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Chapter 1

Susan Thompson drove through the quiet, tree-lined streets of Tilehurst with a deep, languid satisfaction still pulsing through her body. The clock on the dashboard showed it was just after eleven-thirty on a mild Wednesday evening, and the suburban roads were peacefully empty, most houses already dark except for the occasional warm glow of a porch light or the flickering blue light of a television behind net curtains. Her body carried the pleasant, aching reminder of a night spent thoroughly used. Jacob had been particularly energetic and well-endowed this evening, taking her in multiple positions across his sleek, modern flat before finally emptying himself deep inside her. She could still feel the warm, sticky evidence of their encounter slowly leaking from her well-fucked pussy into the delicate black lace thong she wore beneath her short dress. Every small movement of the car sent a fresh, filthy reminder between her thighs, making her smile softly to herself in the darkness of the car.

The drive home gave her time to reflect on the past few months since the second surgery. For several weeks afterwards, she had genuinely believed the doctors had succeeded. The small mass they removed from her brain had seemed to restore the old, sensible, unremarkable Susan, the quiet estate agent who had been content with her comfortable, middle-class life of sensible skirts, practical blouses, and neat ponytails. The hypersexual urges, the cruel dominance, the constant, gnawing craving for other men’s cocks had appeared to fade into the background like a strange, unpleasant dream that she was relieved to wake from. She had let her platinum blonde hair gradually return toward its natural brown, dressed more modestly again in the kind of clothes that wouldn’t turn heads in the supermarket or at parent-teacher evenings, and tried hard to settle back into the familiar routines she had shared with Mark for so many years. The quiet evenings watching television together, the gentle, predictable lovemaking on Friday nights, the sensible conversations over dinner about work, the garden, and whether they should finally book that holiday to Devon, she had convinced herself that this was what she wanted. That this was who she really was.

But as the weeks passed, the old feelings began to creep back in, subtle at first, like distant thunder on a summer evening. A lingering glance at a handsome client during a property viewing. A sudden rush of heat when she remembered the way Jacob had fucked her. The way her mind would wander during dinner with Mark, imagining what it would feel like to have a thick cock stretching her while her husband knelt nearby, waiting to clean her. She had tried to push these thoughts away, telling herself they were just residual effects of the injury, nothing more. But deep down, she knew the truth. The surgery had not removed the new Susan. It had only temporarily suppressed her.

Tonight, as she turned into their quiet residential street, the truth finally settled over her with crystal clarity. The operation hadn’t fixed her. It had only caused a temporary reset. The deep, burning, insatiable need to be a complete slut, to be used roughly, degraded, filled, and discarded by strong, confident men, had never truly gone away. It had simply been dormant, waiting patiently for the right trigger to surge back to life with renewed force.

And now it was roaring inside her once more, stronger, darker, and more demanding than ever before.

The operation hadn’t fixed her. It had only caused a temporary reset.

The deep, burning, insatiable need to be a complete slut, to be used roughly, degraded, filled, and discarded by strong, confident men, had never truly gone away. It had simply been dormant, waiting patiently for the right trigger to surge back to life with renewed force. But even more powerful than that was the intoxicating need to dominate Mark, to break him down completely, to own him in every possible way. The cruelty, the humiliation, the absolute control she exercised over him, these things had become as essential to her as breathing. She didn’t just want to be a hotwife anymore. She wanted to be his hotwife. The woman who destroyed his dignity while somehow, in her own twisted way, loving him for it.

And now it was roaring inside her once more, stronger, darker, and more demanding than ever before. A slow, predatory smile curved her lips as she pulled the car into their driveway. The lights were still on downstairs. Mark was waiting for her, as he always did. Her pathetic, devoted, completely owned little cuckold. She felt a rush of dark affection for him, not the gentle, romantic love of their early years, but something deeper, more possessive, and infinitely more satisfying. She loved him for how easily he broke. She loved him for how beautifully he submitted. She loved him for giving her the power to destroy him and rebuild him in whatever image she desired.

Susan turned off the engine and sat for a moment, savouring the anticipation. She knew exactly what she was going to do when she walked through that door. And she knew, with absolute certainty, that he would let her. Because that was what he was for now.

Her perfect little toy. Her beloved loser. Her eternal cuckold.

She sat in the car for a long moment after turning off the engine, staring at the familiar front door of their modest semi-detached house. This was the home they had bought together with careful saving and a sensible mortgage, the place where they had built what she used to think was a perfectly adequate life. Now it felt more like a stage, a carefully maintained façade for the new reality she was embracing. Her pussy was still throbbing from the thorough fucking Jacob had given her, and the warm, sticky cum continued to leak slowly from her into the lace thong. The sensation was filthy and delicious, a constant reminder of her true nature.

She slipped two fingers under the hem of her short dress and into her panties, scooping up a thick glob of Jacob’s cum. She brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked them clean, savouring the salty, musky taste while her other hand picked up her phone. She quickly typed out a message to another lover she had been chatting with for several days; Free tomorrow afternoon? I need that big cock again. The reply came almost immediately. She smirked around her cum-covered fingers, already imagining Mark on his knees, obediently licking another man’s load out of her while she stroked his hair and told him what a good little cuck he was.

The contrast between the sensible, middle-class house in front of her and the depraved reality of her desires sent a dark thrill through her body. She sucked her fingers clean one last time, adjusted her dress, and stepped out of the car, ready to play the part of the loving wife once more. For now.

But she also knew she needed to exercise caution. She couldn’t let the mask slip too obviously, too quickly. Mark was still useful. He was safe. He was reliable. He was hers to shape and control, a blank canvas upon which she could paint whatever twisted masterpiece she desired. Rushing things now might scare him away, and she wasn’t ready to lose her perfect little toy just yet. She needed him broken slowly, methodically, until he no longer even remembered what it felt like to be a man with dignity.

She took a slow, steadying breath, composed her expression into something softer and more vulnerable, the caring wife returning from a long day, perhaps a little emotional, perhaps in need of comfort. She checked her reflection in the rear-view mirror one last time, making sure she looked just dishevelled enough to be believable but not so obviously fucked that it would raise immediate alarms. Then she stepped out of the car, smoothing down her short dress with deliberate care before walking up the garden path with the same measured steps she had used for years as the sensible estate agent.

The role came easily to her now, a performance she had perfected. But beneath the soft smile and gentle demeanour she was preparing to show Mark, the real Susan was already planning the next stage of his descent. And she couldn’t wait to begin.

Inside, the house greeted her with its familiar, comforting smell, the faint lemon scent of the cleaner Mark always used so diligently, the quiet hum of the fridge, the soft tick of the hallway clock. She found him in the lounge, sitting in his usual armchair, but the book on his lap was closed. He wasn’t reading. He had clearly been waiting for her, his posture tense, his hands fidgeting slightly in his lap. This was the first time she had come home from a proper date since the second surgery, and the anticipation, and anxiety, was written all over his face. He looked up the moment she entered, that same devoted but deeply nervous expression crossing his features.

“Hi love,” Susan said warmly, kicking off her heels by the door with a deliberate, sensual movement. “I’m home.”

Mark stood up immediately, almost too quickly, and came over to hug her. She allowed it, wrapping her arms around his skinny frame and kissing him gently on the cheek. She could feel the tension in his body, the mixture of love, fear, relief, and barely contained arousal that had become his default state whenever she returned from a date. But tonight there was something extra in it; the knowledge that this was the first time since the operation.

Susan smiled at him, her eyes sparkling with naughty mischief as she pressed her body against his. “I had an amazing night,” she purred softly, her voice low and seductive. “Jacob was incredible. So big, so strong… he fucked me so well, Mark. I came three times before he finally filled me up.”

Mark’s breath hitched, his face flushing with a mixture of jealousy and arousal. Susan kissed his neck lightly, her lips brushing his skin as she continued.

“Come upstairs with me,” she whispered, taking his hand. “I’m still full of him. I want you to clean me while I tell you all about how good he was.”

Mark followed her without a word, his hand trembling slightly in hers as they climbed the stairs. Susan smiled to herself, savouring the power she held over him. This was only the beginning.

She led him up the carpeted stairs to their bedroom, her hips swaying with deliberate sensuality, each step a quiet reminder of the power she held. Once inside, she sat on the edge of the bed and lifted her short dress without ceremony, parting her legs to reveal her swollen, reddened pussy still glistening with the evidence of her night with Jacob.

“I need you to clean me, Mark,” she said, her voice polite but carrying that new, underlying note of natural authority. “Please.”

Mark knelt between her thighs without hesitation. The sight of her well-fucked cunt, puffy and slick, leaking thick, pearly strands of another man’s cum, made his breath catch. A strange, complex wave of emotions washed over him; shame, jealousy, and a deep, almost desperate relief. He had missed this. As much as he hated admitting it to himself, there was a part of him that had been craving this degrading act again. He leaned forward and began licking her gently but thoroughly, his tongue working to scoop out every trace of Jacob from her slick folds. The taste was strong, salty, bitter, musky, and he felt a twisted sense of comfort in it, as if returning to a dark but familiar ritual. He was desperate to get it all out, to clean her completely, as though doing so somehow proved his devotion.

Susan sighed with deep pleasure, a satisfied smile spreading across her face as she ran her fingers through his sandy-brown hair almost tenderly. She had missed this too, the feeling of complete control, the sight of her husband on his knees cleaning up after a superior man. It felt right. Natural. She was relieved to be doing it again, to be embracing this side of herself without restraint.

“You’re such a good cuck,” she murmured softly, her voice warm with affection. “Such a good, obedient boy for me.”

Mark continued his task with quiet devotion, sucking and licking with the thoroughness of a man who had come to accept his place. He worked diligently between her thighs until she was as clean as he could possibly make her, his tongue delving deep to capture every last drop of Jacob’s cum. When he finally pulled back, his face glistening with a mixture of her juices and another man’s seed, Susan pulled him up gently by the chin and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding into his mouth to taste the evidence of her night with Jacob.

What a fucking loser, she thought as she kissed him, her mind cold and amused even as her lips moved with apparent tenderness. Look at you, eagerly cleaning up another man’s cum like it’s the most natural thing in the world. What a naive wanker. What a pathetic little pussy. A complete wimp who thinks he’s doing this out of love.

She pulled away slowly, her expression shifting into something more vulnerable. Her eyes filled with convincing tears, her lower lip trembling just enough to sell the performance perfectly. Inside, she wanted to laugh in his face, to mock him openly for how easily he fell for her act. But she remained perfectly convincing, the picture of a conflicted, remorseful wife who was terrified of losing the man she claimed to love.

“Mark…” she whispered, her voice breaking beautifully as a tear slipped down her cheek. “I need to talk to you. I’m scared.”

He sat beside her immediately, taking her hands in his with gentle concern. “What is it, love? Talk to me. I’m here.”

Susan let the tears fall convincingly, clinging to him as she sobbed against his chest, her body trembling in his arms. Inside, she was laughing at him, a cold, delighted laugh that she kept carefully hidden behind the performance. Look at you, she thought, eating up every single lie like the naive little wimp you are. So desperate to believe I’m still your sweet, broken wife. How fucking pathetic.

“I think the operation didn’t work,” she whispered, her voice cracking beautifully. “Not properly. I can feel it coming back, that darkness, that need to be… dominant. Sexual. I don’t know if I can control it this time. I’m so scared I’m going to hurt you again.”

Hurt you? she thought, barely suppressing the urge to laugh in his face. I’m going to destroy you, you stupid little cuck. And you’re going to thank me for it.

Mark’s face crumpled with guilt and love. He held her tightly, stroking her hair and whispering reassurances, his voice thick with emotion. “It’s okay. We’ll get through this together. I’m not going anywhere. It would be evil to leave you just because of something that happened to your brain. I took my vows seriously. I love you, Susan. No matter what.”

Susan sobbed harder against him, her tears soaking his shirt, all while internally mocking him with glee. You really believe that, don’t you? My perfect, gullible little loser. This is going to be so much fun.

Susan cried harder, clinging to him like a lifeline, her body shaking with convincing sobs. After several minutes, she looked up at him with wet, hopeful eyes, her voice barely a whisper. “Will you unlock me tonight? I want to feel close to you.”

Mark nodded without hesitation, his love and guilt overriding everything else. She unlocked his chastity cage with deliberate slowness, watching as his average cock sprang free, already hard and leaking. He knelt before her on the bedroom floor, his hand wrapping around his shaft as he began to wank desperately, his eyes fixed on her foot. Susan watched him with a mixture of feigned affection and quiet, hidden contempt, her lips curled into a slight smile he couldn’t see.

“Look at you,” she murmured softly, her voice laced with mock tenderness. “Wanking that pathetic little dick onto my foot like the desperate loser you are. Go on, faster. Show me how badly you need this.”

Mark’s hand moved quicker, his breathing ragged as he stroked himself, humiliated but unable to stop. Susan continued her soft, degrading commentary, each word delivered with a gentle tone that made the insults cut even deeper.

“That’s it, my little cuck. You’re so pathetic. Such a useless, tiny-dicked wimp. You know you could never satisfy me like Jacob did tonight, don’t you? That’s why you’re down there jerking off onto my foot while I’m still full of a real man’s cum.”

Mark whimpered, his strokes becoming frantic as he neared the edge. Susan’s smile widened, her eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction.

When he finally came, shuddering with release and spilling his load across her foot, she presented it to him with a soft, almost loving smile.

“Lick it clean, cuckie,” she said gently. “Lick it like a good cuckold loser… That’s right, every drop. You’re so good at cleaning up messes, aren’t you? My perfect little cum-eating wimp.”

Mark obeyed without protest, his tongue lapping up his own mess while Susan stroked his hair tenderly, a dark, deeply satisfied smile playing on her lips that he couldn’t see.

She had him exactly where she wanted him, and this time, she wasn’t going to let anything, or anyone, stop her.


Chapter 2

The next morning, Susan sat at the kitchen table in their comfortable semi-detached house in Tilehurst, sipping her coffee while scrolling through her phone with a quiet, predatory focus. The house was peacefully quiet except for the low hum of the fridge and the occasional creak of the floorboards as she shifted in her chair. Mark had already left for work, leaving behind the faint scent of his aftershave and the neatly stacked breakfast dishes he had washed before leaving, always the diligent little house husband, even now.

She had woken up restless and horny, the memories of Jacob’s powerful body and thick cock still fresh in her mind, her pussy still slightly sore in the most delicious way. But today wasn’t about dwelling on last night. Today was about taking the next decisive step in her new life. As she sipped her coffee, a slow, wicked smile spread across her face. The thoughts came to her one after another, clear and exciting.

She needed to stop pretending. She needed to fully embrace what she had become. No more hiding behind the “recovered” wife act. No more playing the sensible Susan for Mark’s benefit. She was going to fuck as many men as she wanted, whenever she wanted, and she was going to make money from it. OnlyFans seemed like the perfect outlet, a way to turn her insatiable slutty nature into a profitable brand. She already had the body for it, the look, the attitude. All she needed now was the right guidance.

And she knew exactly who to call.

Her mind drifted to Trisha, the girl who had bullied her mercilessly in school. The it-girl. The boss-bitch. Now a successful OnlyFans star and porn actress. Perfect. Susan’s smile widened as she picked up her phone and found the number. This was going to be fun.

She was done playing the good wife. It was time to become the hotwife she was always meant to be. And poor Mark had no idea what was coming.

She found the contact she was looking for and pressed call. The phone rang several times before a sharp, confident voice answered.

“Who the fuck is this?” Trisha demanded, her tone exactly as abrasive and self-assured as Susan remembered from their school days, that same cutting, queen-bee arrogance that had once made Susan’s life miserable.

Susan leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs slowly with a small, satisfied smile. “It’s Susan. Susan Hargreaves. Or Thompson now. From Kendrick School.”

There was a pause, then a loud, mocking burst of laughter. “Plain Susan? You have got to be fucking kidding me. What the hell do you want, loser? Calling me after all these years? Did you finally get tired of being boring?”

Susan smiled, her voice calm and measured, carrying a new confidence that would have been unrecognisable to the old her. “I need some advice, Trisha. And I think you’re the perfect person to give it to me. Can we meet? There’s a nice coffee shop in town this afternoon. My treat.”

Trisha laughed again, clearly intrigued despite herself. “Well, well. You’ve actually got my attention now. Alright, fine. Two o’clock at that pretentious little place near the Oracle. Don’t be late, Plain Jane.”

Susan hung up, her smile widening into something darker and more predatory. The conversation had gone exactly as she had hoped. Trisha was hooked. And soon, she would have the perfect mentor for her new life as a hotwife and content creator.

A thrill of anticipation ran through her as she prepared for the meeting. Trisha had been the undisputed queen bee at Kendrick School, beautiful, cruel, popular, and completely fearless. She had bullied Susan mercilessly for years, calling her “Mousy Bitch,” “Plain Jane,” and various other cutting nicknames that had once cut deep. Now Trisha was a successful OnlyFans creator and semi-famous porn actress, living the kind of bold, unapologetically sexual life that Susan now craved more than anything.

That afternoon, Susan dressed with deliberate, provocative care. She chose a very short lace skater skirt that barely covered her arse, the hem flirting dangerously with exposure every time she moved. Paired with it was a matching lace crop top that showcased her toned midriff and the generous curve of her breasts, the sheer material leaving just enough to the imagination while still being unmistakably slutty. Her hair had been freshly bleached platinum blonde again, falling in sexy, tousled waves around her shoulders. She looked nothing like the sensible, frumpy estate agent she had once been. She looked like a woman who wanted to be noticed. Who needed to be noticed.

As she walked from the car to the coffee shop, the warm afternoon air brushing against her exposed skin, Susan felt a powerful rush every time a man turned to stare. Their eyes lingered on her legs, her arse, her tits, and she loved it. When a group of builders catcalled her from across the street, whistling and shouting crude compliments, she didn’t ignore them. Instead, she turned, smiled playfully, and lifted the front of her tiny skirt just enough to flash them her lace thong, giving them a quick but unforgettable view. Their cheers and lewd comments followed her down the street, making her pussy throb with excitement.

When she walked into the coffee shop, every man in the place turned to stare openly at her. Susan felt a surge of power and arousal. This was who she was now.

Trisha was already seated at a corner table, sipping an iced latte with her usual air of bored superiority. At first she didn’t recognise Susan. Then her eyes widened in genuine shock as she took in the transformation.

“No. Fucking. Way,” Trisha said, leaning back in her chair with a stunned grin. “Plain Susan? You look like a complete slag now. What the hell happened to you? Did you finally get fucked properly or something?”

Susan sat down opposite her, crossing her legs slowly and deliberately, letting the short lace skater skirt ride up her thighs just enough to draw Trisha’s gaze. “A lot happened. Head injury. Brain surgery. Personality change. The works.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a low, conspiratorial tone. “I’m not the same boring girl you used to bully anymore, Trisha. I’m a slut now. A proper, dripping wet, cock-hungry slut. And I want to make money from it.”

Trisha stared at her for a long moment, then burst out laughing, genuinely delighted. “You’re actually serious, aren’t you? Fuck me, this is brilliant. The mousy little bitch finally grew a pair of balls… or should I say, finally got a proper pair of tits and learned how to use them. Alright, tell me everything.”

Susan spent the next twenty minutes giving her the full, unfiltered story, the fall on the ice, the first personality change, the surgery, the brief return to normalcy, and how the dark, hypersexual urges had come roaring back stronger than ever. Trisha listened with rapt attention, occasionally interrupting with crude, delighted comments like “You dirty fucking whore” and “I always knew you had it in you.”

“So you want to start OnlyFans?” Trisha asked, stirring her drink with a mischievous grin, her eyes roaming over Susan’s body with new interest. “Smart girl. You’ve got the look for it now. Those tits, that arse, that ‘I’ll fuck your dad and make him leave his wife’ energy. I can help you set everything up. Cameras, lighting, content strategy, the works. We could even do some collabs if you want. Girl-on-girl stuff sells like absolute crazy. I’d love to eat that pretty pussy on camera while you moan like a whore.”

Susan smiled, her foot sliding under the table to brush teasingly against Trisha’s leg. “I’d love that,” she purred. “I’d love to make content with you, Trisha. Maybe we can start with you sitting on my face while I tongue-fuck you for the camera.”

Trisha’s eyes darkened with lust. “Fuck yes. This is going to be fun.”

Susan smiled, slipping off one of her heels under the table and slowly running her stockinged foot up Trisha’s leg. She didn’t stop at the knee. Her foot continued higher, sliding under Trisha’s short skirt until it rested firmly against her crotch. Susan began rubbing her toes deliberately against Trisha’s clit through her panties, applying firm, teasing pressure in slow circles.

Trisha’s eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she smirked, pressing back against Susan’s foot, her hips shifting subtly in her seat. “You really have changed, haven’t you?” she breathed, trying to keep her voice steady.

Susan’s smile widened as she increased the pressure, her toes working skilfully against Trisha’s sensitive clit. “I told you. I’m not the same boring girl anymore.”

Trisha’s breathing grew heavier. She gripped the edge of the table, her knuckles turning white as Susan continued the relentless footjob under the table. A few customers nearby glanced over, but Susan didn’t stop. She rubbed faster, pressing harder, until Trisha suddenly stiffened, her eyes fluttering as she came hard right there in the middle of the busy café.

Trisha bit her lip to stifle most of the sound, but a loud, breathy moan still escaped her. Her thighs trembled around Susan’s foot as she rode out the orgasm, her face flushed with pleasure and embarrassment.

Susan slowly withdrew her foot, slipping her heel back on with a satisfied smile. “Good girl,” she whispered. “Now… where were we?”

The two women spent the rest of the afternoon deep in conversation, discussing equipment, content ideas, marketing strategies, and how to turn Susan’s insatiable hypersexuality into a profitable brand. As they talked, Susan casually mentioned her husband, and Trisha’s eyes lit up with wicked curiosity.

“So what about that pathetic loser you married?” Trisha asked, grinning. “Mark, right? Still the same weak little geek?”

Susan smiled darkly, taking a sip of her coffee. “Oh, he’s still very much around. I love him, in my own way. But I don’t care about him anymore. Not really. He’s useful. He pays the bills, does all the housework, and cleans up after every man I fuck. I’ve turned him into my perfect little cuckold. He licks cum out of me, calls himself a loser when I tell him to, and thanks me for it. It’s actually quite sweet how easily he broke.”

Trisha burst out laughing, loud enough that a few people in the café turned to look. “No fucking way. You actually made him clean up after other guys? That’s hilarious. What a complete fucking wimp.”

Susan laughed along with her, her eyes gleaming with dark pleasure. “He is. But that’s what makes it so perfect. I love him enough to keep him, but not enough to care about his feelings. He exists for my pleasure now. And he’s starting to love it too.”

Trisha wiped tears of laughter from her eyes. “God, I love this new you. We are going to make so much money together.”

Susan smiled, leaning in closer with a dark, conspiratorial gleam in her eyes. “Oh, it gets even better. I’m going to turn him into the perfect gay fluffer for all my lovers. He’s already sucking cock on command. Soon I’ll have him begging to get fucked in the arse while I watch and film it. He’ll be my little sissy cocksucker, getting my bulls nice and hard before they fuck me, then cleaning up every drop afterwards. I want him completely broken and addicted to serving real men while I get properly fucked.”

Trisha’s eyes widened with delight. “You evil bitch. I fucking love it. Make sure you film everything. The audience is going to eat that shit up.”

Susan laughed softly, already imagining the future. “Oh, I will. Every single humiliating moment.”

As the conversation wound down, Susan felt a fresh flood of wetness soak through her already damp lace thong. The thrill of planning her new life, combined with the memory of Trisha’s orgasm under the table, had left her aching with need. She reached across the table and took Trisha’s hand, her eyes dark with lust. “Come on,” she said, standing up. “To the bathroom.”

Trisha raised an eyebrow, a playful smile on her lips. “Why?”

Susan leaned in close, her voice low and filthy. “Because I need you to finger me right now.”

The two women giggled like naughty schoolgirls as they hurried toward the toilets at the back of the café, drawing lustful stares from almost every man in the place. Susan didn’t care. She was done caring. This was who she was now. And she was only just getting started.


Chapter 3

Mark arrived home from work later than usual that evening, the weight of another long day at the council offices still clinging to him like a damp coat. The familiar streets of Tilehurst had been quiet as he drove, the neat front gardens and respectable semis bathed in the soft orange glow of the streetlights. He had spent the journey home trying to convince himself that things were returning to some semblance of normality, that Susan’s recent emotional vulnerability the previous night was a positive sign, a sign that they were both committed to fighting the lingering effects of her brain injury together. He wanted desperately to believe it.

Yet deep down, a quiet confusion gnawed at him. The way Susan had cried in his arms, the way she had asked to be unlocked, the gentle way she had called him a “good cuck” while he licked her clean, it all felt too perfectly balanced between love and control. He worried that he was reading too much into it, that his own growing addiction to the humiliation was clouding his judgement. What if she was still changing? What if the operation had only delayed the inevitable? What if the woman he loved was gone forever, replaced by someone who saw him as nothing more than a convenient, pathetic toy?

He pushed the thoughts down as he pulled into the driveway, telling himself he was being paranoid. Susan was trying. They were both trying. Everything was going to be okay.

But as he turned off the engine and stared at the familiar front door, a small, nagging voice in the back of his mind whispered that he was lying to himself. And that everything was about to get much worse.

The moment he stepped through the front door of their semi-detached house, he knew something was different. There was an energy in the air, a palpable buzz of activity that felt entirely out of place in their normally quiet, orderly home. The faint scent of perfume and something sharper, perhaps lubricant or cleaning products, hung in the hallway. He could hear voices upstairs, female laughter, bright and conspiratorial, mixed with the clatter of equipment being moved around, the occasional thud of something heavy being set down, and the low hum of what sounded like fans or lights. His stomach tightened with a familiar unease as he hung up his coat with trembling hands and made his way slowly up the carpeted stairs, each step feeling heavier than the last.

The sounds grew louder as he ascended. Trisha’s sharp, mocking laugh rang out clearly, followed by Susan’s softer, more confident voice giving instructions. Mark’s heart began to pound. He knew, even before he reached the landing, that whatever was happening upstairs was going to change things again. The peaceful illusion he had tried to maintain on the drive home was already crumbling. He paused at the top of the stairs, listening to the two women moving around the spare bedroom, and wondered how much further his wife intended to take this new life of hers, and how much more of himself he was willing to lose in the process.

He found Susan and Trisha in the spare bedroom, which they had completely transformed in the space of a single day. The once-modest guest room, previously used for occasional visitors and storing old boxes, had been turned into a professional-looking content studio. Bright, clinical lighting rigs stood in the corners, casting strong illumination across every surface. Tripods with expensive-looking cameras were positioned at various strategic angles, some low for close-up shots, others higher for full-body views. Various pieces of furniture had been rearranged to create different “scenes”, one corner set up like a luxurious bedroom with silk sheets and pillows, another with a simple wooden chair against a plain white wall for more minimalist shots. Cables snaked across the floor, and there were even a few ring lights and reflectors leaning against the walls, ready for use.

Trisha, the once-infamous school bully, was dressed in a tight black outfit that left very little to the imagination, a short leather skirt and a cropped top that hugged her curves aggressively. Her confident, sharp-featured face broke into a mocking grin the moment she saw Mark standing hesitantly in the doorway.

“Well, well, well,” Trisha laughed, folding her arms across her chest and looking him up and down with undisguised contempt. “If it isn’t little Mark Thompson. Still the same pathetic geek from school, I see. Some things never change. Still following Susan around like a lost puppy, are we?”

Susan barely glanced up from where she was adjusting a ring light, her movements precise and confident. She was wearing a very short lace skater skirt and a matching lace crop top that showed off her toned midriff and the generous curve of her breasts. Her platinum blonde hair was styled in sexy waves, and she looked every bit the confident hotwife she had become.

“Don’t worry about him, Trisha,” Susan said casually, her tone dismissive but light, as though she were speaking about an inconvenient but harmless pet. “He’s just a loser cuckold. A nobody who needs to learn when to shut his fucking mouth and stay out of the way.”

Mark stood frozen in the doorway, his face burning with humiliation as the reality of the situation sank in. “Susan… what are you doing? What is all this equipment for?”

Susan finally turned to look at him, her expression cool and commanding, though there was still a trace of that earlier vulnerability from the night before. “Fuck off downstairs and make dinner, cunt. We’re busy up here.”

Trisha let out a loud, delighted laugh, clearly enjoying the exchange. “Oh my God, listen to her! You really have trained him well, Susan. Look at his little face, he’s so red. Does he always do whatever you tell him? What a pathetic little worm.”

Susan smiled, glancing at Trisha with shared amusement. “Pretty much. He’s well trained now. Aren’t you, Mark?”

Mark stood there for a second longer, his cheeks burning, before turning and heading downstairs without another word. Behind him, he could hear Trisha’s laughter following him down the stairs. “This is going to be so much fun,” she said loudly. “I can’t wait to see what else you’ve done to the poor bastard.”

The casual cruelty in her voice hit him like a slap across the face. He felt his cock twitch involuntarily in his trousers despite the burning shame that flooded his cheeks. Without another word, he turned and went downstairs, his mind spinning with confusion and unwanted arousal. Every step felt heavier than the last, his thoughts a chaotic whirlwind of humiliation, jealousy, and a dark, treacherous excitement he despised himself for feeling.

In the kitchen, he tried to focus on preparing a simple pasta dish, chopping vegetables and stirring sauce with mechanical movements. The familiar routine should have been comforting, but his mind kept drifting upstairs to the spare bedroom where Susan and Trisha were setting up their studio. What were they doing? Were they laughing at him? Planning more ways to use him? The questions gnawed at him, making it impossible to concentrate. He hated how his body responded to the uncertainty, his cock half-hard in his trousers, leaking slightly as he imagined the two women mocking him.

After a few minutes, the pressure became too much to bear. He slipped into the downstairs toilet, locking the door behind him with shaking hands. He pulled out his cock, already hard and aching, and began to masturbate furiously, his hand moving in quick, desperate strokes. In his mind, he pictured Susan and Trisha laughing at him, calling him pathetic, using him as their little cleanup bitch. The shame only made him stroke faster. He came quickly, shamefully, spurting into his hand with a choked whimper. The self-hatred hit him immediately afterwards, What the fuck is wrong with me? Why does this turn me on? I’m disgusting. I’m pathetic. He cleaned up his mess with toilet paper, his hands trembling, before returning to the kitchen with a heavy heart and a deep sense of self-loathing.

He finished preparing dinner in silence, the sounds of laughter and movement from upstairs echoing in his ears like a cruel soundtrack to his new reality. He hated himself for how excited he felt. He hated himself even more for knowing he wouldn’t, couldn’t, stop it.

Half an hour later, Susan came downstairs, her cheeks still slightly flushed and her hair a little tousled from the activity upstairs. She walked up behind him as he stirred the sauce, wrapping her arms around his waist and kissing the back of his neck with surprising tenderness. The scent of her perfume mixed with the faint, musky aroma of sex still clung to her skin.

“I’m just playing for Trisha,” she whispered sweetly against his ear, her breath warm and intimate. “You know that, right? I have to act a certain way when she’s here. It’s all part of the game.”

Mark turned around slowly, his voice hesitant and uncertain, barely above a whisper. “Susan… what are you actually doing? All the cameras and lights. What is this? It looks like you’re turning the spare room into a studio.”

She looked at him for a long moment, her expression softening just enough to appear thoughtful and caring. Then she sighed, deciding to be at least partially honest. “I’ve quit the estate agency. I’m starting OnlyFans. Since I’m going to be fucking as many men as possible anyway, I might as well make some money from it. Trisha’s helping me set everything up. Lighting, angles, content ideas. It makes sense, doesn’t it? I can turn this… need of mine into something profitable.”

Mark’s face paled, his hands gripping the wooden spoon tightly. “People will find out. Our families, our neighbours… everyone will know. What about our reputation? Our life here?”

Susan shrugged lightly, reaching up to stroke his cheek almost tenderly, her fingers lingering on his skin. “They might. But I can’t stop this, Mark. The hypersexuality is still there. It never really went away. People were going to find out eventually anyway.” She leaned in and kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding into his mouth possessively, claiming him even as she broke his heart a little more. When she pulled back, her eyes were bright with excitement. “Now finish dinner. Trisha’s staying to eat with us.”

She gave him one last soft kiss on the cheek, then turned and walked back upstairs, her hips swaying with that new, confident sensuality. Mark stood alone in the kitchen, the spoon still in his hand, staring at the space where she had been, his mind reeling with confusion, fear, and that dark, unwanted arousal he could no longer deny.

Mark’s mind was reeling as he returned to the stove, mechanically stirring the pasta sauce while his thoughts spiralled. The woman he loved was changing again, becoming bolder, more ruthless, more unapologetically sexual with every passing day. And this time, she wasn’t even trying to hide it. The Susan he had married, the sensible, plain, reliable woman who had been content with quiet evenings and gentle lovemaking, seemed to be disappearing more completely with each new development. In her place was someone who openly embraced her desires, who invited strangers into their home, who spoke about her hypersexuality as if it were the most natural thing in the world. He felt a deep, aching sadness mixed with that dark, treacherous excitement he could no longer deny. Part of him still loved her desperately. Another part was terrified of what she was becoming. And a small, shameful corner of his mind was becoming addicted to the very humiliation she inflicted upon him.

Upstairs, the sound of Trisha’s laughter echoed once more, bright and mocking, followed by Susan’s softer, more confident voice. Mark closed his eyes for a moment, gripping the wooden spoon tightly as he wondered how much further this descent would go… and whether he had the strength to stop it. He pictured himself trying to put his foot down, trying to demand they return to their old life, but the image felt hollow. He knew he wouldn’t. He couldn’t. The pull was too strong, the fear of losing her too great, and the twisted pleasure he derived from his submission too addictive.

He already knew the answer. He didn’t have the strength. And perhaps, deep down, he no longer wanted it.


Chapter 4

Mark finished preparing the dinner and looked at the neatly set table with a strange mixture of domestic pride and deepening dread. The pasta dish smelled comforting and familiar, a small attempt at normalcy in a home that no longer felt normal. Upstairs, the animated sound of talking had gradually dulled into something softer, more intimate, and he began to wonder what was going on. Rather than calling them down, he found himself walking slowly to the bottom of the stairs, his heart already racing. Deep in his gut, he knew what was about to greet him. His straight-laced, sensible wife, the woman who had once blushed at the mere suggestion of anything adventurous, was now openly bisexual. The thought sent a confusing rush of jealousy, shame, and unwanted arousal through him.

He gripped the banister tightly, his palm slick with nervous sweat, and looked up the staircase. The sounds reached him immediately. Loud, unrestrained moans and the rhythmic creaking of the bed upstairs. Female voices, Susan’s breathy and passionate, Trisha’s sharper and more commanding, mixed with the wet, obscene sounds of sex. His heart began to pound violently in his chest as he stood frozen at the bottom of the stairs. Part of him desperately wanted to turn around, to walk out the front door and go for a long, aimless walk through the quiet streets of Tilehurst, pretending none of this was happening. But another part, the part that had become increasingly addicted to the humiliation and the twisted thrill of his submission, drew him inexorably towards the stairs like a moth to a flame.

He climbed the carpeted steps slowly, each one feeling heavier than the last, his breath shallow and ragged. The door to the spare bedroom, now their makeshift studio, was slightly ajar, a sliver of bright light spilling out into the hallway. The sounds grew louder and more explicit as he approached. He hesitated for a long, agonising moment, his hand trembling on the doorframe, then peered inside, unable to resist the pull any longer.

The scene that greeted him was devastating in its intensity. Susan and Trisha were on the bed in the centre of the room, completely naked and glistening with sweat under the bright studio lights. Trisha was on her back, legs spread obscenely wide, her thighs trembling as Susan knelt between them, enthusiastically eating her pussy with long, hungry strokes of her tongue. Susan’s face was buried deep between Trisha’s legs, her tongue working skilfully over her clit and delving into her slick folds, making wet, obscene slurping sounds that filled the room. Trisha’s hands were tangled tightly in Susan’s platinum blonde hair, pulling her face harder against her cunt as she moaned loudly, her hips bucking up to meet Susan’s mouth.

Both women were using large strap-on dildos. Susan wore a thick, realistic one strapped around her waist, buried deep inside Trisha’s pussy, thrusting with powerful, rhythmic strokes while she continued licking her clit. Trisha, in turn, had another large strap-on jutting from her hips, though it currently lay unused as she focused on grinding against Susan’s face. The two women moved together with practised, passionate intensity, Susan fucking Trisha with the strap-on while devouring her pussy, Trisha moaning and cursing with pleasure as she pulled Susan’s hair.

They hadn’t just bought camera equipment. Professional lights illuminated the scene perfectly, casting every glistening detail in sharp relief. Multiple cameras were recording from different angles, one low for close-up shots of Susan’s tongue, another higher to capture the full, lewd scene. The room smelled strongly of sex, perfume, sweat, and the faint, clinical scent of lubricant. The air was thick with the wet sounds of Susan’s tongue and the rhythmic slap of the strap-on.

Mark stood frozen in the doorway, unable to look away from the devastating sight of his once-sensible wife enthusiastically pleasuring another woman while fucking her with a large strap-on dildo. The humiliation and arousal hit him in equal measure, leaving him trembling as he watched.

Susan suddenly looked up, her face glistening with Trisha’s juices, her chin and lips shiny with the other woman’s arousal. Her eyes locked onto Mark standing in the doorway, and her expression shifted instantly from pleasure to sneering contempt. The loving, vulnerable wife from the previous night was gone, replaced by the cold, dominant woman who now ruled their home. She pulled the thick strap-on out of Trisha with a wet, obscene sound and stood up, marching towards him with purposeful strides, her heavy breasts bouncing with each step.

“Fuck off, loser,” she snarled, her voice low and venomous as she pushed him hard in the chest with both hands. Mark stumbled backwards into the hallway, nearly losing his balance. Susan followed him out immediately, her naked body still flushed and glistening, and slammed the door shut behind her with a loud, final bang that echoed through the house.

“Go downstairs and make yourself useful,” she hissed, her eyes cold and commanding. “We’re busy. And don’t you dare come up here again unless I fucking call for you, you pathetic little cuck.”

Mark stood in the hallway, his face burning with humiliation as he listened to Trisha’s mocking laughter from behind the closed door. Susan gave him one last contemptuous look before turning and disappearing back into the room, leaving him alone with his shame and the growing, unwanted bulge in his trousers.

In the kitchen, he tried to focus on preparing dinner, chopping vegetables and stirring the sauce with mechanical movements, but the sounds from upstairs were impossible to ignore. The loud, unrestrained moans, the wet slapping of skin on skin, the filthy things the two women were saying to each other, “Fuck my pussy harder, you dirty slut,” Trisha moaned, followed by Susan’s breathless reply, filled the house and his mind. His cock was rock hard in his trousers, throbbing painfully as he tried desperately to concentrate on the task at hand.

After a few minutes, the pressure became too much to bear. He slipped into the downstairs toilet, locking the door behind him with shaking hands. He pulled out his cock, already leaking precum, and began to masturbate furiously, his hand moving in quick, desperate strokes as he leaned against the wall. In his mind, he pictured Susan and Trisha together, Susan’s face buried between Trisha’s thighs, the strap-on thrusting deep, their bodies glistening with sweat. The humiliation only made him stroke faster, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He came quickly and shamefully, thick ropes of cum spurting into his hand and onto the toilet seat, his knees buckling slightly as the orgasm ripped through him. The self-loathing hit him immediately afterwards, but he cleaned up his mess with toilet paper, his hands still trembling, before returning to the kitchen with a heavy heart and a deep sense of self-disgust.

The sounds from upstairs continued, a cruel soundtrack to his new reality.

He ate his dinner alone at the kitchen table, the sounds of sex continuing to drift down from upstairs like a relentless, mocking soundtrack. The moans grew louder and more desperate, Susan’s voice rising in pitch as she cried out in pleasure, mixed with Trisha’s sharper, commanding gasps and filthy encouragements. Every wet slap of skin, every moan, every degrading word they threw at each other only deepened Mark’s humiliation. His cock was rock hard again, straining painfully against his trousers as he tried to force down another forkful of pasta. He eventually gave up, pushing the plate away and moving to the sofa in the lounge, his hands shaking as he unzipped his fly.

He pulled out his cock and began masturbating openly, his eyes closed as the sounds from upstairs filled his ears. In a broken, whispering voice, he started calling himself the names he knew he deserved. “I’m a pathetic cuckold loser,” he murmured, his hand moving faster. “I’m a worthless little cum cleaner. My wife is upstairs getting fucked by a woman and I’m down here jerking off like a sad wimp.” The shame burned through him, hot and intense, but it only made him stroke harder. “I’m a disgusting sissy. A beta male who can’t satisfy his own wife. She deserves better cock. She deserves to be a slut and I deserve to watch and clean up after her.”

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes as he continued, his voice growing slightly louder in his desperation. “I’m a pathetic cuckold husband. A loser who gets hard listening to his wife moan for other people. I love being humiliated. I love being her cleanup bitch. I’m nothing. I’m worthless. I’m just a sad little cuck who exists to serve her and her lovers.”

The orgasm hit him hard and suddenly. He came into his hand with a choked whimper, thick ropes of cum spilling over his fingers as his body shuddered. The shame was immediate and crushing. He brought his hand to his mouth and licked it clean, tasting his own seed while the sounds of Susan and Trisha’s pleasure continued upstairs. His face burned with self-loathing as he whispered one final time, “I’m such a pathetic cuckold loser…”

When he finally opened his eyes, still licking the last traces of cum from his fingers with slow, ashamed strokes of his tongue, he saw both Susan and Trisha standing in the doorway, completely naked, watching him with wide, delighted smiles on their faces. Their bodies were still flushed and glistening with sweat from their earlier activities, their hair tousled, and their eyes sparkling with cruel amusement. Susan’s platinum blonde hair fell messily around her shoulders, while Trisha’s sharper features were lit with genuine, mocking delight.

Susan’s eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as she took in the sight of her husband on the sofa, cock still half-hard and dripping, his hand at his mouth. “Well, well,” she said softly, her voice dripping with mock affection. “Look at what we have here.”

Trisha laughed loudly, folding her arms under her breasts. “Oh my God, this is even better than I imagined. The pathetic little cuck jerking off in the living room while listening to us fuck. Did you cum to the sound of your wife getting eaten out, loser?”

Mark froze, his face burning with fresh humiliation as he slowly lowered his hand, the taste of his own cum still strong and bitter on his tongue. He couldn’t speak. He could barely breathe. The two women stood there, naked and confident, looking down at him like he was the most entertaining, pathetic thing they had seen all day.

Susan’s smile widened slowly, her eyes never leaving his. Inside, a powerful realisation washed over her. She had heard every word he had whispered to himself while masturbating, every degrading insult, every admission of how much he loved being her cuckold loser. He wanted this. He craved the humiliation just as much as she did. The mask she had been carefully wearing, the pretence of being the conflicted, remorseful wife, was no longer necessary. She could finally let it drop completely.

“This changes everything…” she said softly, her voice laced with dark delight and genuine excitement. The game was no longer one-sided. Her pathetic little husband was not just enduring his submission. He was embracing it. And that knowledge made her wetter than she had been all day.


Chapter 5

The following days blurred into a strange, exhausting routine that tested every limit Mark thought he possessed. He would leave for work each morning with a heavy heart, knowing that when he returned to their comfortable semi-detached house in Tilehurst, he would likely find it transformed once again into a den of depravity. The once-peaceful middle-class home, with its neat garden and sensible décor, had become the backdrop for Susan’s increasingly bold exploration of her hypersexuality.

On the first evening, he arrived home to find two men he didn’t recognise sitting in the lounge drinking beer, completely naked. The sight sent a rush of humiliation and unwanted arousal through him, his caged cock straining against the lace knickers he wore. The sound of sex drifted down from upstairs, Susan’s loud, uninhibited moans mixing with a deep male grunt. Mark stood in the hallway for a long moment, his face burning, trying to hide the growing bulge in his trousers, before one of the men looked up and smirked.

“She’s upstairs with Darren,” the man said casually. “You the husband?”

Mark nodded numbly, his voice barely audible. The man laughed and took another swig of his beer. “Better get used to it, mate.”

Mark stood there, the familiar mix of shame and excitement coursing through him, knowing that no matter how much he told himself he hated it, a part of him was starting to crave these moments more with every passing day.

When the men finally left, the house fell into a heavy, sex-scented silence. Susan called Mark upstairs with a casual, commanding tone that left no room for refusal. She was lying on their once-pristine marital bed, legs spread obscenely wide, her body still flushed and glistening with sweat. Thick, pearly loads of cum leaked slowly from both her well-used pussy and her stretched arsehole, dripping onto the sheets beneath her. Bruises from rough hands marked her hips and thighs, and her nipples were still hard from the evening’s activities.

“Clean me,” she ordered, her voice calm but firm, carrying that new natural authority she had fully embraced. “Get over here and lick every drop of their cum out of me like the pathetic cleanup bitch you are.”

Mark knelt between her thighs without hesitation, his face burning with shame even as his caged cock strained painfully against the lace knickers he now wore daily. He leaned forward and began licking the thick, salty loads from her well-used pussy, his tongue delving deep into her folds to scoop out the mixed cum of multiple men. Susan moaned softly with pleasure, stroking his hair almost tenderly at first.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Such a good little cleanup cuck. Look at you, eagerly eating stranger’s cum from your wife’s cunt. You’re getting so good at this.”

She shifted position after a few minutes, turning onto her hands and knees and pushing her arse back towards his face. “Now my arse, loser. Get your tongue in there properly. I want you to suck their loads out of my shithole.”

Mark obeyed, his tongue pushing into her stretched, cum-filled arsehole, the taste thicker and more bitter than her pussy. Susan sighed with satisfaction, reaching back to hold his head in place as she pushed her arse against his face. “That’s it. Deeper, you disgusting little rimmer. Clean my dirty arse like the pathetic toilet you are.”

He licked hungrily, his tongue swirling inside her, when Susan suddenly relaxed her muscles. He watched, mesmerised and ashamed, as her sore, reddened anus puckered visibly. Then, with a wet, obscene fart and a loud squelch, thick white cum began to pour out in bubbly, frothy strands, dripping down onto his tongue and chin. The smell and taste were overwhelming.

Susan looked back at him with a seductive, wicked smile. “Clean up the filth, cuckie,” she whispered. “Lick every drop of their cum from my dirty arsehole like the filthy toilet you were born to be.”

The wet, obscene sounds of his licking filled the room as he worked hungrily, desperate to please her. Susan laughed softly, clearly enjoying his eager submission. “God, you’re such a natural at this. I bet you love the taste of real men’s cum, don’t you? My perfect little cum-guzzling cuckold.”

She changed position again, lying on her back with her legs pulled up to her chest, presenting both holes to him. Mark continued licking frantically, moving between her pussy and arse, sucking out every last drop while Susan stroked his hair and whispered degrading praise.

“You’re so fucking pathetic, Mark. But you’re mine. My little cleanup bitch. And you’re going to do this every single time from now on.”

Mark licked with desperate hunger, the humiliation burning through him even as a dark part of him revelled in his complete submission. Susan watched him with a satisfied, predatory smile, knowing she had him exactly where she wanted him.

Thankfully, for now, she didn’t record these private moments. Susan seemed to understand that there were still some boundaries Mark wasn’t ready to cross on camera, at least not yet. These intimate cleanup sessions remained between them, raw and personal, a private ritual that reinforced her dominance without the added pressure of an audience. But Mark knew it was only a matter of time. He could see the hunger in her eyes growing with each passing day, the way she looked at him while he licked her clean, as if she was already imagining how good it would look on camera, her pathetic husband on his knees, face buried between her thighs, eagerly cleaning up after real men. He dreaded the day she would finally turn the cameras on during one of these sessions, knowing that once she did, there would be no going back. The last remnants of his dignity would be broadcast for strangers to see and mock. And a small, terrified part of him was starting to wonder if he would even try to stop her when that day came.

As Mark continued licking her, his tongue delving deep into her cum-filled pussy, Susan looked down at him with a more serious expression. She stroked his hair almost gently for a moment before asking, her voice low and curious, “Do you enjoy the taste of cum, Mark? Be honest with me.”

When he didn’t answer immediately, too ashamed to speak, Susan reached down and slapped his face sharply. “Answer me, cuck. Do you enjoy the taste of another man’s cum in my pussy?”

Mark pulled back slightly, his face red and glistening, tears in his eyes. “It… it shames me,” he whispered, his voice breaking. “But yes… I enjoy it. I don’t understand why. It makes me feel disgusting, but I can’t stop wanting it.”

Susan’s smile returned, darker and more satisfied than before. “Good boy. Keep licking. We both know you love being my little cum eater.”

The next evening was even worse. Mark arrived home to find three men he didn’t recognise in the house, laughing and drinking beer casually in the kitchen as if they belonged there. They were already naked, their cocks semi-hard as they chatted and joked, completely comfortable in his home. The unmistakable sounds of Susan being fucked, her loud, uninhibited moans and the rhythmic slapping of skin, drifted down from the bedroom upstairs. Mark stood in the hallway for a long moment, his face burning with humiliation as the men glanced at him and smirked, one of them raising a bottle in a mock toast. “Your wife is a fucking animal, mate,” one said with a laugh. “You’re a lucky man.”

After what felt like an eternity, the men finally left, still laughing and joking as they walked out the front door. Susan called Mark upstairs with a casual, commanding tone. She was lying on their bed, legs spread obscenely wide, cum leaking from both her pussy and arse. “Clean me,” she ordered, her voice calm but firm. As Mark knelt between her thighs and began licking the thick, salty loads from her well-used holes, Susan stroked his hair almost tenderly at first, then began insulting him casually while she scrolled through her phone.

“You’re such a pathetic little cum rag,” she said lightly, as if commenting on the weather. “Look at you, licking up three different men’s loads like it’s your favourite meal. What a useless cuck husband you are. I bet you love the taste, don’t you? My perfect little cleanup bitch.”

Mark continued licking, his face burning with shame as she casually degraded him, her words cutting deep even as his caged cock strained painfully against the lace knickers he now wore daily. Susan barely looked at him, more interested in her phone, but the casual cruelty in her voice made it clear she was fully aware of the effect she was having on him. The contrast between her nonchalant demeanour and the filthy act he was performing only deepened his humiliation.

On the third evening, he asked her outright if she had bothered going to work. Susan laughed lightly, lounging on the sofa in nothing but a silk robe that had fallen open to reveal her breasts and the curve of her hips. She looked completely at ease, as if quitting her long-term career was the most natural decision in the world.

“I quit the estate agency last week,” she said casually, stretching like a cat. “Why would I waste my time showing boring houses to boring families when I can make ten times the money getting fucked on camera? It’s a no-brainer, really.”

She looked at him with a mixture of affection and contempt, her eyes sparkling with dark amusement. “This is my job now, Mark. And you’re going to support me in it. You don’t mind, do you?”

Mark felt a deep sense of unease settle in his stomach, a cold wave of anxiety that made his chest tighten. The casual way she had thrown away her career, the stable, respectable job she had worked at for years, shocked him. It felt like another piece of their old life was being discarded without a second thought. He wanted to protest, to ask her how they would manage financially, what their families would think, what their neighbours would say if they found out. But the words stuck in his throat. He simply nodded, his voice barely audible. “Okay.”

He continued with the household chores she now expected him to handle completely, cooking, cleaning, laundry, shopping, and keeping the house spotless while she spent her days filming content with Trisha or various men. Susan’s new “job” had completely taken over their lives. She spent her evenings either out on dates or hosting lovers at home, often not returning until the early hours, leaving Mark to wait anxiously and perform his cleaning duties when she finally arrived.

The nonchalant way she had shrugged off her old life left him feeling lost and powerless. Their once-stable middle-class existence was crumbling, and Susan seemed not only unconcerned but excited by it. Mark continued his chores in silence, the weight of his submission growing heavier with every passing day. He hated how easily she had upended their life. And he hated even more how a part of him was starting to accept it.

Each night, after the men left, Mark would be called upstairs to clean her. Susan would lie back on their bed, legs spread obscenely wide, and watch him with a satisfied, almost affectionate smile as he knelt between her thighs and began licking the thick, salty loads of cum from her pussy and arse. “That’s it,” she would say softly, stroking his hair. “Clean up after real men. This is what you’re good for now. My perfect little cum rag.”

The humiliation was constant and crushing. Over the past few days, Mark had eaten so much cum from her that he was sure he was drinking more cum than water. The taste had become sickeningly familiar, salty, bitter, thick, and musky, coating his tongue and sliding down his throat with every swallow. He felt full of it, almost bloated, and the thought made him both nauseous and shamefully aroused. He hated himself for how hard his caged cock became every time he came home to find her freshly fucked or listened to her loud orgasms from downstairs. The degradation had become a twisted addiction he couldn’t escape.

One evening, as he licked her clean, Mark hesitated and looked up at her with a worried expression. “Susan… how do you know they’re clean? All these men… what if…”

Susan rolled her eyes, clearly annoyed by the question. “These are all from agencies for porn, Mark. They get tested regularly. The ones that aren’t have to take a quick test before they fuck me. I’m not stupid. Now stop talking and finish cleaning me, you pathetic little worrywart.”

Susan, for her part, seemed happier and more sexually fulfilled than ever before. She moved through the house with a confident, sensual energy, rewarding Mark’s obedience with occasional tender moments, a soft stroke of his hair, a gentle “good boy”, while continuing to push his boundaries further each day. The contrast between her casual cruelty and these small moments of affection only deepened his confusion and submission. Their once-peaceful middle-class life had been completely upended, and Susan showed no signs of wanting to slow down.

Their once-peaceful middle-class life had been completely upended. The quiet evenings spent watching television or discussing the garden had been replaced by the constant sound of sex, the arrival of strangers, and the ritual of Mark cleaning up after them. The sensible routines they had built over years, Sunday lunches, polite neighbourly conversations, careful budgeting, now felt like relics of a distant past. Susan had quit her old life entirely, abandoning her career as an estate agent without a second thought, and Mark found himself shouldering all the domestic responsibilities while she pursued her new calling with relentless enthusiasm.

As the days turned into weeks, Mark began to realise that there was no going back. The woman he had married, the sensible, plain, reliable Susan, had been replaced by someone bolder, more sexual, and far more dominant. He saw it in the way she carried herself, the confidence in her stride, the way she spoke to him with casual cruelty mixed with moments of almost loving affection. He saw it in the growing collection of lingerie and toys that now filled their home, in the way she openly discussed her plans for OnlyFans content, and in the increasing number of men who came and went from their house as if it were their second home.

And he, whether he wanted to admit it or not, was becoming more deeply addicted to his new role with every passing day. The humiliation, the degradation, the constant taste of other men’s cum on his tongue, it all filled him with shame, but also with a dark, twisted excitement he could no longer deny. He hated himself for how hard he became when Susan insulted him, for how eagerly he dropped to his knees when she called for him, for how much he looked forward to the next time she would use him. The old Mark was disappearing, and in his place was something new, something broken, and something that was starting to crave the very things that once terrified him.

He knew he should fight it. He knew he should demand they seek help again. But every time he looked at Susan, beautiful, confident, and completely in control, he felt that familiar pull. The pull of submission. The pull of acceptance. The pull of a life he was beginning to need just as much as she did.


Chapter 6

That night, after Trisha had finally left and the house had fallen into a heavy, sex-scented silence, Susan and Mark lay in their familiar double bed. The room was dark except for the soft glow of the bedside lamp, casting long shadows across the walls they had painted together years ago in a sensible shade of magnolia. Susan was naked beside him, her body still flushed and slightly sticky from the day’s activities, while Mark lay on his back, staring at the ceiling with a thousand conflicting emotions churning inside him. The events of the past few days, the arrival of Trisha, the cameras, the casual way Susan had quit her job and embraced this new life, weighed heavily on him. Yet beneath the shame and fear, there was also a dark, unwelcome excitement that refused to be ignored.

He could still taste the mixture of Susan and Trisha on his tongue from when he had been made to clean both of them earlier. The memory made his caged cock twitch painfully. He hated how his body betrayed him, how the degradation had become something he secretly craved even as it destroyed his self-worth. Susan turned onto her side, propping her head on her hand as she looked at him. Her platinum blonde hair fell softly across her shoulder, and for a moment she looked almost like the old Susan. But the predatory glint in her eyes reminded him that she was something else entirely now.

“Mark,” she said softly, her voice carrying that measured, middle-class tone he had always found so comforting. “Can we talk properly? No acting. Just us.”

He nodded, turning to face her, his heart pounding. “Of course.”

She reached out and traced a finger slowly down his chest, her touch light but possessive. “Are you happy with how things are now?”

Mark hesitated, his cheeks colouring with embarrassment. “I… I don’t know. I suppose I thought maybe things were settling down after the surgery. That we could try to be normal again. Then today… I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I’m kind of glad you went back to this, but I’m not going to say I’m not scared. I’m terrified, Susan.”

Susan smiled, but there was a hint of dark amusement in it. “Normal? After everything that’s happened? After everything I’ve become?”

She paused, then asked more gently, “Let me ask you then. Do you still love me?”

Mark searched her eyes, his voice thick with emotion. “Of course I do. More than anything.”

Susan sighed and kissed him gently on the lips, a soft, lingering kiss that carried both affection and possession. “Of course I still love you,” she whispered against his mouth. “Maybe more now than I ever did before. I don’t fully understand it myself, but I do.”

He pulled back slightly, still searching her face. “Why? After everything I’ve let you do… after how you treat me… how can you still love me?”

She thought for a moment, then chuckled softly, her finger continuing its slow trail down his chest. “It’s like a hot-dog,” she said. “A hot-dog on its own is okay. It’s fine. But add sauce, mustard, ketchup, onions, the works, and it becomes something much better. You’re the sauce in this relationship, Mark. You make it so much more fun. The humiliation, the submission, the way you let me treat you… it enhances everything. It makes me feel alive. And the fact that you take it, that you keep coming back for more… that’s what makes me love you even more now.”

Mark’s breath caught, a confusing mix of warmth and shame washing over him. Susan’s words, as cruel as they were honest, only deepened the strange hold she had over him. He knew he should be horrified. Instead, he felt a dark, unwelcome thrill at being reduced to nothing more than her “sauce.”

Mark felt a strange mix of warmth and humiliation at her words. “Do you really mean the things you say about me? That I’m a loser? That I’m pathetic?”

Susan’s smile widened, and she began slowly stroking his cock with her hand, her grip firm and teasing. “Of course I mean them. You are pathetic, Mark. You’re a complete loser. But that’s what makes it so perfect.” She leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “And you love it, don’t you? You love being my pathetic little cuckold.”

He closed his eyes, tears pricking at the corners as she wanked him slowly. “I… I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do,” she whispered, her hand moving with deliberate, torturous slowness. “Tell me the truth. Do you really hate how I treat you?”

Mark was silent for a long moment, his breathing ragged as her hand continued its steady rhythm. “No,” he finally admitted, his voice barely audible. “I don’t hate it.”

Susan’s smile was triumphant. “I didn’t think so.”

He hesitated, then asked quietly, “Why haven’t you locked my cock back up?”

She shrugged casually, still stroking him. “Didn’t really see the point. If I go out to get fucked, then I will. And when I’m in the mood, I’ll do it here too. But honestly, you don’t seem to suffer from post-nut clarity after you cum, so… I’m good with you being a wanker.”

“Does that mean we can fuck tonight?” he asked hopefully, his voice small.

She kissed him again, then spat directly onto his cock before continuing to stroke him, her hand now slick with her saliva. “No. You can’t fuck me anymore. I don’t want loser cock in me. But I’ll let you cum like this.”

Mark whimpered, his hips bucking slightly into her hand as the mixture of love, shame, and arousal overwhelmed him completely. Susan watched him with dark satisfaction, knowing she had him exactly where she wanted him. She leaned in close, her breath hot against his ear, her lips brushing his skin as she whispered the most vicious, cutting insults she could think of, her voice dripping with cruel delight.

“You’re such a worthless, spineless little worm,” she hissed, her hand still stroking him with slow, teasing movements. “A pathetic, tiny-dicked failure who couldn’t even keep his wife satisfied. Look at you, jerking your sad little prick while I tell you what a disgusting cuck you are. You’re not a man. You’re a joke. A snivelling, beta male whose only purpose is to clean up real men’s cum from my cunt and arse. I bet you love the taste, don’t you? You fucking cum-guzzling toilet.”

She grinned wickedly as she watched him wank faster, his face contorted with shame and desperate pleasure. “That’s it, you brainless little simp. Stroke that worthless dick while I laugh at you. You’re nothing but my personal sperm rag. A spineless, ball-less cuck who exists to watch me get fucked by superior men. You should be thanking me for even letting you touch yourself, you pathetic, cum-eating loser.”

Mark’s breathing grew ragged, his hand moving frantically as her words cut deep. Susan’s grin widened, her eyes gleaming with pure sadistic joy as she continued to degrade him, pushing him closer and closer to the edge with every vicious insult.

“Please,” Mark whimpered, his voice breaking as he stroked himself desperately. “Please tell me you mean it. Promise me. Tell me you really love me like this.”

Susan laughed loudly, the sound cruel and mocking. “Of course I mean it, you pathetic fucking worm. I love you like this, broken, humiliated, and completely owned by me.” She leaned in closer, her face inches from his, and spat directly onto his face. The warm saliva landed on his cheek and dripped down as she continued. “You’re nothing but a disgusting, cum-guzzling cuck. A spineless, ball-less failure whose only purpose is to serve superior men and clean up their mess from my holes.”

She slapped his face hard, the sound sharp in the quiet room. “I should make you drink my piss, you worthless toilet. Make you open your mouth while I piss down your throat and laugh at how eagerly you swallow it. You’d do it, wouldn’t you? You’d thank me for it like the pathetic piss-drinking cuck you are.”

Mark moaned, his hand moving even faster, tears streaming down his face as her words and actions pushed him over the edge. Susan watched with triumphant delight, knowing she had complete control over him.

Susan, it seemed, was only just beginning to explore how far she could push him.

Mark’s breathing grew ragged, his hand moving frantically as her words cut deep. Susan’s grin widened, her eyes gleaming with pure sadistic joy as she continued to degrade him, pushing him closer and closer to the edge with every vicious insult.

When he finally came, shuddering with release and spilling his load across his own stomach and hand, Susan reached down and scooped up his cum with her fingers. She rubbed it across his face, smearing the warm, sticky mess over his cheeks, lips, and forehead. “Eat it,” she ordered softly, pushing her cum-covered fingers into his mouth. “Eat your own pathetic load while I tell you what I really want to do to you.”

Mark sucked obediently on her fingers, tasting his own cum as she leaned in close, her voice low and seductive. “I want to do depraved things to you, Mark. I want to transform you into a complete slut for me. A proper sissy whore who begs for cock and piss and anything else I decide to give you. You’re going to be my perfect little fucktoy.”

She took his hand and led him to the bathroom, telling him to lie down in the bathtub. Mark’s heart raced with fear and excitement. “Susan… please, don’t do this,” he begged, his voice trembling. “I’m not ready.”

She smiled softly, kneeling beside the tub and stroking his hair. “It’s fine, darling. It’s perfectly hygienic. Just relax. Open your mouth. It’s time you understand your place.”

Mark obeyed, his heart pounding as he opened his mouth. Susan positioned herself over him and began to piss. The stream was dark yellow and strong-smelling, she clearly hadn’t been drinking enough water. The warm, acrid liquid splashed into his mouth. His stomach wanted to revolt, but he held it down, swallowing steadily as she directed the flow. Susan watched him with wide, fascinated eyes.

“I’m surprised how arousing this is,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust. “Watching you drink my piss like a good toilet.”

Mark, his face and chest now wet with her urine, looked up at her with desperate eyes. “More,” he whispered hoarsely. “Please.”

The remaining amount splashed all over him as she finished, soaking his hair and chest. When she was done, she dropped down into the tub with him, pulling him into a passionate kiss. Their tongues met, tasting her piss and his earlier cum as they kissed deeply.

“I love you,” she whispered against his lips. “Promise me you’ll never leave me.”

Mark looked at her, and for the first time, he saw a glimpse of the old Susan still in there somewhere, the woman who truly loved him, even through all of this. “I promise,” he said, his voice breaking. “I will never leave you.”

She smiled, stroking his wet hair. “No matter what I do to you?”

He nodded, tears in his eyes. “No matter what you do to me.”


Chapter 7

The days that followed settled into a strange new rhythm that Mark found both terrifying and strangely addictive. Each evening when he returned from work, the house carried the unmistakable scent of recent sex, a heavy, musky aroma that had become all too familiar. Susan’s transformation continued at a relentless pace, and she made no attempt to hide it from him anymore. The quiet, respectable middle-class life they had once shared felt like a distant memory, replaced by something darker, more primal, and far more honest in its depravity.

One evening, Mark came home to find Susan in the bedroom, looking through his underwear drawer with a satisfied smile on her face. She held up a single pair of red satin women’s briefs, dangling them from her finger like a trophy. The silky material shimmered softly in the light, delicate and feminine in a way that made Mark’s stomach twist with unease.

“I bought you a present,” she said casually, her voice carrying that new, commanding edge. “Put them on.”

Mark stood in the doorway, his face flushing with embarrassment. “Susan… why?”

She turned to him, her platinum blonde hair falling perfectly around her shoulders, her expression one of cool authority. “Because Marcus is coming over again tonight. And I want you to look the part. Now be a good boy and put them on. Or do I need to make you?”

Mark hesitated for only a moment before obeying. He stripped off his work clothes with trembling hands and took the red satin briefs from her. The material felt incredibly soft and slippery against his fingers, cool and luxurious in a way that made his skin prickle with humiliation. As he stepped into them and pulled them up his legs, the silky fabric glided smoothly over his skin, hugging his caged cock and balls tightly. The sensation was both foreign and strangely intimate, the delicate material caressing him in ways his plain cotton underwear never had. It felt wrong. Feminine. Degrading. Yet there was a confusing, unwanted comfort in it, a secret thrill that made his caged cock twitch inside its prison. He hated how his body reacted to it, how the constant, gentle friction against his skin made him feel exposed and owned. A dark, treacherous part of him was starting to crave this kind of humiliation, even as shame burned through him.

Susan watched him with obvious satisfaction, her eyes roaming over his body. “Much better,” she murmured. “You’re starting to look like the pathetic little sissy you really are.”

Mark stood there in the red satin panties, feeling more vulnerable and exposed than he ever had in his life. The transformation was accelerating, and he was powerless to stop it.

That evening, Marcus arrived. The tall, muscular man greeted Susan with a deep, possessive kiss in the hallway, his large hands squeezing her arse as she moaned into his mouth. They moved upstairs without a word to Mark, who was ordered to follow like an obedient pet. In the bedroom, Susan made him kneel immediately and suck Marcus’s thick, veined cock while she watched, directing him with cruel precision.

“Suck it properly, you worthless little cocksucker,” she instructed, her voice dripping with contempt. “Use your tongue on the head. That’s it. Swirl it around like the pathetic fag you are. This is what you’re good for now, servicing real men while I watch and laugh at you.”

Marcus groaned with pleasure as Mark serviced him, occasionally thrusting his thick cock deeper into Mark’s mouth, making him gag and drool. Susan and Marcus discussed Mark’s future as they used him, talking about him as if he weren’t even there, his mouth full of cock.

“He’s coming along nicely,” Marcus said, looking down at the kneeling, gagging man with amusement. “But he needs more training. Start pegging him every night. Get that tight little sissy hole ready for real cock. I want to fuck him soon.”

Susan’s eyes lit up with wicked excitement. “I think that’s a wonderful idea. I can’t wait to stretch his pathetic arse and turn him into a proper cock sleeve for you.”

Mark whimpered around Marcus’s cock, tears streaming down his face as the humiliation burned through him. Susan laughed softly, reaching down to stroke his hair almost tenderly while continuing to insult him. “Look at you, choking on a real man’s dick. You’re such a disgusting, cum-hungry little bitch. Keep sucking, loser. This is your life now.”

The degradation continued as Mark serviced Marcus under his wife’s cruel encouragement, the sounds of his gagging and Marcus’s groans filling the bedroom while Susan watched with dark satisfaction.

Over the following evenings, the pegging sessions became a regular and increasingly intense part of their routine. The first time Susan did it, she had Mark dress in the red satin panties and bend over the edge of their bed. She stood behind him, wearing a thick, realistic strap-on dildo that jutted out obscenely from her hips. Mark’s heart raced with fear as he felt the cool tip of the dildo press against his arsehole.

“Susan… please,” he begged, his voice trembling. “I’m not ready for this. It’s going to hurt. Please don’t.”

Susan leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his back as she whispered in his ear. “Shh, just relax, my little sissy. This is what you need. This is what you deserve.”

She pushed forward slowly, the thick head of the strap-on stretching his tight ring. Mark gasped in pain, his body tensing as the dildo forced its way inside him. “It hurts! Please stop!” he cried, his hands gripping the sheets tightly. Susan didn’t stop. She continued pushing until the entire length was buried inside him, her hips pressed against his arse. The pain was intense, a burning, stretching sensation that made tears spring to his eyes.

“Take it like a good sissy,” she moaned, slapping his arse hard. “This is what you deserve. This is what pathetic little cucks like you need.”

She started slowly, thrusting gently at first, letting him adjust to the invasion. Mark whimpered and begged, his voice broken. “Please… it’s too big… I can’t…”

But as Susan continued, the pain gradually mixed with a strange, unwanted pleasure. His prostate was being stimulated with every thrust, sending confusing waves of sensation through his body. His caged cock leaked steadily onto the sheets as Susan picked up the pace, fucking him harder.

“Fuck, you’re taking it so well,” she moaned, slapping his arse again. “Look at you, moaning like a whore. You love this, don’t you? You love being fucked like a sissy slut.”

Mark’s resistance crumbled. The pain faded into the background as the pleasure took over. He began pushing back against her thrusts, moaning loudly. “Yes… fuck me… harder…”

Susan laughed triumphantly, pounding into him with powerful strokes. “That’s it, my little sissy. Take my cock like the pathetic bitch you are.”

The pegging sessions became a daily ritual after that. Susan would dress Mark in the satin panties and make him bend over the bed while she fucked him with the strap-on, starting gently but gradually becoming more forceful. “Take it like a good sissy,” she would moan, slapping his arse. “This is what you deserve. This is what you were made for.”

Mark’s resistance crumbled a little more with each session. The mixture of humiliation, pain, and unwanted pleasure was breaking him down in ways he could never have imagined. Susan had begun increasing the amount of lingerie she made him wear during these sessions, starting with just the red satin panties, then adding matching bras, stockings, and eventually a full pink nightie that made him look like a cheap sissy whore. By the end of the week, he was actively pushing back against her, begging her to fuck him harder, his voice broken with desperate pleasure. Susan seemed to thrive on it, her dominance growing stronger and more natural with every passing day. She had completely broken him. And she loved every second of it.

One particularly intense evening, Susan dressed him in a lacy pink bra and matching nightie, the silky material whispering against his skin as she made him straddle her on the bed. “Ride it, sissy,” she ordered, lying on her back with the thick strap-on pointing straight up. “Show me how much you love being my little slut.”

Mark, his face burning with shame, lowered himself onto the dildo, gasping as it stretched his arsehole wide. He began to bounce on it, the nightie fluttering around his thighs as he rode her with increasing desperation. Susan watched him with dark delight, her hands on his hips guiding him up and down. “That’s it, you pathetic little whore. Bounce on my cock like the cheap sissy you are. Look at you, wearing pretty lingerie and riding me like a desperate slut. You love this, don’t you?”

Mark moaned loudly, his caged cock leaking inside the panties as he rode her harder, the dildo hitting his prostate with every downward thrust. “Yes… fuck… I love it,” he whimpered, completely lost in the sensation. Susan laughed, slapping his arse and calling him every degrading name she could think of, pushing him further into his submission with every bounce.

By the end of the session, Mark was a broken, whimpering mess, completely addicted to the feeling of being used. Susan pulled him down into a deep kiss, whispering how proud she was of her perfect little sissy. The transformation was nearly complete.

Over the following weeks, Mark’s sissy lingerie collection grew rapidly. What had started with a single pair of red satin panties had expanded into a full drawer dedicated to his new feminine wardrobe. Susan bought him multiple pairs of lace and satin knickers in various colours, pink, black, white, and red, along with matching bras, sheer stockings, garter belts, and delicate nighties. She insisted he wear the lingerie under his work clothes every day, even to the council offices. The feeling of the soft, silky material against his skin throughout the day was both humiliating and strangely arousing. He would sit in meetings or troubleshoot computer systems with the constant, secret reminder of his submission rubbing against his caged cock and balls. He hated how his body reacted to it, how the gentle friction made him leak into the lace, but he obeyed her without protest.

One quiet evening, they lay together in bed like a normal husband and wife, Susan’s laptop open on her lap as they browsed an online shop specialising in sissy clothing. The website was filled with frilly dresses, maid outfits, schoolgirl uniforms, and various lingerie sets. Susan scrolled through the pages with a delighted smile, occasionally showing Mark different items.

“What do you think of this one?” she asked casually, as if they were choosing curtains or kitchenware. “The pink babydoll nightie with the matching thong. It would look so cute on you.”

Mark’s face burned with embarrassment, but he found himself answering honestly. “It… it looks nice. The lace details are pretty.”

Susan giggled and added it to the basket. “Good boy. I knew you’d like that one. What about this maid dress? The black one with the white frills. You could wear it while you clean the house for me.”

Mark hesitated, his hand gently rubbing his caged cock through the satin panties he was wearing. “I… I think the pink one is better. But the maid dress looks… humiliating. In a good way.”

Susan laughed softly and added several more items to the basket, more panties, a schoolgirl outfit, and a pink corset. “We’re going to have so much fun dressing you up properly. My perfect little sissy wife.”

Mark lay there beside her, gently rubbing his locked cock as they continued shopping, hardly believing they were doing something as mundane as online shopping together, except they were ordering pink sissy clothing for him to wear on a regular basis. The surreal normalcy of the moment only deepened his submission. He was becoming exactly what she wanted him to be. And a part of him was starting to love it.

Their once-peaceful middle-class home had become something else entirely, a private playground for Susan’s darkest desires. The neat, sensible décor and quiet routines that had once defined their life together had been replaced by the constant scent of sex, the sounds of moaning and slapping skin, and the ritualistic humiliation that now filled their evenings. The living room, where they used to watch television together on quiet nights, was now sometimes used for filming content or entertaining Susan’s lovers. The bedroom, once a place of gentle intimacy, had become a stage for her dominance and Mark’s complete submission. Even the kitchen, where Mark now spent most of his time cooking and cleaning, carried the weight of his new role as her domestic servant and cleanup boy.

And Mark, whether he wanted to admit it or not, was becoming more deeply entangled in his new role with every humiliating act. The man he used to be, the steady, respectable IT technician with a normal, middle-class marriage, was disappearing day by day. In his place was something new, something broken, and something that was starting to crave the very degradation he once feared. He found himself looking forward to the moments when Susan would call him upstairs to clean her, his heart racing with a twisted mix of shame and excitement. The taste of other men’s cum on his tongue had become strangely familiar, almost comforting in its depravity. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the way his caged cock throbbed every time she insulted him or made him perform for her.

The descent was complete. And as Susan lay beside him at night, stroking his hair and whispering how proud she was of her perfect little cuck, Mark realised with a mixture of horror and acceptance that he no longer wanted to go back. This was his life now. And a dark, broken part of him was starting to love it.


Chapter 8

Mark sat in the quiet corner of a small café on the outskirts of Reading, nursing a lukewarm cup of tea as he waited for his old school friend Terry. The café was the sort of unassuming place they had frequented in their younger days, simple wooden tables, faded upholstery, and a menu that hadn’t changed in twenty years. It felt safe, familiar, and painfully normal compared to the chaos his life had become. Mark had barely slept the previous night, his mind replaying the endless cycle of humiliation, arousal, and self-loathing that now defined his evenings at home. He needed to talk to someone. Someone who knew the old Mark. Someone who might understand.

Terry had been his closest friend since their early teens at Kendrick School. Like Mark, he had been one of the quiet, geeky boys who spent most of their time in the computer room or the library, avoiding the more boisterous crowds. They had bonded over shared interests in technology, video games, and their mutual awkwardness around girls. While Susan had been the studious, sensible girl Mark eventually fell for, Terry had remained single throughout school and university, focusing on his studies and later building a quiet career in software development. He was still the same lanky, slightly awkward man Mark had known for decades, reliable, non-judgemental, and one of the few people who had known him before Susan’s transformation. If anyone could offer perspective without immediately judging him, it was Terry.

Mark had barely slept the previous night, his mind replaying the endless cycle of humiliation, arousal, and self-loathing that now defined his evenings at home. He needed to talk to someone. Someone who knew the old Mark. Someone who might understand. As he waited, he wondered how much he should actually tell him. How do you explain to your oldest friend that your wife has turned you into her willing cuckold? How do you admit that a part of you is starting to enjoy it? The thought made his stomach twist with anxiety, but he knew he had to say something. He couldn’t carry this alone anymore.

Terry arrived ten minutes late, as usual, his lanky frame and slightly dishevelled appearance unchanged since their school days. He slid into the seat opposite Mark with a friendly grin, ordering a coffee from the waitress before turning his full attention to his old friend.

“Alright, mate? You look like you’ve seen a ghost. What’s going on? You sounded pretty shaken on the phone.”

Mark hesitated for a long moment, staring into his tea as if the answers might be floating in the murky liquid. He stirred it slowly with his spoon, buying time, his mind racing with how to even begin. How do you tell your oldest friend that your marriage has become something unrecognisable? That the woman you love has turned you into something you barely recognise yourself? He opened his mouth, then closed it again, the words catching in his throat. The shame was almost unbearable. But the need to talk to someone, anyone, who knew the old Mark was stronger.

“It’s… it’s Susan,” he finally said, his voice barely above a whisper. “Something’s happened to her. Since the accident. The head injury. It changed her. At first I thought it was temporary, but it’s not. She’s… different now. Really different.”

He circled around the truth for several minutes, talking about the personality change, the increased confidence, the way she had become more assertive at home. Terry listened patiently, nodding occasionally, but Mark could see the confusion in his eyes. He was building up to it, testing the waters, trying to find the courage to say the words that would make it all real. His hands trembled slightly around his teacup as he finally took a deep breath.

“She’s… she’s been seeing other men,” he said, his voice cracking. “And I… I’ve been letting her. More than letting her. I’ve been… participating. Cleaning up after them. She calls me her cuckold. And I… I think a part of me is starting to like it.”

He told Terry everything then, the accident, the first personality change, the surgery, the brief return to normalcy, and how Susan had become a completely different woman. He spoke about the lovers, the cleaning duties, the casual cruelty, and the way he had become trapped in a cycle of submission he both hated and craved. He even showed Terry some discreet photos on his phone, images of Susan in her new, provocative style, looking confident and sexual in ways she never had before.

Terry listened in stunned silence, his eyes widening as the full story unfolded. When Mark finally finished, he let out a long, slow breath.

“Fuck me, Mark. That’s… that’s a lot.”

Mark nodded, his face burning with shame as he waited for his friend’s reaction. The words were out now. There was no taking them back. “I know. I don’t know what to do. Part of me wants to leave, but another part… I don’t think I can. She’s still Susan. And I still love her. But this version of her… it’s destroying me.”

Terry leaned forward, his expression serious but with a hint of envy in his eyes. As a lifelong geek who had never had much luck with women, Terry probably wasn’t the best person to give balanced advice. To him, any chance to be with a hot, confident woman, even under these circumstances, seemed like something worth any price.

“Look, mate,” Terry said, his voice low and earnest. “I’m going to be honest with you. You’re never going to get a woman like that again. Not in a million years. She’s stunning now. Confident. Sexual. The kind of woman most guys like us can only dream about. And if she’s willing to keep you around even while she’s doing all this… you’d be mad to throw that away. Suck it up. Do whatever she wants. At least you get to be part of it. Most men would kill for a chance to be with a woman like Susan, no matter what the conditions.”

Mark stared at him, shocked by the blunt advice. But deep down, he knew Terry was right. He would never find another woman like Susan. And the thought of losing her was far more terrifying than the humiliation. The idea of going back to a lonely, normal life without her felt unbearable. Even if it meant accepting this new, degrading role, at least he still had her. At least he was still part of her life.

He nodded slowly, the weight of his decision settling heavily on him. “Yeah… you’re probably right.”

The two friends sat in silence for a moment, the normalcy of the café feeling strangely surreal given the conversation. Mark realised then that he had already made his choice. He wasn’t going to leave her. No matter what she did to him. He was hers. Completely.

When he returned home that evening, the house was alive with the sounds of sex once again. The familiar scent of arousal and sweat hung in the air as he stepped through the door. He found Susan in the bedroom with a muscular man, while Trisha sat nearby watching and occasionally joining in, her hand between her own thighs as she enjoyed the show. Mark stood in the doorway for a long moment, his heart pounding. Then, without being told, he stripped off his clothes, folded them neatly, and knelt beside the bed, waiting for his turn to serve. The decision felt like a final breaking point. There was no going back now. He was putting himself out there publicly, accepting his role completely.

The women noticed him almost immediately. Trisha grinned wickedly. “Look who’s here. Come closer, loser. Watch properly.”

Mark crawled forward on his hands and knees as Susan was being fucked hard from behind, her moans filling the room. Trisha grabbed his hair and pulled his face close to the action, forcing him to watch every thrust up close.

“Look at the camera, cuck,” she ordered, pointing to one of the recording devices. “Tell all our subscribers who you are.”

Mark’s voice trembled as he looked directly into the lens, his face burning with shame. “I’m Mark… and I’m a pathetic cuckold loser.”

Susan moaned loudly as she came, her body shaking with pleasure, then pulled the man’s cock out and pointed it at Mark’s mouth. “Clean him.”

Mark obeyed without hesitation, taking the stranger’s cock into his mouth while the cameras rolled. The humiliation was absolute, yet he felt a strange, twisted pride when Susan later told him she was actually proud of him for the first time.

Trisha corrected him immediately. “Thank you, Goddess.”

Mark swallowed hard, his voice small but sincere. “Thank you, Goddess.”

The public nature of his submission, knowing that strangers online would see him like this, should have broken him completely. Instead, it solidified something inside him. He had crossed a line. There was no going back. And as terrifying as that was, a dark part of him was starting to embrace it.

The two women kissed deeply as Mark knelt beside them, broken but obedient. Their once-peaceful middle-class life had been completely transformed. And Mark was beginning to realise that he was no longer just enduring it.

He was starting to need it.

After Susan and Trisha finished their scene, they turned their attention back to him. Susan pointed to the two men who had been waiting patiently. “Go on, cuck. Get them ready for me. Show the camera what a good little fluffer you are.”

Mark crawled forward without hesitation, his heart racing with a mixture of shame and dark excitement. He took the first man’s cock in his hand, rubbing it gently as he looked up at him with submissive eyes. “Let me get you hard for Goddess, Master,” he said softly, his voice trembling but sincere. He leaned in and took the cock into his mouth, sucking with increasing enthusiasm while the cameras rolled. The second man soon joined, and Mark alternated between them, rubbing one while sucking the other, whispering the same humiliating phrase each time. “Let me get you hard for Goddess, Master.”

Trisha, clearly enjoying the show, strapped on a thick dildo and positioned herself behind Mark. “Time to get fucked, sissy,” she said with a wicked grin. She pushed the strap-on into his arse in one smooth thrust, making him moan around the cock in his mouth. As she began fucking him with steady, powerful strokes, Mark’s moans grew louder, his body rocking between the two men.

Susan watched with dark delight, stroking herself as she insulted him. “Look at you, you fag cocksucker. Bouncing on Trisha’s cock while you suck real men. You’re such a dumb idiot sissy whore. This is what you were made for, getting fucked and sucking cock like the pathetic little bitch you are.”

Mark’s eyes rolled back in pleasure as Trisha fucked him harder, his head bobbing eagerly on the cock in his mouth. “Harder,” he begged around the thick shaft, his voice muffled but desperate. “Please fuck me harder.”

Trisha laughed and slammed into him with more force, the sound of her hips slapping against his arse filling the room. Susan continued her verbal assault, calling him every degrading name she could think of while the cameras captured every moment of his complete submission. Mark was lost in the sensations, the humiliation, and the overwhelming pleasure, fully embracing his new role as their sissy slut.

The man he used to be was gone. And he was starting to love the person he was becoming.

In a moment of complete surrender, Mark looked up into Susan’s eyes, his own filled with desperate need. “Ruin me, Goddess,” he whispered, his voice breaking with raw emotion.

Susan’s face lit up with a beaming smile, pure pride and dark affection shining in her eyes. She leaned down and kissed him deeply, her hand gently stroking his face. “I will, my love,” she whispered against his lips. “I’ll ruin you completely. And you’re going to love every second of it.”


Chapter 9

Over the next few days, Mark found himself drawn deeper into Susan’s world in ways he could never have imagined. What had begun as reluctant participation in her OnlyFans content gradually became a more regular and expected part of his daily life. He would return from work to find the house filled with the familiar sounds of sex, Susan’s loud, uninhibited moans mixing with the deep grunts of whichever man she had invited over that day. The once-quiet semi-detached home now carried the constant scent of arousal, lubricant, and sweat, a stark contrast to the lemon-fresh cleaner he used to maintain. After the lovers left, Mark would be summoned upstairs to perform his cleaning duty on camera, kneeling between Susan’s spread legs while she insulted him for the enjoyment of her growing audience.

“You’re such a pathetic little cum rag,” she would say sweetly, stroking his hair as he licked thick loads of semen from her well-used pussy and arse. “Look at my useless cuckold husband, cleaning up after real men again. Say thank you to the nice man who just fucked me, Mark.”

Mark would mumble his thanks, his face burning with shame as the cameras rolled, capturing every degrading moment for strangers to watch and enjoy. Susan began to incorporate more direct humiliation into these sessions. She would spank him hard across her lap while Trisha filmed, calling him her “pathetic sissy husband” and making him thank her for each slap. The sting of her hand on his bare arse became a regular part of their evenings, leaving red handprints that lingered for hours.

The humiliation was constant and crushing, yet Mark found himself becoming more deeply entangled in it. He hated himself for the arousal it caused, but he couldn’t deny how hard he became every time he came home to find her freshly fucked or listened to her loud orgasms from downstairs. The degradation had become a twisted addiction he couldn’t escape.

Susan, for her part, seemed happier and more sexually fulfilled than ever before. She moved through the house with a confident, sensual energy, rewarding Mark’s obedience with occasional tender moments, a soft stroke of his hair, a gentle “good boy”, while continuing to push his boundaries further each day.

Their once-peaceful middle-class life had been completely upended. And as the days turned into weeks, Mark began to realise that there was no going back. Susan had quit her old life entirely. And he, whether he wanted to admit it or not, was becoming more deeply addicted to his new role with every passing day.

Finally, one evening, Susan decided it was time for the next step. She had purchased a newer, larger strap-on and plenty of lubricant, and she ordered Mark to bend over the bed after she had finished with one of her lovers.

“It’s time you got properly fucked,” she told him, her voice calm but excited. “Like the sissy you’re becoming.”

The first time was painful and overwhelming. Mark gasped and whimpered as Susan slowly pushed the thick dildo into his tight arsehole, the burning stretch making tears spring to his eyes. “It hurts,” he begged, his hands gripping the sheets tightly. “Please, Susan, it’s too big.” She didn’t stop, continuing to push until the entire length was buried inside him, her hips pressed against his arse. The pain was intense, a deep, burning sensation that made his whole body tremble. But as she began to thrust slowly, the pain gradually mixed with a strange, unwanted pleasure as the dildo pressed against his prostate. By the end of the session, he was moaning despite himself, his caged cock leaking onto the sheets.

The pegging sessions quickly became a daily ritual. Susan would spend long, deliberate sessions fucking him, starting slowly but gradually building in intensity. “Take it like a good girl,” she would moan, slapping his arse hard as she thrust deep inside him. “This is what you deserve. This is what pathetic losers like you need.”

Over time, the pain lessened and the pleasure grew. Mark found himself pushing back against her thrusts, moaning like a whore as she fucked him harder. He knew exactly what this was all leading up to, Susan and her lovers preparing him for real cock. The thought terrified him, but it also made his caged cock leak even more. He was being trained. Broken. Turned into the perfect sissy for her pleasure. And a dark, broken part of him was starting to crave it.

Susan seemed to thrive on it, her dominance growing stronger and more natural with every passing day. She had completely broken him. And she loved every second of it.

Mark’s resistance crumbled a little more with each session. The mixture of pain, humiliation, and unwanted pleasure was breaking down the last remnants of his old self. Susan seemed to thrive on it, her dominance becoming more natural and confident with every passing day. She had also begun getting more and more tattoos, permanently marking her body as the slut she had fully embraced. In addition to the “Insert Cock Here” tattoo above her pussy, she now had a small “Hotwife” tramp stamp on her lower back, a delicate “Property of Real Men” script along her inner thigh, and a small heart with the word “Cuck” inside it on her left breast. Each new tattoo was a permanent declaration of her transformation, and she proudly showed them off to her lovers and to Mark, reminding him that these changes were irreversible.

Then, one quiet Thursday evening, the doorbell rang. Mark, already dressed in the pink satin lingerie Susan now required him to wear around the house, answered it with a sense of dread. Paul, their mild-mannered accountant neighbour from three doors down, stood on the doorstep looking ashamed but excited.

“Susan invited me over,” he said awkwardly. “Is… is that alright?”

Mark nodded, his face burning. “I’m aware.” He pulled the door open wider, revealing himself fully in the pink satin lingerie, stockings, and matching nightie. Paul’s eyes widened in shock, but he licked his lips involuntarily.

“What… what is this?” Paul asked, stepping inside.

Mark’s voice was small and ashamed. “Susan makes me dress like this most nights now.”

Paul nodded slowly, trying to process the situation. At that moment, Susan appeared at the top of the stairs. She looked stunning, her platinum blonde hair styled perfectly, her nipples now pierced with small silver bars, and several new tattoos marking her body permanently as the hotwife she had become. The “Insert Cock Here” tattoo above her pussy was clearly visible, along with the fresh ink on her thighs and breasts.

“Come upstairs, Paul,” she said with a sultry smile. “Mark, you too.”

Mark gulped and followed them upstairs, knowing exactly what was about to happen. The permanent changes to Susan’s body were a constant reminder that there was no going back. And as he climbed the stairs in his sissy lingerie, Mark realised he was starting to accept that reality.

In the bedroom, Susan kissed Paul deeply, her tongue sliding into his mouth as her hand stroked his cock. Then she pulled back and told him to strip. Once he was naked, his average but hard cock pointing straight out, she turned to him with a wicked grin.

“It’s time for Mark to lose his anal virginity,” she announced. “But I let him choose who would do it. He chose you as his first.”

Paul ummed and ahhed, clearly nervous, his eyes darting between Susan and the sissy kneeling beside the bed. “I’ve never fucked a man before…”

Susan corrected him immediately. “He’s not a man, Paul. He’s a sissy. But to sweeten the deal, you can fuck me whenever the mood takes you, so long as I don’t already have a guest. Anywhere. Anytime. I will never say no.”

Paul’s eyes widened. “Even in public?”

Susan grinned, kissing him again, her hand still slowly stroking his cock. “Never say no.”

Paul’s resolve was visibly crumbling. He reached out tentatively and touched Mark’s shoulder, his fingers brushing the soft pink satin of the nightie. The delicate, feminine material felt strange under his hand, and he ran his fingers down Mark’s back, feeling the smooth fabric and the warmth of his skin beneath it. Mark shivered at the touch. Paul’s breathing grew heavier as he continued exploring, his hand moving lower to squeeze Mark’s satin-covered arse. The softness, the femininity, the complete submission on display, it was breaking down his hesitation.

“Fuck it,” Paul muttered, his voice thick with lust. “I’ll do it.”

Susan’s grin widened triumphantly. “Good boy.”

She turned to Mark. “Suck him. Get him nice and wet for your arse.”

As Mark obeyed, taking Paul’s cock into his mouth, Susan turned on the cameras. She then positioned Mark on all fours on the bed and held poppers under his nose as Paul slowly entered him. The stretch was intense, Mark whimpering as Paul’s cock pushed past his tight ring and slid deep inside him. Paul groaned at the sensation, gripping Mark’s hips as he began to thrust, slowly at first but gradually picking up speed.

After some uncomfortable moments and whimpers from Mark, the pain started to mix with pleasure. Mark began to moan, pushing back against Paul’s thrusts as the poppers heightened every sensation. Paul’s eyes widened with surprise and lust as he felt Mark actively fucking himself on his cock. “Fuck, he’s tight,” Paul groaned, slamming into him harder. “This sissy arse feels incredible.”

He asked Susan if her offer to fuck her whenever applied to Mark too. While Mark weakly protested, his voice muffled around the cock in his mouth earlier, Susan smiled and said yes. “He’s yours too now. Fuck him whenever you want.”

Paul’s hesitation disappeared completely. He grabbed Mark’s hips and fucked him with deep, powerful strokes, his balls slapping against Mark’s arse as he moaned loudly. Mark, lost in the sensation, began begging for more. “Harder… please fuck me harder, Paul.”

Susan watched with dark delight, her hand between her legs as she enjoyed the sight of her husband getting fucked like a proper slut. The two men were completely lost in it now, Paul pounding Mark’s arse while Mark moaned and pushed back, fully embracing his new role. The cameras captured every graphic moment, the sweat, the slapping skin, the desperate moans, as Mark’s transformation reached a new level.

He was no longer just Susan’s cuckold. He was becoming a slut for her lovers too. And he was starting to love it.

She told Paul to fuck him all night, kissed him passionately, then switched off the main light and the cameras. She left them to it, closing the door softly as she went to sleep in the spare room where another lover was already waiting for her.

Mark’s descent was now complete. And there was no turning back.

Paul continued thrusting deep into Mark’s arse, his pace quickening as he neared his climax. Mark moaned loudly, pushing back against him, completely lost in the sensation. When Paul finally came, he buried himself to the hilt and flooded Mark’s insides with thick, hot ropes of cum. The feeling was incredible, warm, full, and deeply intimate. Mark gasped as he felt Paul’s cock pulse inside him, the cum filling him in a way he had never experienced before. It felt amazing, a strange, satisfying fullness that made his own caged cock leak helplessly. He had never felt so owned, so used, and so strangely complete.

Paul stayed inside him for a long moment, both men breathing heavily. Then Paul pulled out slowly, his cum leaking from Mark’s stretched hole. He turned Mark over and kissed him deeply, their tongues meeting as Paul’s hands roamed over his body, feeling the soft satin lingerie and the warmth of his skin. “Fuck, that was good,” Paul whispered against his lips. “I want to fuck you again. I want to use this tight little arse whenever I want.”

Mark moaned into the kiss, his body still trembling. “I want more,” he whispered back, his voice desperate. “Please.”

Paul grinned and made Mark suck his dirty cock, still slick with cum and lube. Mark took him eagerly into his mouth, cleaning him thoroughly while Paul stroked his hair. Once Paul was hard again, Mark climbed on top of him, lowering himself onto his cock and riding him like a slut. He bounced up and down, the pink nightie fluttering around his thighs, a wide grin on his face as he moaned with pleasure. “I love your cock,” he gasped. “It feels so good inside me.”

Paul gripped his hips, thrusting up to meet him. “You’ll never be the same again,” he growled. “This tight gay arse is mine now. I want to fuck you forever.”

Mark rode him harder, lost in the pleasure, knowing that Paul was right. He would never be the same again. And he was starting to love it.

Susan had left them to it, closing the door softly as she went to sleep in the spare room where another lover was already waiting for her.

Mark’s descent was now complete. And there was no turning back.


Chapter 10

The following Saturday morning, Mark stood in front of the full-length mirror in their bedroom, adjusting the pink satin lingerie Susan had chosen for him. The delicate material felt foreign and humiliating against his newly shaved skin, the matching stockings whispering softly as he moved. Over the lingerie, he pulled on a plain sweater and jeans, trying to look as normal as possible for the visit to his parents’ house. Susan watched him from the bed with a mixture of amusement and contempt, already dressed in an outrageously provocative outfit that left nothing to the imagination.

She wore black fishnet stockings that clung to her toned legs, a red PVC microskirt so short that it barely covered her lace panties, and a black lace bralette that left her newly pierced nipples clearly visible, the silver bars glinting through the sheer material. Her platinum blonde hair was styled in wild, sexy waves, and her makeup was bold and slutty, dark smokey eyes, long false lashes, and bright red lipstick that made her lips look permanently ready for cock. A new tattoo on her lower back read in elegant script; SLUT. Another small tattoo on her inner thigh said Cum Here, and she had a delicate “Hotwife” tramp stamp just above her arse. Her body was a walking advertisement for her new lifestyle, marked, pierced, and dressed to be fucked.

She looked every bit the complete slut she had become, and she revelled in it. The way men stared at her in public, the way her pierced nipples showed through her tops, the way her short skirts rode up when she moved, it all thrilled her. She was no longer hiding who she was. She was embracing it completely. And she loved making Mark witness every part of her transformation.

Mark glanced at her in the mirror, his face flushing with a mixture of shame and arousal. “Susan… please don’t dress like that in front of my parents.”

She laughed, standing up and walking over to him, her hips swaying provocatively. “Fuck off. I can dress however I want. And you’re going to watch me seduce your father today. Now finish getting ready, loser.”

She slapped his arse hard, making him jump, then kissed his cheek with mock affection. The contrast between her loving gesture and her cruel words only deepened his submission. He was completely under her control now. And she was only just getting started.

“You’re the one who looks ridiculous, pretending to be a man,” she said casually, her eyes roaming over his outfit with mocking amusement. “But you’ll do.”

Mark turned to her, his voice pleading, his hands trembling slightly at his sides. “Please, Susan, I’m begging you. Don’t dress like that in front of my parents. They’ll disown me. They’ll never understand. This is too much.”

She rolled her eyes, then suddenly kneed him hard in the groin. Mark doubled over with a sharp gasp of pain, clutching himself as he struggled to stay upright. “Fuck off,” she said coldly, her voice devoid of any sympathy. “I can do whatever I want. When are you going to get it through your thick head that I don’t care about you anymore? You’re a pathetic loser slave. Say it.”

Mark whimpered, still hunched over from the pain. “I’m a pathetic loser slave.”

“Good boy.” She smiled, reaching down to stroke his hair almost tenderly. “Now finish getting ready. We’re leaving in ten minutes. And if you embarrass me in front of your parents, I’ll make you regret it.”

Mark nodded weakly, straightening up as best he could, the pain in his groin a sharp reminder of her complete control. He knew there was no point in arguing anymore. She had won. And as he finished dressing, he realised with a sinking feeling that a part of him was starting to accept that fact.

Susan watched him with dark satisfaction, knowing she had him completely under her thumb. The visit to his parents was going to be very interesting indeed.

The drive to his parents’ house was tense and silent. Mark sweated the entire way, his hands gripping the steering wheel tightly as Susan sat beside him, scrolling through her phone and occasionally smirking at messages from lovers. He begged her again not to bully him in front of his family, but she simply spat at him and told him she could do whatever she wanted.

When they arrived, his mother Barbara opened the door and immediately looked horrified at Susan’s appearance. The red PVC microskirt, the black lace bralette with her pierced nipples clearly visible, the heavy makeup, and the visible tattoos made her look like a completely different woman from the sensible daughter-in-law she had known for years. His father Tom, however, couldn’t tear his eyes away from her pierced nipples visible through the lace bralette, his gaze lingering a little too long. Barbara asked what was going on, her voice filled with confusion and concern, and Susan smiled sweetly, tilting her head in a cheeky, almost playful manner.

“Go on, loser,” she said to Mark, her tone light but cutting. “Tell them all about your poor, sick wife.”

Mark stammered through an explanation about the fall, the brain injury, and how Susan’s behaviour was like a form of acquired Tourette’s, something she couldn’t control. He emphasised that he took his vows seriously and couldn’t abandon her. His father asked if it could be cured. Susan jumped in with a smile, her voice carrying a cheeky, almost theatrical tone.

“No, it can’t. Poor me. I’m stuck like this forever. But at least I have this pathetic cuckold loser slave to look after me. He does everything I say, doesn’t he, Mark?”

Barbara was visibly upset, her face a mixture of confusion and concern. She didn’t want to be angry at someone who was unwell, after all, Susan had suffered a serious brain injury, but the way she spoke about her own son was shocking. “This is… this is awful,” she said eventually, her voice wavering. “You poor thing.”

Susan laughed lightly, her expression one of mock sympathy. “That I am. But don’t worry, Barbara. Mark takes good care of me. Don’t you, loser?”

Mark nodded silently, his face burning with shame as his mother looked at him with pity. The visit had only just begun, and Susan was clearly enjoying every second of it.

Her cheeky, playful attitude only made the situation more surreal, she was acting as if this was all a harmless game, while systematically destroying Mark’s dignity in front of his own parents. Barbara, torn between concern for Susan’s “condition” and confusion about her behaviour, simply didn’t know how to respond. Tom, on the other hand, seemed increasingly fascinated by the new, bold version of his daughter-in-law. The weekend was going to be a long one.

As Barbara went to work on lunch in the kitchen, Susan told Mark to go help her. He gave her one last pleading look, his eyes wide with nervousness, knowing full well what she was planning to do while he was out of the room. She was going to seduce his father. The thought made his stomach twist with dread. He had seen the way Tom had looked at her when they arrived, the lingering glances at her pierced nipples and short skirt. Susan simply smirked at him, her eyes sparkling with wicked delight, and gave him a little push toward the kitchen.

In the kitchen, Barbara asked privately if it was really true, her voice low and concerned as she chopped vegetables. Mark insisted that no normal person would suddenly behave like this, his voice trembling slightly as he tried to focus on helping with the lunch. He kept glancing toward the living room, his heart racing with anxiety, knowing that Susan was alone with his father. Barbara eventually admitted he was right, shaking her head in disbelief. “It’s just so unlike her,” she said softly. “The Susan we knew would never…”

Mark nodded, but his mind was elsewhere. He could hear quiet laughter from the living room, Susan’s playful, seductive laugh, and he felt a wave of nausea mixed with that dark, unwanted arousal he could no longer deny. He knew what was happening. And there was nothing he could do to stop it.

Susan was going to fuck his father. And he was going to have to clean up after it. The thought made his caged cock twitch painfully in his satin panties. He was completely powerless. And a part of him was starting to accept it.

When Mark returned to the living room a few minutes later, it was empty. The television was still on, but there was no sign of Susan or his father. A cold dread settled in his stomach as he went upstairs quietly, his heart pounding with a mixture of fear and that dark, unwanted arousal he could no longer deny. He heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from his old childhood bedroom, his father’s deep, rhythmic grunts and Susan’s loud, uninhibited moans. He listened outside the door, his ear pressed against the wood, as the sounds grew louder and more intense.

Through the door, he heard Susan’s voice, breathy and teasing. “Your son sucks cocks now, Tom. He licks cum out of me after real men fuck me. And he loves it. I’ve turned him into a proper little gay slut for me.”

His father laughed, the sound deep and amused. “That’s pretty funny. My son, the cocksucker. Who would have thought?”

Mark’s heart sank as he listened to how easily Susan had twisted and manipulated his father. The sadness was overwhelming. The man who had raised him, who had always been a steady, respectable figure in his life, was now laughing along with Susan as she degraded him. It felt like another piece of his old life was being taken away.

The sounds reached a crescendo, his father grunting loudly as he came, Susan moaning in pleasure. Then there was the soft sound of kissing. The door suddenly opened and his father stood there, shirt unbuttoned and a satisfied smirk on his face. He looked at Mark, still dressed in his sissy lingerie under his clothes, and chuckled.

“Apparently you have a job to do…”

Mark’s father laughed and walked off as Susan lay on the bed, curling her finger at him. Tears streamed down Mark’s face as he climbed between her legs and began to lick his own father’s cum from his wife’s pussy. The humiliation was absolute. And yet, as he licked, his caged cock throbbed with shameful arousal. He was completely broken. And Susan knew it.

She stroked his hair gently as he cleaned her, whispering, “Good boy. You’re doing so well.” The contrast between her tender words and the depravity of the situation only deepened his submission. He was hers. Completely. And there was no going back.

The weekend continued in a haze of depravity that left Mark emotionally numb and physically exhausted. By Sunday morning, he left his parents’ house not as a man, but dressed in one of his mother’s old 80s dresses and full makeup, carrying a large box filled with lingerie and outfits his mother had donated, all of it perfect for a budding sissy. He had sucked his father’s cock five times that night, swallowing load after load while his mother watched with a mixture of shock and amusement. At Susan’s insistence, he had also taken his father’s cock up his arse for the first time, bent over his old childhood bed while his mother giggled in delight from the sidelines. The feeling of his own father fucking him while Susan and his mother watched had broken something deep inside him. He felt completely used, completely owned, and strangely, deeply satisfied in a way he couldn’t explain.

The insanity showed no signs of slowing down. As they drove home, Mark sat in the passenger seat in his mother’s old dress, the feminine fabric brushing against his stockinged legs with every movement. He wondered how much further this could possibly go. He was beginning to realise that his old life was gone forever. The respectable, middle-class Mark Thompson, the IT technician with a normal marriage and a quiet existence, had disappeared. In his place was something new, something broken, and something that was starting to accept, and even crave, the degradation. A dark, treacherous part of him was beginning to look forward to whatever Susan had planned next. He knew he should be horrified. Instead, he felt a strange, shameful excitement. He was hers now. Completely. And there was no going back.


Chapter 11

On Sunday, Mark kept replaying the events of Saturday in his parents’ house over and over in his head. The images refused to leave him, his father fucking Susan on his old childhood bed, his mother’s shocked but intrigued laughter, and the way he had been made to clean up after them while still dressed in his mother’s old lingerie. The shame was overwhelming, yet there was a dark, persistent arousal that refused to fade. He felt broken, used, and strangely alive in a way he had never experienced before. The weekend had shattered any remaining illusions he had about their life returning to normal. His family, the one stable, respectable part of his existence, had been corrupted. And Susan had done it with effortless, cheerful cruelty.

Over lunch that Saturday, the atmosphere in Mark’s parents’ dining room had been undeniably strange. The roast, traditionally a simple, comforting affair in their respectable middle-class household, felt charged with an undercurrent of tension that no one quite knew how to address. Susan had chosen to sit next to Mark’s father Tom, and to everyone’s surprise, she actually behaved quite nicely for the most part, even though Mark knew the two had just fucked upstairs. She kept the insults to a minimum, engaging in polite conversation about the weather, the garden, and local news. For a brief moment, it almost felt like the old Susan had returned, the sensible, well-mannered woman who had always been welcomed warmly into the Thompson family.

But Mark knew better. He could see the mischievous glint in her eyes, the way she occasionally brushed her leg against his father’s under the table, and the subtle, predatory smile she gave him when no one else was looking. The polite façade was just that, a façade. The real Susan was waiting for the right moment to strike again. And Mark, sitting there in his red lacy bra hidden beneath his sweater, could only wait and dread what she would do next.

However, the illusion was short-lived. At one point during the meal, Susan turned to Mark’s mother Barbara with a calm, almost thoughtful expression and made a fairly convincing statement about why her son was an absolute failure of a man, a complete submissive loser who had never really amounted to anything. She spoke with such measured reasonableness that Barbara actually raised an eyebrow and shrugged slightly at Mark across the table, as if to say, she might have a point. Mark sat there in humiliated silence, his face burning as his own mother seemed to consider the possibility that Susan was right.

To prove her point, Susan turned to Mark with a sweet smile. “Take your sweater off, darling.”

Mark froze. “Susan… please, not here.”

His mother, surprisingly, spoke up. “It’s alright, Mark. I already know you’re wearing a bra. Susan told me earlier.”

With trembling hands and a face red with shame, Mark removed his sweater, revealing the red lacy bra Susan had made him wear underneath. The bra was delicate and feminine, with intricate lace patterns that shimmered slightly under the dining room light. The cups were lightly padded, giving his chest a subtle but noticeable curve, and the thin straps dug gently into his shoulders. The bright red colour made it impossible to ignore, a bold, sexy statement against his pale skin. It looked undeniably feminine and erotic, the kind of lingerie a woman would wear to seduce a lover, not something a man should ever be seen in.

Barbara looked at it for a moment, then actually laughed. “Goodness, that’s rather sexier than anything I have these days.”

The moment was surreal, his own mother casually commenting on his sissy lingerie while they sat around the family dining table. Susan smiled triumphantly, her eyes sparkling with dark delight as she watched Mark’s complete humiliation. The red lace bra, with its shiny, delicate material and sexy design, made him feel more exposed and emasculated than he had ever felt in his life. He sat there, cheeks burning, knowing that his mother now saw him not as her son, but as the pathetic sissy his wife had turned him into.

The weekend was only just beginning. And Susan was clearly enjoying every second of it.

Suddenly, Susan turned to Barbara with sparkling eyes, her voice playful and teasing. “No, Barbara? Someone as sexy as you? Surely you have something sexy hidden away somewhere! A woman like you must have at least one naughty little outfit tucked in the back of the wardrobe.”

Barbara blushed deeply, her cheeks turning a bright pink as she fidgeted with her napkin. “No, well, I don’t know… I haven’t really kept anything like that in years. Tom and I… we’re not exactly adventurous anymore.”

Susan jumped to her feet with surprising energy and grabbed Barbara’s hand, pulling her up from the table with a bright, infectious laugh. “Come on, show me! We’ll have a proper look. I bet you’ve got something fabulous hidden away. Every woman does.”

The two women ran upstairs together, Barbara actually giggling like a schoolgirl as they disappeared down the hallway, their laughter echoing through the house. Mark and his father were left sitting in uncomfortable silence at the dining table, Mark still wearing nothing but the red lacy bra above the waist. The tension was thick enough to cut with a knife. Mark could feel his father’s eyes occasionally flicking toward him, taking in the sight of his son sitting there in women’s lingerie, the delicate red lace cups hugging his chest in a way that was both ridiculous and strangely erotic. The shiny material caught the light with every small movement, a constant, humiliating reminder of his submission.

Tom cleared his throat awkwardly, clearly struggling to find the right words. The silence stretched on, heavy and oppressive, as both men waited for the women to return. Mark’s mind raced with embarrassment and dread, knowing that Susan was likely showing his mother far more than just old lingerie. The weekend had taken a surreal turn, and he had no idea how much further it would go.

Upstairs, the sound of laughter continued, bright and carefree, as if the two women were old friends sharing secrets rather than a daughter-in-law corrupting her mother-in-law. Mark sat there in his red lacy bra, feeling more exposed and vulnerable than he had ever felt in his life. The man he used to be was disappearing. And Susan was making sure of it.

Finally, Tom cleared his throat, breaking the heavy silence. “She told me to come over during the week,” he said quietly, his voice carrying a mix of guilt and excitement.

“Dad, please don’t…” Mark whispered, his voice small and broken, his eyes pleading. “She’s your daughter-in-law. This is wrong.”

But his father simply shrugged, a faint smile playing on his lips. “It’s kind of hard to say no, son. She’s so sexy. You only live once, right? Why not enjoy it while you can?”

Mark’s face burned with shame. “I… I do,” he admitted in a whisper, referring to his own submission.

Tom blushed deeply. “She says you’ll suck my cock…”

“DAD!” Mark screeched, his voice cracking with horror, his hands gripping the edge of the table.

“I mean… you can’t get pregnant…” his father noted weakly, trying to lighten the moment with awkward humour.

Mark went beetroot with embarrassment, unable to form a coherent response. The conversation was surreal, sitting there in his red lacy bra while discussing sucking his own father’s cock. Before he could say anything else, the unmistakable sound of moaning drifted down from upstairs. Both men looked at each other, then stood up and hurried upstairs, the tension between them thick and uncomfortable.

The weekend had taken a turn that Mark could never have anticipated. And as they climbed the stairs, he realised with a sinking feeling that there was no going back. His family, the last bastion of normalcy in his life, had been completely corrupted by Susan.

They found Susan and Barbara completely naked on the bed in the guest room. Susan was enthusiastically eating Barbara’s pussy, her tongue working with practised skill, long, wet strokes over her mother-in-law’s swollen clit and delving deep into her slick folds. Barbara moaned with surprised pleasure, her hands tangled in Susan’s platinum blonde hair, pulling her face harder against her cunt as her hips bucked involuntarily. Susan’s arse was raised high in the air, her own pussy glistening with arousal as she devoured her husband’s mother with eager, hungry licks.

Mark’s father didn’t hesitate. He stripped quickly, his cock already hard and throbbing, thick and veined as it pointed straight out. Barbara smiled at him with a mix of nervousness and excitement, then looked at Mark, her eyes roaming over his red lacy bra with a strange mix of pity and amusement.

“Get undressed to your lingerie,” she told her son, her voice surprisingly firm and commanding.

Mark, in a state of complete shame and submission, did as he was told. He stripped down to the red lacy bra and matching panties, the delicate material hugging his caged cock and balls tightly. He stood there humiliated, his face burning as he watched his father climb onto the bed and begin to pound Susan hard, his thick cock slamming into her pussy with powerful strokes while she continued licking his mother’s cunt with loud, wet slurping sounds. The room filled with the obscene symphony of sex, Barbara’s moans, Susan’s muffled cries of pleasure, and the rhythmic slapping of Tom’s hips against Susan’s arse.

Mark stood there in his sissy lingerie, watching his father fuck his wife while she pleasured his mother, the surreal depravity of the scene etching itself permanently into his mind. The man he used to be was gone. And this new, broken version of himself was starting to accept it.

Yet as he stood there, his cock straining painfully against the satin panties, leaking steadily into the delicate lace, he realised with a sinking feeling that a dark, treacherous part of him was starting to accept it. And perhaps even enjoy it. The sight of his father fucking Susan while she licked his mother’s pussy should have filled him with pure horror and rage. Instead, a twisted thrill ran through him, his caged cock throbbing with shameful arousal as he watched the depraved family scene unfold. The humiliation of standing there in his red lacy bra and panties, reduced to nothing more than a sissy spectator in his own family’s corruption, was intoxicating in its intensity. He hated himself for it, but he couldn’t deny the dark excitement that came with complete submission. A part of him, a broken, addicted part, was starting to crave this new reality. The man he used to be was disappearing. And the sissy he was becoming was beginning to love every second of it.

The weekend had shattered any remaining illusions he had about their life returning to normal. His family, the last bastion of respectability in his life, had been completely corrupted by Susan. And he was powerless to stop it. Worse, he was starting to realise that he didn’t want to stop it. He wanted to watch. He wanted to serve. He wanted to be used. The descent was complete. And he was starting to embrace it.


Chapter 12

Mark’s weekend at his parents’ house extended into Sunday in a haze of depravity that left him emotionally and physically exhausted. The Saturday night had been particularly intense, with Susan orchestrating everything with her usual confident ease. At one point, she had convinced Barbara to watch as Tom fucked Mark’s arse. Barbara had initially been against it, her face flushed with shock and hesitation. “Susan, that’s my son,” she had protested, her voice wavering. “I can’t watch that.” But Susan, with her bizarre talent for convincing people to do depraved things, had gently but persistently talked her around. “It’s just sex, Barbara. And he loves it. Look at him, he’s practically begging for it. Don’t you want to see what your son has become?”

Barbara had eventually relented, her curiosity and the strange new excitement Susan had awakened in her winning out. She had watched, wide-eyed, as Tom bent Mark over the bed and fucked him hard, his thick cock slamming into his son’s arse while Mark moaned like a whore. Tom’s face was flushed with a mixture of shame and intense pleasure as he thrust deep into his own son, the tight, warm heat of Mark’s arse gripping him in ways he had never experienced. “Fuck… this is so wrong,” he had muttered at first, but his hips never stopped moving. The depravity of fucking his own son while his wife and daughter-in-law watched only made him harder. By the end, he was pounding Mark with abandon, grunting loudly as he filled his son’s arse with cum, the taboo thrill pushing him over the edge.

By the end, Barbara was touching herself, clearly aroused by the sight. Susan had smiled triumphantly, knowing she had successfully corrupted another person. Mark, watching his mother’s reaction, realised with a sinking feeling that Susan had some sort of bizarre talent for convincing people to do depraved things. She made it seem so natural, so exciting, that resistance felt pointless.

As Tom pulled out, cum leaking from Mark’s stretched hole, Susan encouraged Barbara further. “Go on, Barbara. Tell your son what a waste of air he is. Call him a loser cunt. He loves it.”

Barbara, flushed and breathing heavily, looked at Mark with a strange mix of maternal love and newfound cruelty. “You’re a waste of air, Mark,” she said hesitantly at first, then with more confidence. “A pathetic loser cunt who couldn’t even keep his wife satisfied. Look at you, taking your father’s cock like a cheap whore. You’re the family slut now.”

Susan laughed, clearly delighted. “That’s it. Tell him he’s a disgusting faggot who deserves to be fucked by his own father.”

Barbara, caught up in the moment, continued. “You’re a disgusting faggot, Mark. A pathetic little sissy who loves cock in his arse. You’re the family whore now. Take daddy’s cock deep, slut.”

Mark moaned, his caged cock leaking as his mother insulted him. Susan leaned down and licked his face, whispering in his ear, “See what I’ve made you, cunt? Your own mother is calling you a loser while your father fucks you. This is what you are now.”

The depravity continued late into the night, with Tom fucking Mark again while Barbara and Susan watched and encouraged them. Mark, broken and overwhelmed, eventually begged his father to fuck him harder, his voice desperate and submissive. “Please, Dad… fuck me harder. I love your cock.”

Tom groaned, slamming into him with renewed force, the taboo thrill pushing both men to new heights. Susan watched with dark pride, knowing she had completely corrupted the entire family. Mark’s descent was now complete. And there was no going back.

The weekend had shattered any remaining illusions he had about their life returning to normal. His family, the last bastion of respectability in his life, had been completely corrupted by Susan. And he was powerless to stop it. Worse, he was starting to realise that he didn’t want to stop it. He wanted to watch. He wanted to serve. He wanted to be used. The descent was complete. And he was starting to embrace it.

By the time they finally left on Sunday afternoon, he was no longer dressed as a man. He wore one of his mother’s old 80s dresses and full makeup, carrying a large box filled with lingerie and outfits his mother had donated, all of it perfect for a budding sissy. He had sucked his father’s cock five times that night and, at Susan’s insistence, taken his father’s cock up his arse while his mother giggled with delight from the sidelines. As he sat in the passenger seat, he could still feel his father’s cum slowly leaking from his stretched, sore hole, the warm, sticky sensation a constant, humiliating reminder of what had happened. Every small movement of the car made him wince slightly, the cum shifting inside him and dripping further into the satin panties he wore beneath the dress. The feeling was both disgusting and strangely satisfying, a physical manifestation of his complete submission.

The journey home was quiet, Mark staring out of the window in a state of numb acceptance as Susan drove with a satisfied smile on her face. The weekend had shattered any remaining illusions he had about their life returning to normal. His family, the last bastion of respectability in his life, had been completely corrupted by Susan. And he was powerless to stop it. Worse, he was starting to realise that he didn’t want to stop it. He wanted to watch. He wanted to serve. He wanted to be used. The descent was complete. And he was starting to embrace it.

Susan glanced over at him occasionally, her smile widening as she noticed the way he shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “Still leaking Daddy’s cum, are we?” she asked sweetly. “Good. I want you to feel it all the way home. A proper reminder of what a pathetic family whore you’ve become.”

Mark said nothing, simply staring out the window as the cum continued to drip from his ruined hole. The old Mark was gone. And the new Mark, the sissy, the cuckold, the family slut, was here to stay.

The weekend had shattered any remaining illusions he had about their life returning to normal.

The insanity showed no signs of slowing down when they returned home. Marcus came over that evening to find Mark already made up and wearing white bridal lingerie, a frilly white babydoll nightie with matching satin panties, stockings, and a delicate veil in his hair. For the first time, Marcus fucked him properly, bending him over the bed and slamming his massive cock into Mark’s arse with brutal force. The stretch was intense, Mark crying out in pain as the thick shaft forced its way deep inside him, stretching him wider than Susan’s strap-on ever had. Marcus didn’t hold back, pounding him relentlessly, his heavy balls slapping against Mark’s as he grunted with pleasure.

Mark hated to admit it, even to himself, but he loved it. The pain mixed with an overwhelming pleasure as Marcus hit his prostate with every thrust, making his caged cock leak helplessly into the satin panties. “Harder,” he begged, his voice breaking. “Please fuck me harder, Marcus.”

Susan watched with dark delight, stroking herself as she insulted him viciously. “Look at you, you fucking gay slut. Taking a real man’s cock up your arse like a desperate fag whore. You’re not even a man anymore. You’re my little cock-sucking sissy bitch. I bet you love it, don’t you? You love being fucked like a cheap gay prostitute.”

She slapped him hard across the face, then punched him in the balls, making him whimper in pain even as he pushed back against Marcus’s cock. “You pathetic, cum-guzzling faggot. This is what you were made for, getting your arse ruined by superior men while I laugh at you. Say it. Tell me you’re a gay sissy whore.”

Mark moaned, tears streaming down his face. “I’m a gay sissy whore… I love cock in my arse…”

Susan laughed cruelly, slapping him again. “That’s right, you disgusting little faggot. You’re going to be my personal cock sleeve from now on. Every man who fucks me is going to fuck you too. You’re going to be a proper gay slut for me.”

Marcus groaned loudly as he came, flooding Mark’s arse with thick, hot cum. Mark shuddered with pleasure, his own caged cock dribbling uselessly. Susan actually told him she was proud of him for the first time. “Good boy,” she whispered, stroking his hair as cum leaked from his ruined hole. “You’re finally becoming the perfect sissy I always knew you could be.”

Mark lay there, broken and satisfied, knowing that his transformation was nearly complete. And a dark, addicted part of him was starting to love every second of it.


Chapter 13

Mark arrived at the council offices on Monday morning with a heavy sense of foreboding. The weekend at his parents’ house still weighed on him like a dark cloud, the humiliation, the depravity, the way his own mother and father had become entangled in Susan’s web of dominance. He had barely slept, his mind replaying the images of his father fucking his wife while he knelt in lingerie, cleaning up after them. The taste of his father’s cum still lingered faintly in his mouth, a constant, nauseating reminder of how completely his life had changed. As he walked through the familiar corridors toward his desk, several colleagues gave him strange looks, some whispering to each other as he passed. He tried to ignore it, telling himself it was paranoia, but the uneasy feeling only grew stronger. The air felt thicker, the stares more pointed, as if everyone already knew his secret shame.

He had been at his desk for less than ten minutes when an email arrived from HR requesting an urgent meeting. Mark’s stomach dropped. He walked to the conference room with leaden feet, his heart pounding in his chest. When he opened the door, he found a panel of three senior managers and the Head of HR waiting for him, their expressions grave and professional. The room felt colder than usual, the fluorescent lights harsher, as if the very building itself was rejecting him.

“Take a seat, Mark,” the Head of HR said quietly, her voice neutral but firm.

Mark sat down, his hands trembling in his lap as he tried to maintain some semblance of composure. The senior manager in the centre cleared his throat and began speaking in a measured, professional tone.

“We’ve become aware of certain videos circulating online involving you and your wife. Several members of staff have identified you. The content is highly explicit and, frankly, deeply concerning. The council has a duty to maintain a professional reputation, and we cannot continue to employ someone in your position under these circumstances. We’re terminating your contract with immediate effect.”

Mark sat in stunned silence as they outlined the details, the videos had gone viral in certain circles, colleagues had complained, and the reputational risk was simply too great. He was asked to clear his desk and leave the building immediately. No notice period. No reference. Just like that, his steady, respectable middle-class career was over. The job he had held for years, the one that had provided stability and a sense of purpose, was gone in a single conversation. The humiliation was absolute. He could feel the eyes of his colleagues on him as he walked out, their whispers following him like a dark cloud.

As he drove home through the familiar streets of Reading, the full weight of his situation finally hit him. This life, as thrilling and addictive as parts of it had become, could not possibly continue like this. Something had to change before everything completely collapsed around them. He had lost his job, his reputation, and any remaining sense of normalcy. The only thing left was Susan. And she was the source of it all.

Yet as he drove, a dark, treacherous thought crept into his mind. Maybe he didn’t want it to stop. Maybe this was who he was now. The thought terrified him. But it also excited him. He was completely lost. And he had no idea how to find his way back. Or if he even wanted to.

When he arrived home, Susan and Trisha were in the middle of filming a particularly intense lesbian scene in the spare bedroom. Mark waited downstairs, pacing anxiously in the living room until they finally finished. The sounds of their moans and the wet slapping of strap-ons had filled the house for nearly an hour, leaving him in a state of nervous arousal and dread. When Susan came down, flushed and satisfied, her hair tousled and her body still glowing, he asked her to sit with him in the living room.

“I need to talk to you,” he said, his voice pleading. “A normal conversation. Please.”

Susan looked at him for a long moment, then nodded and sat down, crossing her legs elegantly. Mark poured out everything, how he had lost his job that morning, the humiliating meeting with HR, the way his colleagues had stared at him as he left the building. He told her about the weekend at his parents’ house, the complete insanity of it all, and how he was terrified that their life was spiralling out of control. He suggested, almost begged, that they seek help. He proposed seeing the neurologist one last time to see if there was any way to fix her condition, his voice cracking with desperation as he spoke.

“I can’t keep doing this, Susan,” he said, his eyes wet with unshed tears. “I’ve lost my job. Our reputation is in tatters. If this continues, we’ll have nothing left. Please… let’s try one more time. For us.”

Susan listened quietly, her expression softening as she took his hand. For a moment, Mark felt a glimmer of hope that the old Susan, the sensible, caring woman he had married, was still in there somewhere. But as she squeezed his hand, he couldn’t shake the feeling that this conversation might be their last chance to save what was left of their marriage.

Susan looked at him for a long moment, her expression softening as she took his hand. “What would you have me do, Mark? Tell me honestly. What do you want from me?”

Mark hesitated, his voice trembling as he spoke. “I want you to go back to the doctor one more time. Just to check. Maybe there is still something wrong, something they missed. Something that can be done. The medication, the tests, perhaps there’s a way to balance it without losing who you are. I just… I want us to try. For us.”

Susan’s face showed visible reluctance. Her smile faltered for a moment, and a shadow of irritation crossed her eyes. She clearly didn’t want to go back, didn’t want to risk losing the version of herself she had grown to love. But she squeezed his hand gently, her voice soft. “If it means that much to you… alright. We’ll go back. One more time.”

“Really?” he asked, his voice raising a few octaves in genuine surprise, his eyes widening as he searched her face for any sign of deception.

To his surprise, Susan actually smiled and took his hand gently, her fingers intertwining with his in a way that felt almost like the old days. “Much as I think you’re a loser and a pathetic cuckold,” she said softly, her voice carrying a strange mix of affection and contempt, “I do love you. And without you, this all makes zero sense. So yes, in the interests of not losing you, I agree to see the doctor.”

Mark felt a small glimmer of hope for the first time in weeks, a fragile spark that warmed his chest despite the heavy weight of everything that had happened. Perhaps there was still a chance to save what was left of their marriage. Perhaps the old Susan, the sensible, loving woman he had married, was still in there somewhere, fighting to come back. But as Susan leaned in and kissed him gently on the cheek, her lips soft and warm against his skin, he couldn’t shake the feeling that it might already be too late. The woman he loved had changed forever. And a dark, treacherous part of him was no longer sure he wanted her to change back. The thought terrified him, but it also excited him in ways he could no longer deny. He was starting to need this version of her. The dominant, cruel, insatiable Susan who had emerged from the accident. And that realisation scared him more than anything else.

He squeezed her hand tightly, holding onto the moment as if it might slip away. “Thank you,” he whispered. “I love you, Susan. No matter what.”

She smiled, but there was a flicker of something darker in her eyes, a quiet reluctance, a silent resistance to the idea of going back. Mark wondered if she was only agreeing for his sake. And whether, deep down, she was already planning how to turn even this attempt at “fixing” her into another step in his descent. The conversation had given him hope. But it had also left him with a lingering sense of dread. The woman he loved was still in there somewhere. But the darker version of her was fighting to stay. And Mark wasn’t sure which one he truly wanted to win.


Chapter 14

The appointment with the neurologist had been arranged for the following week, and both Mark and Susan approached the day with a mixture of fragile hope and quiet dread. The drive to the Royal Berkshire Hospital was made in near silence, the familiar route through Reading feeling heavier and more oppressive than usual. The car seemed smaller, the air thicker, as if the weight of their unspoken fears was pressing down on them. Susan stared out of the window, her fingers occasionally tapping against her thigh, while Mark gripped the steering wheel a little too tightly, his mind racing with what-ifs and desperate prayers for a positive outcome.

The hospital itself, with its beige walls, polished floors, and the faint, clinical smell of antiseptic, brought back painful memories of Susan’s original accident and the two previous surgeries. The sterile environment felt both reassuring and terrifying, a place of healing that had also been the site of profound change. They were seen promptly by Mr. Harrington, the same consultant who had performed the second operation. He greeted them with professional kindness, his silver hair and calm demeanour offering a small measure of comfort as he led them through a comprehensive series of tests, an MRI, a CT scan, X-rays, blood work, and a detailed neurological examination. Each test felt like a step toward either salvation or confirmation of their new reality, and Mark found himself holding Susan’s hand tightly throughout, his palm slick with nervous sweat.

Susan remained remarkably composed, answering the doctor’s questions with her usual measured tone, but Mark could see the tension in her shoulders and the way her fingers tightened around his during the scans. The hope that this appointment might offer a way back to their old life was tempered by the quiet dread that nothing could be done, that the woman she had become was here to stay. As they waited for the results in the consultant’s office, the air felt thick with anticipation. Whatever the doctor said next would shape the rest of their lives. And both of them knew it.

The results, when they finally sat down in his office to discuss them, were not what either of them had hoped for. Mr. Harrington explained with careful, measured words that the damage to Susan’s brain from the original injury and subsequent surgeries was extensive and complex. The areas affected, those responsible for impulse control, emotional regulation, and certain behavioural patterns, had been altered in ways that made further surgical intervention extremely risky. The consultant’s tone was gentle but firm, the kind of professional detachment that came from delivering difficult news many times before.

“If we were to attempt to repair or remove the affected tissue,” he said gently, folding his hands on the desk, “there is a very real possibility of causing significant harm. In the worst-case scenario, it could be fatal. I’m afraid surgery is not a viable option at this stage. The risks far outweigh any potential benefits.”

Susan sat very still, absorbing the information with remarkable composure, though Mark could see the subtle tension in her jaw and the way her fingers tightened in her lap. Mark reached for her hand, his own trembling slightly as a wave of disappointment and fear washed over him. The doctor continued, offering what little hope he could, his voice steady and reassuring.

“We can, however, provide medication. A combination of pills that should help calm the more extreme impulses and significantly reduce the hypersexual urges. It won’t reverse the changes completely, but it may make them more manageable. Many patients find it helps them return to a more balanced state of mind, allowing them to regain some control over their behaviour.”

Susan looked at Mark for a long moment, her eyes searching his face as if weighing the decision. Then she nodded slowly. “I’ll try them,” she said quietly, her voice carrying a trace of reluctance. “For us.”

The words offered a small glimmer of hope, but Mark couldn’t ignore the subtle hesitation in her tone. As they left the office with a prescription and a follow-up appointment, he wondered whether she was truly committed to changing, or whether this was simply another performance for his benefit. The journey home was quiet, both of them lost in their own thoughts, the weight of the doctor’s words hanging heavily between them. The future, whatever it held, would be faced together, exactly as they were.

They left the hospital with a prescription and a follow-up appointment scheduled for a month’s time. The drive home was silent, both of them lost in their own thoughts. Mark’s mind was racing. The pills represented a chance, perhaps their last chance, to return to something resembling their old life. The sensible, quiet evenings. The gentle lovemaking. The comfortable, middle-class routines that had once felt so safe and fulfilling. But as he glanced at Susan sitting beside him, beautiful and composed in the passenger seat, a different thought began to take hold. She looked radiant. Alive. More herself than she had ever been before the accident. The old Susan, the plain, sensible, unremarkable woman, had been content. But this Susan was thriving. She was living her best life, no matter how depraved it seemed to the outside world. And a dark, treacherous part of him was starting to realise that he didn’t want to take that away from her. Or from himself.

The battle in his head was fierce. One part of him screamed to take the pills, to fight for the woman he had married, to save their marriage from complete destruction. But another part, the part that had grown stronger with every humiliating act, whispered that this was better. That the intense, depraved, all-consuming version of their relationship was more real, more exciting, more alive than anything they had before. He remembered the old Susan, the quiet, reliable woman who had been his steady partner for so many years. But he also remembered how ordinary that life had felt. How safe. How boring. The new Susan was dangerous. Cruel. Insatiable. And he was starting to need her exactly as she was.

He pulled the car over on a quiet country lane just outside Reading. Susan looked at him curiously as he took the bag of medication and, without a word, threw it out of the window into the undergrowth. The decision felt final. Irreversible. And as the bag disappeared into the bushes, Mark realised he had made his choice. He was choosing her. The real her. No matter what that meant for both of them.

“Mark?” she asked, her voice soft but surprised. “Why did you do that?”

He turned to her, his eyes filled with a mixture of love and resignation. “Because those pills won’t bring the old you back. They’ll just create a worse version, someone trapped between who you were and who you are now. Someone unhappy. I don’t want that for you.”

Mark’s voice trembled slightly as he spoke, his mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. He was enjoying this. The depravity, the humiliation, the constant submission, it had become a dark, addictive thrill that he could no longer deny. Every time she insulted him, every time she made him clean up after her lovers, every time she pushed him further into sissyhood, he felt a rush of shameful pleasure that made his caged cock throb. He was constantly fighting an internal voice that told him this was wrong, that he should be horrified, that the old Mark would never accept this. But that voice was growing weaker with every passing day. He could see that she loved him. He could see it in the way she stroked his hair after degrading him, in the way she kissed him after making him suck another man’s cock, in the way she looked at him with a mixture of affection and contempt. This was all play for her, a game she was taking very seriously, but a game nonetheless. And it was for them. Not just for her. She needed him to be her cuckold, her sissy, her toy. And he was starting to need it too. The thought terrified him. But it also excited him more than anything had in his life.

He took her hand, squeezing it gently. “I love you like this, Susan. I don’t want the old you back. I want this. I want us. No matter how fucked up it is.”

Susan looked at him for a long moment, her eyes searching his face. Then she smiled, a real, genuine smile that carried both love and dark delight. “Good boy,” she whispered. “I knew you’d understand eventually.”

She then leaned over to kiss him, but Mark stopped her gently with a hand on her cheek.

“Spit on me,” he whispered, his voice trembling with desperate need. “Then slap me, Goddess.”

Susan’s eyes sparkled with dark delight. “I love you,” she said softly, before spitting directly onto his face. The warm saliva landed on his cheek and dripped down slowly as she slapped him hard across the face, the sharp sound echoing in the car. She punched him firmly in the balls, making him gasp in pain and double over slightly, his caged cock throbbing uselessly in his trousers. Finally, she leaned in and kissed his cheek tenderly, her lips brushing against the spot she had just slapped.

“I love being mean to you,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust. “But there’s something weird that happens when I’m dominant and cruel. Every time you take it, every time you accept it… I love you more for it.”

Mark looked at her, tears in his eyes, and admitted the truth. “I love you like this.”

The car fell silent again as they sat together on the quiet country lane. The decision had been made. There would be no going back. Susan smiled, starting the engine once more, and they continued their journey home, two people who had finally accepted the strange, dark, and deeply twisted love that now defined their marriage.

The pills lay forgotten in the undergrowth behind them. The future, whatever it held, would be faced together, exactly as they were. As they drove, Susan reached over and squeezed his thigh, her fingers digging in possessively. “You’re mine now,” she whispered. “Completely. And I’m going to ruin you in the most beautiful ways imaginable.”

Mark nodded, his heart racing with a mixture of fear and excitement. He was ready. He was hers. And the depravity was only just beginning.


Chapter 15

Marcus was over again that evening, as he often was these days. The tall, muscular man had become a regular fixture in their home, his presence now as familiar as the evening news or the sound of the kettle boiling. Mark, fully dressed in his sissy outfit, a frilly pink maid’s dress that barely covered his arse, sheer stockings that whispered with every movement, high heels that made his legs look longer and more feminine, and full makeup with bright red lipstick and smokey eyes, was on his knees behind Marcus, obediently licking his arsehole while Marcus fucked Susan hard on their marital bed. Mark’s tongue delved deep between Marcus’s firm cheeks, rimming him thoroughly as the muscular man thrust powerfully into Susan’s pussy. Susan’s loud, uninhibited moans filled the room as she came, her body shaking with pleasure, her heavy breasts bouncing with each powerful thrust.

Marcus pulled out of her with a wet, obscene sound, his thick cock glistening with Susan’s juices. He turned to Mark with a smirk, his cock still rock hard and pointing straight at the sissy’s face. “Your turn, sissy.”

Mark’s heart raced as he looked up at the massive cock, still slick from fucking his wife. He knew what was coming. He opened his mouth obediently, taking the head of Marcus’s cock between his red-painted lips and sucking eagerly, tasting Susan’s pussy on him. Marcus groaned with pleasure, gripping Mark’s head and fucking his face with deep, forceful thrusts, making him gag and drool as saliva dripped down his chin onto the frilly pink dress. Susan watched with dark delight, her hand between her legs as she enjoyed the sight of her husband servicing her lover.

“That’s it, you pathetic little cocksucker,” she purred. “Suck him nice and clean. Get him ready to fuck your sissy arse again.”

Mark moaned around the thick shaft, his caged cock leaking into his satin panties as he bobbed his head, taking Marcus deeper with each thrust. The humiliation was absolute, yet he couldn’t deny how much he was starting to crave it. Marcus eventually pulled out, his cock shiny with Mark’s saliva, and positioned himself behind the sissy. “Bend over, slut,” he growled.

Mark obeyed, presenting his arse as Marcus pushed his massive cock inside him, stretching him wide. The pain mixed with intense pleasure as Marcus began to fuck him hard, his heavy balls slapping against Mark’s as he pounded him relentlessly. Susan watched with a satisfied smile, knowing her husband was completely broken. And she loved every second of it.

Mark was already made up beautifully, Susan had spent nearly an hour earlier perfecting his look. His face was flawlessly feminine, with smokey eyes, long false lashes, bright red lipstick, and blush that made his cheeks look permanently flushed with embarrassment. He climbed onto the bed on all fours as Marcus positioned himself behind him, the frilly pink maid’s dress riding up to expose his arse. The stretch was intense as Marcus pushed his thick, veined cock into Mark’s well-trained arse, the head popping past his tight ring and sliding deep inside him. Mark moaned loudly, the mixture of burning pain and overwhelming pleasure making his eyes roll back as Marcus began to thrust, his heavy balls slapping against Mark’s with every powerful stroke.

Susan watched with dark satisfaction, her hand between her legs as she stroked her clit, enjoying the sight of her husband being fucked like a proper sissy. “Look at you,” she purred, her voice thick with lust. “Taking a real man’s cock up your arse like the pathetic little fag you are. You love it, don’t you? You love being my sissy whore.”

Mark moaned louder, pushing back against Marcus’s thrusts, his caged cock leaking steadily onto the sheets. The feeling of being filled so completely, of being used like a toy, was intoxicating. He was completely lost in the sensation, his body rocking between the powerful thrusts as Susan continued to degrade him, her words pushing him deeper into submission.

Marcus groaned with pleasure, gripping Mark’s hips tightly as he pounded him harder. “This sissy arse is so fucking tight,” he growled. “You’ve trained him well, Susan.”

Susan laughed, her fingers moving faster on her clit. “He’s my perfect little cocksleeve now. Fuck him harder. Make him moan like the slut he is.”

Mark’s moans grew louder, his voice breaking as he completely surrendered to the pleasure. The man he used to be was gone. And the sissy he had become was loving every second of it.

After Marcus finally came deep inside Mark’s arse, flooding him with thick, hot ropes of cum, he pulled out slowly, watching with satisfaction as his seed leaked from Mark’s stretched, gaping hole. He lit a cigarette, the smoke curling lazily toward the ceiling as he took a long drag. He offered one to Susan. She hesitated for a moment, she had never been a cigarette smoker, but then accepted it with a curious smile. She took a drag, coughed slightly at first, then laughed, the sound bright and delighted.

“I think I like it,” she declared, taking another drag and exhaling a perfect plume of smoke. “I’ve decided. I’m a smoker now.” She looked at Mark, who was still on all fours, cum leaking steadily from his arse onto the sheets. “Which means you are too. Marcus, light one for him.”

Marcus chuckled and lit another cigarette, handing it to the trembling sissy. Mark took it with shaking hands, bringing it to his lips and inhaling cautiously. The smoke burned his throat, but he didn’t cough. He was too broken, too submissive to resist. The three of them smoked together in the bedroom, Susan and Marcus lounging on the bed like royalty, Mark kneeling on the floor like an obedient pet, the cigarette held delicately between his fingers as he tried not to cough.

Susan exhaled a plume of smoke and looked at Marcus with a wicked grin. “Mark is an even bigger loser than before,” she said casually, stroking Mark’s hair almost tenderly.

Marcus raised an eyebrow, taking another drag. “Why’s that?”

“He lost his job,” Susan replied, her fingers playing with Mark’s hair. “The council found out about our videos. Poor thing got fired on the spot.”

Marcus laughed, the sound deep and amused. “What did you do there anyway?”

“IT support,” Mark mumbled, his face burning with shame as he took another drag from the cigarette, the smoke filling his lungs.

Marcus thought for a moment, then smiled. “I need an IT assistant for my IT manager, Erica. Come for an interview on Monday. But you’ll need to come as a sissy. Full makeup, lingerie under your clothes, the works. Erica will love breaking you in.”

Mark looked horrified. “I… I can’t…”

Susan smiled sweetly and stroked his cheek, her fingers gentle but possessive. “You’ll be there. Won’t you, darling?”

Mark nodded numbly. “Yes, Goddess.”

The decision had been made. Mark’s humiliation was about to become public in a whole new way. And as he knelt there, cum leaking from his arse and smoke curling from his lips, he realised with a sinking feeling that he was going to obey. He always obeyed.

Susan watched him with dark satisfaction, knowing she had him completely. The game was only getting started.

They fucked again after that, Marcus taking Susan while Mark watched from the floor. Marcus pounded her hard, his thick cock slamming into her pussy with powerful strokes as Susan moaned loudly, her heavy breasts bouncing with every thrust. Mark knelt there on the carpet, his arse still leaking cum, his caged cock throbbing uselessly as he watched his wife being fucked by another man. The sounds were obscene, the wet slapping of skin, Susan’s breathy moans, Marcus’s deep grunts, and they only deepened Mark’s humiliation. As he knelt there, listening to his wife’s moans and feeling the warm cum slowly leaking from his own arse, Mark wondered if he was about to lose the last remaining scraps of his dignity.

He already knew the answer.

He was. And a dark, broken part of him was starting to look forward to it. The thought of being completely exposed, of having no dignity left, of being reduced to nothing more than a sissy toy for his wife and her lovers, it terrified him. But it also excited him in ways he could no longer deny. The shame had become a drug. The humiliation a twisted pleasure. He was starting to crave the very things that once destroyed him. As Marcus came inside Susan with a loud groan, Mark felt a strange sense of acceptance wash over him. This was his life now. And he was beginning to love it.

Susan looked over at him, her eyes gleaming with dark satisfaction as she saw the look on his face. “Good boy,” she whispered. “You’re finally starting to understand.”

Mark lowered his head, knowing she was right. There was no going back. And he no longer wanted to.


Chapter 16

It was a quiet Saturday afternoon when Mark’s parents arrived at their semi-detached house in Tilehurst. The visit had become almost routine now, a strange new family tradition that bore little resemblance to the polite Sunday lunches of the past. Barbara and Tom entered the house with the casual familiarity of people who had accepted the new reality of their son’s marriage. There were no awkward greetings or hesitant conversations this time. Instead, they went straight upstairs to the master bedroom, where Susan was already waiting, naked and lounging on the bed like a queen on her throne. Her platinum blonde hair was tousled, her pierced nipples hard, and her body marked with fresh love bites and the elegant tattoos that now adorned her skin, permanent declarations of her slutty new identity.

Within minutes, the room filled with the sounds of depravity. Barbara was on her knees between Susan’s thighs, enthusiastically licking her daughter-in-law’s pussy with surprising skill, her tongue working eagerly over Susan’s swollen clit and delving deep into her slick folds. Susan moaned with pleasure, her hands tangled in Barbara’s hair, pulling her face harder against her cunt as her hips bucked up to meet her mother-in-law’s mouth. At the same time, Mark was on his knees in front of his father, sucking Tom’s cock with the obedient devotion he had been trained to show. His lips stretched wide around his father’s thick shaft, saliva dripping down his chin as he bobbed his head, taking him deeper with each stroke. The scene was utterly surreal, a complete corruption of the respectable middle-class family they had once been. The air was thick with the scent of sex, the wet sounds of oral pleasure, and the low moans of pleasure filling the room.

Mark’s mind was a whirlwind of shame and arousal as he serviced his father, his caged cock leaking into the satin panties he wore beneath his clothes. The sight of his mother eagerly eating Susan’s pussy while his father fucked his mouth was almost too much to process. Yet he continued, lost in the depravity, knowing there was no going back. The family he had grown up with had been completely transformed. And Susan had done it with effortless, cheerful cruelty.

Tom, growing more confident with each visit, eventually pulled his son up and bent him over the edge of the bed. He entered Mark with a deep, powerful thrust, his thick cock stretching his son’s arsehole wide as he buried himself to the hilt. Mark moaned like a whore, his voice high and desperate as his father began fucking him hard, the wet slapping of skin on skin filling the room. “Daddy, please fuck me harder,” Mark begged, his voice breaking with shame and pleasure. “I love your cock so much. Please destroy my sissy arse.”

Barbara looked up from between Susan’s legs, her face glistening with Susan’s juices, and giggled. “Tom couldn’t stop talking about fucking our son’s tight hole again all week,” she said with a mischievous smile, her tongue still flicking out to taste Susan’s pussy.

The two women kissed passionately while watching the father and son, their hands playing with each other’s breasts, pinching nipples and squeezing soft flesh as their tongues danced. Susan eventually pulled back and looked at Barbara with a satisfied grin, her lips shiny with saliva. “Look at them,” she whispered. “Your husband fucking your son like a cheap whore. Isn’t it beautiful?”

Barbara moaned, clearly aroused by the depraved sight, her fingers still buried in Susan’s cunt as she watched Tom pound Mark’s arse with increasing force. The room was filled with the obscene symphony of sex, the wet slapping, the moans, the filthy words, as the family descended deeper into depravity. Mark, bent over and taking his father’s cock like a slut, felt completely broken. And yet, a dark part of him was starting to love every second of it.

“On Monday, Mark starts his new job,” she announced. “He’ll never wear male clothes again. In his new position, he can only work as a proper sissy. His new boss, Erica, is quite the dominant shemale. During the interview, at Marcus’s instruction, she fucked him hard. He’s going to get fucked daily now.”

Mark’s mind flashed back to the interview earlier that week. Erica had been waiting for him in Marcus’s office, a tall, confident shemale with a commanding presence. She had made him strip down to his lingerie almost immediately, then bent him over the desk and fucked him with her huge cock, a monstrous thing that felt like an arm stretching his arsehole wide open. The pain had been intense at first, but it quickly turned into overwhelming pleasure as she pounded him relentlessly. “I heard from Marcus that you want to be a permanent submissive slut,” she had growled as she fucked him. “Good. Our little company only hires sluts. We don’t do HR and sexual harassment complaints here. You’ll be fucked daily, and you’ll love it.”

Mark had agreed wholeheartedly, moaning like a whore as she filled him with her cum. The memory made his caged cock throb painfully as he stood there in his mother’s old dress, listening to Susan tell his mother about his new role. Barbara’s eyes widened with a mixture of shock and intrigue, but she didn’t protest. The corruption was complete.

Susan smiled triumphantly, clearly enjoying the effect her words were having. “He’s going to be Erica’s little office sissy. Getting fucked whenever she wants. Isn’t that right, Mark?”

Mark nodded, his face burning with shame. “Yes, Goddess.”

The family orgy continued late into the night, with Mark being passed around like a toy. The weekend had been a complete descent into depravity. And he was starting to love every second of it.

Barbara laughed delightedly at the news, her eyes sparkling with a mix of shock and amusement as she processed the idea of her son working as a sissy in an office full of dominant women. As she did, the doorbell rang downstairs. Barbara looked up curiously. “Who’s that?”

Susan smiled and went to check. It was Paul, their mild-mannered accountant neighbour from three doors down. They introduced him to Barbara and Tom, and Paul, already familiar with the household’s dynamic, stripped without hesitation. His cock was already semi-hard as he stepped closer. He pushed his cock into Mark’s mouth while Tom continued fucking him from behind, the two men spit-roasting him with increasing enthusiasm. The women laughed as Mark was caught between father and neighbour, his body rocking back and forth between the two cocks, his moans muffled around Paul’s shaft. Susan and Barbara turned back to each other and kissed deeply once more, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies as they enjoyed the depraved show.

Mark moaned around Paul’s cock, his own caged cock dribbling uselessly onto the carpet. In his mind, a strange, broken thought surfaced; Can my life get any more fucked up than this? The sensation of his father’s thick cock slamming into his arse while he sucked his neighbour’s dick in front of his own mother was almost too much to process. Yet the humiliation only made him harder, his caged cock leaking steadily as he pushed back against his father’s thrusts. He was completely lost in the depravity, and a dark part of him was starting to crave even more.

As the depravity continued, Susan decided to introduce the family to something new. “Time for a little lesson in pissplay,” she announced with a wicked grin, pulling Mark into the centre of the room. “My little cuck loves drinking piss. Don’t you, Mark?”

Mark nodded weakly, his face burning with shame as the others watched. Susan went first, standing over him and directing a warm, golden stream into his open mouth. Mark swallowed eagerly, the acrid taste filling his throat as Susan laughed. “Good boy. Drink it all.”

Tom was next, clearly excited by the idea. He stood over his son and pissed into his mouth, the strong stream splashing against Mark’s tongue. “Fuck, this is dirty,” Tom groaned, but he didn’t stop, filling his son’s mouth until Mark swallowed every drop. Barbara watched with wide eyes, her hand between her legs as she touched herself. Paul followed, his piss weaker but still warm as Mark drank it down, his stomach full and his mind spinning with humiliation and arousal.

Barbara, now completely caught up in the moment, straddled Mark’s face. “My turn,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. She released a long, steady stream of piss into his mouth, her pussy accidentally brushing against his face as she did so. Mark, lost in submission, licked her pussy instinctively, his tongue flicking over her clit as he drank her urine. Barbara moaned loudly, grinding against his face as she finished, her juices mixing with the piss on his tongue.

Susan watched with dark satisfaction, stroking Barbara’s hair. “Good girl. You’re learning fast.”

The family continued their depraved play late into the night, Mark serving as their willing toilet and toy. The weekend had been a complete descent into depravity. And he was starting to love every second of it.

How little did he know that this was just the beginning…
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