fucked back. My head turned from side to side and I drooled. My tongue flopped out of my mouth and Daddy put his hand over my mouth to quiet my scream of ecstasy.
"My slutty wife loves a hard cock in her," he said with a wolfish grin.
"Oh God yes Daddy. Fuck me. Fuck your wife, Fuck your bitch Daddy."
And he did, plowing my ass with purpose until he stiffened and announced his orgasm. "Gonna fill that fat ass baby. Gonna fuck my cum up that sexy fat ass."
Which he did. I could feel his cock grow and pulse his dominance over me in my love canal.
The cage did nothing to prevent me from cuming though. Daddy explained that his cock against my prostate was making me discharge and reassured me that I hadn't failed him. "You couldn't help it, baby girl. I milked you. My cock against your prostate milked you like a fucking dairy cow. You just had your first sissygasm. Hey, that gives me an idea! Whenever you hear me call out, "Where's the milk?" it's time for your milking baby girl."
Daddy has a wicked sense of humor.
My legs lowered as he himself fell onto my chest breathing hard. I could feel the pressure subside as his cock softened inside me.
He finally propped himself up, his hands flat on the bed, arms straight. We looked into each other's eyes. I had both my arms around his neck and no words were needed for us to understand the new dynamic that had occurred between us. We shared kisses and my tears of joy as he took my virginity for the first time. I finally felt like I was his completely now.
I was now truly his woman.
"I love you Daddy," I gushed.
"I love you too darling! Now be a good girl and get me a washcloth baby."
I felt his sperm run out of me and down my thighs as I hurried off to get him a washcloth. I sat on the toilet and pushed out as much as I could, using toilet paper to wipe myself first then I went to hand the wash cloth to him but was admonished, "You got me dirty, you clean it baby."
He had me go naked for the remainder of the night so he could see my gift. Well, not completely naked. He had me put on some thigh highs and a garter belt to accentuate my hourglass waist, the bubble butt, and caged clitty.
We had dinner in bed. 
The salmon and salad were very good as usual and we shared a chocolate dessert. My head was on his stomach as he broke the news to me. "We're leaving for our honeymoon in three hours babygirl."
I'd been kissing the head of his cock and holding his balls when he told me the news.
Now I stopped and turned my face to look at him.
“What do you want me to pack for the trip daddy?” 
I always deferred to Daddy when it came to important decisions. When we go out or have company, my attire is always his choice. Always.
“I already had Lindsey take care of it darling. Your suitcase is packed with some exciting things she has picked” he said as his fingers stroked my blonde hair. I still had his cock in my mouth, I was nursing on it as he spoke. I took it out for a moment and asked him 
“What do you want me to wear for the ride though daddy?”
He thought about that for a moment. "You know that long, tight and thin white dress with the slits up the sides?"
"Yes." I said excitedly. I loved that dress.
"That and white high heels and your pearls. Oh yeah. Almost forgot. Wear a garter belt and hose too. I want people to see my sexy girl."
My dick hurt, trying to grow in its confinement. "Yes Daddy," I breathed. "But won't people see the garter belt and stocking tops?"
"Yes they will. I want them to know what a sexy girl I'm married to. Oh, and wear your hair down too, baby."
"What are you going to wear Daddy?"
"Not sure yet sweet thing. Don't worry your silly head about it. Just concentrate on what I want you to wear."
I love it when Daddy exercises his control over me. He has told me many times that I'm incapable of making the right choices and he's right. He says I'm lucky to have him do my thinking for me.
Please don't denigrate him or I for what I just said. While I can paint something beautiful completely from my creative brain, there is little else I'm capable of sorting out on my own. And although Daddy can't make art, there are so many things he is capable of that it is understandable that he sometimes considers me his airheaded bimbo. It turned me on to have a man who makes these decisions for me. I loved being the stepford wife for him. Daddy may not always be right but he's never wrong. I've learned not to care nor complain but be thankful for his guidance and direction.
When I slipped the white dress over my head and saw that my garter belt was indeed evident through the tight-fitting thin material of the dress as were the tops of my stockings through the high slits up the sides when I walked, I said nothing. It was the look he wanted me to have.
Looking at myself in the mirror I was satisfied with my efforts. I'd learned to apply my make-up almost as well as Lindsey does it and was pleased with my appearance.
My blonde shoulder length hair was brushed perfectly.
I turned sideways and smiled at my reflection. The exercises Daddy and Lindsey insisted I do three times a day were having the desired results. My waist was narrow, my hips wide, My bubble butt wasn't flabby anymore. It's now firm, round and plump.
The collagen shots Lindsey had given me on my lips worked too. They were fuller and as Daddy says, they're an inviting place for cocks.
Sometimes men can be so gross.
My titties were round, firm and perfect. The bumps under my dress showed my new breasts and that pleased Daddy.
Daddy placed my wrap over my shoulders and we left our house for the airstrip.
We flew out on a private jet and Daddy had to wake me several hours later. A cab to the harbor, a long boat ride and we were on a small island in Greece in a well-appointed private villa over the water.
Rose Champagne was cooling on ice and the bed was covered in rose petals when the villa staff let us into our honeymoon destination. Instead of the usual with me undressing myself and then helping Daddy, He handed me a box that was on the bed and said that I could change in the bathroom if I wished.
As always, Daddy showered me with expensive and tasteful lingerie. The hot pink fine-lace top was almost transparent. The boy shorts panty was fringed with the same lace at the waist and on the leg openings. The matching robe was floor length and the labels said I.D. Sarrieri.
I douched my pussy after lubing it liberally and donned the new lingerie.
I looked at myself in the mirror. I was unrecognizable from a month ago. I could win a beauty contest, the shape of my body was as feminine as any woman's. My blonde hair, perfectly coiffed, shone like it had been waxed. I wasn't only beautiful, it made me look so cute, even if I said so myself.
I held out my left hand and saw the rings on my frenched manicured fingers. The large diamond engagement ring I'd accepted only a month ago reminded me of the night I signed Daddy’s contract. I remembered how surprised I was when he got down on his knee. I remembered how happy Lindsey was seeing me for the first time.
My wedding necklace, the mangalsutra was gold encrusted with diamonds, almost too gaudy but still remained classy. The spray of freckles on my tanned face were now shiny with tears of happiness. I used a tissue to dry my cheeks and went to my Daddy, my husband.
"I love you Daddy," I said, removing the robe and joining him on the large bed.
He looked so handsome lying there. Bare chested, he wore black silk pajama bottoms.
I couldn't believe how fortunate I was when he sat beside me at that stone bench outside that diner a month ago, lovingly listening to my tear choked voice and then offering me the contract at his house which was now my house for the next five years and who knows maybe forever, I wouldn’t mind living as his woman, his wife, serving him and making him happy for the rest of life. My transformation from a broke college grad boy to a woman, his woman was quick. My heart pulsed with love for my Daddy. I was more grateful for him than he'll ever know for making me his wife. His and Lindsey’s firm and patient training all served to make me the woman he wanted to marry.
What girl could forget the first time she wore the panties for her man? The panties he bought for her. Daddy had seen in me what I am today. Making me as his was easy. Making him happy was my goal in life from now on.
I climbed into the bed beside my husband and snuggled up under his arm where I could tease his nipple with my tongue.
"I love you too Trish…" he answered, holding me close to his side. "I have a special present for you baby."
With no further words I watched Daddy rip the chain from around his neck. The chain that held the key to my chastity device.
I thought he was going to give it to me to unlock myself. Instead he moved down the bed, pulled my panty off, and parted my legs gently.
Looking me in my eyes, I could sense a change in him as he unlocked my tiny little smooth clitty.
He smiled at me as he tossed the device aside.
"Oh Daddy," I crooned as he took my dick into his mouth. "Please Daddy, why?"
He looked up at me and I saw tears in his eyes. "Because I love you Trisha. I'm so much in love with you that I'm about to burst. I don’t want you to lock yourself down there. There will be no more me taking and you giving. We are equals Trish, man and wife and I want to make love to my bride."
For only the third time Daddy touched me down there. The love he gave me was gentle, slow, sensual. And he swallowed my offering as I climaxed.
He let me recover from the unexpected gift. "Thank you Daddy. That was beautiful. I will cherish the memory of your love making forever."
"Patel."
"Huh?"
"I want you to call me Patel now," he said as he loomed over me. Smiling sweetly he said it was time to start consummating our honeymoon. Rising to his knees between my open legs, Patel untied the drawstring on his black silk pajama bottoms. Working them down and off he brought his beautiful cock to me.
I ravished his cock with my lipstick smearing on it. When Patel was satisfied that he was moistened enough to enter me painlessly, he positioned himself back at my feet, his cock at the entrance of my pussy.
We did indeed consummate our marriage and honeymoon that night and every night after that. Daddy, er… I mean Patel treated me differently now that I was his wife. He was gentle, patient, caring, and giving. By giving I mean he gave me his heart and soul.
And I reciprocate in kind.
For the next 14 days we frolicked in the sea. The one-piece neon pink thong bathing suit he surprised me with fit like a glove. The front covered my privates, the back a thong. My tits were partially hidden by the narrow top, at least my nipples were and it tied on the back of my neck.
Patel wore a speedo and yes, more than once I peeled it down low enough to suck his cock on the private beach.
Every night as we lay in bed, Patel continued to take my small organ in his mouth loving me, swallowing me. And every night I tended to his manhood as a dutiful wife should. I showered his cock with kisses. I rubbed him all over my face. My cheeks bulged with his balls in my mouth. I just simply could not get enough of my husband.
Dinners were wonderful. The staff couldn't do enough for us and I felt special.
The 15 days were the happiest days of my life and I was sad when Patel said we had to return back to civilization. "I still have a business to run, baby! But we do have the rest of our life’s to continue doing what we’ve done for the past 15 days. I’m so in love with you Trish!"
I hugged his neck and kissed him through my falling happy tears.
THE END.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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PROLOGUE

This story takes place in the same universe as Patel & Trishs’ This’s a time in place where powerful rich men were increasingly taking in Sissy Wives, as the rise in feminist values within the society have made women start moving away from their traditionally patriarchal roles. These powerful men were now looking for their replacements, someone who would just be happy staying at home as a housewife and servicing their husband's needs whenever he orders to without any slight hesitation, and that’s when the whole concept of a Sissy Wife started becoming popular within the upper echelons of the society. A few openly live as a Husband and Sissy Wife couple, but 9 out of 10 such couples kept it as a well kept secret, the husbands simply had too much to lose by coming out with the truth while the wives preferred living as women instead of a man in women’s clothes. This’s one such story.




CHAPTER 1

She lay on her side, in their King size bed. She gazed at the clock, 5.30 A.M. She would have 30 minutes to relax before she got up and made James's breakfast. She just started to doze off when she felt his arm reach round her. His hand rested on her right breast and his fingers gently rubbed her nipple through the short filmy pink baby-doll. He slid across the bed to spoon her. She felt his hardness pushing against the back of her thin knickers.
"I know what comes next," she thought. His other hand rubbed her ruffled panties a few times, then pulled them down a little to expose her bottom.His hand gripped her right buttock and squeezed. She could hear his breathing become deeper and harder. It wasn't the only thing getting harder. His index finger slipped inside his well fucked pussy easily. She was still wet from last night, he had been very enthusiastic, she was surprised he was still horny after only 5 hours. It had been the first year anniversary of her moving in, he had brought home the baby-doll, some flowers and chocolates.
She had dressed in a 80's style white lilly print dress. She wore a tight, white panty-girdle, a satin bullet bra and a frilly net petticoat. The petticoat held the dress away from her legs and tickled as she moved around the kitchen. When he arrived home he had seen her in the kitchen bending over to check the oven. He whistled when he saw the sea of frothy lace beneath her skirt. He couldn't resist her anymore. As she went to the sink he ran his hands all over her body exploring her bottom and finishing on her breasts.
"Come on, save it for later, or the dinner will be ruined," she had said.
She had cooked his favorite dinner of grilled chicken for him. After dinner they sat and watched T.V. His arms were around her shoulders pulling her to his eager mouth. He had placed her freshly manicured hand on the bulge in his trousers. After a few minutes of rubbing she opened his fly. Within seconds her hand enclosed his hard member. She saw her hand with its long pink polished nails sliding up and down his meaty cock. He slowly pushed her off the sofa and onto the floor. She arranged her skirt and got between his legs. Using the tip of her tongue she traced the length of his cock. When she got to the top she engulfed him. She knew how to use her tongue to bring him to a quick climax.
He looked down and saw her cherry red lips around his cock, the white heels, seamed stocking disappearing into the white lace. "A Perfect wife," he thought.
He could hold on no longer. She felt him swelling, then he exploded. 
James let out a sigh, "Thanks sweetheart, that was beautiful, like you."
He helped her to her feet, she nearly stumbled as her white stiletto heels caught on the carpet. James liked to see her always in at least 3 inch heels even when inside their house. 
He caught her in his strong arms and said; "You have got me so turned on baby, I want to finish this upstairs."
He carried her to their bedroom. She was 5ft 7, he was 6ft 4. His large imposing frame was one of the things that had first attracted her when she saw him on the exclusive dating site. He made her feel small and feminine.
"I'm not finished with you yet darling, that was just a warm up."
"What about the dishes honey?" she asked in her well practiced wifely tone.
"It will still be there in the morning honeybun, you are such a house proud wife" They both showered together, where she served in cleaning him up like how kings were bathed by their harem women in those old times and then they got ready for bed. She changed into the baby-doll he brought. He was ready and standing to attention when she came out of the bathroom. She took her time and teased him until he could stand it no more and roughly pushed her onto her back.
He took total control and pulled her legs up and apart. Her backside came into contact with his hard member. He positioned her legs over his shoulders and worked the back of the lacy knickers up her legs a little and slowly pushed into her. She let out a soft moan as his massive member smoothly slid into her.
She had made sure she was properly and liberally "lubricated" before she came to bed. At first he was gentle, but slowly built it up to a frenzy. After a good ten minutes She felt his cock expand and pump its warm seed deep inside her. They lay together panting, then drifted off to sleep.
That was last night, now he just wanted a quickie.
He pushed her onto her front and straddled her. He lined himself up and slid in smoothly. She let out a small yelp. It still hurt when he went all the way in that quickly. She felt her small cock rub against the front of her knickers.
She knew this would not be enough to make her come. James did not like it when she touched herself there. He only liked "sissies", but he did not like playing with their "extra bits." Occasionally he would run his hand over her crotch just to make sure it was still there, but never did nothing more than that.
She thought James's major turn on was having a man act and live like a woman under a strongly bounded contract, the power he and his money have is what really drove him. He always made sure her panties covered her "front." He built up a rhythm, they were both bouncing faster as he piled into her. She enjoyed his attention, but missed being able to cum and climax during sex. This is what a good wife does, she thought, her only duty and job was to please her husband. He certainly sounded pleased as he released another load inside her.
She wondered how many real women went through this. How many used the washing machine or a vibrator to bring themselves to orgasms when the hubby was at work. She may get time when alone later to take care of her needs.
"You stay there and relax baby, I'll grab breakfast on my way to work," he said heading for the shower. Later he kissed her goodbye and headed out.
She lay there and dozed off for an hour. When she woke she stripped the baby-doll off. Those knickers are going to need a deep soak, she thought as she ran her bubbly bath. She looked at her body in the mirror. Her shoulder length blonde hair, a very expensive wig, glued to her head. The glue lasted at least 3 months. James, as always, had paid for it, he had a thing for blondes. She saw the swell of her small breasts, only a B cup really. She had been taking the gray market female hormones for over a year now. Her hips had put on extra fat, and her skin had softened. Even her face seemed more feminine now. She rarely gets any strange looks while shopping now.
Her small 3-inch penis and shriveled sack looked wrong between her legs. She asked James about "going all the way." James had said, "If you want that you can leave." He did offer to pay for breast implants though, which she had been considering for quite sometime now. What James wanted he got. When he had offered her the dream of being a housewife for him, she never realized how life changing it would be. She had been a crossdresser all her life. Her wife had left her because of it a couple of years back. Her fantasy was to be what she saw as the pinnacle of femininity, a submissive housewife. Looking and dressing pretty at all times for her "man."
She met with James, and after 2 dates and a long weekend, he had asked her to move in. She was broke and living in a trashy apartment from paycheck to paycheck. Her divorce had cleaned her out. So James's offer was the perfect solution. Live full time as a woman, no bills, and no worrying about worldly stuff and James would help her become what she dreamed of being. The offer became real when James helped her move. He made her throw all her male clothes and belongings away. All she had was her female clothes and what she was dressed in. Back at James's flat he made her change and threw her last male clothes away too.
They both sat down and spent the rest of the day ordering corsets, lingerie, dresses, skirts, tops, makeup and shoes. Well it was all James's choices really. No leggings or trousers. No pantyhose too, strictly stockings only.
Shoes and boots with at least 3 inch heels. She realized what she was in for when he started looking at 1980's stepford wife clothing. He ordered girdles and bullet bras, and petticoats. He even ordered a slutty French maids outfit, a sexy nurse's uniform and a Playbunny Suit. He had been looking at school girl and show girl outfits recently. She knew these would soon be introduced to their bedroom ‘games’ sooner than she thinks. 
As she let the warm water of the bath wake her up, she thought about what she would be doing today. Cleaning, dusting, washing, ironing, cooking and shopping. She slowly dressed herself first in a black embroidered basque and matching silk French knickers. Black seamed stockings and ankle boots. Then a dark royal blue knee length dress. After her makeup, she finished her look off with a black silk scarf. James loved to tie her hands behind her using her scarfs while she kneels and services him with her mouth, he loved the view. 
She went to the kitchen and started the washing up of the previous night's dishes. Then it struck her, the reality of the offer. She was trapped, she had no money, nowhere else to live, not even any men's clothes. She was trapped in a life full of makeup, high heels, perfume, women's magazines, washing, cleaning and getting used by her husband for sex whenever or however he chose. She used to worry about wages, bills, promotion, cars and hair loss. Now her worries were what to cook for dinner, what to wear, ladders in stockings or chipping a nail. As she walked about the house getting ready to walk to the shop, she wondered if the offer was worth it. Giving up all she had as a guy for a life like this.
Walking to the shop she felt her silk knickers caress her cock and backside as she moved. She felt her suspenders tug against her stockings, smelt her perfume and heard the click of her heels. She felt so sensual and at the same time femme-ly empowered. Men don't get to feel this, she thought to herself as she enjoyed all these sensations. 
As she passed a construction site, she was wolf whistled. Then she thought,
"Was the contract worth it?! You bet your bloody life it was!"
She smiled… She absolutely loved her new life.
As she approached the supermarket she felt a tightness in her chest. Fear still gripped her every time she entered a place full of people. She was still confident of being out when she walked past and only got looked at briefly, but inside when people had more time to look she was in fear of being "read and found out."
She hitched her matching blue LV handbag back over her shoulder and took a trolley and went through the sliding door.
It was 11am. The shop was not too busy, mostly housewives shopping and a few older men. In the enclosed space she could smell her perfume "Miss Dior", she hoped she hadn't overdone it. She was not dressed like a tart or a drag queen, she was in her just a nice and normal homely wife look. Not sloppy as many women dress now when out shopping. She hoped she did not stand out.
As she went through the isles she picked up the veggies and ingredients she would need for a Cassoulet tonight. She noticed one of the older male patrons in the same aisle was looking at her silk stockings clad legs, you could not see much of them, as her boots were knee length as was her skirt but she was still showing some of it very sensuously. She was wearing a black slip, the lace edge showed sometimes as she walked. She loved this look, when she was younger she would lust after the women in family TV shows, when they used to dress this way.
She decided to give the old poor man a show, she bent over at the waist to pick a tin of tomato purée from a low shelf, her skirt rode up at the back, giving him a nice view of her seamed stockings framed in the black silk and lace of her slip. She looked back over her shoulder and the man, eyes wide, quickly turned away, his face glowing in red. Oh this felt so naughty, this was another thing that she could never do as a guy.
She arrived at the clothing aisle. She always got a thrill looking at the underwear section. She used to glance at it when she was a man. Now she could just stand there and feel the fabric and hold them up and inspect them closely. There was a younger woman looking at the bras. She saw they had a new range of lace knickers in. They were in red, purple and pink. She knew she would have to get the pink ones. James loved her in those ultra girly pink panties. She felt the lace material, it was fairly soft. She had some lace underwear that was cheap and scratchy. These were much nicer.
The young lady said, "Excuse me," and smiled as she pushed past. No trace of surprise or hostility. She had passed a "close encounter." This filled her with the much needed confidence and made her feel more relaxed. She needed to use the toilet, so she left her trolley outside and pushed the door open. Using women's restrooms was another source of fear, even after a year of doing it. Of the 4 stalls, 1 was occupied. She went to the one at the far end. She hung her handbag over the hook, raised her skirt and lowered her knickers down to her knees. As she sat she could hear the woman in the other stall start to "tinkle." As her plumbing was different she used to fear that she would get noticed as she did not quite make the same sound as a "real" woman did while peeing. She made sure she wiped, and carefully made sure no lumps showed in her knickers before she dropped her skirt. After flushing she washed her hands as the woman from the other stall was still there brushing her hair.
"Bloody windy out there today," the woman said.
"Yes, I know! Such a wrong day to wear a skirt," she said.
"Looks nice though, I love your look," the woman said.
"Thanks a lot, must rush though," she said, and exited the toilet feeling delightful. As she waited in line at the checkout she looked around at the other women. Dressed in a mixture of ways. The younger ones in leggings and yoga pants, the older in dresses or slacks. She was just like them, just another woman shopping.
Doing this made her aware again of her clothing. As she shifted from one foot to another, she felt the smooth silk of her stockings on her feet. Much nicer than those boring socks she used to wear before. She was aware of the lace edge of her silk knickers slightly tickling her thighs. Did all the other women feel this way 24/7?
Arriving home 20 minutes later she put the shopping away and started preparing the meal for her husband. James came home while she was chopping up the vegetables. He put his right arm on her right breast, while his left caressed her tight bubble butt, courtesy of the Pilates and yoga she did in her home workout routine.
"Come on Krystie, upstairs now! I've been thinking about fucking my lovely wife all day."
"Not bloody now, I'm halfway through making dinner!" she said as she pulled away.
She hated when he got like this, normally she felt quite submissive, but she felt moody today.
"What did you say to me young lady?" he shouted at her.
She froze, he had rarely ever shouted at her. He yanked her out of the kitchen and into the living room and pushed her onto the sofa.
She started to tear up. "S-s-sorry."
"No, you don't ever talk to me like that. I don't know if it's the hormones or something else, but you need to learn who is in charge here and who is the man of this house."
He sat next to her and dragged her over his lap.
"Don't you dare move!"
She felt him raise her skirt, his hand rubbing her buttocks through the silk knickers. She felt his hard cock push into her stomach.
"Who pays for this lovely underwear?"
Slap
"You do."
Slap
These were not play slaps, this was a real spanking, she started to sob.
"Who makes all the decisions in this house?"
Slap
"Y-you do honey."
Slap
"Who wears the pants in this relationship?"
Slap
"You wear the p-pants."
Slap
"What do you wear?"
He paused waiting for her answer.
"I wear f-frilly knickers and skirts."
"So who is in charge? Who is the man of the house and who is the wife in this house?"
"You're the man James, I'm the wife in this house. You are in charge."
She could feel he was rock hard, this had really turned him on. She hoped it did not become a regular "thing" like how the morning quickies have become.
"Upstairs now!" he said.
She hurried upstairs, with James close behind. She started to get undressed, but he said, "No leave it, get on the bed."
This was not going to be love making, he was so turned on he was going to just fuck the brains out of her. He removed his white briefs and his erection looked even larger than normal. She panicked when she thought he was going to use her "dry." As she hadn’t had the time to lube herself up and get ready. Fortunately for her, James reached in the bedside drawer for the lube, he squeezed a generous dollop on his hand and coated his cock. He then grabbed both heels of her boots and pulled them high and wide, exposing her French knickers.
Without pausing he thrust his angry looking monster into her through the leg hole of her knickers. "Ooohhhh," she screamed, it hurt, she normally was lubricated and ready, this was just him desperate to fuck her. James drew back and pounded hard again. "Uhhh," she let out a cry. Then James started to get into a rhythm. He pushed her legs over his shoulders as he continued pounding her. She looked in his eyes, he was looking at her intently. This was an act of pure dominance, showing her who was in charge in this household and in this relationship. As he sped up she felt something she had never felt before, looking at her legs in her stockings and high heeled boots, wiggling as he drove into her. She felt something building and spreading inside her.
She came for the first time in her life without ever touching her cock! She had her first ‘sissygasm’ as it was popularly called on the internet. James grunted and she felt him come inside her. He collapsed on top of her.
"I'm hungry, go and put the dinner on," he said.
"I'll just change," she said.
"No you just go as you are."
"Yes Darling, you're the boss." She replied submissively. 
On shaky legs she slowly went back to the kitchen. As she resumed to prepare the dinner she could feel James's thick load dripping down her legs. She felt satisfied, wanted, but also used.
She wondered as she stirred the stock, how many of the other women in the supermarket this morning were feeling like this now?




CHAPTER 2

That night in bed, he was energetic with her again. She lay there, feeling sorry for herself and sore.
"I can see I'm going to have to remind you what you are" he said, as he rolled off her and dozed off.
She lay awake wondering what he meant.
In the morning it was business as usual. She got up, had a quick shower, redid her makeup and got his breakfast and coffee. As he was about to leave she asked what he wanted for dinner tonight. James had said not to worry as he was taking her to his usual club for dinner. He had kissed her and left.
She stood there with her heart pounding. She was still not completely secure in her role as a woman. It was one thing going to a supermarket, but a club full of men and women, scrutinizing her… She felt as though she was about to have a panic attack. She knew she would have to try very hard. She could not go overboard with her look; the makeup would have to be enough to make her look feminine, but not enough to look over the top or too slutty. Her clothes would have to look "nice", but not too slutty just like the makeup.
Later that afternoon James rang her up.
"Be ready when I get home, I know how long you ladies take to get ready. Probably takes you an hour to decide which nail polish to use." He laughed, "Be ready to go when I get back at six, sharp."
She decided on a black corset-style vest. She needed to help her figure as much as she could. She wore her tight black satin knickers, and barely-black seamless stockings. It was warm, a little too hot for stockings, but she hated the freckles on her legs and did not want to draw attention to them. Next came the little black dress, a staple in any women’s wardrobe. It covered her shoulders and ended in cap sleeves. It had a double skirt. It almost reminded her of those tiered skirts she used to be so jealous of when she saw girls wearing them growing up.
Lastly she put on her black 3 inch heeled, open-toed strappy sandals. ‘Sandals with stockings? A fashion? no-no?’ Sometimes she hated that she had to think about stuff like this. An hour later James walked through the front door. He ran straight upstairs and came down after just changing his shirt for a polo shirt. ‘What the hell?!’ she said to herself. ‘It took me 2 hours to get ready, and he took just 5 minutes.’
"Come on pretty lady, get that cute little ass into the car." He said,leaving her to lock up.
She nearly forgot her handbag and had to go back to get it. James waited impatiently with the door open. As she bent to put her bag on the floor, she felt a hard spank on her bottom.
"Owww" She turned round, furious.
"Stop moaning, you know you love it" James said, winking at her.
A passing stranger laughed out loud. She was flushed with anger, not that any of it would show under her makeup. They drove to their local club and tried to find a parking space. After a short while they gave up and had to park nearly half a mile away in a multi-level parking lot.
"Come on Krystie, keep up" She was trotting behind him trying to keep pace with his large easy strides. She heard her heels clip-clopping and worried about tripping. If she fell her stockings would be ruined! If she broke into sweat her makeup would be ruined. Before she had agreed to live full time, she would never have thought about all these problems women have, only to just try to stay looking nice. James took her hand and practically dragged her along the street.
"What's the hurry?" she said.
"We're meeting Franklin at 6.30" said James.
She felt her breath catch in her throat. She had briefly met Franklin before. He was a typical "man", a sexist pig. The prospect of an evening in his company was appalling. ‘Would he "read" me? What if he found out?’ She asked herself frightfully. When they arrived she was "glowing". Ladies glowed, men sweated, she thought ironically.
"Can you point me out to the Ladies please?" she asked the waiter, as he showed them to their table. She glanced at Franklin, who was already sitting down, He leered at her. She thought she would like to punch him in his smug face, but ladies didn't do that sort of thing, did they? Instead she just hurried off to the toilet.
She heard the tell-tale tinkle from one of the occupied cubicles. Rather than engaging in a conversation, she thought, she would have a quick tinkle herself. She waited until she heard the door close and went out to wash her hands and fix her makeup. The room was carpeted and smelled fairly fresh.
That was one thing she did not miss. Men's toilets often stank. Some guys seemed to not care where they sprayed. ‘Typical men!’, she giggled. Her mood improved as she saw her reflection; she saw an average-to-pretty woman looking back. There was no trace of "guy" here.
As she moved towards the table, Franklin and James stood, a nice gesture, she thought. Franklin leaned in and kissed her, his hand doing a quick grope of her right ass cheek and thighs. James was sitting back down as this happened, so he probably missed it. Franklin sat and winked at her. After a few minutes of polite and meaningless conversation the waiter arrived.
"What would you like to drink?" She started to answer, but James spoke over her.
"A pint of Light for me, Jack Daniels for Franklin and she'll have a dry white" Inside she was fuming. Did she not matter? Was she so useless that she could not be trusted to even order her own drink? It got worse as he took the food order. Franklin and James had steak, and James ordered a caesar salad for her.
"Got to watch her figure, or I'll have to trade her in for a younger model" The waiter smiled awkwardly and left.
Franklin smiled and said "I'll watch her figure if you like, you're a lucky man, James"
"Yes, she scrubs up well" This made her feel worse; she thought Franklin cared for her. Now with another guy around, she just felt like a piece of meat.
The subject turned to football. Franklin said "What do you think of England's chance in the Euros?"
She could not help herself- as a guy she was an avid soccer fan. She did still follow the results, just not when James was around.
"I think if they keep rotating the squad it should keep the players fresh for the harder games." she said.
They both stared at her, then burst out laughing.
"Rotating the squad, do you think they are like ballet dancers spinning around?" Franklin said.
"Women! Huh!" James looked at her and grinned. "If we want an opinion on knitting, we will ask for it, babe. What do women know about football?"
Then he blew her a kiss.
So not only was she seen as a simpleton, her opinions counted for nothing. She thought back to the woefully few dates she had as a man. She did treat her dates in the same way to some extent like James was currently. Her only thought then was what’s the quickest way into their knickers.
Now she was the one in the knickers. She saw it all from the other side of the fence now. The waiter brought the food and drink and the conversation paused. Mostly she was ignored. She thought she was just there to look pretty, an ornament to show off to Franklin, an arm candy, a trophy wife and nothing else.
James stood and said "I'll get us another round, I'm not waiting for that slow pity for a waiter"
She was alone with Franklin. He reached under the table and rubbed her stocking clad upper thigh.
"Oh, wow, suspenders. I love a woman in stockings they frame the bit you want to get to perfectly" He would be in for a shock if he saw what my stockings framed, she thought.
"Please take your hands off me, Franklin" She said, a little too loudly.
His hand was removed quickly; he looked around to see if James had heard.
"I'm sorry, but I find you so sexy. If you get tired of James give me a call anytime"
Trying to steal his friend's woman, he really was a piece of work. James returned with the drinks; another dry white wine for her. She really liked the look of James's pint. That was out of the question though. She was now stuck only with little feminine drinks.
She sat and listened to their conversation about work. She had no interest in that. She felt the breeze from the open door lift the hem of her dress. She quickly pushed it down and wriggled in her seat. Her stockings rubbed together and made a zipping sound. Franklin stopped talking and glanced over as James got up and went to pay the bill at the bar. Krystie stood, turned away from Franklin and deliberately bent at the waist thrusting her bottom towards him. As she turned she saw him sit quickly and fiddle with the front of his trousers.
She was ignored and treated like a child, yet she had the power to turn him instantly into a slobbering idiot. What a strange feeling this was. She was powerless, yet powerful.
"Come on baby, we have a long walk back to the car - or a long trot for you." James said snickering.
"I'll give you a lift if you want, I'm parked in the car park here" said Franklin.
"Thanks Franklin, not sure if the old girl's ankles could stand the walk, she's really such a delicate little thing"
Franklin had a two door car, and they made Krystie get into the back. They arrived at the car park in a few minutes. Both the men got out and started chatting as Krystie struggled to push the front seat out of the way while holding her handbag. Her heel caught in the seatbelt and she fell forward, exposing herself completely. She quickly covered her knickers with her dress. Has Franklin seen? She was well tucked, but she couldn't be sure.
Franklin helped her to her feet. James just laughed and said "Are you a little drunk sweetheart? I had better get you home before you make a fool of yourself, or did you want to give Franklin another flash?"
"You're a lucky man, James, my bitch for an ex would never wear stockings for me"
"She never wears tights or trousers brother; I don't let her. Trousers are only for men."
"As I said brother, you are a lucky bastard"
"Okay Franklin, cheers for the lift, I'd better get her home and give her a good seeing to". James winked at Franklin and they both climbed into James's car.
As they drove home Krystie wondered, do most women put up with this crap, or is it they don't realize? After all, she had been on both sides, so she could see how unfair it could be. Then again, she loved the power she could exert over men with just her body. But at the same time she got a thrill when James dominated her. She felt so weak, but safe in his arms. She was so confused. Perhaps she would feel better after she had had a "good seeing to" Krystie sat in silence on the drive home. James had angered her and she didn't know why he treated her like that. She thought James had drunk a little too much to be driving, but knew he would bite her head off if she said something. James was first to break the silence.
"You know what baby doll? I think I want to fuck my very own Playbunny like I’m Mr.Hefner. Is that OK with you sugar tits?" More insults she thought. He liked her to dress sometimes for sex. The bunny costume was one of many he had ordered over the last year. She hadn't worn it for him yet.
She had tried it on. It was a strapless corset teddy in pink that fit me like a second skin, showing off my curves. It was good quality, not the usual sex shop stuff. It came with the bunny ear, collar and cuffs. The main thing she liked was that instead of the cotton ball attached in the back, the costume came with a nice medium sized buttplug with a cotton ball at the end, and the costume had a cutout for it to show out. So it would look like a part of the dress but in reality it was a buttplug 
She had a nice pair of nude sheer-to-waist shimmering pantyhose. She had always liked these. They looked so good under the lights, glittering and grabbing attention to her long toned sexy legs usually in a high heel, she had similarly styled thigh highs but this would be the first time she’d try it on a pantyhose, James didn’t prefer his woman in pantyhose’s, he preferred them in stockings, "Access is the most important part in a woman’s attire babydoll" he’d said. She remembered that condescending conversation a year back that brought her back from daydreaming. 
"Please don't call me that," she said.
"OK muffin, sorry! but the thought of you wearing that outfit is getting me so hard right now. I'll have to think of something else, or we will have to pull over and you will have to take care of me."
She hated the way she was at his beck and call for sex. Often she was left unfulfilled. She took care of her needs when he wasn't around. Then again she found the idea of being a subservient to a man a huge turn on. She always cummed whenever she thought about the fact that she was a freshly used housewife who was left unsatisfied by her husband, now she had to take care of the job herself just like how most real housewives do. Why did she crave being this?
When they arrived home James didn't bother to open the door for her. She got to the living room he had kicked off his shoes and was watching TV. She went to sit next to him.
"Don't sit down, I want to meet my bunny. I told you that."
"What now?!"
"Yes now! and make me a coffee before you come back in here."
Up in their bedroom she found the costume and all the accessories to go with it. She stripped completely. First came the smooth and sexy pantyhose, then came the pink corset teddy. It was laced at the back and had a shimmer around the bra cups and edges. Then she slipped into the black 6 inch cum-fuck-me pumps. She ran her hands over her frontside. She looked so damn sexy. She felt herself growing. No time for that now she thought. Next she put on the bunny ears, collar and cuffs that came with the uniform. The cotton ball/bunny tail itself came last. It was a classic French maids dress, made of black satin, it finished a few inches up from the knee. The high collar, sleeves and hem were edged in lace. The 6 inch pumps lifted her ass, making the back round and very full for others eyes. She noticed every time she moved in the silky pantyhose, it was constantly caressing her smooth hairless legs sending chills down her spine. The 6 inch slutty shoes proved challenging. She would have to be very careful going down stairs, as she had no way of seeing her feet. In the kitchen she put the percolator on and waited to make him a fresh cup of Joe. She thought about using instant instead, but knew he would complain. As she moved she reveled in the feeling from the clothes. The plug moving and touching her pussy walls. The tight satin of the one piece along with the pantyhose holding her little clittie in an erotic prison. She was getting so turned on. She had fantasies about dressing as a Playbunny waiter before, but would never have had the money to buy an expensive outfit like this. She put everything on a tray and took it into James.
"Oh thank you Jazz. Put it on the table and go and stand next to the window."
Jazz? She thought. Is that it? He wants me to act as a real Playbunny waiter called Jazz?
"Ah… Yes, Daddy!."
He looked surprised by her answer. His eyes followed her as she moved across the room. She waited in silence while he drank his coffee.
"Very good Jazz. Now come here and stand in front of me."
She rustled across the room and stood arms-length away from him.
"Now turn around and show off the dress to me."
She slowly turned around, not wanting to fall in these super high heels, and revealed the sexy backside to him, she knew the dress shaped her backside really well. James gently rubbed the cotton ball of the buttplug in the back. She tried hard not to get excited. He wouldn't like that.
"Go over to the edge of the couch and bend over."
As she bent, she felt her pantyhose and onepiece stretch over her back. Both his hands caressed her buttocks through her costume. After a minute he said, "Right now get on your knees between my legs and look at what you've done to me."
She saw the bulge straining at his fly. She undid his belt and trousers and his cock sprang up into her face. He groaned as she took his tip into her mouth. She felt his hand pushing her further down. She pushed them away.
"Please let me do this at my own pace. If you make me sick, the last thing you're going to want is sex."
He was taken aback. She never normally talked back to him. She was right though. He was very turned on, and wanted to enjoy this.
She used her mouth until he was groaning and swearing. She worked her mouth up and down the full length of his rock hard cock. Whenever she got to the top she used her tongue to tickle the underside of his bulging helmet, It was driving him wild.
"Sexy slut, you fucking vixen. Yeah, suck that cock my sweet little slut."
It was always a turn on when he talked to her like that. She had realized long ago that she had a masochistic streak in her. She sped up and his breath came in short gasps. She just felt right doing this for him. This man paid all the bills. Keeps her in soft silky clothes. All she had to do was look and smell nice and take care of his cock. It was a simple life really. It was her job and responsibility to service her husband.
"Stop! I want to finish inside you. Go and bend over the dining table."
He helped her to her feet and roughly shoved her face down onto the table. She felt her butt plug being worked out while his other hand groped and felt her breasts and front through the satin corset. Without delay he shoved himself inside. Even though she had prepared herself, It still hurt a little though. He was not being gentle. He was so turned on by his bunny, he didn't want to wait. He slammed into her so hard that the table skidded across the floor with each stroke.
"Oh god, yes!" He erupted inside her. She could feel the hot fluid pumping into her. She felt his weight as he collapsed on her back.
"That was intense, sweetheart. Come and sit with me." She really needed to clean up, but she needed to feel some intimacy. She sat down next to James, his arm went around her shoulder and pulled her close to him. He kissed her cheek.
"I do love you baby. I'm sorry if I treat you like crap sometimes, but I know you enjoy it. Deep down, you know you need it."
She thought about it. Was he right? Was this what she wanted? Was she kidding herself that she wanted to be a loving wife, with a thoughtful loving husband?
"If I treated you well, you'd be bored and you’d leave me in a few months. You enjoy the feeling of being submissive, being forced, don't you?"
She looked at him. Recently she thought he had been a thoughtless bastard. Was he really just giving her what he thought she wanted? She wasn't even sure herself. She had to admit, she loved the feeling of being trapped in the life of a woman, a submissive housewife, waiting for her man to come home and take her. Perhaps it was the guilt? She did feel guilty she wasn't acting like a man. She wanted this, but needed to feel forced. Maybe he was right! Maybe she knew this was what she wanted when she accepted the 3 year contract for a million dollars one year back. They cuddled together on the couch as she went deep into contemplating her life choices, but the rock hard clitty between her legs and the full of cum plugged pussy in the back that was causing the hard on told her the actual reasons of why she accepted that contract. She smiled to herself and turned to kiss her husband as she said "Thanks for everything James!"
End of Part 3.
~
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CHAPTER 1

A latest model Mercedes was traveling on an empty Freeway.
"I can't believe I'm this drunk, what the hell did I drink back there?" a brunette woman in her early thirties was complaining to the man driving. "I hope Alexis is okay. Thanks for driving me home." she slurred.
"That's okay I'm going this way anyway." The man made a slight turn off the exit ramp. "We should be there in a few minutes."
She stretched and burped loudly. "Sorry, you know when we get to my place... my house you’ll probably get to meet Chanel... She should be all girled out. My God it's Friday night, she will probably be all done up like a movie star, she goes crazy when I'm not home." She burped once more before continuing "I hope she's up,"
He sighed. "I'm probably going to need some help getting you in, you are definitely going to need some coffee or at least a shower.
"She will… I'm sure she is in her 10th outfit for the night." She coughed. "You will love seeing her all dolled up, she is in for a surprise." She laughed.
"We're here, why don't you give her a quick call?" The man asks
"Oh yeah and send her back into the closet..." she replies a little sarcastically.
—
I heard the commotion outside on the driveway and they were inside before I had a chance to hide or turn off the music. When Scarlett, my wife of 3 years, goes out at night with people from work she always allows me to dress in my feminine clothes. I have been crossdressing since I was an undergrad in arts at NYU where I met Scarlett who was doing her postgrad in engineering, she was the older and dominant one in our relationship. I'm 25 now, and I was very good at it. I was 5' 6", 150 pounds with long naturally blonde hair, though I usually wore a wig. I was looking at them, though they now came down to the middle of my back, with a fringe over my eyes.
"Oh! Hello." the man said surprised, as he paused and gave me the once over. I watched him start from my 6-inch pumps and made his way up my black stockinged legs, before stopping on my 34C's. "Scarlett had a little too much to drink tonight while hanging out with the firm." He smiled. "And you are?" He reached out one of his hands while he nonchalantly held my sloshed Scarlett in the other.
Scarlett laughed and said. "This is my husband... Chanel... isn't she beautiful? Muah..." She laughed and collapsed onto the couch. She loved to introduce me as her husband when I was all dolled up, no matter how many times I have asked her not to. It made me extremely uncomfortable.
"Hi, I'm Edward Booker, I guess we have met before, under different circumstances, but I would have definitely remembered meeting a beautiful woman like you before." I smiled, and felt a little chill go up my spine as he grabbed my hands. Mr. Booker was Scarlett's 6’4” successful 40 year old black boss. She had been working for him since before we were married. He started to pick up Scarlett again. "I was thinking she might need a shower, but let's just get her into bed."
We both grabbed a side and made our way to the bedroom. It wasn't easy wearing 6 inch pumps, and a very short black sequined dress. I also had my long stick on red nails which made it quite difficult to get a grip, and my long hair was getting tangled in this sea of arms. Once she was in bed I walked him back to the door. "Very nice to meet you." He pleasantly smiled. "Let's do this again sometime." We laughed as he grabbed my hand and said goodbye.
—
The next day at the Booker office.
"Scarlett, can you come in here?" Mr. Booker called on the speaker phone.
Scarlett walks in. "Yes, what's up?"
"I was wondering… I have the yearly shareholders Christmas party this Friday. I want to make a good impression with the newer stakeholders." He gave her a tentative smile. "Do you think... Chanel could come with me to the party?"
"What?" She said, slightly shocked. "You want my husband to be your date for that party? I know people who’re going to it."
He shrugged. "It's just that, she is so glamorous, she would fit in so well, my stock at the shareholder party will skyrocket if I show up with her in my arms. Plus Stefanie told me she wasn't going to any more work events with me. Honestly I think she just hates leaving the house."
"I will have to think about it." Alexis replied
"Well why don't you ask her?" He said as he handed her his phone.
"Oh my! She would say yes in a heartbeat, getting all dolled up is her prime motivation in life."
"Well then how about a little incentive, you know that the corner office is empty. Why don't you move into it? You can move in right now, I'll call up the guys to help you move."
—
"Chanel?" I didn't like her calling me by my femme name when I wasn't dressed up, but I walked into the living room anyway to see what she wanted. "I was talking to Edward today. He loved meeting you last night, by the way, he called you glamorous. He is going to an important party on Friday and he wants to take you along as his plus one. He said he will splurge for the dress and the salon visit."
To say I was speechless, wouldn't do justice. I couldn't even think straight. "He… he wants to take me? Why?!" I mumbled.
"Why?" She said slightly annoyed. "Why not? When he came over yesterday, you were all girled up. I'm sure he thought you were Scarlett Johansson or Charlize Theron. You were probably dressed to the nines showing more cleavage and leg than any Instagram model. Not that I remember any of it though."
"I was just wearing my black dress, it's nothing special."
"Well he thought you were special and he wants you as his arm candy for the party." She walked into her bedroom and then stuck out her head. "And don't make it sound like you are not excited."
I was excited but I was also quite nervous about it. "Won't the people from your office find me out?"
"Nah! it's a shareholders party, none of us under-lings are invited, it's very fancy and exclusive. I'm sure you will love it."




CHAPTER 2

Wednesday afternoon Scarlett called me. "Get dressed up tonight, Edward is coming over with a credit card for you to use at the salon. Well… maybe don't get into something too girly, just put on something casual instead."
I was working from home and I finished early to start getting ready for Edward. I was very excited about this arrangement. Scarlett always accused me of dressing too flamboyantly for a woman, but I was definitely more of a crossdresser than a Drag Queen. Even my makeup was always done a little subtle. I was always passable and I didn't really need too much to make me look feminine. I love the whole transformation, and it was going to be even better with an audience. I wasn't that used to talking to men while dressed en femme, but the times it has come up now has been very exciting. I was going to have to do something to knock this sexual energy back that was surging through my body, otherwise I wasn't going to make it through the evening.
I walked into my pink and white painted bedroom. My room was on the other side of the house, very private but also big. Scarlett didn't mind me dressing up as long as I stayed in my own space. I had a huge closet filled with all kinds of the finest femme stuff and I had a walk-in closet just for the shoes and accessories I had acquired over the years. I was also surrounded by mirrors there. I was going to be all in blue tonight, nothing more conservative than it, and I put everything I would be wearing onto my pink satin sheets covered bed. After a long relaxing lavender bubble bath, I closely shaved my legs. I have already had multiple sessions of electrolysis done on my face, chest and arms so they remained smooth as silk always.
Standing in front of my mirror, I taped on my lifelike 34 C breast forms, then my silky satin bra and a waist cincher. I tucked myself in between my legs and slipped on my satin thong and then slid on a pair of nude silk pantyhose. I then took a couple of photos for my Sissy Twitter Page, while I twirled in front of the mirror. I loved showing off my tucked front, my crotch was always smooth and perfect. My wife always made fun of my small penis but it was the perfect size for wearing panties. Of course while I was posing, I practiced my feminine voice and spoke some of the phrases I was likely to say tonight. "Thank you. I know I look beautiful... Yes, the meeting went well... Of course, I know I'm hot and that's why I'm letting you grab my breasts and ass." 
Laughing, I sat in front of my vanity and brushed out my blonde wig. It had a layered cut with full bangs and ended down past my boobs. I put it on and started working on my makeup. I loved putting on my lashes, I've never really felt fully dressed until they were on. Then a little mascara, shadow and blush and onto my second favorite part, I did my lips in a deep cherry to match my long nails.
Okay, now was the time to take care of releasing some of this sexual tension. I slid on my sexy black high heels which I tied around my ankles, and put on my clip-on gold hoops. I pulled out the eight inch realistic looking dildo with a suction cup that I loved and placed it on the wall that faces one of my mirrors. There was a little mark on it so I knew precisely where to place it. It is a one from my 5 dildos collection, but this one was definitely my favorite. They are also the things that Scarlett knows nothing about. I slid down my pantyhose and panties and lubed myself up liberally. Once I was in position, I backed up and felt the hard cock at my entrance. I loved the feeling of it against my ass and I teased myself with it for a while before centering it on my 'pussy.' Slowly I felt it inch in me. "Oh my God daddy! keep going." I moaned as I felt it entering me.
Watching my breasts hang and bounce in the mirror is what always takes me over the edge. There is nothing sexier than a hot woman in heels impaled on a hard cock while moaning and begging. This was my favorite thing to do while being filled. All too soon I'm bucking and pushing the hard cock all the way inside me. Once I feel those realistic balls against my bottom I start screaming, "Fuck me, God... keep it coming... don't stop daddy..." Suddenly I'm cumming on the floor, while still moaning and thanking God that no one is home to hear me now. I pushed in and out a little more and then leaned forward until the hard cock slowly popped out my ass.
I take a little break and then clean up, feeling wonderful and fulfilled, and then I start getting ready again. I step into my dress, and button up the front. I add a thin feminine gold watch and a choker to hide my faint adams apple. I knew I was going to become excited in this dress so I sat down again and took control of the situation. I loved looking sexy in the mirror and I had to sit down and enjoy it while the emotion flowed through me. I gave myself a little wink in the mirror, knowing that I was just about to embark on a brand new adventure. I then took a couple of more pictures in my outfit for my Twitter account. My admirers really appreciated it. Lastly, a little spritz of Dior J’Adore, and I went into the living room to make drinks at our bar, while waiting for them to arrive. 
I had the cocktails ready when they walked in. Scarlett led the way. Edward was wearing a navy blue suit, and he had a pronounced 5 o'clock shadow and he towered over Scarlett.
"Look, drinks are all ready." She laughed. "Chanel is the perfect trophy wife, I will be right back, make yourself at home." She said as she left for her bedroom.
Edward walked over and took my hand and kissed it. "You look amazing, Chanel!" He said as he gazed at my eyes below my red fringe. "I am very skeptical about you being anything other than a gorgeous woman. Is your hair real? Your blonde hair is so beautiful."
I just beamed at his compliment and said a thank you before continuing "Please sit.. A cocktail?"
"Of course." I served it to him like a housewife. He just kept looking at me like I was his prey while he sipped. "Thank you so much for doing this for me, I never stand out at these things, I don't even know if anyone remembers me once it's over." He stood up and we clinked glasses. "Now, no one will forget me when I walk in with the most beautiful girl in the room by my arm."
"I feel like you are exaggerating..." I said as Scarlett walked in, wearing her usual home attire, a black track suit and reached out her hand. 
"Where's mine?" She quipped.
We sat talking for a while and they both complimented me on my dress.
"Is that new? I don't remember seeing that one laying around the house." I just rolled my eyes as Edward handed me an American Express Centurion card.
"I almost forgot," He apologized. "Buy whatever you like, whatever you need. I can't thank you enough, buy something for Scarlett too." I took the card and placed it in my purse. I had already called Hana at the salon and ordered the works.
The early evening turned into night, so I made dinner and more drinks. When it was time to leave, Edward took my hand again and kissed it. I felt the roughness of his lips on my smooth skin and it made me swoon. "Your nails are so nice, I love a woman with long, perfect nails." He then kissed both Scarlett and me on the cheek as he said his goodbyes. "God, I can't wait to see you on Friday." He said finally before leaving.
As the door closed Scarlett looked at me and said. "What are you doing to that man? In all these years, I have never seen him give so much attention to someone before. Ha, he must have a thing for blondes."
"I'll be sleeping in my room tonight since I'm all dressed up." I informed her. I wasn't ready to put Chanel away just yet. Actually I figured I might as well stay femme for the rest of the week. I took off my makeup and the dress, and got ready for bed. 
Scarlett  wouldn't let me sleep with her as Chanel, I always had to stay in my own room, in my own nighties, baby dolls or teddies. Scarlett says she wasn't a lesbian and she had no lesbian tendencies either. Well Chanel was exactly the same.
—
I made an appointment at Hanas, a place a little farther from my house. I have done business with her in the past. I have been there a number of times in the last 3-4 years and I am always happy with the results. Hana always says I walk in as a housewife and I walk out as a Star. I hope it works that way today like it always did. I walked in wearing a long pink and white lily flowered dress. The hem came down below my knees, I wore nude pantyhose underneath and a pair of pink modestly high heeled sandals and I also carried a cute little matching clutch.
"Come on." She said. "We have a lot to get through today, the girls are ready for you. Take off everything, including your boobs, and put on this robe." I sat down and they immediately started taking off my wig and then washed my natural hair. I was going to get extensions, I wanted my hair to go halfway down my back and I told her to dye it in a little darker gold. I was going all the way. I cannot imagine Scarlett getting mad at me for this, after all it was for her and her boss. While a woman worked on my hair another started on my nails. I wanted glass extensions, I really wanted to put a dent in Edward's card. I couldn't wait to see what I would be wearing. I had Hana pick out my outfit, and she didn't want to show me until she was finished.
It was time for my foundations. "You are a D cup now my dear." She explained. "Your dress will look much sexier with a heavier top, and no cleavage tonight it is just going to be all about your legs." She gave me a wink as I put on my panties and nude sheer shimmering pantyhose. Once the D cups were on they put me in a skin colored bustier and corset combo and then hooked me in it. My waist lost about 3-4 inches and it looked fantastic. I had a curvy hourglass figure now.
I sat back in the chair as they painted my nails dark red, and they were much longer than I had ever gotten before. Then I had my toe nails and lips painted the same color. Hana smiled and told me, "You can kiss as much as you want tonight with this lip color, because it won't smudge. I am putting a tube of it in your clutch for you to take home." Once my hair extensions were attached and my hair was trimmed they brought me under the hair dryer. When I was done they gave me a blow out and moved me back into the salon.
I felt a little sting in my left ear. "I cannot believe you don't have pierced ears." Hana said, and then she pierced the other one. Two little diamond stones were put in the holes. Scarlett  wasn't going to like that either, she says sometimes I look too feminine when I'm dressed like a man. Well with the hair, nails and earrings it was going to be awhile before I had to worry about it again.
"You are going for a little dramatic look tonight for your appearance." Hana told me in her Korean accent. "First I’ll do your eyebrows. You are going to love, love, love it." She cooed, I felt my hair cascade over my shoulders and I couldn't wait to see it. They took a couple of pictures after the rest of my makeup was done and then they led me into another room to get dressed. My dress was made in red sequins with cap sleeves, and a flared waist and very short hem. My entire legs are going to be on display. "Try not to show your panties, dear. When you sit." Hana said, she and the girls laughed as they added my heels. Red pumps with a five inch heel. These will make me 5'10", I was glad Edward was taller than that, I wanted to look up at him.
I closed my eyes as I made my way in front of the almost 360 degree mirrors. I slowly opened my long lashed eyes. "Oh my God, is that me?" I couldn't believe what I saw in front of me, I looked absolutely gorgeous. My hand went instinctively for my hair, and I loved watching myself stroke it as it came down and rested on my boobs.
A voice came through the door. "Chanel, your ride is here."
I walked out front after being spritzed with my Dior again, and given a matching clutch bag full of goodies. I felt like a supermodel with the way every one of the patrons were staring at me.
When I saw Edward his eyes grew wide and he came to kiss my cheek. "Beautiful. How am I going to keep my eyes and hands off of you?"
Just then Scarlett came into view. "I cannot believe that is you, and why are your boobs so big?" Of course that would be the first thing she notices. I said thank you to Hana while everyone took pictures. I really just wanted one good shot of me and Edward for my Twitter. I wanted to show off a little.
—
Outside was a limo and a chauffeur waiting for the three of us. "We have to go pick up Sydney and Tom, my friends, you will love them." He smiled. "First let's take Scarlett back to work."
She looked hurt. "I don't even get the rest of the day off?" She feigned in surprise. "I let you date my trophy wifey and I still have to go to work?" Edward and I laughed as the driver dropped her off back at the house. 
Tom and Sydney were wonderful. We have so much in common. They are part of the shareholders, responsible for Edward's company, but also own an Art Gallery. That I pass all the time whenever I’m visiting Hana’s Salon. I couldn't wait to tell them I was an art appraiser, and showed off a little of my own history. Tom was probably the same age as Edward, early forties, while I learnt Sydney was 35, but she at least looked a decade younger than her original age, she even looked younger than me. They’ve apparently known Edward since school.
We got to the party at a big convention center outside of town. There must have been 50 to 60 guests here. As we walked inside the huge hall, I did feel a lot of eyes on me and I loved it, especially when Edward put his arms around my tiny waist. All the men were checking out my legs and breasts, and all the women were looking at my dress. There were also photographers, I would have to get some copies later. Everyone was very dressed up, I have never seen so many designer outfits before in one place in my life, not even at a Fashion Gala. I also noticed a big discrepancy in the ages between the men and women. Most of the men were old, very old bordering on pensioners age. The women on the other hand were all in their twenties, I fit right in the crowd. There were some people, like my friends I was with, who were in the middle age group but not many.
Sydney and I took a glass of red wine each, the first of our many drinks that night, and made our way around the party as the men mingled with the others. "So how long have you known Edward?" we clinked as she spoke.
"I met him last week, on Friday."
"He does nothing but talk about you, I'm surprised you just met. He never talks about Stefanie like that." She said,
"Who?" I asked. She smiled warmly at me.
"Stefanie, his so-called girlfriend, we never see her, thank God for that. Has he not told you about her? Though I guess there is really not much to tell."
"No, but I don't think it's relevant, I'm only helping him out at this party." I had to swing around when a young woman put her hand on my shoulder.
"That is an outstanding dress, where did you get it?" I realized I didn't know, Hana picked it out for me, I couldn't tell her the transformation salon, picked out my clothes.
"My friend let me borrow it, she said it was perfect for my hips, which I have none of." The three of us laughed.
Sydney put out her hand. "I'm Sydney, and who are you my dear?"
"I'm Kate, I'm married to Alan Bernard. Oops and here he is." She turned around "Alan, these are my beautiful friends Sydney and...?"
She looked at me and I said. "Chanel! so nice to meet you sir."
He laughed. "Just Alan, my dear, only my employees call me sir." Sydney explained who we were here with and he seemed impressed. Alan said. "They are very lucky to be here with such exquisite women, just like me and my wonderful Kate." Alan moved on while we talked to Kate and a couple more of her friends. Drinking wine and chatting, I was really enjoying my time at this party, but I was missing Edward, so we excused ourselves to look for our men.
I could tell he was very happy to see me when we met up with them. "Chanel has already networked herself with 'The Kate’s’, you would have been proud of her." Sydney laughed.
"We know," said Tom, "We just had a nice little conversation with the head of Bernard Industries. It seems Chanel's magic is already working."
"Is it?" I mouthed to Edward,  he kissed me instantly, our first kiss, And then I kissed him back.
The rest of the night was wonderful, I spent time between the bar with the guys and the dance floor with Sydney and 'The Kate's' which was Sydney's name for all the young trophy wives. I loved shaking my hair and my hips while we watched the others dance. Kate Bernard moved next to us again just as the DJ started playing a song I requested.
"I Love this song." She said into my ear as she started singing. I joined in on the chorus with her.
When the song finished a quieter song came on and some of the couples danced. "You should come to our Christmas party next Saturday." Kate announced. "You and your husband." She then fished in her bag and handed me an expensive looking card. "Ooh let me run, I see Alan, bye bye Chanel." She air kissed as she left.
"Look at you, getting an invite." Sydney gushed.
"Did I do good?"
"Good?!" She quipped "You hit the jackpot girl."
"Let me get an invite for you." I went to get Kate but Sydney stopped me.
"Don't be silly, I would stand out like a deer in a headlight." She laughed. "You and Edward going to it is more than enough, you might even have fun there."
I suddenly felt strong hands on my hips, and a lick on my neck. "Mmm I have been waiting for a taste of that all night." Edward asked. "I hope it's okay."
I smiled "More than okay" and I snuggled into his arms, while I ground my ass on him. "Let's dance." I said to them all and we moved onto the dance floor.
—
On the way home back in the limo I leaned into Edward's arms, loving his hard body against mine. "Mmm." He said as I felt him nuzzle my hair and neck.
"So Chanel, did you tell him the news?" sighed Sydney.
"News, there is news?" Tom laughed. "You are not pregnant are you? I know this was your first date with you two, but..." They all laughed, then Sydney announced the invite to the Bernard party next week.
Edward looked at me. "Really? I have been dying for an invite to their house for years. God you are magic!" He then kissed me. We were making out like teenagers in front of Tom and Sydney. I was a little taken aback at first, but I let it continue and enjoyed it.
We were almost at Sydney and Toms when Sydney exclaimed. "I wish I could sleep in tomorrow, I'm exhausted."
I looked and asked. "Why? what's going on?"
"I have to get ready for an auction we are having this Wednesday." she said.
"Do you need help? I would love to see what you have in inventory."
"Well yes." She seemed surprised. "2 o'clock okay?"
"Of course I will be there with my little white gloves on."
—
Once we dropped them off, Edward's hands started roaming on my arm and hands and my thighs. "I can just sit here and fantasize about your legs, Chanel." He also started kissing my neck. "I'm sorry but I can't keep my hands and lips off of you tonight, but if you don’t want me to, I'll stop."
"Don't you dare!" I exclaimed. And he didn't after that.
In between kisses he asked. "I wish you weren't married, you are so beautiful and charming and your golden hair smells amazing, I feel like I'm under some kind of spell."
"Well." I came up with something then and there. "Scarlett  is married to a man, I on the other hand..." And then I kissed him on the lips. "Can't we have a little affair? I have never had one before." I whispered as he smiled and we started kissing again.
"We're here." the driver announced as we pulled in the front drive of my house.
"Don't leave me yet." I begged. He looked up at the house.
"Can we go inside?"
I shook my head. "Scarlett  would hear everything, opening the door would wake her up." Edward asked the driver if he could come back, he would call him. He left us alone at the front of the house.
Edward grabbed my hand as I led him to our garage. "We have to be quiet." I whispered. And we snuck through the back door.
It didn't take long for him to start kissing me again. I put on a small light because I wanted to see him. I have not been with many men before and I wanted to enjoy this. I took his hand and I walked in front of a counter I had set up. I moved back and let him watch me, I put one hand on my hip and another in my hair. I was beyond excited and I had to take this slowly. I started inching up the bottom of my dress. His eyes never left my legs as my hem got higher and higher. I smiled and licked my lips as my red satin panties came into view. I wanted him to see me as a woman, with my perfect smooth front I looked like a real woman.
"Do you see something you like?" I whispered. He swallowed hard and got down on his knees and started kissing and kneading my 'pussy.'
"Chanel, you smell so good." as his mouth started to explore the covered skin above my panties, through my pantyhose. "Oh my God daddy, I want you." He then stood up and looked down into my eyes. With a big smile on his face, he kissed me full on the lips. I felt his tongue enter my mouth and all of a sudden his hard-on pushed into my belly. I dropped the hem of my dress and put my arms around his neck, pulling him into me. I turned him around and told him to sit on the counter. His hands went automatically to my tits, and I shook them as he played with them.
He started rubbing and playing with my nipples, that I wished I could feel, I made a little yelp. "Oh Edward, I had a wonderful time tonight, but I never expected this". While never losing eye contact with him I pushed him further on the flat space and almost attacked his zipper. My long nails looked so sexy as I made my way into his pants, I undid the button and belt, and with a little resistance pulled them down to his ankles. I now had a man in his underwear in my hands. I had never been this happier.
Standing in front of him, high on my heels with my long blonde hair dancing around my face, I started playing with his cock and I felt it grow. "I can't wait to take you into my mouth, daddy." I cooed as he grew even more. I wasn't ready to see it yet and I played with him through his boxer shorts. I pushed his dick around with my chin and my lips, loving the male musk that was hidden behind just a little bit of cotton. When I couldn't take anymore I grabbed his boxers and pulled them down. His cock sprang up, right in front of me. This was the first real cock I have ever had in my hands in forever, and I knew it wasn't going to be my last.
I slowly jerked him off as he pulled me up and we kissed some more, he looked into my eyes as he told me. "I have never been with a woman like you before, and by that, I mean a woman so beautiful." Oh my God I loved that and I almost came in my panties, but then I started to feel a slight tinge of guilt.
"But, but what about Stefanie?"
"Stefanie? Sydney strikes again, I guess. Stefanie's not my wife, and she's barely a girlfriend. It's been weeks since we have even been together."
I looked into his eyes. "I don't really care, all I want is you in my mouth now." and I bent down and put his cock inside me. I sucked using every trick I have learned from the internet. Edward played with my hair as I licked his balls and kissed the side of his cock, reveling in the moment. I had to stop and I went up and kissed him again. I was getting so excited. With a look of lust in my eyes I asked. "Can you do something for me?"
He nuzzled my breasts and looked at me. "Anything... absolutely anything." I asked him to unzip my dress and I slowly let it fall. Once it pooled on the floor I stepped over it and grabbed his hands. I looked up at him and we kissed some more. Rubbing my breasts against him, I then grabbed his hard cock and positioned it under me. I wanted him to feel my silk pantyhose and I wanted him to rub against me.
"Make believe you are fucking me." I pleaded.
"Anything, baby." And I felt him start to move. He bent down a little as his dick started to move under my crotch. He was so big I felt the whole length move under me. He pistoned in and out as he massaged my breast and lightly kissed me. I have never been so excited in my life, I felt him rub against me and I knew I was about to cum. He was playing with my breasts and breathing heavily. I loved having this effect on a man.
"Edward, you are gonna make me come."
He smiled as he kissed me again then he said. "I'm gonna come too, oh fuck." I felt him press against me and his cock started spurting against my crotch and hose and I suddenly started having an orgasm.
"Edward... oh... don't stop. Oh my God daddy don't stop. Oh it feels so good..." The front of my crotch was soaking wet with our cum and I massaged it into my stockings.
When our orgasms subsided he looked at me deep in my eyes and then gave me a kiss that just made me go limp. I put my arms around him to catch myself. He lifted me up and put me on the counter. "Baby, that was amazing, I wish I could stay. I want to wake up next to you tomorrow morning." I giggled and imagined that that was really going to happen.




CHAPTER 3

The next morning, Scarlett  confronted me when I was getting out of the shower. "So how was your big date?"
"It was very nice, I got to meet Sydney and Tom. Do you know them?"
"I know off them," She said "So anything interesting happened?"
I wished I could say, 'Well, your boss made me cum so hard I couldn't sleep for hours thinking about it, other than that, I can't think with all this hair, ha ha.' But I said nothing and went into my room to get ready to go to the gallery.
—
Tom and Sydney’s Gallery was about 3 blocks away from Hana’s salon. I have driven by it a number of times. I have never been inside because I always wait for an introduction before I visit something associated with work. I decided to wear jeans today to visit. They were skin tight and I added some padding to give me a better shape. I had on a leopard tank top, to show off my cleavage and 5 inch nude heels with a black platform. I put on my clip on gold hoops to compliment my studs and my Daniel Wellington watch. I had to admit I looked amazing with my hair flowing over one shoulder and my pocketbook over the other.
Sydney showed me their paintings and I was amazed at how good their taste was. I saw what was up for auction and the gallery was pretty immense, I was very impressed. "This space is fantastic." I gushed.
Sydney laughed and said. "It's all that and a bag of groceries." I told her where I used to work in New York City, the Guggenheim, MOMA, Agora gallery and a couple of little ones. I even mentioned some people and art directors I knew in the area. I have been working in this field since I came to LA. That was 5 years ago. I was working when I was in high school in some instances in NYC. I then bragged to her that I majored at NYU in Art History.
"Very impressive." She said, "I have some friends at NYU, they like it very much." We took a few pictures at the gallery. I wanted to show off to my friends and show off some of their works.
When we were going over the Monet’s she had for auction, I looked closer and said, "Wait, These are worth millions." They had 3 of them on their walls.
"No, these are just reproductions." She said,
"Are you sure? I have seen reproductions but they are not as clean as these, not even close. If you look at the signature Monet often signed, his name flush with the horizontal edge of the canvas, you know it's an original when it is signed that way.
I think they checked just to humor me, but when they found the signatures on a magnifier being the same way as I said on all three and an article online about it, they screamed. "Oh my Lord, our salesman said they were repros when we bought them at an estate sale." Sydney then showed me the invoice. Needless to say, what was once a six hundred thousand auction, turned into at least a 50 million one. They made calls to the auction house and changed the itinerary and the captions, and we went out to celebrate.
Edward was waiting for us at the front of the restaurant. My panties were starting to get wet just thinking about last night again. Sydney called me. "Well, well look who's here, that's a surprise." She gave me a wink. Edward opened my door and the parking attendant took the car. After a great kiss we headed inside for a wonderful dinner. We didn't take our eyes off of each other the whole time.
—
Afterwards we all went to Edward's house by the water. Tom and Sydney in their car and Edward and I in his. We kissed at red lights and I let him play with my breasts as we drove. I was guessing Sydney knew exactly what we were doing since they were following us. At the house he gave me the tour while Sydney and Tom had drinks in the garden. He showed me his room and walked me to his dresser. He then came up behind me and grabbed my tits while he kissed my neck. I watched the action in the mirror. I felt his hard cock push against my tight jeans.
"Oh, I can't believe it babygirl, I think I'm gonna come already," he said enthusiastically.
"Go ahead daddy, but rub me while you do." His hand went to my crotch while his other one massaged my breast. I was loving his body pushing against mine and I felt myself start to get harder in my tight panties and jeans. He was suddenly pushing me against the dresser, moving it even closer to the wall, and I felt my orgasm build. I can't believe how it felt with him touching me, and I was starting to come. Edward pushed a little more and gave a little moan as I felt his cock pulse against me.
We cleaned up and sheepishly went out to see Tom and Sydney. "Hello." A woman stood near the’ with a small dog. "And who is this?" she said.
"Stefanie, I would like you to meet Chanel." Said Edward, introducing me a little nervously.
Stefanie made a huge sigh, looking at Edward. "This is the bitch you took to that party? Why is she still here?" She then looked right at me and said cockily. "I'm the girlfriend."
Sydney looked up. "Stefanie we are celebrating, why don't you come back and visit tomorrow when we are not here."
Edward seemed at a loss for words. "Listen how 'bout..."
"I'm just going to go, I can find my way home." I said. "Wait, we will drive you." Both Sydney and Tom got up to walk me out. I was glad Edward and Stefanie were going to be watching me and my ass in these jeans as I left. When I turned around, the look on Edward's face said it all, he was stuck with Stefanie... for now.
We drove off leaving the house in the dust. "That is the last time any of us are going to be seeing her." Sydney laughed towards Tom.
He said, "Why? Is he going to kill her?"
"Well six of one..." Sydney laughed and they drove me home, picking up my spirits along the way. 
I wasn't home 5 minutes before my phone rang. Edward apologized. "It's okay, I understand." I said. "I'm sure I would be mad if I was in her position."
I heard his breath over the phone. "I tried to break up with her before, we are not meant for each other at all. She is very much into her kids, and I know she just wants support, but I really can't give it to her. " I hoped he didn't do it because of me. I really didn't need him to be a hero because she insulted me, I have been insulted before. I watched the beautiful blonde in my mirror and she looked like she was going to be just fine.
—
I was going to be busy, though I couldn't do any business this week at the galleries because of my long blonde hair and nails. Not that I wanted to change it anyway. I also wasn't going to be able to see Edward for most of the week.
—
It was a cool, calm Thursday morning in Edward's office.
"Scarlett, can you come in here?"
Scarlett sat down with a thud. "What's up now? Do you want to take my husband away on a tropical vacation? So he can get to work on the sissy tan lines of his?"
Edward, amused by her, said. "I was thinking of greenlighting your project and moving it up, a couple of months. You can even leave Saturday. You have the team, you and Alexis can go together to Norway, I know Michele's ready.
"Wait, What? I have been waiting for this for months and now you spring it on me, and that too before Christmas?"
"Well, that party with Chanel was a genius move, I was able to network so much, I have made so many contacts, plus we are going to the Bernard party this Saturday... I just wanted to do something more for you."
"Sounds more like," She paused. "You want to get rid of me, Chanel didn't say there was going to be another party."
"Just a small one with Alan Bernard, more of a business thing than a party."
Scarlett leaned back in her chair and studied Edward. "Actually Chanel has been very quiet this week, plus I feel like I'm living with Chrissy Teigen with the boobs, and those big earrings, and the long blonde hair. I can use a break from the sound of high heels all over the wood floors when I am home." She thought to herself. "Plus I wouldn't mind getting started in Norway. I've been ready for months."
Edward claps his hands. "Then it's done, I'll notify Michele in Norway, you'll be at your hotel by Saturday afternoon. And I will even fly you back for the Company Christmas party."
—
Tom and Sydney’s Gallery was a buzz late Thursday afternoon, the day after the big auction. When I walked in, Sydney was excited, the firm sold everything they had up for bids. "I'm so glad you're here, come inside the office with me." Sydney pointed. "Honey, Chanel's here." Tom was at his desk. I couldn't read the expressions on their faces, but I knew something was up. I knew they sold the Monet’s but I really didn't know why they had asked me in.
Tom started. "We checked on your work history in New York. All four of the places you named." He looked at Sydney and she added.
"I also called NYU and there is no record of a Chanel Taylor ever attending there or even working at any of those places you mentioned."
‘Oh shit!’ I thought to myself, I didn't think they would look into anything, I thought we were just talking. "Um, I don't know what to say." I started to tear up and got up to leave.
"No please." Tom said. "We're sorry, but we have to check… It's our business. We didn't say anything to Edward."
I walked back over to them and opened my purse. I took out a business card. "This is the name I used in all those places." Handing them my business card.
They looked at me, then back at the card. "Really? Does Edward know?"
"He does!" I said.
Tom told me to sit. "Well that explains it then… let's get on with business. Here, we have this for you." He handed me an envelope. Both of them had a big smile on their faces. "Go ahead and open it."
I pulled out a check. "Six million dollars. I ummm" I didn't know what was happening. "What is this?"
"10 percent." Sydney said, beaming joyfully.
—
When I got home I had such a buzz on, I made nine million dollars, SIX MILLION DOLLARS, and I even told two people who I was and I was beginning to like it, that I was a crossdresser. So when I walked into the house I was a little surprised that there were two more people there than I thought there would be. Scarlett got up quickly. "Chanel! I have a surprise for you." She exclaimed, I walked in and the two men in the living room stood up. Scarlett grabbed me and maneuvered me towards the kitchen. "Guys we will be right back."
"So since you loved your date so much with Edward, I got two men to come over for drinks. They are your admirers from your Twitter page. We can share them."
"What?" I said a little too loud, slowly calming down. I asked, "Why are you looking at my Twitter page? and why would you do something so crazy all of a sudden?"
"Oh stop, I've seen your slutty little page before." She said, "Besides, I know you will have extra time next week, you can always call one of them to keep you busy. I'm going to Norway this Saturday to finally start my project. Didn't Edward tell you?"
"Actually I haven't really spoken to him since Sunday. You're going to Norway?" 
"Well Edward's going to be busy too, so try not to bother him. Now go fix your face and come back inside." She grabbed some chips and headed into the living room.
I didn't know what she was up to, I thought Norway was a couple of months away. I went into my room and straightened myself up a little. I was wearing my blue choker ribbed sweater dress and heels. I fixed my lipstick and brushed my hair and headed into the living room a little tremblingly. Both the men stood up, they must have both been in their late-forties. I didn't like that they knew so much about me. Their names were ThickTuner and HugeHugh48, they gave me their usernames like it meant something to me. The next hour was really uncomfortable, with Scarlett trying to act like this was just a normal Thursday night at home. Each time Tuner tried to put his arm around me I squirmed away. He then kept on asking me to put on my pink satin minidress, obviously it was his favorite, but I didn't want them to get too familiar with me. It was making me too anxious and I wanted to get rid of them as soon as possible. "Maybe it's time to call it a night gentlemen. I'm sure we all have work in the morning."
"Well." Tuner sneered. "Scarlett had promised us a little fun if we rushed ourselves over here."
Scarlett got up to put the glasses away. "I spent a couple of hours on Twitter today looking for someone local. These men were the first to respond."
"I'm from Nevada." HugeHugh said.
"What is a little fun?" I quizzed with fear.
"Well you know..." Tuner said while looking at my breasts and rubbing his crotch.
Scarlett cut in. "Let us give you both some head and we can call it a night."
If looks could kill Scarlett would’ve been dead. Tuner got up first and put his arm around me. "Wait." Said Hugh. "I didn't come all the way over here to get head from some housewife. I want a piece of Chanel too."
My mind went into survival mode and I sat them both on the couch. "Okay let's start this then. Scarlett, maybe you can get them hard for me? I wanted her to finish what she started."
"Me?" She gave me an annoyed look, "I'm going to bed." And then I was suddenly alone with these two strangers.
It didn't take long for HugeHugh to cum. He was already hard and once he was in my mouth I thought he would faint, he was so excited. I was so glad he wasn't my first blow job, I really didn't want to relive this memory. I spit his sperm into a tissue and started on Tuner. As I took his cock in my mouth, I felt his hands on my head. "Don't do that, I will go at my own pace. You will love it I promise." Well, I hoped.
I had to keep knocking his hands from my hair, he was getting very aggressive. He kept trying to push me deeper onto his cock. "Stop it." I said "Or I'm not going to finish."
"Finish? You better fucking finish bitch, now come on." He hit me in the face with his cock, and I got up.
"Leave or I'm calling the police." I threatened. He laughed with his cock hanging out of his pants.
"A little faggot like you is gonna call the cops on me? Give me a break." He then got up and grabbed my wrist spinning me around. Out of the corner of my eye I saw HugeHugh leave.
Scarlett came running out holding her phone. "I called them already and they will be here in minutes." I breathed a sigh of relief and forced my hand away from him, rubbing it.
"What the fuck are you two bitches up to, damn." He heard the siren before us. "Shit just what I need."
The door flew open and Edward appeared. "What's going on? You get the hell out of here. Get away from her." He yelled.
"Now who the fuck are you? What kind of bullshit goes on here?" Edward grabbed him, putting him in a hold and dragging him toward the door.
The cops were on the steps. "We can take him from here sir, but I'm going to need a statement."
After the cops and Edward left, I slammed the door. I went into my room and got ready for a long hot shower to brush the bad taste out of my mouth. "What the hell was she thinking? ugh... It started out as such a great day." I decided not to confront her and I called Edward instead, thanking him, and wishing he stayed here to fall asleep with me.
—
Saturday was going to be a busy day. The town car came to take Scarlett and Alexis to the airport. I hadn't spoken to her since Thursday night, and I still wasn't happy with her or the situation she put me in.
"Goodbye." Scarlett said. "And if you get lonely I  have left your admirers numbers on the fridge." She chuckled.
I shook my hair. "No one will ever be that lonely." I shut the door out on her, happy that they were leaving, and started to get ready to go to Hana’s.




CHAPTER 4 

Hours later, when Edward came to pick me up at the salon, I was dressed even sexier than ever before. I had a very low cut emerald see through dress that was studded with tiny shimmering crystals all over it, I was good enough to eat. I was braless for the first time, since the front of the dress showed my entire cleavage. The dress was long sleeved and the hem came just above my knees, with a slight slit in the back. My heels were matching six inch opened toed pumps, to show the green nails peeking out. My fingernails were also long and deep green and I couldn't wait to be running them through Edward's hair. I had on a thin diamond choker and thick gold hoops. I felt them against my neck with every little move I made. I walked up front and without saying anything, put my arms around Edward and kissed him in front of the whole shop. "I'm so ready." I said as seductively as I could. With a big smile on his face and a rock hard cock in his pants, he took me out to his car.
The party was at a huge mansion in The Hills. We parked next to all the other expensive looking cars and trucks, then I grabbed my clutch and we headed into the foyer of the grand house. There were tables full of drinks and food, and women and men mingling around. All the men were older and impeccably dressed, all the women were beautiful, hot and young, With perfect little dresses, perfect shoes and perfect smiles. We fit in quite well, though, Edward was definitely the youngest man here who was not serving alcohol on a tray. We grabbed two cocktails and went to greet the hosts.
Kate was happy to see me and gave me a hug and a kiss. "Girlfriend… you look amazing." I complimented her outfit too, wishing I had a waist and a hip like hers.
We mingled at the party for about an hour and then Kate appeared on the stairs in the hall. "Ladies, it's time to let the men socialize and talk about how hot we are." The room burst into laughter "Follow me girls." And she made her way up the stairs. I kissed Edward goodbye and followed.
All the men went into a side door leading to another part of the house, while we found ourselves in Kate's tremendous room. There was champagne and wine being served by several women, and I grabbed a drink and investigated her walls. She had nice taste. Kate led us into a theater with couches and recliners. I told her I loved her decorating and she said she did it herself. "I can get you set up with plenty of classical art to go with this theme if you'd like." I smiled.
"That would be lovely. We can talk." Was her response. We then sat and watched a movie that wouldn't be out for at least another few months. "Only the best for my girls." She said and gave me a wink.
I had to admit I was missing Edward so I snuck out to the ladies room and had another cocktail. Making my way downstairs, it was so quiet, I found the room with the men. They were all watching horse races on a big screen. There was even some playing cards. I realized I was the only woman in a sea of men and I loved how they watched me and smiled as I made my way around the room. I found Edward and held him from behind, kissing his shoulder while he talked to a group of men. After introducing me, we excused ourselves out and went back to the main part of the house. "Let's sneak out of here." I said and kissed him again. He grabbed my hand and we headed for the door. "We are going to need champagne." I told him.
In the car with 2 chilled bottles of champagne between us we took off. We decided to enter a parking lot next to the nearby Park. When I stood out of the car and stretched he grabbed me by the waist and kissed my exposed neck. He looked me in the eyes. "I have missed you, don't stay away from me for so long ever again."
I smiled and told him I was sorry I took him away from the party.
"Don't be crazy." He said. "I have gotten more contacts today than I have in 2 years. Plus, it was slightly creepy how old those men were compared to the girls."
"Mmm. I don’t mind." I cooed. "They were alright. Kate is going to let me get her interested in art. I really like her, she was very nice to me."
We took the alcohol out of the car and I grabbed a bag. Edward opened the champagne, and took a sip. "To us!" He said.
I looked at him. "A lady does not drink out of a bottle." And I took two of the champagne flutes out of my bag and laughed. "A lady might not drink out of a bottle, but it's okay if she steals something every once in a while, ha ha." We laughed and he kissed me.
We were in a quiet area and I was sitting on one of those picnic bench tables, with my legs dangling off, playing with my heels. I uncrossed my silky legs and I lifted my dress, opening them a little, and I pulled Edward to me. He looked in my eyes and played with my hair. We kept eye contact as he lightly touched my cheek with his fingers and then lips.
He then kissed me lightly. "Oh Chanel, I think I am falling in lust with you." He said quietly. I kissed him again on the lips as I looked up to him.
He moved closer between my legs and I felt him between my thighs. "Maybe I can speed things up a bit then." I seductively spoke as I pulled the front of my dress down completely exposing my silicone breasts. I suddenly felt his cock get harder and get closer to my crotch. He bent down and put one in his mouth while he massaged the other one. He then kissed up my neck getting closer to my lips as I moaned and sighed. "Oh Edward, nobody has ever made me feel like you do."
He then pulled me closer as his now exposed cock was pushing against my crotch, and my arms were around his neck. "Take off your pants." I begged. His lips never left mine as he dropped his slacks and briefs and pulled off his jacket then his tie. I unbuttoned his shirt and ran my long nails through his dark chest hair.
"Mmm. I love your strong body." I then kissed his chest as he put his face in my hair. I loved how he took in my scent and kissed me. "Take me, right here daddy." I said between short breaths.
He grinned "Anything my princess wants."
He laid me on my back and he pulled down my hose and panties. "No, not my panties, please." He stopped and I pulled them up. I was tucked and I wanted to look as feminine as possible down there. I was looking at the trees hoping nobody was going to come by as he took off my heels and hose and then delicately put my heels back on. This was my kind of man. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him close. I was so glad I cleaned myself in and out earlier on Hana’s instructions. This was my first time in a very very long time and I was ready for it. He started kissing my exposed breasts and made his way down to my tight belly. I felt his fingers starting to enter me and I moaned, not caring who was wandering around the park this late afternoon. He then stood up, as more of his fingers made their way into my feminine entrance. I started bouncing as his fingers wiggled inside my 'pussy.'
"You are almost ready my princess." He teased me. Then he grabbed his hard cock and aimed it at my waiting hole. He teased me a bit more before finally pushing the head of his dick inside me.
"Oh my God, Edward. You are so big, please fill me up." I was writhing and moving around, I felt so sexy, I was becoming his woman. I was glad I had liberally applied lube earlier, again I thanked Hana. I felt his manhood move inch by inch as he plowed into my waiting 'pussy.' When he was halfway in, he stopped so I could get used to him. I have never felt so fulfilled and I started to move down on him. "Oh my God." He was almost all the way in, I yelped and looked up into his eyes, suddenly grabbing the material on the arms of his shirt. My long nails gripped his arms as he slowly made his way into me completely, all nine thick inches of him. It hurt, but when I felt his body against me I knew he was completely inside me and I begged him to kiss me. I felt my bottom go up and my legs rise as he bent down to put his mouth on mine. We started to move together in a perfect rhythm as he made love to me.
"Edward, you feel so good inside me." He smiled and kissed my neck and lips.
"You feel incredible." he told me as he pushed in and out of my hole. "Shit, Chanel tell me when you are ready, I'm going to cum baby."
Once he said that it took me over the edge, a man was going to come inside me, and I wanted it all. I pushed harder as we made so much noise I'm sure someone could’ve  heard us. "Fuck me baby." I begged as he shot his cum inside me. I felt it all as I started to come in my panties. "Oh my God," I felt his sperm start to move its way inside me. I grabbed him and we kissed again until both of our orgasms went cool. He pulled back a little and looked at me and we both laughed. "What the hell are we doing on a picnic table in a Park?" I giggled. "I have a whole empty ass house." But I knew I was so horny I never would have made it back home.
—
I woke up sore in all the right places, and when I felt a hard cock in the crack of my ass, I knew it wasn't an elaborate dream. I made Edward get on his back as I sat on him. I felt him enter me as my long blonde hair touched his face. He smiled up at me as I watched him smile. He grabbed my waist and lifted me up and down on his hard manhood. I was wearing nothing but a sheer pink teddy as I felt him move inside me. It was so much easier the next two times we made love, and now the third was absolute heaven. The length of his cock was completely in me, and It didn't take long for him to cum. I left him inside me and straddled him until he was soft once again.
We got up and I went to make him breakfast. "You better put on something less sexy, or I'm not going to be able to leave you alone." He laughed as we shared another kiss. He ended up bending me over the counter and fucking me while I watched in the reflection off the kitchen counter. It was so wonderful relaxing after such an eventful week. He looked at me while I was serving him breakfast. "I still can't believe we stole those glasses and champagne."
I smiled. "It was so worth it."




CHAPTER 5

The rest of the week was just tying up a few things. I got to see Sydney and Tom and they offered me a partnership with them at their Gallery. It was the first of the new money I used. I left my other job and introduced all my clients to Chanel. Some of them were happy to continue on with the new me, but I felt a couple of the others were uncomfortable so I referred them to others in the business I knew. "Just like water off a duck's back." Snickered Sydney, laughing at her bad joke. "Win some, lose some. There are more clients out there, we are totally fine for the foreseeable future." Seeing Edward was a little tricky, he was overseeing Scarlett 's project in Norway, and he was helping to coordinate the Company Christmas party.
—
I left Hana’s for the third time in as many weeks all dolled up in a beautiful Christmas Dress. Red again, but this time it was strapless and scrunched at the breasts and ass. It came above the knee and Mari padded my hips to give me a perfect curvy figure. This time I had long Christmas green nails to match my high stilettos and clutch. Hana added more extensions in my hair making it even more full, then a little spray and then I was done. It was a moment of deja vu as I made my way to the front and kissed Edward in front of the other patrons. He stood back and shook his head. "Chanel, you get more and more beautiful with each passing day." He then passionately kissed me. "Let's go." He said.
This party was so much more fun and relaxed than the last one. Everyone from Scarlett and Edward's office were here, except for Scarlett and her friend Alexis. We met with Tom and Sydney and danced most of the night. Edward introduced me to everyone as his girlfriend and I was thrilled. Even Kate and her husband attended for the first time. The six of us were sitting at the bar drinking egg nogs, when Sydney and the others excused themselves.
"Well what's up? What am I missing?" I turned around and Scarlett gave me a kiss. "Surprise, I see you two look very comfortable together. Edward, I hope you are taking good care of my ex-roommate."
I looked at her and Alexis a little puzzled. "We're moving to Norway. I figure if I'm working there I might as well live there full time."
"Really? Congratulations." I whispered.
"Sydney and Tom, of all people, gave me and Alexis money to buy a house outside of Oslo. They said they suddenly came into a lot of it. Well..." And she shrugged her shoulders. "You take the house, I will grab some of my stuff in the morning, and I'm staying here at the hotel.” She paused for a few seconds, and then continued now “Chanel, forgive me for all the times I was a bitch to you. I'm really sorry.” her eyes were almost on the brink of tears. “I forgive you Scarlett!” we hugged and then she continued "I had my doubts but I think you two will make a perfect couple."
They kissed us goodbye and started to mingle, and got lost in the crowd. "That was a surprise." Said Edward.
I looked at him. "No… that was a Christmas miracle daddy." I snuggled up to him.
—
On the way home we stopped at the same park we made out. Edward smiled at me, while caressing my boobs across the console. "I hear they have a picnic table with our names on it."
I watched him make a mischievous smile and I said. "Do they? Hmm... I guess we are going to have to investigate that. We laughed and drove off into the night looking forward to the exciting life ahead. I got increasingly excited from the fact that I’d be getting to live as someone’s wife from now.
THE END.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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