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  A voice came to me as if from a long distance away.


  “Wake up, sleepyhead!”


  The earth started shaking like an earthquake.


  “Wake up, Steven. Time to get up!”


  “whftsr, “ I mumbled in reply.


  The earthquake resolved itself into my wife shaking me awake. What seemed like the strangest of dreams fluttered away from my mind.


  I tried talking again but only managed a mumble.


  “Come on, sleepyhead!”


  I tried using my mouth again and managed to groan “Ok.”


  “Good. Time to get up and start work.”


  Was I late? My body told me of various aches and pains, and my ass felt strange, had I slept crookedly or something?


  I opened my eyes and quickly shut them in the bright sunshine. Carefully I squinted them opened them again and saw my wife looking down at me. I groaned as I remembered the punishment of wearing pink satin panties to work. Would she make me do that again?


  Wait a minute! I thought yesterday was Friday? I slowly raised myself up and mumbled “Weekend?” at my wife.


  Her dark eyes flashed angrily at me. “Yes, it’s the weekend, but you’re still going to work, Steven Redfern.” Her face hardened. “Or should I call you Sissy?”


  What? I looked at her in confusion. Sissy?


  My stomach clenched as, like some enormous tidal wave, my recollection of what happened yesterday towered above me and toppled down crushing me. I collapsed back on the bed.


  Oh my god.


  “I think you need to see this,” she said.


  I desperately hoped this was just some very strange nightmare.


  I heard the sound of the flatscreen TV turning on.


  Oh god. The pictures. The video!


  I feared looking at the screen. But like it was some compulsive car-crash TV show I raised myself up on an elbow opened my eyes and saw myself in a wavy blond wig, eyeshadow and smeared red lipstick licking my cum off Chris’s desk and then smiling at the camera.


  Oh god.


  I collapsed back on the bed.


  “Helen!” I pleaded.


  “Too late, Steve. Too fucking late,” she said harshly. “Unless you want, oh let’s see,” she feigned thinking deeply about what she’d say next “Your BOYFRIEND, Chris, to see this. Or anyone else I can send it to, from now on you’re going to do exactly as I want.”


  Shit.
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  I closed my eyes. My life was over. Well, it wasn’t over. It was just now completely in my wife’s and her sister’s hands. What would they want from me?


  “Mandy wants you to go into work,” she reminded me.


  Why would my boss want me in at the weekend?


  I opened my eyes and saw the back of my wife’s red dressing gown as she headed for the door.


  “Why would she want me in today?” I called after her.


  “Don’t know. Don’t care. Just be in.”


  Naked I rolled out of bed onto the floor and stayed on my hands and knees as a wave of dizziness hit me. Just what the hell was in those drinks Mandy had given me? Probably something illegal, or at least heavily frowned upon by the cops.


  Using the bed for support I struggled to my feet and stood swaying. My feet felt different now they were flat on the floor and not in sky-high stilettos. The lingerie I’d worn last night must be somewhere. Perhaps in the wash? Hopefully burnt?


  My mind went back to the video I’d just seen. I’d licked up and swallowed my own cum? The recollection hit my stomach and I quickly stumbled through the door and into the luckily empty bathroom. Face down in the toilet losing the unwanted contents of my stomach I realised I had to do something. But what?


  I couldn’t get another job because as soon as I did the video and pictures would probably be sent to my new manager for their horrified gaze.


  I could disappear, leave this life behind. And do what exactly?


  I was stuck.


  I flushed the toilet and overdid the mouthwash to get rid of the taste (thank god for mint!). My stomach almost rebelled again as I knew what taste I was getting rid of.


  “Hurry up!” came my wife’s voice up the stairs.


  I didn’t want to give her any reason to send the images to anyone that knew me (or anyone at all), so I quickly brushed my teeth, stuck some antiperspirant on, and scrubbed my face getting rid of the last traces of make-up then hurried to find some jeans and a sweatshirt to wear. Socks and running shoes finished my utterly non-female ensemble and five minutes later I was driving down the road into work. What did Mandy want me in for?


  The car park was empty except for an expensive-looking car that was probably Mandy’s by the entrance and a cheaper one (probably the security guard’s) to one side. I parked near her car and got my security pass from the glove compartment. The doors opened after a quick swipe of the pass and I headed inside.


  After a disinterested nod from the security guard as he looked up from his tablet I headed for the elevators as walking up several flights of stairs would not be a good idea.


  The doors slid open and I had a moment of déjà vu seeing the office and empty desks. Heading towards Mandy’s office the overhead lights turned on as I walked underneath them, creating a bright corridor. If Mandy didn’t hear the elevator stop on this floor she couldn’t miss the lights announcing my arrival. I slowed as I went by Chris’s desk checking in case there were any drops of cum I’d missed. Thankfully I couldn’t see any. I hoped he’d never, ever, ever, find out what I’d done on his desk. Ever.
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